FO ae a a 


$e aE OI 


SSS SSS = 


a 














, 
a 
. 
f c 
> / é 
\ 
_ 
8 
j s 
. 2% ne Cm / ~ 
_ | y 43 A. YS va bet | 




















To the Reader. 

This ae chat thou here feeft put, 

Ic was for gentle Shakefpeare cut; 
Wherein the seater hada {trife 

with Nature, toout-doo thelife : _ 
O,could he but hauedrawne his wit 

As well in brafle, ashe hath hit 
Hisface . the Print vould then furpafle 

All, thatvvaseuervvritinbrafle. 
But, fince he cannot, Reader, looke 

No on his Picture, but his Booke. 


Bele 








Me. WILLIAM 
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TO THE MOST NOBLE 


Oakes 
INCOM PARABLE PAIRE 
OF BRETHREN. | 


= Wircia m : 
Earle of Pembroke, &c. Lord Chamberlaine to the 
Kings moft Excellent eM atefly. 


AND 


Powe &Y | 


_ Earle of Montgomery, &c. Gentleman of his Maiefties 
Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moft Noble Order . 


of the Garter, and\onr fingular pood 
LORDS. 


Right Honourable, 


RA Nebeeh Flilf weyludie tobe thankful in our particular fier 


\/ae/fs, themany fauors we haue receiued from your L.L 
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and rafbneffé ; rafhneffe in the enterprize, and 


Sufiainesme cannot butknim ther dighity greater ,then to defcend to 
the reading of the/e trifles:and,yvhile we name them trifles,we haut 
deprind our felues of the defence of our Dedication. But fince your 
L.L. haue beene pleas d to ebinke thefe trifles fome-thing, heereto- 

S i} Mikeip Vi HQ: R ee 

Sore ; and bane Niegial both them, and their eA uthour lung, 

‘yvith [6 muchfauour : we ope,that(they out-huing him,and he not 
hauing the fate, common with fome, to be exequutor to bis owne veri- 
tings) you will-ufe the like indulgence toward them.,,you haue done 

A 2 unto 


we are fulne. vpon the ill fortune , tomingle, 
two the moft diuerfe things that can bee, feare, 


Seare of the fucceffe. For,whenwe valew the places your H.H. 
































The Epittle Dedicatorie.*».. 
vntotheir parent. Theres agreat diference,yvhetber any Booke 
choofe his Patrones, or finde them: T bis hath done both. For, 
Jo. much were_your LL. tikgs of the fenerall parts, vvhen 
they were atied,as before they uvere publifhed,the Volume askd to 
be yours. We haue but collected them_,and done an office_.to the 


dead, to procure his Orphanes, Guardians ; vvithout ambition é.- 


ther of Jelfe-profit, or fame : onely to keepe the memory of fo worthy 
a Friend,¢> Fellow ahue,as was our SaaKkus? &ar e,by hum- 
ble offer of bis playes,toyour moft noble.. patronage. Wherein, as 
we haue u/tly obferued, no man tocomeneere your LL. but vvith 
akind of religious addreffe_.it hath bin the height of our care, vvho 
are the Prefenters,tomake the prefent worthy of your H.F2. by the 
perfection. But,there we muft alfo crane our abilities to be confiderd, 
my Lords.i¥e cannot go beyond our ovne powers. Country hands 
reach foorth milke,creame, fruites, or what they haue : and many 
Nations (we haue heard) that had not gummes ¢9 incen/e,obtai- 
ned their reque/ts with a leauened Cake. Lvvas no fault to approch 
their Gods, by what meanes they could: eAndthe moft, though 
meane/t, of things are made more precious, when they are dedicated 
toT emples. Inthat name therefore, we moft humbly confecrate. to 
your FH. FH. thefe_ remaines of your feruant Shakefpeare ; that 
what delight isinthem., may be euer your L.L. the, yeputation 
his,¢> the faults ours,if any be committed,by a pyre focarefullto 
Shew their gratitude both tothe lininyand the dead, as ts 


Your Lordthippestnott bounden, 


2 ame Flenry Connect, 
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T othe great Variety of Readers. 


=] Rom the moft able,to him that can but fpell: There 
you are number’d, We had rather you were weighd. 
Efpecially, when the fate of all Bookes depends vp- 
Sy] on your capacities : and not of your heads alone, 
but of your purfes, Well ! It isnow publique, & you 
O¥e|| Wil ftand for your priuledges wee know: to read, 
and cenfure. Do fo,but buy it firft. That doth beft 
commend a Booke, the Stationer faies. Then,how odde foeuer your 
braines be, or your wifedomes, make your licence the fame,and {pare 
not. Iudge your fixe-penorth, yourfhillings worth, your fiue thil- 
lings worth at atime, or higher, fo yourife to the iu{t rates, and wel- 
come, But, what euer youdo, Buy. Cenfure will not drive a Trade, 
or make thelacke go. And though you be a Magiftrate of wit, and fit 
ontheStageat Black-Friers, or the (ock-pit, to arraignePlayes dailie, 
know, thefe Playes haue had their triail alreadie, and {tood out all Ap- 
- peales ; anddonowcome forth quitted rather by a Decree of Court, 
then any purchas’d Letters of commendation. 

It had bene a thing, we confefle, worthie to haue bene wifhed, that 
the Author himfelfe had liu’d to haue fet forth, and ouerfeen his owne 
writings ; But fince it hath bin ordain’d otherwife,and he by death de. 
parted from that right,we pray you do not envie his Friends,the office 
of their care, and paine, to haue collected & publifh’d them, and fo to 
haue publifh’d them, as where (before) you were abus’d with diuerfe 
{tolne, and {urreptitious copies, maimed,and deformed by the frauds 
and {tealthes of iniurious impoftors, that expos'd them: euen thofe, 
are now offer’d to your view curd, and perfect of their limbes, and all 
the reft, abfolute in their numbers, as he conceiued thé. Who,as he was 
a happie imitator of Nature, was a moft gentle expreffer of i. His mind 
and hand went together: And what he thought, hevetered with that 
eafineffe, that wee hauefcarfe receiued from hima blot in his papers. 
But it isnot our prouince,who onely gather his works, and giue them 
you, to praifehim, Itis yours thatreadehim. And there wehope,to 
your divers capacities, you will finde enough, both to draw, and hold 
you: for his wit can no more lie hid, then it could be loft. Reade him, 

therefore ; and againe, and againe : And ifthen you doe not like him, 
_ furely you areinfome manifelt danger, not to vnderftand him, And fo 
weleaue you to other of his Friends, whom if you need,can bee your 
guides : if you neede them not, you can leade your felues,and others, 


And fuch Readers we wifhhim. 





A 3 lobn Hemiuge, 
Henrie Condell, . 
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Which, when it founds at beft but eccho's» ight 3% 50 


Or crafty Malice, maght pretena this peaifeys- <r. 
And thinketa ruine,whexe i foare oas raifeAcd2>O 

Thefe are, as fome infamous Band, or Whores: 
Should prasfe a Matron. W has seulddburtber taeresk 

Bat thou art proofeagainjpthem, dadindecdns\ +. 
Abowe th ll fortune of them, or bbe BEC 6.062, Axye?. 


ST, therefore will begin, Soule-of the Aged was\or 


The applaufe | delight shewondey of or Stage sss 
My Shakelpeatesri/es 9m! net ladge theeby 
Chaucer, or Spenfer, or bid Beaumont byes wi 
A little further, to make thee, a roonie'sss In ywaubhy 
Thonart.a Moniment, withoutatombes Sor ysh2 
And art aline (till, while thy Booke doth Limes <0 
And we haue wits torcad,and praife togines, is 


That I not mixe thee so,my. braine excnfes.:5\»\s x's, 


1 meane with great, but difproportion'a Mutes : 
For if I thought my imdgement were of yeeres, 
Ifhould commit thee firely with thy peeres, 
And tell, how, farréthiu did tf onr Lily ont-fbine, 
Or (porting Kid, or Marlowes mighty line. 
And though thou hadft fmall Latine, and leffe Greeke, 
From thenceto hononr thee, would not feeke 
For names; but call forth thand' ring Ai{chilus, 
Euripides, avd Sophocles to vs , 
Paccuuius, Accius, bi of Cordoua dead, 
To Life againe, toheare thy Buskin tread, 
And fake a Stage :Or, when thy Sockes Wer $¢ OM2, 
Leane thee alone, for the comparifon 
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Of all, shat infolent Greece, or haughtie Rome 
Triumph, my Britaine; thou haftoneto fhowe,,- ON: 
| He ynas pot of anage,, but for all timer. 
And all the Mules fizll were in their prime, 
whenjike Apollo he-came forth to warme 
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Arr 2m cares; or bike aMercury;tocharme' - 
JAS *Barare her felfewas proud of his defignes, 


| Apd iy’ dtoweare the di efsing of his lines 
| which were fo rachly {pnn, and vioven fo fit, 
| | As, fince, (he will vouchfafe no other Wit. 


H} + “The merry Greeke,; tart Ariftophanes, 
Hr Neat Terence, witty Plautus, wew not pleafe, 
| But antiquated, and dcferted lye * 


1 As they were not of Natures family. 
Yet muft I not gine Nature all: Thy Art, 

Myventle Shakefpeare, mufl enioy a part. 
For though the Potts matter, Nature be, 

His Art doth viwe the fafbion.. And, that he, 
Who.cafts to write aliuing line, muft fireat , 

(fuch as thine are).and firike the fecond heat 
| Vpon the Mules anuzle : turne the fame, 

il | (And himfelfe with it) that he thinkes to frame ; 
Or for the lawrell; he may gaine a fcorne, 
| For 4 good Poet's made, as well as borne. 
i). And fichwert thon. Looke how the fathers face 





Liues inhis iffue, enenfo, the race 
i= Of Shakefpeares minde, and'manners brightly {hines 
HI dn his well torned, and true filed lines : 


My Ineach of which, hefeemes to foake a Lance, 
| As brandifh vat the eyes of Jenorance. 
| Sweet Swan of Avon! what a fight s were 
To fee thee 1wour waters yet appeare, 
And make thofefliahtsv pow the bankes of Thames, 
That fodid take Eliza, and on Lames ! 
But flay: t feethee in the Hemilphere 
Aduanc d, anil nade a Conftellation there: 
Shine forth,chow Starreof Poets, and with rage, 
Or influence chide.or cheere the drooping Stages 
which, fince thy flight fro-hence,bathwonra'd like aight, 
And de[paives day, but for thy Volumes light. 
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| Benz Ponson. 
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V pon the Linesand Lie of the Famous 





Scenicke Poet, Mafter VVinritam 
SHAKESPEARE. 
NV asp tole hands, which you foclapt, co now, and wring 
pAnoeNN| You Brétaines braue; for done are Shakefpeares daycs : 
‘Bo, T bis) His dayes are done, that made the dainty Playes, 
| NG Y\x| Which made the Globe ofheau’nand earth toring. 
SS l Dry de is that veine, dry’d is the The/pian Spring, 
Turn all to teares, and Phebus clouds his rayes : 
That corp’s, that coffin now befticke thofe bayes, 
Which crown’d him Poet firft, then Poets Kine. 
If Tragedies might any Prologue haue, 
Allthofe he made, would {carfe make one to this : 
Where Fame, now that he gone is to the grave 
(Deaths pu liquetyring-houfe) the Wunciusis. 
For though his line of life went fooneabout, 
The life yet ofhis lines fhall neucr out. 








HVGH HOLLAND, 
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A eC A T A r O G V E 
of the feuerall Comedies, Hiftories, and T'ra- 


gedies contained in this Volume. 






































COMEDIES. The Firft part of King Hem the fot. 46) 
| The Second part of K. Henry the fourth. 74 
| lee He Tempeft. amit he Boe The Life of King Henry the Fift. 6 9 
aS AN ’The two Gentlemen of Verona. 20 The Finft part of King Henry the Sixt. 96 
The Merry Wines of Windjor. 3 The Second part of King Hen. the Sixt. 120 | 
Meafure for Meafure. ent The Thiel part of King Henry the Sixt. 14:7 
The Comedy of Er rours. | g 5 | The Life @ Death of Richard the Third.173 
Much adso about Nothing. 10} | The Life of King Henry the Bight. 205 | - 
Loues Labour lost. | 122 TRAGE D l ES: 
ie hee i Sb x 145 The Tribeiy of (oriolanus. Fol.i. 
{The Merchant of Venice. if 163 en ae | ‘a 
ieaksn 2 a _ Romeoand Fuliet. | i. 53 
The Taming of the Shrew. 208 Tint of tober | 80 
poate res ect : ve Phe Life and death of Fulius (afar. 109 
T welfenINight, oo baton wil 795 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 7 131 
The Winters Tale. | 3°4 | The Tragedy of Hamlet. 152 oS | 
HISTORIES.iieuel Se 
| Othello,the Moore of Venice: - | 310 
The Life and Death of King Fobn. _ Fol.1. | Anthony and (leopater. 346 


The Life ¢ death of Richard the fecond. 23 | (ymbeline King of Britaine. 369) 
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CAR? 


HE MEMORIE 
- of the deceafed Authour Maifter 
rs W. Suakespgare. 


Gi): Hake-{peare, at length thy pious fellowes gine 
EQS The world thy Workes : thy Workes,by which, out: line 
are Thy Tombe, thy name mut: when that [tone is rent, 
And Time diffolues thy Stratford Moniment, 

Here we alive (hall view thee fill. This Booke, 
When Braffe and Marble fade,fhall make thee looke 
Frefh to all Ages: when Pofteritie 

Shall loath what's new ,thinke all is prodegie 

That isnot Shake-{peares ; eu’ry Line,each Verfe 
Here fhall rewiue,redeeme thee from thy Herfe. 

Nor Fire,nor cankring Age,as Nafo faid, 

Of his thy wit-fraught Booke fhall once inuade. 

Nor fhall Le're beleeue, or thinke thee dead 

(Though mift -ontill our bankrout § tage be {ped 

( Jmpofsible) with fome new [traine t’outedo 

'Pafsions of luliet,and her Romeo ; 

Or till F beare a Scene more nobly take, 

Then when thy half-Sword parlying Romans /pake, 
Till thefe,till any of thy Volumes reft . 

Shall with more firemore feeling be expreft., 

Be fureour Shake-{peare, thou canft nener dye, 

But crown'd with Lawrell,line eternally. 









2 Se Digges, : 
- 'Tothememorie of M. W’ Shake-fpeare. 


V V ZE wondred (Shake-{peare) that thou went’ ‘fo foone 
From the Worlds-Stage,tothe Graues-Tyring-roome. 

Wee thought thee dead, but this thy printed worth, 

Tels thy Speétators that thou went’/? but forth 

To enter with applaufe. An Attors Art, : 

(an dye,and liue,to afte a fecond part. | 

That's but an Exit of Mortalitie ; : roe 

his, a Re-entrance toa Plaudite. 


LM. 






























































| The Worke y WillamS Shililetons, 


containing all his Comedies, Hiftories, and 
Tragedies : Truely fet forth, according to their firft 
ORFIGINALL. 





The Names of the Principal AGors 


in all thefe Playes. 


eoaa pian Shakefpeare. 





7 ae inal 
eA ugufline Phillips. 
William Kempt. 

Thomas Poope. 
George Bryan. 
Henry Condell. ° | 
William She. 
‘Richard Cowly. 

Fobn Lowine. 
Samuel Croffe, 
eAlexander Cooke. 


Samuel Gilburne. 
Robert Armin. | 
Wilham Oftler. 
Nathan Field. 
Fobn Underwood. 
Nicholas Tooley. 
Willam Eccleftone. 


Fofeph Tal. 


Robert Benfield. 
Robert Goughe. 
Richar d Robinfon. 


| lohn Shancke. 
lbn Rice. 
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ter a Ship-maffer, and a Bote/waine. 


Mafter. 
<4 Ore-{waine. 
Botef. Heere Mafter : What cheere ? 
Maft.. Good : Speake to th’Mariners: fall 
too’, yarely, or werun our felucs a ground, 
beftirre, beftirte. . Exit. 


i) 
© 


Enter (Mariners. 
Botef. Hcigh my hearts, cheerely, cheerely my hats: 
yare, yare : Take in thetoppe-fale: Tend to th’Mafters 
whiftle : Blow tillthou burft thy winde , if roome ‘e+ 
nough, 
Enter Alonfo, Sebaffias, Anthonio, Ferdinando, 
Gonzalo,and others. 

Alon, Good Botefwaine haue care: where’s the Ma- 
fter ? Play the men. 7 

Botef, 1 pray now keepe below, 

Anth. Where is the Matter, Bofon? 

Botef;Doyounot heate him? you marre our labour, 
Keepe your Cabines : you do afsift the ftorme. 

Gonz, Nay, good be patient. ) 

Botef, When the Sea is: hence, what cares thefe roa~ 
rers for the name of King ? to Cabine; filence: trouble 
ysnot. 
Gon, Good, yet remember whom thot haft aboord. 
Botef. None that I more loue thet my felfe. You are 
a Counfellor,if you can command thefe Elements to fi- 
lence, and worke the peace of the prefent, wee will not 
| handarope more, vfe your authoritie: Ifyou cannot, 
} give thankesyou hauéliu’d fo long, and make your 
felfe readie in your Cabine for the mifchance of the 
houre, ific fohap, Cheerely good hearts : out of out 
way Tfay. Exit. 

Gon. hatie great comfort from this fellow:methinks 
he hath no drowning marke vpon him, his complexion 
is perfec Gallowes : ftand faft good Fateto his han- 
ging, make the rope of his defliny our cable, forour 
owne dothlittleaduantage: Ifhe be not borne to bee 
hang’d, our cafe is miferable. Exit. 

Enter Bote[waine, 

Botef-Downe with the top-Matt : yare,lowet,lower, 
bring herto Try with Maine-courfe. A plague————= 
Ary within. — Enter Sébaftsan, Anthonio & Gonzalo. 
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Arempefiuons voile of Thunder and Lightning beard: En- | 
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aA clus primus, Scena prima. 





vpon this howling: they are lowder then the weather, 
or our office? yet againe ? What doyouheere? Shal we | 
giue ore and drowne,haue you a minde to finke? 
Sebaf. A poxe o'yeur throat,you bawling, blafphe- 
mous incharitable Dog. 
Botef: Worke you then, | 
Axth, Hang cur,hang,you whorefon infolent Noyfe- 
maker,we are lefle afraid to be drownde,then thou are. 
Goxx, Vie warranthim for drowning, though the | 
Ship were no ftronger then a Nutt-fhell, and as leaky as 
ari vnftanched wench, 
Bote/. Lay her ahold,ahold, fet hertwo courfes off 
to Sea againe, lay her aff, 


Enter Mariners wet, 
Mari. Allloft,to prayers,to prayers,all loft, 
Botef. Whiat mult our mouths be cold? 
Gonz, The King ,and Prince, at prayers, let’s affift them, 
for our cafe is as theirs. é 
Sebaf. Yam out of patience. i 
An. We are meerly cheated of our lives by drunkards, 
This wide-chopt-rafcall, would thou might{t lye drow- 
ning the wafhing of ten Tides, Caos 
Gonz, Hee'l be hang’d yet, 
Though cuery drop of water fweare againftie, a 
And gapeatwidfttoglurhim. 4 confufed nopfe within. 
Mercy oni vs ee 
We fplit, we fplit , Farewell my wife, and children, 
Farewell brother : we fplit,we fplit;we fplic. 
Auth. Let's all finke with’ King 
Seb. “Let's take leaue of him, Exit. 
Gonz. Now would I giue athoufand furlongs of Sea, 
for an Acre of barren ground: Long heath, Browne 
firrs, any thing; the wills aboue be done,” but I would 
faine dyea dry death, Exit. 


Scena Secunda: 
Enter Profperoand Miranda. 
Mira. Vf by your Art (my deereft father) you haue 
Put thé wild waters inthis Rote;alay chem: 
The skye it {cemes would powre down ftinking pitch, 
But that the Sea,mounting to th’ welkins cheeke, 
Dathes the fireout. Oh! I have fuffered 
With thofe that J faw fuffer: A braue veffell : 
A (Who 
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| No more amazement : Tell your pitteous heart 
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The Tempefte 


Who had no doubt fome noble creature in her) 
Dafh’d all to peeces +O the cry did knocke 
_ Againft my very heart : poore foules,they perifh’d. 
Had I byn any God of power,I would 
Haue funcke the Sea within the Earth, or ere 
It fhould the good Ship fo haue fwallow'd,and 
The fraughting Soules withinher. . 
Prof. Becolle&ted, 


there’s no harme done, 
Mira, O woe,the day. 
Prof. No harme: 


Thaue done nothing, but in care of thee 


(Of thee my deere one; thee my daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou are. naught knowing 
Of whence Iam - mor that I am more better, 


| Then Profpero,Mafter of a full poore cell, 


And thy,no greater Father, 

(Mira, More to know 
Did neuer medle with my thoughts. - 

Prof. ’Tis time 
I fhould informe thee farther: Lend thy hand 
And plucke my Magick garment from me: So, 
Lye there my Art: wipe thou thine eyes,haue comfort, 
The direfull {pectacle of the wracke which touch'd 
The very vertue of compaffion in thee ; 
Thaue with fuch prouifion inmine Art 
Sofafely ordered,that there is no foule 
No not fo much perdition as an hayre 
Betid to any creature in the veffell 
Which thou heardft cry y which thou faw’ft finke ; Sit 
For thou muft now know farther, [downe, 

Mira. Y ouhaue often 
Begun to tell me what I am, but ftope 
And left me to a booteleffe Inquifition, 
Concluding ,ftay : not yet. 

Prof: The howr’s now come 
The very minute byds thee ope thine care, 
Obey, and be attentive. Canft chou remember 
A time before we came vnto this Cell? 
I doenot thinke thou can@,for then thou was t not 
Out three yeeres old, 

Mira, Certainely Sir; I can. 

Prof, By what? by any other houfe,or perfon? 


| Of any thing the Image,tell me,that 
{| Hath kept with thy remembrance. 


(Mira. Tis farre eft: 


And rather like a dreame,then an affurance 


That my remembrance warrants - Had] not 
Fowre,or fiue women once,that tended me? 
Prof. Thou hadft; and more Miranda : But how isit 
That this liues in thy minde ? What feeft thou els 
In the dark-backward and Abifme of Time? 
Yf thou remembreft oughrere thou cam’'ft here, 
How thou cam’ft here thou maift. 
Mira. But that I doe not. 
Prof. Twelue yere fince(Afiranda)tweluc yere fince, 
Thy father was the Duke of A4ilaine and 
A Prince of powers 
Mira. Sir, are not youmy Father? 
> Prof: Thy Mother was a peece of vertue, and 
She faid thou waft my daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke of Atiilaie,and his onely heire, 
And Princeffe:'no worfe Iflued. 
Mira, Othe heavens, — 
What fowle play had we,that we came from thence? 


Or bleffed was’t we did? 
Prof: Both,both my Girle, 
By fowle-play (as thou faift) were we heau’d thence, 
But bleffedly holpe hither. . 
Mira, O my heart bleedes 
To thinke oth’ teene that I haueturn’d yeuro, 


» Which is from my remembrance,pleafe you, farther; 


Prof: My brother and thy vncle,call’d Anthenio : 


ait Fpraytheemarke me, that.a brother fhould 


Be fo perfidious : he, whem next thy felfe 
Ofall the world Ilou’d,and to him pur 
The mannage of my ftate, as at that time 
Through all the fignories it was the firft, 
And Profpero,the prime Duke, being fo reputed 
In dignity 5 and for the liberall Artes, 
Without a paralell ; thofe being all my ftudie, 
The Gouernment I caft ypon my brother, 
And to my State grew ftranger, being tran{ported 
And raptin fecret ftudies,thy falfe vncle 
(Do’ft thou attend me?) 
(Mira. Sir,moft heedefully. 
Prof, Being once perfected how to graunt {uites, 
how to deny them : who t’aduance,and who 
Totrath for ouer-topping; new created 
The creatures that were mine,] fay,or chang’d ’em, 
Or els new form’d “em ; hauing both the key, 
Of Officer,and office, fet all hearts i’th ftate 
To what tune pleas’d his care,that now he was 
The Iuy which had hid my princely Trunck, 
And fuckt my verdure out on’t: Thou attend’ft not? 
Mira. O goodSir, Idoe, 
Prof. I pray thee marke me: 
Ithus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To clofenes,and the bettering of my mind 
with that,which but by being fo retir’d 
Ore-priz’d all popular ratesin my falfe brother 
Awak’d an euill nacure,and my truft 
Likea good parent,did beget ef him 
A falfehood in it’s contrarie,as great 
As my truft was, which had indeede no limit, 
A confidence fans bound, He being thus Lorded, 
Not onely with what my revenew yeelded, 
But what my power might els exact. Like one 
Who hauing into truth, by telling of it, 
Made fuch a fynner of his memorie 
Tocredite his owneé lie,he did beleeue 
He was indeed the Duke, our o’th’ Subftitution 
And executing th outward face of Roialtie 
With all prerogatiueshence his Ambition growing : 
Do'ftthou heare? a. 
Mira. Your tale,Sir, would cure deafeneffe. 
Prof.To haueno Schreene between this part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for,he needes will be 
Abfolute A4illaine, Me (poore man) my Librarie 
Was Dukedomelargeenough : of temporall roalties 
Hethinks me now incapable. Confederates 
(fo drie he was for Sway) with King of Naples 
To giue him Annuall tribute,doe him homage 
Subieé his Coronet,to his Crowne and bend 
The Dukedom yet ynbow’d (alas poore A4sHasne) 
To moft ignoble ftooping. , 
Mira, Oh the heauens : 
Prof. Marke his condition,and th’euent,then tell me 
If this might bea brother, 
Mira. Afhouldfinne . 
Tothinke but Noblie of ngy Grand-mother, 
Geod 
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ood wombes haue borne bad fonnes. 
Pro. Now the Condition. 
This King of Waples being an Enemy 
To me inueterate,hearkens my Brothers fuit, 
Which was, That he in lieu o’th’ premifes, 
Of homage, and I know not how much Tribute, 
Should prefently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedome, and confer faire AZjllaine 
With allthe Honors, on my brother: Whereon 
A treacherous Armie levied, one mid-night 
Fated to th’ purpofe, did Axthonio open 
The gates of A4Zillaine, and ith’ dead of darkenefle 
The minifters for th’ purpofe hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying felfe. 
Mir. Alack;'tor pitty : 
Inotremembring how I cride out then 
Will cry it ore againe : itis a hint 
That wrings mine eyes too’t. 
Pro, Hearea little further, 
And then [le bring thee to the prefent bufineffe 
Which now’s vpon’s: without the which,this Story 
Were moft impertinent. 
Mir. Wherefore did they not 
That howre deftroy vs? 
Pro, Welldemanded; wench: . 
My Tale prouokes that queftion : Deare,they durft not, 
So deare the lone my people bore me: nor {et 
A marke fo bloudy on the bufineffe; but 
With colours fairer, painted their foule ends. 
| In few, they hurried vs a-boord a Barke , 
' Bore vs fome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carkaffe ofa Butt, notrige’d, 
Nor tackle, fayle, nor maft, the very rats 
Inftin@iuely haue quit it : There they hoyft vs 
To cry to th’Sea, that roard to vs; tofigh 
To th’ windes, whofe pitty fighing backe againe 
Did vs but louing wrong, 
Mir. Alack, what trouble 
Was I then to you ? 
Pro, O, aCherubin 
Thou was’t that did preferue me; Thou didft {mile, 
Infufed with a fortitude from heauen, 
When I have deck’d the fea with drops fuli fale, 
Vader my burthen groan’d, which raif’d in me 
An yndergoing ftomacke, to beare vp 
Againft what {hould enfue. 
Muir, How came wea fhore ? 
Pro. By prouidence divine, 
Some food, we had,and fome frefh water, that 
Anoble Neopelitan Gonzalo Si 
Out ofhis Charity, (who being then appointed 
Mafter of this defigne) did giue vs, with 
Rich garments, linnens, ftuffs, and neceffaries 
Which fince haue fteeded much, fo of his gentleneffe 
Knowing Tlou’d my bookés, he furnifhd me 
From mine owne Library, with volumes, that 
I prize aboue my Dukedome. 
Mir, Would] might © > 
But euer fee that man, 
Pro. Now [ arife, ; 
Sit ftill, and heare the laft ofour fea-forrow : 
Heerein this land we arriu’d, andheere © 
Haue I, thy Schoolemafter, made thee more profit 
Then other Princeffe can, thathaue more time 
For vainet howres ; and Tutors, novfo carefull. . 
Mir, Heuens thank you for’r. And now Ipray you Sir; 





. Approach my Ariel. Come. 





aa aa aa a 
For ftill ‘tis beating in my minde; your reafon 
For rayfing this Seaeftorme? i 

Pre. Know thus far forth, 
By accident moft ftrange, bountiful Fortwne 
(Now my deere Lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this fhore : And by my prefcience 
I finde my Zenith doth depend-vpon 
A moftaufpitious ftarre, whofe influence 
IfnowI court notybut omit; my fortunes 
Will cuer after droope: Heare ceafe more queftions, 
Thou art inclinde to fleepe : tis a good dulneffe; 
And giueit way : 1 know thou can{t not chufe: 
Come away, Seruant, come ;T am ready now, 
Exter Ariel, 
iri, Allhaile, great Mafter, oraue Sir, haile:] come 
To an{wer thy beft pleafure; be’t to fly, 
To {wim, to diue into the fire: torride 
Onthe curld clowds: to thy ftrong bidding, taske 
e4riel, and all his Qualitie, 

Pro. Haft thou, Spirit, 
Performd to point, the Tempeft that I bad thee 
- er. Toeuery Article. 
I boorded the Kings fhip : now on the Beake, 
Now in the Watte, the Decke, in euery Cabyn, 
I flam’damazement, fometime I'ld diuide 
And burnie in many places; on the Top-maft, 
The Yards and Bore-fpritt, would I flame diftin@ly, 
Then mecte,andioyne, Joves Lightning,the precurfers 
O’th dreadfull Thunder-claps more momentarie 
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| And fight out-running were nots the fire,and cracks 


Offulphurous roaring, the moft mighty Neptune 
Seeme to befiege, and make his bold waues tremble, 
Yea, his dread Trident fhake, 
Pro. My braue Spirit, : 
Who was fo firme, fo conftant, that this coyle 
Would not infe& his reafon? 
e4r, Nota foule 
Bur felt a Feauer of the madde, and plaid 
Some tricks of defperation § all but Mariners 
Piung’d in the foaming bryne, and quit the veffell ; 
Then all a fire with me the Kings fonne Ferdinand 
With haire vp-ftaring (then like reeds, not haire) 
Was the firft man that leapt ; cride hell is empty, 
And all the Diuels are heere, 
Pro. Why that’s my fpirit : 
But wasnot this nye fhore? 

Ar, Clofe by, my Mafter. 

Pro. But are they (<4riell) fafe? 

Ar, Nota haire perifhd: 
On their fuftaining garments not a blemifh, 
But frefher then before : and as thou badftme, 
In troops I haue difperfd them *bout the Ifle: 
The Kings fonne haue I landed by himfelfe, 
Whom I left cooling of the Ayre with fighes, 
In an odde Angle of the Ifle, and fitting 
His armes in this fad knot, i. 

Pro, Of the Kings fhip, Nee 
The Marriners,fay how thou haft difpofd, 
Andall the reft o’th’ Fleete? 

Ar, Safely in harbour 
Is the Kings fhippe, in the deepe Nooke,; where once 
Thou calldft me vp at midnight to fetch dewe 
From the ftill-vext Bersmseothes, there fhe’s hid; 
The Marriners all vnder hatches owed, 
Who, with a Charme ioynd to their fuffred labour 
I haue left afleep: and for the reft o’th’ Fleet 
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(Which I difpers’d) they all haue met againe, 
And are vpon the Atediterranian Flote 

Bound fadly home for Naples, 

Suppofing that they faw the Kings thip wrackt, 
And his great perfon perifh, 

Pro. Ariel, thy charge 
Exaétly is perform’d ; but there’s more worke : 
What is the time o'th’day ? 

Ar. Paft the mid feafon. 

Pro. Atleaft two Glaffes: the time*twixt fix & now 
Muft by vs both be {pent moft precioufly. 

Ar. Is there more toyle ? Since ydoft giue me pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou haft promis d, 
Which is not yet perform’d me, 

Pro. How now? moodie ? 

What is’t thou canft demand? 

Ar, My Libertie. 

Pro. Before the time be out ?no more: 

Ar. Iprethee, 

Remember I haue done thee worthy feruice, 
Told thee no lyes, made thee no miftakings, ferv’d 
Without or grudge, or grumblings ; thou did promife 
To bate mea full yeere. 
Pro, Do’ft thou forget 
From whatatormentI did freethee? Ar. No. 
Pro, Thou do ft; & thinkft it much to tread ) Ooze 
Of the fale deepe; 
Torun vpon the fharpe winde of the North, 
To doe me bufineffe in the veines o’th’ earth 
When it is bak’d with froft. 
Ar. 1 doe not Sir. 

Pro. Thou lief, malignant Thing : haft thou forgot 
The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Enuy 
Was growne into ahoope? haft thou torgother ? 

Ar. No Sir. 

Pro. Thouhaft: where was fhe born? {peak: tell me: 

“fr, Sir, in Argier. 

Pre, Oh, was fhe fo: I muft 
Once in a moneth recount what thou haft bin, 

Which thou forgetft. This damn’d Witch Sycorax 

For mifchiefes manifold, and forceries terrible 

Toenter humane hearing, from Argier 

Thou know ’ft was banifh’d : fer one thiag fhe did 

They wold not take her life: Is not this true ? 4r.], Sir. 
Pro. This blew ey’d hag, was hither brought with 

And here was left by th’ Saylors; thou my flaue, (child, 

As thou reporcft thy felfe,was then het feruanc, 


1 And for thou waft a Spirit too delicate 
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To acther earthy, and abhord commands, 
Refufing her grand hefts, fhe did confine thee 

By helpe of her more potent Minifters, 

And in her moft vnmittigable rage, 

Into a clouen Pyne, within which rift 

Imprifon’d, thou didft painefully remaine 

A dozen yeeres : within which {pace the di'd, 

And left thee there: wherethou didft vent thy groanes 
As faft asMill-wheeles ftrike : Then was this Ifland 
(Saue forthe Son, thathedidlittourheere, 

A frekelld whelpe, hag-borne) not hopour'd with 
fhape. 

Ar. Yes: Caliba her.fonne. - 

Pro. Dullthing, I fay fo: he, that Caliban 
Whom now I keepe in feruice, thou beft know'ft 
What torment I did finde thee in; thy grones 
Did make wolues howle, and penetrate the breafts 
Of euer-angry Beares; it was atorment 
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To lay vpon the damn'd, which Syeorax 

Could not againe vndoe:; it was mine Art, 
When I arriu’d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne,and let thee out, 

Ar, Ithanke thee Mafter, 

Pre. Ifthou more murmur'ft, Iwill rend anOake 
And peg-thee in his knotty entrailes, till 
Thou haft howl’d away twelue winters, 

Ar, Pardon, Matter, 

I will be correfpondent to command 
And‘doe my fpryting, gently. 

Pro. Doe fo: and after two daies 
Iwill difcharge thee. 

Ar. Thai's my noble Matter : 

What fhall Idoe? fay what ? what fhall I doc? 

Pro, Goemake thy felfelikea Nymph o’th’ Sea, 
Be fubiect to no fight but thine,and mine : inuifible 
To euery eye-ball elfe : goe take this fhape 
And hither come in’t : goe: hence 
With diligence. Exit. 

Pre. Awake, deere hart awake, thouhaft flept well, 
Awake, - 

Mir. The ftrangenes of your ftory, put 
Heauineffe in me. 

Pro. Shake st off: Come on, 

Wee'll vifit Caliban, my flaue, who neuer 
Yeelds vs kinde anfwere. 

Mir. ’Tisavillaine Sir, I doe not loue to looke on, 

Pro, Butas’tis 
We cannot miffe him: he do’s make our fire , 

Fetch in our wood, and feruesin Offices 
That profit vs: What hoa: flaue: Caliban: 
Thou Earth, thou: fpeake. 

Cal, within. There’s wood enough within. 

Pro. Come forth I fay, there’s other bufines for thee: 
Comethou Tortoys, when? Enter Ariel like a watere 
Fine apparifion: my queint Ariel, Nymph. 
Hearke in thine care. 

Ar. My Lord, it fhall be done. Exit. 

Pro. Thou poyfonous flaue, got by § diuell himfelfe 
Vpon thy wicked Dam;comeforth. — Enter Caliban. 

Cal, As wicked dewe, as ere my mother brufh’d 
With Rauens feather from vnwholefome Fen 
Drop on you both: A Southwelt blow on yee, 

And blifter you all ore, 

Pro.For this be fure, to night thou fhalt haue cramps, 
Side-ftitches, that fhall pen thy breath vp, Vrchins 
Shall for that vaft of night,that they may worke 
All exercife onthee: thou fhalt be pinch’d 
Asthicke as hony-combe, each pinch more ftinging 
Then Bees that made’em, 

Cal. Imuft eat my dinner: 

This Mland’s mine by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thou tak’ft from me: when thoucam’ftfirft 
Thou ftroakft me,& made much of me: wouldft giue me 
Water with berries in’c : andteach me how 
Toname the bigger Light, and howtheleffe 
That burne by day,and night : and then I lou’d thee 
And fhew’d thee all the qualities o’th’ Ifle , 
The frefh Springs,Brine-pits ; barren place and fertill , 
Curs’d be I that did fo : All the Charmes 
Of Sycorax : Toades, Beetles, Batts light on you : 
For am all che Subiedts that youhaue, 
Which firft was min owne King : andhere you fty-me 
In this hard Rocke,whiles you doe keepe from me 
The reft o’ch’ Ifland. 

‘Pro. Thou 
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Pro. Thoumoftlying flaue, © That the earth owes: J heare itnow.aboue > 


| Whom ftripes may moue,not kindnes:I haue vs-d,thee ... Pro, The fringed Curtaines of thine eye aduance, 
(Filth:as thou att) with humane care,and lode’d thee And fay what thou fee’ft yond, ;... AE RRs 
In mine owne Cell, till thou didft feeke ro violate Miras: Whatis't aSpirit? > MRIS OS oe 
The honor of my childe.. o>: rs .... | Lord, how it lookes about: Beleeue me fir, iis 
Cal. Ohho; ohho, would’t had bene done: ; Itcarriesabraueforme. But’tisafpirit. Pies 
Thou didft preuent me, Lhad peopel’delfe, ».. vf Pro. No wench, it eats,and fleeps, & hath fuch fenfes 
This Ile with Calibans. % ! As wehaue: fuch, This Gallant which thoufeeft. _ 
Mira. Abhorred Slaue, 5 Was.in the wracke sand but hee’s fomething ftain’d 
Which any print of goodneffe wilt not fakes:)y .s With greefe (that’s beauties canker) } might’ft,call bi 
Being capable of all ill : I pittied thee, A goodly perfon: he hath loft his fellowes, i 
Took pains tomake thee {peak, taught thee each houre’| And ftrayes about to finde’em, ee 
One thing ot other : when thou didft not (Sauage) Mir, (might call him j 
Know thine owne meaning ; but wouldtt gabble, like | A thing divine, for nothing naturall . 
A thing moft brutifh, 1 endow’dthy purpoles I euertaw fo Noble. 
With words that made them knowne:But thy vild race Pro, ItgoesonI fee. _ tees 
(Tho thou didtt learn )had that in’t,which good natures As my foule prompts it: Spirit, fine {pirit, Ie free thee 
Couldnot abide to be with; therefore waft thou Within two dayes for this. Bi i! 
Deferuedly confin’d into this Rocke, whe hadit Fer. Moftf{ure the Goddeffe , 
Deferu’d morethena prifon,  ” On whom thefe ayres attend : Vouchfafe my pr oe 
Cal. You taught me Language,and my profit on't May know if you remaine vpon this Ifland, ; 
Is, [know how to curfe : the red-plague rid you And that you will fome good inftrugtion giue 
For learning me your language. How I may beare me heere : my prime requeft 
Prof, Hag-feed, hence: (Which I dolaft pronounce) is (O you wonder) 
Fetch vs in Fewell, and be quicke thou’rt beft Tf you be Mayd, or no? 
Toanfwer other bufineffe :fhrug’ftthou (Malice) Mir. No wonder Sir, 
If thou neglect{t, or doft vnwillingly But certainly a Mayd. 
What I command, Ile racke thee with old Crampes, Fer. My Language ? Heauens : 
Fillall thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, I am the beft of them that fpeake this fpeech, - 
That beafts fhall tremble at thy dyn. Were but where ’tis fpoken, . 
Cal. No,’pray thee. Pro. How? the beit ? 
| I mutt obey, his Artis of fuchipow’r, What wert thou if the King of Naples heard thee ? 
It would controll my Dams god Setebosy Fer, A fingle thing, as I am now,that wonders 
And make a vaffaile of him. To heare thee {peake of Naples : he do's heare me, 
Pro. So flaue,hence. Exit Cal. | And that he do’s, I weepe : my felfe am Naples, 
Enter Ferdinand & Ariel, innifible playing o& finging. Who, with mine eyes (never fince at ebbe) beheld 
Ariel Song. Come visto thefe yellow fands, The King my Father wrack’e, : 
and then take hands: Mir. Alacke, for mercy. 
Curt fied when you bane and kift Fer. Yes faith,& all his Lords,the Duke of Adillaine 
the wilde wanes whiff : | And his braue fonne, being twaine, eee 
Foote it featly heere, and there, and fweete Sprights beare | Pro. The Duke of Adillaine nae ee 
the burthen. Burthen difperfedly. | And his more brauer daughter, could controll thee | 
Harke,barke bowgh wawgh : the watch-Dogges barke, Ifnow’twere fit todo’t: Atthefirftight _. 
bowch-wawgh. They haue chang’d eyes: Delicate Ariel, . 
Ar. Hark, hark, Ubeare,the traine of ftrutting (hanticlere | lle fet thee free for this. A word good Sir, 
cry cockadidle-dowe. I feare you haue done your felfe fome wrong: A wordy } 
Fer. Where hold this Mufick be? I’th aire,or th carth? air. Why {peakes my father fo vngently ? This. 
Ic founds no more: and {ure it waytes vpon Isthe third manthatere I faw: the Arf ier 
Some God ’oth’Iland, fittingon a banke, That ere] figh'd for : pitty mote my father 
Weeping againethe King my Fathers wracke, Tobe enclin’d my, way. 
This Muficke ¢répt by me vpon the waters, Fer, O, ifa Virgin, act ane 
Allaying both their fury, and my paffion 09", And your affeétion not gone forth, Ile make you 
With it’s fweet aye: thence] haue follow'd it The Queene of Maples. 
(Or it hath drawne me rather) but tis gone, Pro: Soft fir, one word more. 
No, it begins againe. / They are both in eythers pow’rs : But this {wift bufines 
Ariel Song. Full fadom fine thy Father lies, . J muft vneafiemake, leaft coo light winning 
) Of bis bones are (orrall made + Make the prize light, One word more: charge thee 
Thofe are pearles that were les cies, Thar thou attend me: Thou do’ft heere vfurpe 
Nothing of bins that doth fade, Thename thou ow’ft not, and haft put thy felfe 
But doth fuffer a Sea-change VponthisIfland, as a{py, to win it Ast 
Into fomething rich,& frrange: From me,the Lord on’t. 
Sea-Nimphs honrly ring has kpell. Fer. No, asI amaman, 
Burthen: ding dong. Mir. Thet’s nothing ill, can dwellin{fucha Temple, 
Harlkenow I heare them, ding-dong bel, If the ill-fpirit haue fo fayre a honfe, ne 
Fer. The Ditty do’s remember my drown’d father, Good things will firiue to dwell with’e. . | 
This is no mortall bufines, not no found Pro. Follow me. say ads 
A3 Pro. | 
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_ Prof. Speake not you for him : hee’s aT raitor:comie, | Is much beyond our loffe; our hint of woe 


Ile manacle thy necke and feete together: 
Sea water fhalt thou drinke: thy food fhall be 
The frefh-brooke Muffels, wither’d roots, and huskes 
Wherein the Acorne cradled . Follow,’ 
Fer. No, , 
T will refift fuch entertainment, till 
Mine enemy ha’s moré pow’r. ree 
He drawes, and is charmed from mouing. 
Mira, O deere Father, 
Make not too rafh a triall of him, for 
'Hee’s gentle,and not fearfull. 
Prof. WhatI fay, oe : 
My foote my Tutor? Put thy fword vp Traitor, 


Who mak’ft a thew,but dar’ft not ftrike:thy confeience 


Is fo poffeft with guilt: Come,from thy ward, 
For Ican heere difarme thee with this fticke, 
And make thy weapon drop. 
(Mira. Befeech you Father. 
Prof: Hence : hang not onmy garments, 
Mira, Sirhaue pity, é 
Ile be his furety, 
Prof, Silence: One word more ” 
Shall make me’chide thee. ifnot hatethee : What, 
Anaduocate foran Impoftor? Hufh: ->: 
Thou think’ft there is no more fuch fhapesas he, 
(Hauing feene but him and Ca/sban:) Foolith wench, 
To th’moft of men, this is a Caltban, 
And they tohimare Angels, 
(Mira, My affeGions 
Are then moft humble: I haue no ambition 
To fee ag oodlier man. awe 
Prof, Comeon, obey: 
Thy Nerues are in their infancy againe. 
‘And have no vigour in thein. 
Fer.’ So they are 3" ° 
‘My (pirits, as in a dreame, are all bound vp: 
My Fathers lotle, the weakneffe which] feele, 
The wracke of all my friends, nor this mans threats, 
To whom I am fubdude, are but light to me, 
Might I but through my prifon once a day 
Behold this Mayd : all corners elfe o'th’Earth 
Let liberty make vfe of: {pace enough 
Hauel in fuch a prifon. 
Prof. It workes : Come on. 
Thou haft done well, fine Arie#l : follow me, 
Harke what thou elfe fhalt do mee. 
Mira. Be of comfort, 
My Fathers ofabetter nature (Sir) 
Then he appeares by fpecch : thisis vnwonted 
Which now came from him. 
Prof; Thou fhalt be as free 
As mountaine windes ; bur then exa@ly do 
\ All points of my command. 
eFriell, Toth fyllable. / 
Prof. Come follow: {peakenot forhim, — Exennt. 





Adus Secundus. Sceena‘Prima. 





Enter Alen{o,Sebaftian, Anthonie, Gonzalo, Adrian, 
Francifto, asd others,” iT 
Gonz, Befeech you Sir, be merry; you hate caufe; 
(So haue we all) of ioy ; fer our efcape 





Is common, euery day, fome Saylors wife, 
The Mafters of fome Merchant, and the Merchant: > 
Haue iuft our Theame of woe: But for the miracle, 


| (Imeane our preferuation) few in millions 


Can fpeake like vs: then wifely (good Sir)weigh 


Our forrow, with our comfort, 


Allonf. Prechee peace. 

Seb. Hereceiues comfort like cold porredge. 

Ant. The Vifitor will not giue himorefo. 

Seb. Looke, hee’s winding vp the wateh of his wit, 
By and by it will ftrike. 

Gon. Sir. 

Seb. One: Tell. 

Gon, When cuery greefe is entertaind, 

That’s offer’d comesto th’entertainer, 

Seb, A dollor, 

Gos. Dolour comes to him indeed,you haue fpoken 
truer then you purpos’d, 

Seb. You hauetaken it wifelier thenI meant you 
fhould, 

Gow, Therefore my Lord. 

Ant, Fie, what a {pend-thrift is he of his tongue, 

Alon, pre-thee {pare. 

Gow. Well, I haue done: But yet 

Seb, He will be talking, 

Ant. Which, ofhe, or Adrian,fora good wager, 
Firft begins to crow? ; 

Seb. Theold Cocke. 

Ant. The Cockrell. 

Seb. Done: The wager ? 

Ant. A Laughter. 

Seb, A match. 

dr, Though this Ifjand feemeto be defert, 

Seb, Ha, ha, ha, 

4ént. So: your paid, , 

Adr. Vninhabitable, and almoft inacceffible, 

Seb, Yet 

Adr. Yet 

Ant, Hecould not mifle’e. 

Adr. Itmuft needs be of fubtle, tender, and delicate 
temperance. 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench, 

Seb, I,and a fubtle, as he moft learnedly deliuer’d. 

Adar, The ayre breathes vpon vs here moft {weetly, 

Seb. Asifithad Lungs, androtten ones, 

ent, Or, as’twereperfum'd by a Fen, 

Gon, Heereis euery thing aduantageous to life, 

ent. True, faue meanes to liue, 

Seb, Of that there’s.none, or little. 

Gon, How lufh and lufty the graffelookes ? 
How greene ? 

Aunt, The ground indeed is tawny, 

Seb, With an eye of greene in’t, 

efut, He miffes not much, f 

Seb, No : he doth but miftake the truth totally. 

Gow, Buc the rariety of it is, which is indeed almoft 
beyond credit. | 

Seb. As many voucht carieties are. . 

Gon. That our Garments being(as they were)drencht 
intheSea, hold notwithftanding their frefhneffe and 
glofles, being rather new dy’de then ftain’d with falte 
water. 

Ant. Ifbut one ofhis pockets could {peake, would 
itnot fay helyes ? 

Seb. I, or very falfely, pocket vp his report. 

Gow. 














The Tempeft. 







































Gon, Methinkesour' garments arenow- as frefh as 


Seb. Twas afweet' tmartiage,and we profper wellin 
ourreturne. 

Adri. Tunis wasneuct grac'd before’ with fuck aPa- 
ragon to their Queene. 

“Gon. Not fince widdow Dida’s time: 

Ant, Widowk Apex o’that: how came that Wid- 
dow in? Widdow Dido! 

Seb, Wharifhe had faid Widdow ete nen too? 
Good Lord, how you takeit? 
Adri, Widdow Dido {aid you? > You make ine fludy 
of that: She was of Carthaye,not of Tenis, 
Gon, This Tunes Sir was Carthage, 
Adri. Carthage? ' Gon. Yaflure you Carthage, 
Ant. His wordis more then the miraculous Harpe. 
Seb. He hath rais’d the wall,and houfes too, 
Ant.What impofsible matter wil he make ealy next? 
Seb, Uthinke hee will carry this Hland home in his 
| pocket,and giue it his fonne for an Apple. 
Ant, ‘Aud fowing the kernels of ivin the Sea, bring 
i forth more I{lands. 
| Gon, I. Ant. Why in good time, 

Gon. Sir,we were talking, that our garments feeme 
now as frefh as when we were at Twa at the marriage 
of your daughter, whois now Queene. 

Ante Andthe rareft that ere came there. 

Seb, Bate(Ibefeech you) widdow Dido , 

Ant. O Widdow Dido? 1, Widdow Dido 

Gon, Ishot Sirmy doublet as frefh as the firft day I 
wore it 2° [meane in afort, 

Ant. Thatfort was well fith'd for. 

Gon. When I wore it at your daughters marriage, 

Alon. You cram thefe words into mine eares,againtt 
the ftomackeof my fenfe : would | had never 
Married my daughter there : For comming thence - 
My fonne is loft, and (in my'rate) fhe too, 

Who: is fo fatre from /taly remoued, 
Ine’re againe fhall fee her: Othou mine heire j 
Of Naples and of CAfillaine,what frange fith 
Hath made his meale on thee? 
Fran. Sirhe may liue, 

I faw him beate'the furges vnder him, 
And ride vpon their backes ; he trod the water 
Whofe enmity he flung afides and brefted 
The furge moft fiveliie that methim: his bold head 
’Boue the contentious waues he kept, and oared 
Himfelfe with his good armes inlufty ftroke 
Toth’fhore; helo ore his Watie-worne bafis bowed 
As ftooping'to releeue him : I not doubt 
He came aliue to Land. 

Alon, No, no, hee’s gone. 

Seb. Sir you may thank your felfe for ay great loffe, 
That would not bleffe our Europe with wo  daugheer, 
But rather loofe her to an African, 

Where fhe at leaft, is banifhd from your eye, 

Who hath caufe to wet the gtecte ons, 

_ Adlon, Pre-thee peace. ~ ; 
| Seb, You'were kneel’d too; & importun “gidtherwife 

By all of vs: and the faire Touile her felfe: 

Waigh’d bet weene loathneffe, and obedience,at 
Which end o’th’beame fhould bow: we haue loft your 
| I feare for euer: AZillaize'and Naples haue (fon, 
Mo widdowes in them of this bufineffé making, 
| Then we bring men to’comfort them: 


when we put them on firft in Affticke ;°-arthe marriage 
of the kings fairedaughter Claribel to ‘the king of Tunis, 


i 


ene ememseN — 


‘Without fweat or endeuour ; Treafon, fellony, , 
Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or neede of any- Engine! 


The faules-your owne. 
Alon. So is the deer’ oth'lofte. 
Gon, My Lord Sebaffian, >’ 
The truth you fpeake doth lacke fome geen, 
And timeto fpeakeit in : you rub the fore; 
When you fhould bring the plaifter. : 
Seb, Very well. Ant. And moft Chirurgeonly 
Gon. Itisfoule weatheri invsall,good Sir, 3} yer 10 
When you are cloudy. 
Seb, Fowle weather? Ant. Vous foule} 
Gon. Had I plantationof this Iflemy Lord, 
Ant. Hee’d fow’t yvith Nettle-feed, 
Seb, Or dockes, or Mallowes. 
Gon, And were the King on’t,what vvouldI do: > 
Seb. Scape being drunke, for want of Wine. 
Gon. \'th’Commonwealth I vyould: (by contraries) 
Execute all things ; Forno kinde of Trafficke 
Would I admit: No name of Magiftrates ae 
Letters fhould not be knowne : Riches, pouerty, 
And vie of feruice, none: Contract, Succefsion, 
Borne, bound of Land, Tilth ,Vineyard none : 
No wie of Mettall gta or Wine, or Oyles: 
No occupation, all menidle,all: 
And Women too, but innocent and pure Roto 
No Soueraignty. ido 
Seb. Yet he vvould be King on’t. rd 
Ant. The latter end of his Common-wealth forges | 
the beginning. 
Gon, Allthings in common “at as Goals produce 


Would I not haue : but Nature fhould bring bony 
Ofit owne kinde, all foyzon,all abundance. 
To feed my innocent people. 
Seb, No marrying ’mong his fubiedts ? \ 
Ant, None(man) allidie ; Whores and knaues, 
Gon. 1 vvould vvith fuch perfection gouerne Sirs 
T’Excell the Golden Age, 
Seb. ’Saue his Maiefty.:/ Ant,Long line Gonzalo, 
Gon, And do you marke me, Sit ? oor CNG } 
‘Alon, Prestheenomote: thou-doft talke nothing to | 
Gon. Ido vvell beleeue your Highnefle, and did it © 
toininifter occafion to thefe Gentlemen, who are of | 
fuch fenfible and nimble Lungs, \ that shay alwayes.vfe | 
to lavgh at nothing. i ; ' 
Ant, *Twas you vvelaugh’ dat, 
Gox. Who, inthis kind of merry fooling am saching 
to you; foyoumay continuesand laugh az nothing ill. ; 
‘Ant. What a blow-vvasthere given? - 
Seb. Andit had not falne flat-long. ' 
Gon. Youare Gentlemen of brave mettal: you moni 
lift the Mooneout of her fpheate, ifthe would continue | 
in it fiue weekes vvithoutchanging. 
Enter Ariel playing folemne Muli “ba. “i 
Seb. Wevvould fo,and then goa Batefowling. 
Ant, Nay good my Lord ,benotangry, .... 
Gon, Nol warrant you, Tvvill nos, _aduenture my 
difcretion fo weakly + Wilk ‘you lau gh mecalleepe, ford 
am very heauy. ° 
Ant. Go {leepe; and hearevs. ° sie 
Alow. What, allfo fooneafleepecl oun eyes: | 
W ould(with themfelues) fhat vpany thewighitts 9s | 
1 finde they are inclin’d to do fo. MR 
. Seb.’ Pleafe youSir,».') 2": 
Donot omit the heauy offer ofit: sia: der 
It fildemevifits forrow, wheniedoth,it isa Conia. 
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The Tempé/te 


Ant, Wetwo myLord,will guard your perfon, 
‘While you take your reft,and watch your fafety. 
Alon. Thanke you : Wondrous heauy. 
Seb, What a ftrange drowfines poffeffes them? 
Ant, Itisthe quality o’th’Clymate, 
Seb. Why 
Doth it not then our eye-lids finke ? I finde 
Not my felfedifpos'd to fleep. 
Ant. NorI, my fpirits are nimble : 
| They fell together all, as by confent 
| They dropt,as by a Thunder-ftroke : whae might 
Worthy Sebastian? O, what might? no more? 
And yet, me thinkes I fee it in thy face, 
What thou fhould’ft be:,th’occafion {peaks thee, and 
My ftrong imagination fee’s'a Crowne 
Dropping vpon thy head. 
Seb, What? artthou waking ? 
Ant, Doyounot heare medpeake ? 
Seb. Udo, and furely 
It isa fleepy Language ; and thou fpeak’ft 
Out of thy fleepe : What isit thou didft fay? 
This is a ftrange repofe, to be afleepe 
With eyes wide open: ftanding, {fpcaking, mouing : 
And yet fo fatt afleepe. 
Ant. Noble Sebaftian, 
Thou let’ft thy fortune fleepe: die rather ; wink’ft 
Whiles thou art waking, 
Seb. Thou do’f fore diftinGly, 
There’s meaning in thy {nores. 
Ant, Yam more ferious then my cuftome: you 
Mutt be fo too, if heed mes which to do, 
Trebbles thee‘o’te, 
Seb, Well: 1am ftanding water. 
Ant, Tleteach you howto flow. 
Seb. Do fo: toebbe 
Hereditary Sloth inftructs me. 
a Alavr'Or pis ; 
| If you but knew how you the purpofe cherifh 
1 Whilesthus youmocke it : how in ftripping it 
1 You more inueftit : ebbing men, indeed 
1 (Moft often) dofoncerethe bottomerun » 
| By their owne feare, or floth. 
| Seb. ’Pre-thee fay on, 
| The fetting of thine eye, adicheeke proclaime 
4 A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed, 
| Which throwes thee much to yeeld, 
Axt, Thus Sir: 
| Although this Lord of weake remembrance; this 
Who fhall be of as'little memory . 
4 Whenheis earth’d, hath here almoft perfwaded 
(For hee’s a Spirit of per{wafion, onely 
| Profeffes to perfwade) the King his fonne’saliue, 
4 Tis as impofsible that hee's vndrown’d, 
4 As he that fleepes heere, {wims. 
4 Seb Thatteno hope = » 
1 That hee’s vadrown dy 6:0. 
1 CS Ahte sour of thatno hope, Loi 
| What gréatthope hatie you? Nohope that way, Is 
4 Another way fo high a hope, that euen 
Ambition cannot pierceawinke beyond)» 
| Burdoube difcouery therey: Willyou grant with me 
| That Ferdimundis drown’d." 
4 Seb, He’s gone. LONG: ay 
Ant, Then tell me,who’sthe next heire of Maples ? 
Seb. Claribel. IHS Y¥ pieis 
} anes She that ts 


heenelf Zenis : the that dwels 


Ten leagues beyond mans life : fhe that from Naples 
Can haue nojnote, vnleffe the Sun were poft :1 
The Man i’th Moone’s too flow, till new-berne chinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 
Weall were fea-{wallow’d, though fome caft againe, 
(And by that deftiny) to performeana& - 
Whereof, what’s paft is Prologue ; what tocome 
In yours, and my difcharge. Ysa! 
Seb. What ftuffe is this ? How fay you? 
Tis true my brothers daughter's Queene of Tunis, 
So is fhe heyre of Naples, twixt which Regions 
There is foine {fpace. 
Ant, A Space, whofe eu’ry cubit 
Seemes to cry out, how fhall that Claribell 
Meafure vs backe to Naples ? keepein Tunis, 
And let Sebaftian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath feiz’d them, why they were no worfe 
Then now they are: There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that fleepes: Lords, that can prate 
Asamply, and vnneceffarily 
As this Gonzalo; I my felfe could make 
A Chouglrofas deepe chat : O, that you bore 
The mindethatI do; whatafleepe were this 
For your aduancement ? Do you ynderftand me ? | 
Seb. Methinkes I do. 
Ant. And how do’s your content 
Tender your owne good fortune? 
Seb, Iremember 
You did fupplant your Brothet Profpero. 
Ant, True: 
And looke how well my Garments fit vpon me, 
Much feater then before : My Brothers feruants 
Were then my fellowes, now they aremy men, 
Seb. But for your confcience. 
Ant. 1 Sir: where lies thac? If’twere akybe 
’Twould put me to my flipper: But I feelenot 
This Deity in my bofome : ’Twentie confciences 
That ftand ’twixt me, and (Millaine, candied be they, 
And melt ere they molleft : Heere lies your Brother, 
No better then the earth he lies vpon, 
Ifhe were that which now hee’slike (that’s dead); 
Whom ] with this obedient fteele (three inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ever: whiles you doing thus, 
To the perpetuall winke for aye might put 
This ancient morfell : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not vpbraid our courfe ; for all the reft 
They’l cake fuggeftion, as a Cat laps milke, 
They’I tell the clocke, to any bufineffe that 
Wefaylbefits the houre, 
Seb, Thy cafe, deere Friend 
Shall be my prefident : As thou gor’{t Millaine, 
V’'le come by Wap/es : Draw thy {word, one ftroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paieft, 
And I the King fhall loue thee. 
Ant. Draw together : 
And when I reare my hand, do you the like 
To fallit on Gonzslo, 
Seb. O, but one word. 
Enter Ariell with Muficke and Song, 
Ariel, My Matter through his Art forefees the danger 
That you (his friend)are in, and fends me forth 


| (For elfe his proiect dies) to keepe them liuing. 


Sings in Gonzaloes cares 
While you here do faoaring lie, 
Open-ey'd Confpiracie 
His time doth take: 
If 








Tbe Tempeft. 


If of Life youkecpe a care, \ 
pi eae ana beware. 
Awake, awake, 
Ant, Then let vs both be fodaine. 

Gos, Now,good Angels preferuethe King. 

Ale. Why how now hoa;awake?why are you drawn? 
Wherefore this ghaftly looking ? 

Gon. What's the matter ? 

Seb. Whiles we ftood here fecuring your repofe, 
(Euen now) we heard a hollow burft of bellowing 
Like Buls, or rather Lyons, did’t not wake you 2, 

It ftrooke mine eare mof terribly. 

Ale, heard nothing. 

Ant, O,’twasadinco fright a Monfters eares 
To make an earthquake : fure it was the roare, 
Ofawhole heard of Lyons. 

Alo, Heard you this Geaxalo? 

Gon. Vponmiae honour, Sir, I hearda humming, 

(And that a {trange one too) which did awake me: 
I fhak’d you Sir,andcrides as mineeyes opend, 
I faw their weapons drawne : there was anoyie, 
That’s verily : “cis beft we itand vpou-our guards 
Or that we quit this place : let’s draw our weapons. 
Ala, Lead off this ground & let’s make further fearch 
For my poore fonne. 
Goa. Heauens keepe him fiom thefe Beaits: 
For he is fure ith Ifland. 
ilo, Lead away. (done. 
Ariell, Profero my Lord, fhall know what | haue 
So (King)goe fafely on tofeekethy Son. Exeunt. 


a emnnanmmmmnnmssannneaepeeenennenenenemmnnncnne naa 


Scena Secunda. 





Enter Caliban, with a burthen of ood (a neyfe of 
Thunder beard.) ! 


Cal. Alithe infeétions that the Sunne fuckes vp 
From Bogs,Fens, Flats, on Pro/per fall,and make him 
By ynch-meale a difeafe : his Spirits heare me, 

And yet I ncedes muft curfe.But they Il nor pinch, 
Fright me with Vrchyn-fhewes,pitch me i’ch mire, 
Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darke 

Out of my way, vnleffe he bid’em; but 

For euery trifle, are they fet vpon me, 

Sometime like Apes,that moe arid chatter at me, 
Andafter bite me = then like Hedg-hogs, which 
Lye tumbling in my bare-foote way, and mount 
Their pricks at my footfall : fometime am I 

All wound with Adders,who with clouen tongues 
Doc hiffe me into madnefle : Lo,now Lo, 

Here comes a Spirit ofhis,and to torment me » Trinculo, 
For bringing wood in flowly: Tle fall flac, V 
Perchance he will not minde me. 

Tri. Here’sneither buth, norfhrubto beare off any 
weather at all: and another Storme brewing,’ Iheare it 

fing ith’ winde: yond fame blackecloud, yond huge 
one; lookes like a foule bumbard that would fhed_his 
licquor: ifit fhould'thunder, as’ it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head: yond fame cloud cannot 
choofe but fall by paile-fuls, What haue we here,a man, 
or afifh? dead or aliuc? afith, heefmels like-a fith: @ 
very ancient and fifh-like {mell: a kinde of, not of the 





| fhouldhe learne our language? I will giue him fome re- 


Enter | 


9 


neweft poore-lohn: a firange fifh: were I in England 
now (as once I was) and had but this fith painted; not 
a holiday-foole there but would. giuea peece of filuer : 
there, would this Monfter, make a man: any ftrange 
beaft there, makes a man: when they will not giue a 
doit #0 relieve a lame Begger, they will lay-out ten to fee 
adead Judian: Leo’d like a man; and his Finnes like 
Armes; warmeo my treth : I doe now let loofe my o- 
pinion; heldit no longer; this isno fifh, but an Iflan- 
der, that hath lately fuffered by a Thunderbolt: Alas, 
the ftorme is come againe ; my beft way is to creepe vn- 
der his Gaberdine : there is no other: fhelter herea- 
bout : Mifery acquaints a man with ftratige bedfel- 
lowes: I will here fhrowdtill the dregges of the ftoxme 
be pait. 


Enter Stephano finging. 

Ste, Ifball ao more to fea,to fea, here fhall I dye afvore. 
This is a very {curuy tune to fing at amans 
Funerall: well, here's my Bete Sy Drinkes, 

Sings. The Mafter,the Swabber,the Boate-{waine cy J; 

The Gunner and bis Mate 
Low’d Mall, Meg,and (Marvian,and Margerie, 
But none of vs car'd for Kate. 
For [he had a tongue witha tang, 
Would cry toa Sailor goehang: 
She lovs'd not the fauour of Tar nor of Pitch, 
Yet a Taslor might eratch her where ere fhe did itch. 
Then to Sea Boyes, and ler her goe hang. 
This is a fcuruy tune too; 
Buthere’s my comfort. drial s. 

Cal, Doenottorment me: oh. 

Ste. What's the matter? 
Haue we diuels here? 
Doe you puttrickes vpon’s with Saluapes; and Men of 


Inde? ha? I haue not feap’d drowning , to be afeard | 


now of your fourelegges: forithath bin faid; as pro- 
per a man as euler went on foure legs, cannot make him 
giue ground: and it fhall be {eid fo againe, while Ste- 
hano breathes at’ noftrils. 
(al. TheSpiric torments me: oh, 
Ste. This is fome Monfter of the Ifle,with foure legs; 


who hath got (as I rake ic) an Ague: where the diuell 


liefe if it be but for thats if I can secouer him, and keepe 
him tame, and get to Naples with him, he'sa Pre- 
fent for any Emperour that euer, trod on Neates-lea- 
ther. 

Cal, Doe not torment me ‘prethee: Pe bring my 
wood home fafter, orit oven 

Ste. He's in hisfitnows and doe’s not talke after the 
wifeik; hee fhall tafte of my Bottle: if hee haue neuer 
drunke wine afore, it will goe neereto remove his Fit : 
if 1 can recouer him,and keepe him tame, I willnot take 
too much for him; hee fhall pay.for him that hath him, 
and that foundly. 

Cal, Thou do'ft me yet but little hurt 5 chou wilt a= 
non, I know it by.thy.trembling : Now Pro/per workes 
vpon thee. t bit vender: ae 
.. Ste, Come on your wayes: open your mouth « here 
is that which will giue language.to you Cat;.open your 


mouth; this will {hake your fhaking, I can tell you,and 


that foundly : you cannot tell who's your friend; open 


your chaps agains; jo ay Pgs you' 
Tri. \fhouldknowthatvoyce: 
It fhould be, 4 doz I'ed seasfsatbon 
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But hee is dround; and thefe are diuels; 
fend me, 
Ste. Fourelegges and two voyces; a moft delicate 
Monfter : his forward voyce now is to fpeake well of 
his friend;his backward voice,is to vtter foule fpeeches, 
-andto detract: ifall the wine in my bottle will recouer 
himi, I will helpe his Ague: Come: Amen, I will 
poure fome in thy other mouth. 
Tri. Stephano, 
Ste, Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy, mercy : 
This is adiuell, andno Monfter: Iwill leaue him, 
haveno long Spoone. 
Tri. Stefbens if thou beeft Stephao,touchme, and 
fpeake to me: for 1 am@vinculo; be not afeard, thy 
good friend Trincul. 
Ste, Ifthou bee’{t Trincwlo: come foorth: V’le pull 
thee by the leffer legges if any be Trincul’s legges, 


O de- 


thefe arethey: Thou art very Trinculo indeede: how. 


cam’f{t thou tobe the fiege of this Moone-calfe? Can 
he vent Trinculo’s ? 

Tri. [tooke himto be kil’d witha thunder-(trok;bur 
artthou not dround Stephano: 1 hope now thou art 
not dround: Isthe Storme ouer-blowne? [ hid mee 
ynder the dead Moone-Calfes Gaberdine, for feare of 
the Storme: Andart thoudining Stephaxo? O Stephano, 
two Neapolitanes {cap’d? 

Ste, *Pretheedoenorturne me about, my fomacke 
is not conftant. *~ ; 

Cal. Thee be fine things, and if they be not fprights: 

. that’s a braue God, and beares Celeftiall liquor: I will 
kneele to him. 

Ste. How did’ft thou fcape? 

| How cam’ft thou hither ? . 

| Sweare by this Bottle how thou cam’fthither ?Tefcop’d 
vpon-a But of Sacke, which the Saylorsheaucd o’re- 
boord, by this Bottle which I made ‘of the barke of 
a Tree, with mine owne hands, fince I was’ caft 'a’- 
fhore. ; 

Cal. Vle fweare vpon that Bottle, to 
ie&t, forthe liquor isnot earthly. 

St. Heere: {weare theihow thou efcap’dft. 


be thy true.fub- 


Tri. Swom afhore (man) likeaDucke: 1 can fwim | 


likea Duckei’le be fworne: 
Ste. Here, kiffe the Booke. 
Thoughthou cant {wim like a Ducke, thou art made 
like a Goofe. 
Tri. O Stephano, ia’ ft any more of this ? 
Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rocke 
by th’fea-fide, where ily Wine is hid’: 
How now Moone-Calfe, how do’s thine Ague ? 
Cal, Hat thownor drope fronrheauen? ~ 
Ste. “Out oth MooneT doe affure thee. I was. the 
Man ith’ Moone, wheit time was. om 
Cal. Vhaue feene'thee in her: and [doe adore thee : 
My Miftris fhew’d me thee,and thy Dog,and thy Buth. 
Ste. Come, fweare to that: kiffe the Booke: Iwill 
~furnifh ft anon withhéw Contents > Sweare: - 
Tri. By this good light, this isa very fhallow Mon- 
fter: Lafeard of him? avery weake Monfter:: 
The Man ith’ Moone?” * AIOE NO 3 . 
A moftpoore creadufoussMonfter #'4 | 
Well'drawne Monfter; in good footh, \  : 
~~ Cah. Ne fhewtheetuery fertill ynch “oth Ifland: 
I will kiffe thy foote : I prethee be my'godi 2) 6 > > 
Tri, By this light, a moft’petfidious, and drunken 
Monfter, when’s god’sa fleepe he’ll rob his Bottle. 


and 
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Cul. Me kifle thy foot. tle fweare my felfe thy Subied. 

Ste. Come on then : downeand {weare. 

Tri, I fhall laugh my felfe to death at this puppi-hea- 
ded Monfter: amofticuruie Monfter : I could findein 
my heart to beate him, 

Ste, Come, kiffe. 

Tri. But that the poore Monfter’s in drinke : 

An abhominable Monfter. 

Cal. Ple fhew thee the beft Springs : Ple plucke thee 
Berries: D'lefith for thee ; and get thee wood enough, 
A plague vpon the Tyranc that I ferue; 

Ple beare him no more Stickes, but follow thee, thou 
wondrous man, 

Tri. Amoft rediculous Monfter,to make a wonder of 
a poore drunkard, ; 

Cal. I’prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grows 
and I with my long nayles’ will digge thee pig-nuts; 
fhow thcea ayes neft, and inftruét thee howto fnare. 
the nimble Marmazec: Ile bring thee to cluftring 
Philbirts, and fometimes Tle get thee young Scamiels 
fromthe Rocke: Wilt thou goe with me? 

Ste, Ipre’thee now lead the way ‘without any more 
talking. Trinculo, the King, and all our company elfe 
being dround, wee willinherit here: Here; beare my 
Bottle: Fellow 7rizewlo; we'll fill him by and by a- 
gaine. 

(Caliban Sings drunkenly, 
Farewell Mafter ; farewell, farewell. 
77i, Ahowling Monfter : a drunken Monfter. 

Cal. No more dams I'lemake for fifh, 
Nor fetch in firing, at requiring, 
Nor ferape trenchering, nor wah dill, 
Baw ban (acalyban 
Has anew after, get anew Man. 


- Freedome,high-day high-dayfreedome,treedome high- 


day, freedome, 


Ste, O braue Monfter; lead the way, Exeunt, 


Actus Tertius. 


Scena‘Piima. 


Enter Ferdinand (bearing a Log.) 
Fer. There be fome Sports are painfull;& their labor } 
Delight in them fet off :Some kindes of bafeneffe 
Are nobly yndergon ; and moft poore matters 
Point torich ends: this my meane Taske 
Would be as heauy to me; as odious, but 
The Miftris which Iferue, quickens what's dead, 
And makes my labours, pleafures : O She is 
Ten times more gentle, then her Father’s crabbed; 
And he’s compos'd of harfhneffe. I muft remoue 
Some thoufands of thefe Logs, and pile them yp, 
Vpon afore iniun&ion; my {weet Miftris 
Weepes when fhe fees me worke, 8 faies, fuch bafenes 
Had neuer like Executor: I forget : 
But thefe {weet thoughts,doe cuen refrefh my labours, 
Moft bufie left, when I docit. _. Enter Miranda 
Mir. Alas; now ptay you |... , | \and Profpero, 
Worke not fohard : I would thelightniag had 
Burnt vp thofe Logs that you areenioynd to pile: ., 
Pray fer it downe, and reftyou: .whenthis burnes 
"Twill weepe for hauing wearied you: my Father 
Ishard at ftudy; pray now-reft yourfelfe, sa 
e’s 
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Hee’s {afe for thefe three houres. 

Fer. Omoft deere Miftris, . Be 
The Sun will fer before I fhall difcharge 
What I muft ftriue to do. 
| Mir. lfyou'l fic downe po hk. 
Ile beare your Logges the while: pray giueme-that, 

Ile carry it to the pile. 
1 Fer. Noprecious Creature, ‘ecain 
| Thad rather cracke my finewes, breake my backe, 
4 Then you fhould fuch difhonor vudergoe, 
} While I fit lazy by. 
Mir. It would become me 
# Aswell asit.do’s you; and I fhould doit. 
With much more cafe : for my good willis toic, 
And yours itisagainft. 

Pro, Poore worme thou art infected, 
| This vification fhewes it. 

Mir. You looke wearily. 

Fer. No,noble Miftris, ‘tis freth morning with me 
When you are by atnight : Ido befeechy ou 
Cheefely, that I might fet it in my prayers,, 
Whatis your name? 

Mir. Miranda, O my Father, 

Ihaue broke your heft to fay fo. 
Fer. Admit’d Miranda, 
Indeede the top of Admiration, worth 
What’s deereft to the world: full many a Lady 
I haue ey’d with beft regard, and many atime 
Th harmony of their tongues, hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent care: for feucrall vertues 
Haue I lik’d feuerall women, never any 
VVith fo full foule, but fome defect in her 
| Did quarrell with the nobleft grace fhe ow d, 
And putitto thefoile. But you,O you, 
So perfect, and fo peetleffe, are created 
Of cuerie Creatures beft. 

Mir. 1 donot know 

Onc of my fexe; no womans face remember, 
Saue from my glaffe, mine owne: Nor haue I feene 
More that I may call men, then you good friend, 
And my deere Father : how features are abroad 
Iamskilleffe of; but by my modeftic 
(The iewell in my dower) I would not wifh_, 
Any Companion inthe world buryou: 
Nor can imagination forme a fhape 
Befides your felfe, to like of : but I prattle 
Something too wildely, and my Fathers precepts 
I therein do forget. 
Fer, 1am, in my condition ; 
A Prince (Miranda) 1 dothinke a King 
(I would not fo) and would no more endure 
This wodden flauerie, then to fuffer 
The fleth-flie blow my mouth :heare my foule fpeake. 
The verie inftant that I faw you, did 
‘| My heart flieto your feruice, there refides 
| To make me flaue to it, and for your fake 
Am I this patient Logge-man. 

(Mir. Doyou louc me? , a 

Fer. O heauen; O earth,beare witnes to this found, 
And crowae what I profeffe with kinde euent 
IfI {peake true: ifhollowly, inuert 
V Vhat beftis boaded me, to mifchiefe: I, 
Beyond all limit of what elfe i'th world 
Do loue, prize, honor you. 

Me. Tama foole 
To weepe at what I am glad of, 
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Pro. Faire encounter 
Of two moft rare affeCtions : heauens raine grace 
On that which breeds betweene’em, 

Fer. VVherefore weepe you ? 
_ OMGr: At mine ynworthineffe, that darenot offer 
VVhat I defire to giue; and much leffe take 
VVhat I fhall die to want : But thisistrifling, 
And all the more it feekes to hide it felfe, “5 
The bigger bulke it fhewes. Hence bafhfull cunning, 
And prompt me plaine and holy innocence. 
Tam your wife, if you will marrie me; 
Ifnot, Ile die your maid : tobe your fellow 
You may denie me, but Ile be your feruant 
VVhether you will orno, 

Fer. My Miftris (deereft) 
And Ithus humble euer. 

Mir, My husband then? 

Fer. 1, with a heart as willing 
Asbondage ere of freedome : heere’s my hand... 

Mir, And mine, with my heart in’t;and now farewel 
Till halfe an houre hence. 

Fer. A thoufand, thoufand. 

Pro, So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
VVho are {urpriz'd with all; but my reioycing | 
At nothing can bemore: Ile to my eke 
For yet ere fupper time, muft J performe 
Much bufineffe appertaining. 


Exennt. 


Exit, 





Scena Secunda, 


nee 


Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, 


Ste. Tell not me, when the But is out we will drinke 
warer, not adrop before; therefore bease vp, & boord 
em’ Seruant Montter, drinke to me, See 

Trin, Seruant Monfter? the folly of this Jland, they 
fay there’s but fiue vpon this Ifle ; we are three of them, 
if th other two be brain’d like vs, the State rotters, 

Ste, Drinke feruant Monfter when I bid thee, thy 
cies are almoft fet in thy head, 

Trin. VVherefhould they bee fer elfe? hee werea 
braue Montter indeede if they were fet in his taile. 

Ste. My man-Monfterhath drown’d his tongue in 
facke : for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, | fwam 
ere I could recover the fhore, fiue and thirtie Leagues 
offandon, by this light thou fhalt bee my Lieutenant 
Monfter, or my Standard. 

Trin. Your Lieutenant if you lift, hee’s no ftandard. 

Ste, V Veel not run Monfieur Monfter. 

Trin, Nor go neither : but you'l lielike dogs, and yer 
fay nothing neither. : 

_Ste, Moone-calfe,fpeak once in thy life, ifthou beeft 
a good Moone-calfe. | 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me licke thy fhooe: 
Ile not ferue him, he is not valiant, 

Tris. Thou lieft moft ignorant Monfter, J am in cafe 
to iuftlea Conftable: why, thou debofh‘d Fith thou, 
was there euer man a Coward, chat hath drunk fo much 


Sacke as I to day ? wilt thou tell a monftrous lie, being - 


but halfe a Fifh,and halfea Monfter ? 
(al, Loe, how he mockes me, wilt thowlet him my 
Lord? 


\ 


Cal, 
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* Trin, Lord, quoth he ? that a Monfter fhould be fuch 
a Naturall ? £30: hagHe DIET? ed 
Gal, Loe, loe againe: bite him to death] prethee. ’ 
Ste. Trinculo, keepe a god totisite if'your head: If 
you prouiea mutineere, the'next Tree? the poore Mon- 
fter’s my fubiest, and he fhall not fuffer indignity. | 
Cal. Iehanke my noble Lord, Wilt thou be pleas'd 
} to hearken once againe to the fuite I miade to thee?” “ 
Ste. Marty willl : kneéle; and repeateir, J, 
I will ftand, atidfo thall Zrizculo. 


Enter Ariell inuifibles : 
; Cal. As I told thee before, lam fubie&t to a Tirant, 
A Sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me 
} Ofthe Ifland, : Bias 
| Ariel, Thou lyeft. 
| = Cal, Thou lyeft, thowicfing Monkey thou: 
| I would my valiant Mafter would deftroy thee, 
| Idonotlye, \ 
| ls Stes Trinculo, ify ou trouble himany more in’s tale, 
By this hand,I wall fupplant fome of your teeth, 
Trin. Why, I faid nothing. 
Ste, Mumthen,and no more : procced. 
Cal. Hay by Sorcery he got this Ifle 
| From me, he got it, If thy: Greatneflewill 
| Reuenge it onhim, (for know thoirdar’{t) 
But'this Thing dare not, 
Ste, That's moft certaine, 
Cal. Thou fhalt be Lord ofic, and Heferuethee. 
Ste. How now fhall this be compati? 
Canft thou bring metothe party ? 
Cal, Yea, yea my Lord, Ile yeeld him thee afleepe, 
Where thou maiftknockea naile intohis head. 
Ariell.. Thou lieft, thou canft not. 
(al. Whata py de Ninnie’s this? Thou fcurny patch: 
I do befeech thy Greatnefle gitie him blowes, 
{ And take his bottle from him: When that’s gone, 
He fhall drinke nought but brine, for Tle not thew him 
| Where she quickeFrefhesare. - yy, 
"Ste. Trincalo, run into no further danger : 
_ 4 Toterrupt the Monet one word further, and.by this 
hand, . [leturne my mercic out o'doores, and makea 
Stockfifhofthees = Fe 
Trin. Why, what did 1? T did nothing: . 
Ile go farther off, n, 
Ste. Didf thounot fay he lyed? 
Ariel, Thou lief. . 
Ste. DoT fo? Takethouthat, |. 
As you like this, give me the lye another time.’ 
Trin. Idid not giuethe lie: Out o’your wittes, and 
hearing too? ; | ‘ 
A pox o’your bottle, this can Sacke and drinking doo: 
A murrenon your Monfter, andthe diuell take your 
fingers. ~ UES 
. Gal. Ha,ha,ha, 














Ste, Now forward with your Tale: prethee ftand | 


further off... 


Cal, Beate him enough : aftes alittle time 
Ile beate him too, 
Ste, Stand farther : Come proceede. 
1 Cal, Why, asl cold thee,’tisa cufome with him 
‘| I’thafternoone to fleepe.: there thou maift braine him, 
| Hauing firft {eiz’dhisbookes : Or.with alogge 
Batter his;skull, or paunch him with a ftake, 
Or cut bis wezand with thy knife. Remember 
Fisft to poffeffe his Bookes ; for withoutthem — 





TheTempeft. 


Hee’s but a Sot, as Iam;nor hath not ° 

One Spirit to command : they all do hate him 
As rootedly asI. Burne but his Bookes; 

He ha’s braue Vtenfils (for fo he calles them) ©‘ 


Which when he ha’s a houfe, hee’l decke Withall, ~ | 


And that moft deeply to confider, is 


The beautie ofhis daughter : he himfelfe 


Cals her anon-pareill ; I neuer fawa wotnan - 
But onely Sycorax my Dam, and fhe; °°? * 


But fhe as farre furpaffeth Sycorax, bina noy sad 
As great ft do’s leaft. i? dwt 


Ste. 1s it fo braue a Laffe ? 

Cal. 1 Lord, fhe will become thy bed, I warrant, °“ 
And bring thee forth braue brood, 

Ste. Monfter, I will kill this man = his datighter and 
I will be King and Queene, faue our Graces : and Tris- 
cule and thy Pfe fhall be Vice-royes 3’ id 
Doft thou like the plot Trinculo? 

Trin, Excellent. m | 

Ste. Giue methy hand, I am forry T'beate thee: 


But while thou liu {ft keepea good tongue in thy head, | 


Cal, Within this halfe houre will he be'afleepe, 
Wiltthou deftroy him then? 

Ste. Ion mine honour, 

Ariell, This will] tell my Mafter, 

Cal, Thoumak’ft me merry; 1am full of pleafure, 
Let vsbeiocond. Will you troule the Catch 
You taught me but whileare? 

Ste. At thy requeft Monfter, I will doreafon, 

Any reafon: Come on Trinculo, let ys fin ge 
Sings. 
Flont’em, and cout’ erm: aie skowt'ens, and flont°ews, 
Thought is free, 

Cal. That’s:not the tune, 

Ariel plaies the tune on a Tabor ana Pipes 

Ste. What is this fame? ’ 

Trig. This isthe tune of our Catch, plaid by the pic- 
ture of No-body. * ! 

Ste.lfthou beeft a man,thew thy felfe in thy likenes : 
Ifthou beeft a divell, take’c as thou lift. 

Tria, O forgiue me my finnes. 

Ste. Hethat dies payes all debts: I defie thee; 
Mercy vpon vs. 

Cal, Artthou affeard ? 

Ste. No Monfter, not I. 

Cal. Benot affeard, the Ifle is full.ofnoyfes, 
Sounds,and fweet aires that giue delight and hurtnot: 
Sometimes a thoufand twangling Inftruments 
Will hum about mine eares ; and fometime voices; 
That iff then had wak’d after long fleepe, 

Will make me fleepe againe, and then in dreaming,’ 


The clouds methought would open, and fhew tiches! - 


Ready to drop vpon me, that when I wak’d 
I cri’de to dreame againe, Hh 
Ste. This will proue a braue kingdometome, 
Where I fhall haue my Muficke for nothing. - 
Cal. When Profpero is deftroy’d. 
Sts, That fhall be by and by: 
Iremember the ftorie. 
Trin, The found is going away, 
Lets follow it, and after do our worke, ° 
Ste. Leade Monfter, Qe 
Wee'l follow : I would I could feethis Taborer, 


He layes iron. 
Trix. Wilt come? ts 
Tle follow Stephane. \ Exetttt. 
Scena 
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Scena Tertia.”’ 
Enter Alonfo,Sebaftian, Authonio,Gonzalle, 
Adrian,Francs{co oc. 
Gon. By’r lakin,I can goe no further, Sir, ' 
My old bones akes : here’s a maze trod indeede 
Through foutth=rights,& Meandets : by your patience, 
Ineedes muft reft me, 
Al, Old Lord, Icannot blame thee, 
Who, am my felfe attach’d with wearineffe 
To th'dulling of my {pirits'’: Sit downe,and reft : 
Euen here I will puc off my hope,and keepe it 
No longer for my Flatterer : he is droun’d 
Whom thus we {tray to finde,and the Sea mocks 
Our fruftrate fearch on land : well,let him goe. 
Ant, Tam tight glad,that he’s foour of hope: 
Doe not for one repulfe forgoe the purpoie 
That you refolu'd veftect. 
Seb, The next aduantage will wetake throu ghly. 
Ant. Levitbetonight, 
For now they are opprefs’d with trauaile,they 
Will not,nor cannot vie fuch vigilance 
As when they are trefh. 
| Solemane and ftrange Muficke : and Profper on the top (inuie 
(ible) Enter fewerall frange apes bringing ia a Banker ; 
and dance about it with gentle attions of falutations, and 
snuiting the King,cc.to cate, they depart. 
‘Seb. Vay tonight: no more. | 
Al, What harmony is this ? my good friends, harke. 
Gos, Maruellous {weet Muficke. 
Alo, Giue vs kind keepers,heanés: what were thefe? 
Seb, Aliuing Drolerie > now I willbeleeue 
That there are Vnicornes : that in rabia 
Therets one Tree,the Pheenix throae,one Pheenix 
At this houre reigning there. 
Ant. Mebeleeue both ; 
And what do’selfe want credit,cometome 
And Ilebefworne ‘tis true: Trauellers nere did lye, 
Though fooles at home condemne’em. 
Gon. \fin Naples 
I fhould report this now, would they belecue me? 
If Lfhould fay I faw fuch Iflands ; 
(For certes,thefe are people of the Ifland) 
Who though they are ofmonftrous fhape,yet note 
Their manners are more gentle, kinde,then of 
Our humaine generation you hall finde 
Many, nay almoft any, 
Pro. Honeft Lord, 
Thou haft faid well: for fome of you there prefent ; 
Are worfe'then diuels. 
Al, ‘Teannottoo much mufe 
Such fhapes,fuch gefture;and fuch found expreffing 
(Although they want thevfeof tongue) a kinde 
Of excellent dumbe difcourfe: 
‘Pro. Praifein departing. 
Fr. They vanifh’d ftrangely. 
| Seb. Nomatter, fince ; 
They haue left'their Viands behinde; for wee haue fto- 
| Wilt pleafe'youtatte of whatishereg) 0? o> 
Alo, NotI. 


(macks, 


(Boyes 


Who would beleeue that there were Mountayneeres, 
Dew-lapt,like Buls, whofe throats had hanging at’em 
| Wallets of fleth ? or chat there were fuch men: 





‘e 
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‘2 Gon. Faith Sir,you neede not feare: when wee were | 
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Whofe heads ftood in their brefts ? whicltnow we finde 

Each putter out of fiue for one, will bring vs. 

Good warrant of, {Ald 
Al, I will ftand to, and feede, 

Although my laft,no matter, fince I feele 

The beft is pait ; brother : my Lord,the Duke, 

Stand too, and doeéas we. ’ 


~ - 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter Ariell (like a Harpey) claps | 


his wings upon the Table, and with a quient denice the 
Banquet vanifhes, 
e4r. Youarethree men of finne, whom deftiny 

That hath to inftrument this lower worlds ~~ * 
And wharis in’t : thenener furfeitéd Sea, 
Hath caus’d to belch vp you; and on this Iftand, 
Where man doth not inhabit, you mongftnen, 
Being moft vnfitto live: [ haue made you mad 
And cuen with fitch like valour,men hang jand drowne 
Their proper felues >you fooles,I and my fellowes ; 
Are minifters of Fate, the Elements 
Of whom your fwords are temper’d,may as Well 
W ound the loud windes,or with bemockt-ateStabs 
Kill the ftill clofing waters, as diminifh 
One dowle that’s in my plumbe: My fellow minifters 
Arelike-invalnerable:ifyou could hurt, °° | 
Your {words are now too maffie for your ftrengths; 
And will not be vplifted : Buc remember L ted 
(For that’s my bufineffe to you) that you three 
From (Milaime did {applant good Profpera, 


Expos’d vnto the Sea (which hath requit it) a 
Him, and his innocent childe ; for which foule deed, 1 
The Powres,delaying (not forgetting) haue JA 


Tncens’d the Seas,and Shores ; yea,all the Creatures 
Againtt your peace; Thee of thy Sonne, A/onfo 
hey haue bereft ; and doe pronounce by mie’ > 

Lingring perdition (worfe then any death ~ 

Can be at once) fhail ftep,by ftep attend fe 

You,and your wayes, whofe wraths to guard you from, 

Which here,in this moft defolate Ifle,elie fals 

V pon vour heads, is nothing but hearts-fotrow, 

Anda cleerelifeenfuing. 

He vanifbes in Thunder : then (to foft Aduficke.) © Enter the 
Jhapes againe, and darnce (with mockes and mowes) and 
carrying ont the Table, HOW WSS 
Pro. Brauely the igure of this Harpie,haft thou 

Perform’d(my Ariell)a grace it had devouring ; 

Of my Inftruction, halt thou nothing bated * 

In what thou had’tt to fay : fo with goodllife,: 1 

And obferuation {trange, my meaner niinifters 

Their feuerail kindes haue done: my high charities work, 

And thefe (mine enemies ) are all knit vp’ © ay 

In their diftractions : they now arein my powre ; °* 

And in thefe fits,I leaue them, while I vifit ; ang 


Yong Ferdinand (whom they fuppofeis'droun’d)) | q : 


And his,and mine lou’d darling. 


Gon. Vthname of fomething holy,Sir,why fland-you 


Inthis ftrange flare ? 

el, O, itis monftrous - monftrous 3° 8og) vo: 
Me thought the billowes fpoke;and told me ofity 20” 
The windes did fing itto me? and the Thanders21: | 
(That deepe and dreadfull Organ-Pipe) pronounc'd 
The name of Profper : it did bafe my Trefpafle, 
Therefore my Sonne i th’Ooze is bedded; and 
V'le feeke him deeper then ere plummet founded, « 
And with him there lye mudded, 

Seb.. But one feend ata'time, 
Ile fight their Legions ore. 


Exit. 
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Ant, Tle bethy Second. : Exeunt. 
Gon. All three of them are defperate: their great guilt 
(Like poyfon giuen to worke a great time after) 
Now gins to bite the fpirits : I doe befeech you 
(That are of (uppler ioynts) follow them {wiftly, 
Andhinder them from what this extafie 
May new prouoke them to, 


Ad. Follow,! pray you. 


Excunt omnes, 


Actus Quartus. ScenaPrima. 





Enter Profpero, Ferdinand,and Miranda. 
Pro. If haue too aufterely punifh’d you, 
Your compenfation makes amends, for I 
Haue given you here,a third of mine owne life, 
Or that for which Lliae: who,once againe 
Itendertothy hand: All thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy loue, and thou 
Haft trangely ftood the reft : here,afore heaven 
Iratifiethis my rich guitt : O Ferdinand, 
Doe not {mile at me, that I boaft her of,” 
For thou fhalt finde fhe will out-ftrip all praife 
And make it halt,behinde her. 
Fer. Idoebeleeuc it 
Againft an Oracle. 
Pro. Then,asmy gueft,and thine owne acquifition 
Worthily purchas'd,cakemy daughter : But 
If thou do'ft breake her Viryin—knot, before 
All fan&timonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy right, be miniftred, 
No {weet afperfion fhall the heauens let fall 
Tomake this contraé& grow; but barraine hate, 
Sower-ey'd difdaine, and difcord fhall beftrew 
The vnion of your bed, with weedes fo loathly 
That you fhall hate it both: Therefore take heede, 
As Hymens Lamps fhall light you. 
Fer. AsThope ee 
For quict dayes,faire Iffuc,and long life, 
With fuch loue,as’cis now the murkieft den, 
‘The moft opportune place,the ftrongtt fuggeftion, 
Our worfer Genivs can, hall neuer mele 
Mine honor into luft, to take away 
The edge of that dayes celebration, 
When! fhall thinke,or Phabus Steeds are founderd, 
Or Night kept chain’d below, 
Pro. Fairely{poke ; 
Sit then,and.talke with her, fhe is thine owne ; 
What AricH;my induftrious feruac Ariell. Enter Ariel. 
Ar. What would my potent mafter ? hereI am. _ 
Pro. Thou,and thy meaner fellowes, your laft feruice 
Did worthily performe - and I muft vfe you 
To fuch another tricke : goe bring the rabble 
(Orewhom I give thee powre) here,to this place: 
Incite them to quicke motion, for I muft 
Beftow vpon the eyes of this yong couple 


| Some yanity.ofmine Art : itis wy promife, 


And they- expect it from me, 
Ar. Prefentiy.? 
Pro. 1: witha twincke.: 
e4r. Before you can fay come,and goe, 
And breathe twice ; and cry, fo,fo: 
Each one tripping onhis Toe, 
Will be here with mop,and mowe, 
Doe you loue me Mafter? no? 





| Approach, rich Ceres her to entertaine, 


The Tempeft. 


Pro, Dearely,my delicate Ariell : doe not approach 
Tillthou do’ft heare me call. 
Ar. Well: I conceiue. Exit, 
Pro. Looke thou be true : doe not giue dalliance 
Too much the raigne : the ftrongeft oathes, are Qraw 
To th'fire ith’ blood : be more abftenious, 
Or elfe good night your vow. : 
Fer, I warrant you, Sir, 
The white cold virgin Snow,vpon my hea 
Abates the ardour of my Liuer. 
Pro. Well. 
Now come my 4riell,bring a Corolary, 
Rather.then want a Spirit;appear,& pertly. Soft mufck, 
No tongue: all eyes : be filent. Enter Iris, 
Tr, Ceres, moft bounteous Lady,thy rich Leas 
Of Wheate,Rye, Barley, Fetches,Oates and Peafe; 
Thy Turphie-Mountaines, where liue nibling Sheepe, 
And flat Medes thetchd with Scouer,them to keepe: 
Thy bankes with pioned,and twilled brims 
Which fpungie Aprill,at thy heft betrims; 
To make cold Nymphes chaft crownes ; & thy broome- 
Whole fhadow the difmiffed Batchelor loues, (groves; 
Being lafle-lorne : thy pole-clipt vineyard, 
And thy Sea-marge ftirrile,and rockey-hard, 
Where thou thy ae do’Rtayre,the Stupor o’th Skie, 
Whofe watry Arch, and meffenger,am 1, 
Bids thee leaue thefe,& with her foueraigne grace, Juno 
Here on this graffe-plot,in this very place defends. 
Tocome,and fport: here Peacocks flye amaine : 
Enter Ceres. 
Cer. Haile,many-coloured Meffenger, that nee 
Do’ft difobey the wife of Jup ster : 
Who,with thy faffron wings,vpon my flowres 
Diffufeft hony drops, refrefhing fhowres, 
And with each end of thy blew bowe do’ftcrowne . 
My boskie acres,and my vnfhrubd downe, 
Rich fcarph to my proud earth: why hath thyQueene 
Summond me hither,to this fhort gras'd Greene ? 
Jy. A contra& of true Louc,to celebrate, 
And fome donation freely to citate 
On the bles’d Louers. 
Cer, Tell me heauenly Bowe, 
If Venus or her Sonne,as thou do’ft know, 
Doe now attend the Queene? fince they did plot 
The meanes,that duskie Demy daughter gor, 


Her, and her blind-Boyes {candald company, EW 


Lhaue forfworne, 
Tr. Of her focietie 
Be not afraid ; I met her deitie 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos : and her Son 
Doue= drawn with her: here thought they to haue done 
Some wanton charme,vpon this Man and Maide, 
Whofe vowes are,that no bed-right fhall be psid 
Till Hywsens Torch be lighted : but in vaine, 
Marfes hot Minion is returnd againe, Been 
Her wafpith headed fonne,has broke his arrowes, 
Swears he will fhoote no more,but play with Sparrows, 
And bea Bey right out. 
Cer, Higheft Queene of State, 
Great June.comes,| know her by her gate... ... 
Ju. How do’s my bounteous fitter ? goe with me 
To bleffe this twaine,that they may profperousbe, 
And henourd in their Iffue, T bey Sing, 
In. Honor riches gnarriage bleffing , 
Long continsance,and encreafing, 
Hourely ioyes, be fill upon yor, pw 
» 470 
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> dunosings her bleff off af 0 on yor.” 

0 Carthy increafe, fo ay zon rama 
Barnes; and Garnersnener empiy” 
Vines; with cluftring bunches growing, 
Plants, wtth goedly burtben bowing : 
Spring come to you at the fartheff, 

In thevery end of Harueft. 
Scarcity and want {hall fhun you, 
Ceres bleffing 0 ts on you. 

Fer, Thisisamott'maiciticke vMion, and 
Harmonious charmingly : may I beb id 
Tothinkethefe {pirits ? 

» Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art 
Thaue from their confines call’d to enact 
My prefent fancies. 

Fer. Let meine hereeuer, 
So rarea wondred Father, and a wife 
Makes thisplace Paradife. 
| Pro. Sweet now, filence : 
Inno and Ceres whilper ferioufly, 
| There’s fomerhing elfe to doe: hufh, and be mute 
| Of elfe our {pell is mar’d. 
Iuno and Ceres whifper,and fend Iris on employment. 
| Tres. YouNimphs cald Nayades of 9 windring brooks, 
' With your fedg’ d crownes,aud cuer-harmeletic lnokt'; 
' Leaue your crifpe:channels, and on this greene-Land 
Anfwere your fummons, Jaxo do's command. 
Come temperate Nimphes, andhelpe to celebrate 
A Contraétof true Loue: benot too late, 
Enter Certaine Nimphes. 
{ You Sun-burn’dSicklemen of Auguft weary, 
} Come hetherfrom the furrow, and be merry, 
Makc holly day : your Rye-{traw hats put on, 
And thefe frefh Nimphes encounter euery one 
} In Country footing. 
| Enter certaine Reapers (properly habited : ) they ioyne with 
the Nimphes in a graceful dance,towards the end where= 

of, ProfperofPares fodainly and fpeakes, after which to a 

Strange hollow and confufed noyfe, they heauily vanifh. 

Pro. [had forgot that foulecon{piracy 
Of the beaft Culliban, and his confederates 
Againft my life: the minute of their plot 
Is almoft come : Well done, auoid: no more. 

Fer. Thisis firange : your fathers in fomepaffion 
That workes him Arongly. 

Mir, Neuer till this day 
Saw I him touch’d with anger, fo diftemper d. 

Pro. You doe looke (my, fon) inamou'd fort, |. 

As if you were difimaid : be. cheerefull Sir, 

Our Reuels now are ended : Thefeour actors ‘ 

(As I foretold you) were all Spirits, and 

Are melted into Ayre, into thin Ayre, 

And like the bafeleffe fabricke of this vifior: < 

} The Clowd-capt*Towres, the gorgeous patiades 

The folemne Temples; the'sreat Globeit felfe,; » » 

Yea, all which it inherit, hall diffolue,’ et 

| And like this infubfantiall Pageant faded 

Leaue nota racke behindes we ate fuch ftuffe*- 

As dreames até made on 3 anid our little life: 

| Is rounded withtafleepé : Sit; farn'vexe; d 
Beare with my weakeneffe,my old braitie is toubled: 

Be not difturb’d-with my infirnvitie, © Gi 

| Ifyou bepleas’d; retire into my Cell, 

| And thererepofe, a tutne or’ cent Tewalke 
To ftill my beating minde, : 


Eer. Mr: We wifh your pede; Jo E xt, 
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Pro.Come with a thought; I thank chee Arieh: come. 
Enter Aviel. |. 
Ar. Thy thoughts I cleaue to, what’sthy. pleafute? } 
Pro. Spirit: We muft prepare to meet with Caliban, 
Ar. Imy Commander, when I prefented Ceres” 
I thought to haue told thee of ic, but I fear'd 200 DAAL 
Leaft I might anger thee. ofmord 
Pro. Say again, where didft thou edie rhefe viride 4 
Ar. Itoldy you Sir,they were red-hot with eicaug 8 
So full of valour,that they {mote the ayre 
For breathing in their faces: beatethe ground 
For kiffing of their feete; yetalwaies bending © 
Towards their proiect : then I beate my Tabor, 
Atwhich likeynback’ t coltsthey pricke'their eares, 
Aduanc’d their eye-lids, lifted yp theirnofes 
As they {melemuficke, # I charin’d their eates 
That Calfe-like, they my lowing follow’d; through | 
Tooth’d briars itharpe ikon pricking gotte, & (ree, 
Which entred their fraile fhins : at laft Left them: 133 
Pch’ filthy mantled poole beyond your Cell, 
There dancing vptoth’chins, that the fowle — 
Ore-ftunck their feet. 
Fro. This was well done (my bird) 
Thy fhape inuifible recaine thou ftill: LW. 
The trumpery in my houfe, goe bring it hither = 
For ftaleto catch thefe theeues, 47.1 go, 1 goe,. Exit. 
Pro. A Deuill, a borne-Deuill, on whofenature: 
Nurcure can neuer icke :on whom t my paines' 
Humanely taken, all, all loft, quite loft, 
And, as with age, his body.ouglier. growes;. 
So his minde cankers : I will plague them all; 
Euen to roaring : Come, hang on themthis lines 
Enter Aviell, loades with ghijtering apparel, ee. Enter 
Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wetgeer >, 
Cal, Pray you tread foftly, that the blindé Mole sae 
not hearea foor fall: we noware neere his Cell: 4 
St. Monfter,your Fairy,W you fay isa harniles Fairy, 
Has done little better then plaid the lacke with vss 
Trin. Monfter, Ido {mel all horfe-piffe; at saihickh 
My nofe is in great indignations:« 
Ste. Sois mine, Do: you heare Moniteri if fhould 
Takea difpleafure again{t you : Looke you. 
Trin. Thou wert “but aloft Monfter: 1 
Cal. Good my Lord, giue me thy favour ftil, 
Be patient, for the prize ile bring theetoo 
Shall hudwinke thismi{chance :therefore {peake tafty 
Alls hufheas midnight yet. 
Trin, I, butto-loofe our bottles in the Poole. 
Ste. Thereis notonely difgraceand difhonorin:that | 
Monfter, but an infinite loffe. 
Tr. That’ smoreto methenmywettings. 01 o»" 
Yet thisis your harmleffe Fairy, Monfter.: 
- Ste. Twill fetch off my bottles » sirqve 
Though be o're cares for my labour. 
(al. Pre-chee(my King)-be quite: Seeft thos here: . 
This is the mouth o’th Cell :no noife,and enter: _, 
Do that good mifcheefe,whichmay make this Ifland’ 
Thine owne for ever; and I thy Caliban’ i sdt 250m 
For aye thy foot-licker, nga ik 
Ste. Giue me thy hand, | voy ei amet orl 1] 
T do begin to haue bloody theulshes 
Trin,O King Stephano, O Peere+ O worthy Sep, 
Looke what a-wardtobe heere is forthee.’ «, 
Cal. Let italonethou foole;it is bur traf... | 
Tri. Oh, ho, Monfter : wee know whee belongs toa 
frippery, oO King Stephano. 


| 
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hauethat gowne. 
_ ¢ Tri, Thy grace fhall haue it. (meane 
' Cal. The dropfie drowne this foole , what doe you 
To doate thus on fuch luggage ?let’s alone » 

' And doethe murther firft : if he awake , we 

. From toe to crowne hee'l fill our skins withpinches, 

- Make vs ftrange ftufte. 

| oSse, Be you quiet (Monfter ) Miftris line, is not this 
-my Terkin? now is the Ierkin ynder the line: now Ier- 
| kin you are like to lofe your haire,&proue a bald Jerkin. 

Trin. Doe, doc; we fteale by lyne andleuell, and’c 
like your grace. : 

Ste. I thankthee for thatieft; heer’s a garment for’t: 
_ Wit thall not goc vn-rewarded while] am King of this 
Country; Steale by lineand leuell, is an excellent paffe 
of pate : there's another garment for’t. 
| Tri. Monfter, come put fome Lime vpon your fin- 

gers, and away with the reft. ‘ 

Cal. I willhaue none on’t : we fhall lcofe our time, 
And all beturn’d to Barnacles, or to Apes 
With foreheads villanous low. 

Ste. Monfter, lay to your fingers : helpe to beare this 
away, where my hogfhead of wincis, or Ile turne you 
out of my kingdome : goe to, carry this. 

Tri. And this, 

Ste. I, andthis. a. 

A noyfeof Hunters beard. Exter divers Spirits in [bape 

of Dogs and Hounds, luting thems about : Profpers 
aad eAriel fetting thems ou. ! 

Pro. Hey «Mountaine, hey. 

Ari, Siluer:thereit goes, Siluer. 

Pro. Fury, Fury : there Tyrant, there: barke, harke. 
Goe, charge my Goblins that they grinde thei ioynts 
Withdry Convultions, fhorten vp their finewes 
With aged Cramps, & more pinch-fpotted make them, 
Then Pard,. or'Cat o’ Mountaine. 

Ari, Harke, they rote. 
| Pro. Letthem be hunted foundly :'Atthis houre 
_ Lies at my mercy all mine enemies : 
Shortly fhall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt haue the ayre at freedome : for alittle 
. Follow, and doe me ferttice. 






















































Exeunt. 











eA tlus quintus: Scena Prima. 











“: Enter Profpero (whic. Magicke vobes) and Aricl. 





Pro. Now do’s my Proie& gather toa head: 
My charmes crackenot: my Spirits obey,and Time 
Goes vpright with his carriage show’s the day? 

efr. Onthe fixt hower,.at which time; my Lord 
Youfaid our workefhould ceafe. | . 

Pro. ‘did fay'fo, oo 
When firt Irais'd the Tempeft : fay my Spirit, 
How fares the King} and’s followers? 

Ar. Confin’d together 
In the fame fafhion, as you gauein charge, 

Iuft as you left themsall prifoners Sir: 

| Inthe Line-grove which weather-fends your Cell, 
They cannot boudgetill your releafe: The King, 
His Brother, and yours abide all three diftraQed, 
And the'remainder mourning ouer thein, 

Brim full of forrow, and difinay : but chiefly. 

















‘s _Ste.. Pucoff chat gowne (Ti rinculo) by this hand Ile Him that you term’d Sir, the good old Lord Gonzalo, 


. His teares runs downe his beard like winters drops 
From eaues of reeds: your charm fo ftrongly works’em 


_ That ifyou now beheld them, yeuraffections © ~~ | 


W ould become tender. 

Pro. Doft thou thinke fo, Spiric 2! 

4r. Mine would , Sir, were I humane, 

Pro. And mine fhall, 

Haft chou (which art but aire) a touch, a feeling 
Of their affli@ions, and fhall not my felfe, 

One of their kinde; that rellifh all as fharpely, 
Paffion as they, be kindlier mou’d then thou art ? 
Thogh with their high wrongs I am ftrook to th’quick, 
Yet, with my nobler reafon, gainft my furie 

DoeI take part: the rarer Action is 

In vertue, then in vengeance: they, being penitent, 
The fole drift of my purpofe doth extend: 

Not a frowne further : Goe,releafe them ArieR, 
My Charmes Ile breake,their fences Ile reftore, 
And they fhall be themfelues, 

Ar, Mle fetch them,Sir, 4 Exit. 
< Pro, Ye Elues ofhils,brooks,ftading lakes & groues, 
And ye, that on the fands with printleffe foore 
Doe chafe the ebbing-NVeptane, and doe fliehim 
«When lie comes backe : you demy-Puppets, that 

\ By Moone-fhine doe the greene fowre Ringlets make, 
\ ‘Whereof the Ewe not bites : and you, whofe paftime 
\Is to make midnight-Mufhrumps, that reioyce 
\ To heare the folemne Curfewe, by whofe ayde 
\CWeake Matters though ye be) I haue bedymn’d 
~The Noone-tide Sun, call’d forth the mutenous windes, 
~d\nd twixt the greene Sea, and the azur’d vaule 
|-Set roaring warre: To the dread ratling Thunder 
| “Haue I giuen fire, and rifted Jones ftowt Oke 
\~ With his owne Bolt: The ftrong bafs’d promontorie 
~ Haue I made fhake, and by the {purs pluckt vp 
-_The Pyne, and Cedar. Graues atmy command 
~ Haue wak’d their fleepers, op’d,and let em forth 
L_-By my fo potent Art. But this rough Magicke 
Ne heere abiure : and when I haue requir'd 
Some heavenly Muficke (which euen now I do) 
To worke mine end vpon their Sences, that 
This Ayrie-charme is for, l'le breake my ftaffe, 
Bury it certaine fadomes inthe earth, 
And deeper then did euer Plusnmet found 
Ile drowne my booke. Solemse muficke. 


Heere enters Ariel before: Then Alon{o with a franticke ge- 
fture, attended by Gonzalo. Sebaftian and Anthonio is 
like manner attended by Adrian and Francifco : They all 
enter the circle which Profpero had made and there ftand 
charms'd: which Pro{pero obferning, fpeakes. 





| Afolemne Ayre,and the beft comforter,.. 
Toan vnferled fancie, Cure thy braines 
(Now vielefle) boile within thy skull : there ftand 
For you are Spell-ftopr.. 
Holy Gonzallo, Honourable man, 
Mine eyesev'n fociableto the thew of thine 
Fall fellowly drops : The charme diffolues apace, 
And as the morning fteales ypon the night 
(Melting the da@keneffe) fo their rifing fences 
Begin to chace the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Their cleerer reafon, -O good Gonzalo 
My true preferuer, anda loyall Sir, 
To him thou follow’ft ; I will pay thy graces 
Home both in word,and deede: Moft cruelly Ba 

hid ft 
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‘| WasIto rake ch 


Pro, Goeso aways. t44 - Buery third thought fhall bemy graue,. — 
Alo, bef Ale. } whe Seas DES) 
Seb. Torheare the ftory of your life ; which mut” 
4 Pro, Sir, linuite your Highneffe, and your traine | Takethe care ftarngely. 
j Tomy poore Cell; where you fhall cake your reft _ Pro, Vile deliuer all, i 
| For this onenight, which partof it, Ile wafte And promife you calme Seas, aufpicious gales, 
] With fuch difcourfe, as I not dgubt,fhallmake it =| And fajle, fo expeditious, that fhall catch 
{ Goe quicke away :) The foiy ofimy life, ite _. ) | Your Royall fleete farce off’: My Ariel 3 chicke 
And the particular accidents, gon b That is thy charge: Then to the Elements 
j Since cametothisIfle;Andinthemorne | -Be free, and fare thou well : pleafe you drawneere. 
V’le bring you to your fhip , and fo to Naples, oe on Exeunt omnes. 





| Which ismoft faint : now "tis true 
4 Imuft bebeere confinde by-you, © 


1 Since! bave thay Dukedome got ; 
| And pardow d the deceiver, dull 


| Ze thes bare Ifland, by your Spell | Caliban, afaluage and deformed flanes > 
: But releafe me from my bands. : | fe ig ef . 


| Gentle breath of yours, my Sailes Mafter of a Ship. 
Muft fill, or elfe my protect failes, ~ | Boate-Swaine. 
| which was to pleafe: Now Twant Mirrinsée 


Iris ‘s22 
| Which pierces fo, that itaffaults Cains } af 
Mercy it felfe, and freesall faults. | [uno  & Spiritse | ‘we 
As you from crimes would pardon'd be, | Nyrphes 
| Let your Lndulzence [et me free. Exir, | | Reapers 7 : ad 
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And feeke for grace :what a thrice double Affe ‘Where I haue hope to fee the nuptiall 
magia >| OF thefe our deete-below’d, folemnized,“ 


SRO Tr oe, 






And thence retire me to my Milaine, where. 
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EP] ‘fy Oo Cg NA E. The Scene,an vn-inhabited Ifland 
fpoken by Profpero. Names of the Aiteis, > 
No?” Charmes: are all ore-throwne, | 3 <ONS Bbree. 


ALS Alonfo, Keof Naples: ete 
And what fr engt A: Thames mine OWE. 


Sebaftian his Brother. luoverortex I 
| Profpero, the right Duke of Millaine. é 
. | Anthonio his brorher,the vjurping Duke of Millaine,. | 
_ | Ferdinand, Son to the King of Naples, = 

_ | Gonzalo, an houeft old Councellor, 

. | Adrian, & Francifca, Lords. 





Or fent to Naples, Lei mehr 


| Trinculo, a leer. 


with the helpe of your good hands :. | | Stephano, a drunken Butler, 


Spirits to enforce: Art to inchant, 
And my ending & defpaire, 


Miranda, daughter to Profpero. 
| Ariel, anayrie [pirit. 
Valeffel.be reliew d by praier ee 
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| That has fuchpeople n't. ys ( 3 







Pro. "Tis newso thee, douces ye 913i 0209 (play? 
Ale, Whatiis this Maid; «with whointhow! was's at 
| Your eld'fhacquaintance cannot.bethree houres:) 
| Is fhe the goddeffe that hath feuer’d vsjofioz fives von T 


neg 


And brought vs thus togethet¢. 


Fer. Sit, fheismortalls sxc y BIISIEG 
But by immortall prouidencesfhe’s mines ie5 0: 
I chofe hesiwhen I. could noraske my Father >< Ww: 
For hisaduttesnor thought: hadone: She: ~ 
Is daughter to this famous DukeofAdiWaine, \- 
Ofwhom, fo often I haue heard renowney: oo: 

But neuer fayy-beforé: ofwhom I have» in<, 

Receiu’dafecondlife; and fecondFather! 

This Lady makes him tome. FIM 
Ma bamhersiie eo soos ied cog 

But O, how odly will itfound; that I 

Mutt aske my childe forgiuenefle? 2 © 9 

Pro.’ There Sir ftop, [sdrte! 
Let vs née burthen ourremembrancesjwith » : 
A heanineffe that’s gon. 20 

Gos, Thaueinly wepr, 9° yen 
Or fhould haue {poke ere this : looke:downe you gods 
| And on this couple drop a bleffed crowne; 

For itis you, that hauechalk’d forth the way 
Which brought vshithers: .>° i 
Alo, Vay Amen; Gonzalla: 


Should become Kings of Vaples? Oreidyce 
Beyond a common ioy, aid fer it downe 
Wich gold omlafting Pillers:In one voyage 
Did (Uaribelther husband finde at Tens; » 
And Ferdinand her brather, found a wife, urs 
Where hehimfelfe was loft > Profpero,his Dukedome 
Ina poore Ifle - and all of vs,our felues"\: [sed T 
Whenn6 mianwas his owne. Au 

Ale, ‘Give meyour hands: 3 
Let griefe and forrowftilbembrace his heart, 
That doth not with yowioy, si 

Gon. Beit fo, Amen; ¢ r 

Enter Ariti,withthe Mafter and Boat{waine 
ene’ oo amaxedly following. 

O lookeSir,looke Sirjhere is more of vs: 


| I prophefi’dyif a Gallowesiwere on Land 


This fellow could not drowne : Now blafphemy, 


| That (wear'it Grace ore:boord,not aivoagh on hore, 


Haft thou no mouth by land? 


] Whatisthe newes? | 


Bot, The beft newes is, that we hate fafely found 


| Our King, and company: The next : our Ship, 


Which but three glaffes fince, we gaue out fplit, 
Istyteyand yare, and brauely rig d, as when 
We firlt putoutroSea: |» 
Ar. Sir, all this feruiceys! ! 
Haue I done fince I went. 
Pro, My trickfey Spirit. © 
e4/o. Thefeare not naturall euents,they ftrengthen 


| From ftrange,to ftranger :.fay, how catné you hither ? 


Bot. If [ did thinke, Sir,l were weil awake, 


| I’ld ftriue to tell you: we were dead of fleepe, 
] And (how we know not) all clapt vnder hatches, 


Where, but even now,with ftrange,and feuerall noyfes 
Ofroring, fhreeking howling, gingling chaines, 

And mo diuerfitie of founds, all horrible. : 
We were awak’d; ftraight way, at liberty ; 

Where we, in all our trim, frefhly beheld 






= 


+ Gon, WasMillame thrult from. Afillaine, thavhis Ifue | 








- Our royall, good, and gallant Ship : our Mafter 


| Ale. Thisis as ftrangea Maze, as ere mentrod, 
‘| And thereds.in this bufineffe, more then:nature 
') | Was euer conduct of : fomeOracle: Yo 


| How fine my Mafter is? Tamafraid : 
| Hewill chattife me. cal 






Capring to eyeher:, on.strice; fo pleafe yous * 
Euen ina dredme, were wé'diuided:from them; 
And were brought moaping hither.» ::- 
Ar, Wasit-well done? >: 1Of91 
Pro, Brauely-(my-diligence) thoufhalt be free, 


Muft rectifie our knowledge. 

Pro, Sirymy Leige, © 2)» Sluotyi y 
Doe not infeft your mindes with beating or oe |) 
The ftrangeneffe of this bufineffe,arpicktfeifure.|-.7 | 
(Which fhall be fhortly fingle) Ple refolue yeu, 
(Which to you fhall feeme probable) of euery ©» 
Thefe happend accidents : tillswhen, be cheerefull: >; | 
Andthinkeof each thing well: Come hither Spirit, 

Set Caliban, and his;companions free : 
Votye the Speil : How fares my gracious Sir? 
There are yet. miffing of your Companie . 
Some few odde Lads, chatyouremember not. 
Exver Ariel, driniag in Caliban, Stephano, and 
Trinculo in is folne Apparel, 
Ste. Euery man fhift for all che reft, and let 
No man take care forhimfelfe} forallis': 
But fortune : (oragio Bully-Monfter Corafe. ty 
Tri. It thefe be truefpies which I wedreinmy head, | 
here's. a goodly fight. Prod iT 
Cals O Setebos, thefe be braue Spirits indeede : 


Seb, Ha,ha: 
What things are thefe, my-Lord Anthomio? - 
Will money buy em? 
Ant. Very like: one ofthem 
Is a plaine Fifb, and no donbr marketable, Te 
Pro, Marke butthe badges of thefemen,my Lotds, _ 
Then fay if they be trite: This mifhapenknaue3 z 
His Mother was a Witch, and one fo {trong : 
That could controle the Moone; make flowes,and ebs 
And deale in her command, without her power : 
Thefe three haae robd me,and this demy-~diuell ; 
(For he’s abaftard one) had plotted withthem 
To take my life : rwo of theie Fellowes; you 
Muft know,and owne, this Thing of darkeneffe,I. 2° 
Acknowledge mine: ; 
Cal. I fhall bepincht to. death, 
Alo, Isnot this Stephano, my drunken Butler ? 
Seb. Heis drunkenow} » 

Where had he wine? Tae 
Alo. And Tincwlois reeling ripe: where fhould they | 
Finde this grand Liquor that hath gilded’em? Pay 
How cam’ft thou in this pickle? Or 

Tri, Uhaue bin in fucha pickle fince I faw youla, | 
That I feare me will neuer out of my bones.: ad | 
I fhail not feare fly-blowing:: 

Seb. Why how now Stephano? 

Ste, O touch me not,I am not Stephane but aCramp, 

Pro, You'ld be King o’the Ife, Sirha? >) { ; 

Ste. 1 fhould haue bin a fore one then, 

Alo, Thisisa ftrangething as ere Hlook’d on. 

Pre. Heisas difproportion’d in his Manners 
Asin his fhape : Goe Sitha, tomy Cell, 

Take with you your Companions : as youlooke 
To haue my pardon, trim it handfomely; | 
Cal. Ithat I will: and Ie be wife hereafter , 
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Did thouwtlafo,-vfe gidPanc ting daughter: dle{G2 10910 
| Thy brothemwas: afucthererimthe AGy 2Yo 02 Sigs 
4 Thou are: ppinblre for’ ohowsSebuftian. Plefhosind bloud,! 
| You, brother mines. that ehpertaineambirion, > 

Expelld remorfe, and nature,,whom, with -Seba/tiae. 

4 (Whofe inwaed pinches: cherefote arelmoftfirong)" 
1 Would heevehanekill'd: your King: f doforgiue ae | 
1 Vonaturatithough thoware? Pheirwnder eet a 
4 Begins to {well, andthe: approching td@io> 19>: 
{ Will fhortly fill ‘the reafonableffyore voor fon: 
| That now ly foule, andm: uddy : nor one ofithein.\* 
4 Thatyet lookeson me, oriwould know més + Ariel 
Fetch nte thie Hac, and Rapiecim my Cell} 
I will difeafeame, and my feife préfend od " edit 
As I was fomecime Dtibisines: — Spirit,° 
Thou ebiona - long tneifrebia + 22095: 
| 1g? curdall cng inl helps ve attire bing, 
wh here ae Bea facks; there fuck f, 
Fra Cow/lips betlal lie, 
Theret conyh video Deller goe trie, 
Owthe Butrs backed doefligthsL opbo 
cwvafter S omenevmmerraigoets Sow % 
Merely, wrerrilh, hall Tiline vow, 
Vader the bloffoxs thathangs onthe Bow.! 
Pro, Why that's my: daihtyririet: I fhall mi fle’ 
| Thee, but yetthou fhalt have freedome: fo,fo,fosr 1 
| Tothe Kingsthip, inuifibleas thou arc, att 
} There thalt thou finde the Marriners afleepe* 
Vader the Hatiches': the Mafter and the Boat-fwaine 
} Being awake, enforce themto this place’ ¥ 

And prefently, Tpre'thee. cS 
1 Ar. Ldrinke the aire before essa returti¢ 
}) Or ere your pulferwice beate: Exit. 

: Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
1} Inhabits heere ; fome heanenly power guide vs 3 
} Ourof this fearefall Country, 
| .2 Pret BeholdSirKing 
The wronged Duke of Millaine, Profpero: 

For more affurance that a lining Prince 
Do’snow {peake tothce, I embrace thy body, 
| Andtotheepaid chy Company; Ibid 
A hearty welcome, . 

Alo, Where thou bee’ft he orno, 
4 Or forme inchanted triflle ro abufe me, 
éAs late] haue beene) I not know: thy Pulfe- 
Beats as of Acth,and blood: and Gince I faw thee, 
Th’afflidtion of my mindeamends, with which . 
| Ifeate amadieffe held me: this muftcraue 
(And ifthis be at all) a moft ftrange ftoty. 
4 Thy Dukedome I refigne, and doe entreat 
‘Thou pardon memy wrongs: Bet how fhold — 
Beliuing, and be heere ? 

Pro. Firft, noble Frend,; 
Letme erabinick thineage, whofehonor cannot 
| Besneafur’d, or confin’ b 
: Gonz., Whether this be; 
Or benot, Ile not fwéare, 
“Pro. Youdoeyetrafte s - O 12 
Some fubtletiés o’th’ Ifle, that witl sortet yoit 
Belecue things cettaine: : Wellcome, my friends all; 
But you,my ‘brdde of Lords,werel {fo minded 
| Iheere could plucke his Hi ghneffe frowne vpon - 
And iuftifie you'Traitors zat atited time» 
| Lwilleell nocales. 
Seb. Tne Divell —, in aakts 
Fro. Noesiod 









For you (moft wicked Sir) whomto call brother 
| Would euen infe& my mouth, Ido forgiue «' | 
Thy-rankeft faules all of thetria! and require 
My Dukedome of sis which, — pian 
Thou muft reftores | :2ue) riser sar'ss f 21 
Alo, Vf thou beeft Prafirko: word Fak 
Giue vs particulars of thy preferuation,:!» Hee 
How thou haftmetws heérepwhom three howres neve 
Were wrackt vpon this:-fhere:?: where I eee 9 onl 
(How tharp thepoint ER TI 204 
My deere fanne Ferdinando. Zid 303-193 
Pro. Lam woe for ty$ire>: aiio 
Als, \rreparableis the toffe, and) patience 
Saies, itis pafther curiesics! 5 sete holies 
Pro. Jratherthinke demzbad. in T 
You haue not fought her helpe, ofw hofe: te grace 


Ged ek 


Forthelikeloffe, I have her i _ Omg 
And reft my felfe contepfiorouigto? rnnasies fluM 
Alo. You che Wuelolles iT Nt 

Pro. As greattome,asiate,iand Spheamishin 2 od 


T : niake the deere loffe, haue I meanes — weaker 
Then you may call co comfortyou ; for’ ibe 
Haue loft my: datighters «= : 

Alo, A daughter?» stole: ol 
Oh heauens, thar. they were ining both in Malpes at 
The King and Queene there, that they were; Twifh 
My felfe ‘weremudded in t thdhoossie: bed 
Where my fonne lies: when did you lofe your daughter? ? 
Pro. Inthis laf Tempeft, J perceiue thefe pinged 
At this encounter doe fo much admire, ©: 
That they denouretheir reafon, ond fetal chinks VW 
Their eles doe offices of Truth » Their words: . my bi a 
Are naturall breath; but howfoeu’r youhaues' ' 
Beene iuftled frormyour fences, know for certaiti 
That] am Profperoyand that very Duke > «21. > 
Which was thruft forth of ddélaine, who moft Brangity 
Vpon this fhore( where youwere wrackt)»was! lagiad 
To be the Lord on’t: No moré'yetiof this pou 2. 
For tis a Chronicle of day by:day; a 
Not arelation for a break-fa(t, nor d: xed 
Befitcing this firft meeting 2 Welcome, Sitiz. wor 5 
This Cell’s my Court ; heere have] few atrendants, 
And Subieéts none abroad: pray'you looke in?» +00. ‘ 
My Dukedome fince you havegivea me againe;: 
I will require you with as good : aching, 
At leat bringforth: a wonder, 'to.content yee: 
As much, asme my Dukedome. 
Here Profpero difconers Ferdinand and Mires plays | 
ing at Cheffes 
Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me Falfe.>: 
Fer. Nomy deareft loue, 
I would not forthe worlds 90:0 bfamgan lal, ; 
Mir, Yes , fora {core of Kingdomen, » you fhould 
And I would call it faire play. ‘ 
Alo, Wthis prove 1s joneb ] 
A vifiori of the }fland, one deniai Soot ins! 
Shall I twice lo@fe: ) 
Seb, Amofthigh mitadle.: > 
‘Fer. Though the Seas threaten shiey' are merciful, 
I have curs’d them without caufe. 33: 
Alo; Now all the blefhngs 
Ofa glad father, compaffe thee abeut 
Arife, and fay how thow cam ft heere. 
Mir. O wonder! 
How many goodly creatures ate ethere here? » 
How beauteousmankindeis ?-O brave new world ) 
B 3 That ' 
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oA Hus primus, Scena prima, 

















{ {Is eaten by the Canker ereit blow, 7 
' Valentine ; Probes, and Spelt sy gees suen fo by Loue, the yong,and tender wit 
Drei! band sane Oy 1800990 3 Lb |yIseurn’d-to folly, blafting inthe Bud, ¢ | 
Valentine. \\ Loofing his verdure, euen inthe prime, “i 


ep sesnx Bale ro per{wade, my louing Prothexs ; And all the faise effects of future hopes.» J + 
</ AAS Hbme-keeping youth,hdne dher homely wics, | sur wherefore wafte I time to counfaile thee 


AR 


Gd _ : —_ we : 
Wer'cnot affection chaines thy tender dayes | Thatartavotary to fond defire ? 
Once moreadieu: my Father atthe Road 





* To the {weet glaunces of tliyshonour'd Loue,. | 








I rather would entreat thy company,\ anf vd wi Expects my comming, thereto fee me Thip'd 
To fee the wonders oft theworld abroads.. way go ydien Pro. And thither will hbring theeValentines - 

Then (living dully fluggardiz’dat heme) 3: * Val, Sweet Prothers,no Now let vs take-our Jeaue; 
| Weate out thy youth with fliapelefle idlenefie.” To Mitlae let me heare from thee by Letters : 
But ince thou lou’ ; love Rilljand thrive'therein, Of thy {ucceffe in loue; and what newes elfe. . - # 
| EuenasI would, when Ptolobebegin 98 8 S90 | Betiderh herein abfence ofthyFriends. . y a 
| Pro. Wilt thou be gone’Sweet Valedine ad ew, > And Il likewife will vifice thee With mine, 






| Thinke on thy Pratheus, saben thou(hap'ly)feett Pro. All happinefle bechance totheein Afillaine. | 














































Some rare note-worthy obicétin thy qanaile, 9 4 Val. As much co you arliome: atdfofarewell, Zaye. 
p With me partaker in thy happinefle, ) ..\. ; + Pro. He after Honour hunts; TafterLoues 
} When thou do’it meet good hap; and in thy danger, He leaues his friends,to dignifie thearmortess: 

(If euer danger doe enuiron thee) ey Tloue my ielfe, my friends, andall for lone 

Comrnend thy grieuance to my holy prayérs, Thou fala thou haft metamorphis'd me ;, 

For I willbe thy beadef-man, Valentine, ** Made ine neglect my Studies, loofemy times . 
Val. And ona loue-hooke prey formyfucceffe? Warre with good counfaile; fet the world at nought ;” 
Pro. Vpon fomebooke I louelepray forthee. i. | M ade Wit with mufing, weake}hart fick with thou ght. 
Val. That’s on fome fhallow Storie of deepe louse, Sp. Six Protheus ;’fane you: faw youmy'Mafter? 

| How yong Leander croftthe Helle/ponr. | | Pro.But now he parced hence'to embarque for A4illam, 
| Pro. That’s a deepe Storic, of a deeper loue, Sp. Twenty to one thenyhe is fhip’d already, 

» For he was more then ouer-fhooes in foue. | AndI have plaid the Sheepein loofing him), ..¢ 

Val.’ Tistruc; for you are over-boores in loue, bro. Indeede a Sheepe dorhvery often ftfay,..5 | 

And yet youncuer fwomthe Hellefpont. And if the Shepheard be awhile away. - i 

} Pro. Quer the Bootes?-nay giue menottheBoots. -|- Sp. You conclude that my Mafteriis a Shepheard then, | 
Val. No, willnot; for it boots thee not. and I Sheepe?2 
) Pro. What? (grones: Pro. 1 doe. 
Val, Tobcinloue; where fcorne is bought wirh Sp. Why then my hornes are his hornes, whether I 
Coy looks,with hart-fore fighes: one fading moments wake or fleepe. a 
With twenty watchfull,weary,tedious nights; (mirth, Pro, A filly anfwere, and fitting well a Sheepe. 
| Ifhap’ly won,perhaps a ha bee caine sf Sp. This proues me {till a Sheepe. 
| If lott, why then a grievous labour won ; . Pro, True: and thy Mafter aShepheard, : 


| How euer : but a folly bought with wir, _ A) Sp. Nay, that I can deny by a circumftance, 
- Or elfe a wit, by folly vanquifhed. __ Pro, Ic thall goehard but ile proue it by another. 












Pro. So, by your circumftance,you call me-foole, “Sp. The Shepheard feckes the Sheepe, and not the 
Val. So,by your circumfance,} feare you'll proue. Sheepe the Shepheard s bur I feeke my Mafter, and my 
Pro. “Tis Lone you cauill at, lam not Loue. Matter feekes not me: therefore Iam no Sheepe. 
| Val, Loueis your mafter, for he mafters you 5 Fro. TheSheepe for fodder follow the Shepheard, 
' And he thatis fo yoked by 2 foole, the Shepheard for foode followes not the Sheepe : thou 
| Methin! es Should not be chronicled for wife. for wages followeft thy Mafter, thy Mafter for wages: 
) Pre. Yet Writers fay; asinthe {weeteft Bud, followes not thee : therefore thou art a Sheepe. 
The eating Canker dwels; fo eating Loue Sp. Such another proofe will make mecrybaa. 
‘Jnhabits in the fineft wits of all. Pro, But do’ft thou heare: gau'ft thou my Letter 
> Val, And Writers fay; as the moft forward Bud to Lulia? | 


TOL LON OLS ELIE OAT PREM rm seve aan ammengent . Spe I | d 
~ ‘ Sa tomes 











Sp. 1Sir: 1 (aloft-Mutton) gaue your’ Letter roher 


loft-Mutton) nothing for my labour. rho i 

fro, Here’s too {mall a ‘Patture 
Muttons.. »!o> : 107.3" 

fticke her: 

{ Pro, Nay,imthatyou areaftray : 


ou. 
: Sp. Nay Sir, leffe then a pound fhall ferue me for car- 
rying your Lecter. 
Pro. You mittake ; I meanethe pound, a Pinfold. 
Sp. Fromapoundtoa pin? foldit'ouer and ouer, 









Pro. But what faid fhe 2 
Sp. I. 
Pro, Nod-T, why that’s noddy. 
Sp. You miftooke Sir: I fay fhe did nod; 
And you askeme if the did nod, and fay I. 
Pro. Andthat {et together is noddy. 
Sp.’ Now you haue take'the paincs to fet it toge- 
ther,take it for your paines. 
Pro. No,no, you fhall hawe it for bearing the letter. 
Sp. Well,I perceiue I muft be'faine to beare with you, 
Pro. Why Sit,how doe you beare with me? 
Sp. Marry Sir, the lecter very orderly, 
Hauing nothing but the word noddy for my paines. 
Pro. Befhrew me,but you haue a quicke wit. 
Sp. Afid yet it cannot ouer-take your flow purfe. 
Pro. Come, come, open the matter in briefe 5 what 
{aid fhe. = 
Sp. Open your purfe, that the money,and the matter 
may be both at once delivered. 
Pro. WellSir: here is for your paines: what faid fhe? 
Sp. Truely Sir,Ichinke you'll hardly win her, | 
Pro. Why? could’{t thou perceine fo much from her? 
Sp. Sis, Lcould perceive nothing at all from her; 
No,not fo much as a ducket for delivering your letter: 
And being fohard to me, that brought your minde; 
I feare fhe’ll proue as hardto you in telling your minde, 
Giue her no token but ftoues,for fhe’s as hard as {teele. 
Pro. What faid fhe, nothing ¢ 


To teftifie your bounty,I thank you, you haue ceftern’d 


felfe; And fo Sir, ’le commend you to my Mafter. 

Pro. Go,go,be gone,to faue your Ship from wrack, 
Which cannot perifh hauing thee aboarde, 
Being deftin’d to a drier death on fhore 
I muft goe fend fome better Meffenger, 

I feare my Julia would not dajgne my lines, ch 
Receiving then) from fucha worthleffe pot. Exit. 


ae asf: 





Scana Secunda.” dla ai 





Enter Titi@and Lucetta, 


Lal: Butfay Lwcerta (now weare alone) 
Would’ thou then cotiiifaile me to fallin loue? 
Lac. 1 Madam, fo yor Riimble not valicedfullys > 
| _ Jnl. Ofall che faite tefort ofGentlemen, °° © 27! 
That euery day with pai’le encounterme;* noo 


*ewere beft pound 


In requital whereof, henceforth,carry your letters your 


neil 


eioLhe twa Gentlemen of Wurons. 


| (alac’d-Murton) and fhe (alac'd-Mutton).gate mee (a | 


Sp. If the ground he onercharg’d, you wereber ! 


ES SE irae RP 


Sp. No,tiot fo much as take this for thy pains: (mes | 








| Thac you might kill your ftomacke on yout mieat, 43 
n 


io | 


In thy opinion which is worthieftloue? / °° * iy 





Lu, Pleafe you repeat their names,ilefhew my mifide, | 
oy is } According to my hallow fimple skill.) 92 © OO} 
for:fych-ftore’ of | 


4, What thinkit thou of the faire fir Bg/ameoure? 
Lx. As ofa Knight,well-fpoken,teat,and fille ; ° 
But were I you,he neuer fhould be mine. oT awd 
48, Whatthink’ thou ofthe rich (Mercatio? - 
Lux, Well of his wealth; but of himfelfe, fo, fo, 
4a, Whatthink ft thouofthe gentle Prothens?- - 
Lu. Lord, Lord to fee what folly raignes in vs. 
/4, How now? what meanes this paffion at his name? 
Lu, Pardoti deare Madam;tis apafling fhame, 


| Thac] (vaworthy body as I am) 
Tis threefold too little for carrying aletter to your louer | 


Should cenfure thus on louely Gentlemen. 
Ju. Why not on Prethews,as of all the ret? 
Lx. ‘Then thus - of many good, !'thinke him beft. 
Jal. Your reafon? ; 
Le. | haueno other but a womans reafon :: 
Ithinke him fo, becaufe I thinke him fo. 
/ul. And would’ft thou haue me caft my loue on him? 
Lu, 1: ifyou thought your love not caft away. 
Tul. Why he,ofall the reft, hath neuer mou’d me. 
Lu. Yet he,ofall the reft,I thinke beftloues ye. 
‘ol, His little fpeaking,fhewes his loue but fmall. 
Lu, Fire that’s clofeft kept, burnes moft of all. 
Jul. They doe not loue,that doenot fhew their Jone. 
Lu, Oh,they loue leaft, that let men know their loue, 
Jul, I would Il knew hisminde. 
Ls, Perufe this paper Madam, 
Jul. Tolulia:fay,from whom ? 
Lu. That the Contents will thew. 
Jul. Say,fay : who gave itthee ? a38 
La. Sit Valentines page:& {ent Pthink from Prothess; 
He would haue given it you,but I being in the way, 


Did in your name receiue it spardon the fault I pray. 


Jul. Now (by mymodefty) a goodly Broker : 
Dare you prefume to harbour wanton lines? 
To whifper, and confpire again{t my youth? 
Now truft me, ‘tis an office of great worth, 
And you an officer fit fortheplace’: 
There : take the paper : fee'it be return’dy:: © 
Or elfe returne no more into my fight, 2.0" 

Lu. To plead for loue, deferues more fee,then hate. 
Tul. Willyebe gon? ust az 
Lu, That you may ruminate. me Exit. 
Tul. And yet l would had ore-look’dthe Letter; 

It were a fhame to call her backe againe, ©: 

And pray her to a fault,forwhich J chid her. 

What foole is fhé,that knowes Iam a Maid, 

And would not force thelletcer tomy view2!s° 

Since Maides, in modefty; fay no,to thar; 
Whichthey-would hauethe'profterer conftruc, I, 
Fie, fie “how way-wardis this foolith loues” 
That (like ateftie Babe) will feratch the Nurfe, 


| And prefently; all humbled kiffe cheROd?> 9. | 


How churlifhly, I'chid Lwcetta hence, 2 
When willingly, Fwould haue had herhere? 
How angerly I taught my brow to frowne,. 
When inward iey enforced my heart to {mile? 
My pennance‘is, to call Zacerta backe °°.» 
Andaske remiffion, for my folly paft. 
What hoe: Lacetta, :259%° ton Ili 
Lx, What would your Ladifhip 2 ©: 

Jnl, Is’tneeré dinner time? >. 950 01 
Lx. 1 wouldit were, >" 
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» Lhe two Gentlemenof Verona. 


“22 


_ And not vpon your Maid... 
Tne Whatis’t that you: «> 
. Tooke yp fo gingerly? .: 
| La. Nothing... 922) séziod 
Iu. Why. didft thou ftoopethen? 
L#. Totakea paper vp,that I lec fall, i> 
Jul. And is.thac papermothing 2) yi)» 
L#. Nothing concerning mes» i/o > 
Jul: Thenalecitlye,for thole that it concernes. 
| La. Madam,it willnot lye where it-cohcernes, 
| Vnleffe it haue.a falfe Interpreter. ni: veo! 
Jul, Some loue of yoursshath writ to youinRime, 
| Lyx. That I might fingie(/Madam) to atunes) "| 
| Giue mea Note, your Ladifhipican fet; si: )us0 —! 
| ul. Aslittle by fach.toyes,as may be poffible : 
| Belt fing it co the tune of Light O,Lone, . 
Lu. Icistoo heauy for fo light atunees: 2» 
Ju. Heauy? belikeit hathfome burdensthen? 
Lz. 1:and melodious were ir,would youding it, 
Ja, Andwhy not you? jos | 
Lue 1 cannot reach fo high. 
| Ix. Let’s fee your Song: 
4 Hownow Minion? f..0 Lye. 2 sit 33 
Lu. Keepe tune there ftill; fo you will Gng itout: 
| And yetmethinkes.l donothkethis tune, ; 
1 «de. Youdoenot?. cuss. 
Lu, No(Madam) tis too fharpe. .. | 
Iu, You (Minion) are tao faucic. 
Lu, Nay,now you are too flat; ' 
And marre the concord, withtoo harfh. a defcant: .. 
There wanteth buta Meane,tofillyourSong,; > 
| Iw, Themeane is droundwith you vntuly bafe. 
La. Indeedé:I bid the bafe for Pretheus. 
Ta This-babble-thall not henceforth trouble me; 
Here isa coile with proteftation.s ><) smscine 
| Goe,get you.gone : and let che papersiye: » 
| You would befingring them,toanger me.) 


5 


| To befo angred. with another Letter. f 
Iu, Nay,would Lwerefo angred with the fame, 


Iniurious Wafpes, so feedeon fuch {weet hony,, 
And kill thie Beesthar yeeldejitawithyour (tings: 
1 Ie kiffe each feuerall paper, foramends):5y |). yy 
Looke,here is writ,kinde Julia: yokinde Lala,” 
Asin reuenge of thy ingratitades: oy ' » * 
I throw thy name;againft the bruzing-ftones, 
Trampling conrempttioufly.on thy.difdaine. 

{ And here is writ, Lene wounded Pratheus, 

Poore wounded.name : my bofeme,as a bed;,’, 


And thus I fearch itwith a foueraigne kifle.,-... 
1 Buttwice,orshrice; was Prothews written dgwne : 
Be calme (good winde) blow.nota wordiaway,.) >): 
Till I haue found each-letter,,in.the Letcer, rnieioee be 
Vnto a ragged, fearefull hanging Rockey ai iliwe ood? 
And throw itthence into theraging Sea! visors v 
Loe, here in one line is his name twice wait sey) sod). 
| Poore forlorne Prothenes paffionate Protbens rs ycen 0.0, . 
| To the fweet Inlia: thatile teare away se \\imoi ves 5 
And yet I will not, fith fo prettily , Goo ae 
4 He couples it, to his;cémplaining Names 3, .'\) 
1 Thus will I foldthem, omeyponanothers. 9%) 
4 Now kiffe,embrace,contend,doe what youwill. «4 





Lu.She makes it firage,bus fhe would be belt pleas’d 


Oh hatefull hands,to teare fuchlouing words,5 ; r 


Shall lodge thee sill thy.wound be throughly, heal'd;...2 


Except mine own name:Th tfome-whirleswinde beare 


| La, Madam: dinner isteady. and your father ftaics. | 





- Ine; Wellilet vs goe, | 
La. Whiat;thall thefe papers lye, like Tel-tales here> | 
Ix, If you refpe& them; beft totake themyp,. 

‘0 Lao Nay,l was taken vp,for laying them downe. 

Yer here they fhall not lye, for catching cold, 

"> (>Jim fee you have a months mindeto them. | 

Lu. I (Madam) you may fay what fights youfees> :) 

I fee things too,although you iudgeI winke. 
In, Come,come,wilt pleafe you goe, 


Exennr; 





Scena Ter tid. 


rome 








Enter Antonio and.Panthine, Protheuws. 


ent. Tellme Panrhino, what {ad talke was that, 

Wherewith my brother held you in the Cloyiter ?.. ~ 
Pan, ‘Twas ot his Nephew Protheus,your Sonne, 
Ast, Why? what of him? ' 

‘Pax, Hewondred that your Lordfhip. 

Would fuffer him,to {pend his youth at home, 

While other. men, of flender reputation 

Put forth their Sonnes,to feeke preferment our, 

Some to the warres, to try their fortune there; 

| Some, to difcouer Iflands farre away : 

Some,to the Rudious Vuiuerfities ; 

For any,or for all thiefe exercifes, 

He faid,that Prothews,y our fonne,was meet; 

And did requeft me, to importune you 

To let him {pend his time no moreat home ; 

Which would be great impeachment to his age, 

, Inhaving knowneno trauaile in his youth. 

., Ant. Nox need’it chou much importune me to that 
Wherecon,this month I haue bin hamering, ; 
Ihaue,.coalider d well, his loffe of time, 

And how he cannot bea perfe&t man, 

' Not being tryed,and cutord in the world : 

| Experience is by induftry atchieu’d, 

_ And perfe&ted by the fwift courfe of time; 

| Then tell me,whether were I beft to fend him ? - 

|, Pan. Ithinke your Lordfhip is not ignorant 

How his companion, youthfull Valentixe, 

Attends the Emperour in his royall Court,., 

: Ant. Tknowitwell..) .. .., _. (thither, 
' Pan. ’Twere good, Ithinke, your Lordfhip fenthim 
There thall he pratife Tilts,and Turnaments5 
Heare {weet difcourfe, conuerfe with Noble-men, 

And bein eye.of every Exercife i. 

Worthy his youth, and nobleneffe of birth, , 

Ant. Vike thy counfaile : well haft thou aduis ds 

Andthat thou maift perceiue how well I like it, 

The execution of it fhall make knowne; 

Euen with the {peedieft expedition, —-."/ 

| I will difpatch him to the Emperors Court. 

Pan. Tomorrow, may it pleafe you,Don Alphonfo, 

With other Gentlemen of good efteeme 

Are iournying, to falure the Emperor,..: 

And to commend their feruice to his will. 

Ant. Good companys. with them fhall\Prethers go : 

| And in good times now will we breake with him. , 
Pro. Sweet Louc,fweet lines weet lifey..4 7 04 

Here is her hand,theagent ofherhearts), 1.90 \w\ 

Here is her oath forJoue,her honors paunes yous y 






























Lhe imo Gentlemenof Verona. a 





\ Ochat our Fathers would applaud our loues 
Te feale our happineffe with their confents. 
Pro. Ohheauenly.Jelsa, 
Ant. How now? What Letter are you. reading there? 
Pro. May’t pleafe your Lordfhip, ’tis a word ortwo 
Ofcommendations fent from Valentine; 
Deliuer’d by a friend, that came from him. 
Ant. Lendme the ‘Letter : Let me fee what newes. 
Pro. Thereisnonewes (my Lord)but that he writes 
How happily he lwes, how well-belou’d, 
And daily graced by the Emperor; . 
Withing me with him, partner of his fortune. 
Ant. And how ftand.you.affected to his with? 
Pre. As one relying on your Lordthips, will, 
And not depending on his friendly with... 
Ant, My willis “fomething forted with bis wifh: 
Mufe notthaz I thus fodainly proceed ; 
For what] will, I will, andthereanend: 
I am refolu’d, that thou fhalt fpend fome time 
With Valestinus, in the Emperors Court; 
What maintenance he from his friends receiues, 
Like exhibition thou fhalt haue from me , 
Tomorrow.be in rcadinefle, to goe, 
Excufe it not: for] am peremptory. 
Pro. My Lord 1 cannot be fo foone provided, 
Pleafe you deliberatea day or two, 
Ant, Look what thou wanrft fhalbe feng after thee: 
No more of ftay: to morrowthou muft goe; 
Come on Panthmo; you fhall be imployd, 
To haften on his Expedition, 
Pro. ThushaueJ fhund the fire, for feare of burning, 
And drench’d me in the fea,where J am drown'd. 
I fear’d to fhew my. Father /ulias Letter, 
Leaft he fhould take exceptions go my loue, 
And with theyantage of mine owne excufe 
Hath he excepted moft againft my loue. 
4 Oh, how this {pring ofloue refembleth 
The viicertaine glory of an Aprill day, 
Which now fhewes all the beauty of the Sun, 
And by and by.aclowdtakes all away. 
Pan. Sir Rrothess, your Fathers call’sfor you, 
Heis in haft, therefore I pray-you go. 
Pro. Why thisitis< tmy heart accords thereto, 
Aud yet athoufand times it anfwer's no. 
; of ~ Exeunt. 


vind 





eA Hus fecundus: Scena Prima. 





Enter Vi ‘alent ney Speed, Siluia. 


Speed, Sits: ‘your Glone.. 
\Kalés. Not mine: my Gloues are on. 

Sp. Why then this may be yours: for thisis but one. 

Val. Ha? Let me fee I], gineit me, it’s mine: 
Sweet, Ornament, that deckes a thing — 
Ah Siluia, Siluia. 

Speed, Madam Siluia: Madam Silsia. 

Val. How now Sirha? . 

Speed. Sheeis not within hearing Sir. 

Val. Why fit, whe bad you.call het? 
- Speeds Yous svorthip.Ge, er dlfe Emiftedkeq — 
Kal, Well: yowllGill-be too forwards lic : 029) 

Sey Andiyetil: was laft chidden for being too flow 


Fiih: 
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Val. Goe tosfir, tell me:do you know Madam Silnia? 
Speed. Shee that your worfhip loues ? 

. Kal. Why; how know.you that Jamin loue? 

Speed. Marry by thefe fpeciall markes : firft syouhane 
learn’d (like Sit Prethews,) to wreath your Armes like a 
Male-content: to rellith a Loye-fong, like a R obin-red- 
breaft :towalke alone like one that had the peftilence: 
to figh, like a Schoole-boy that had loft his.4..2, C. to 
weep like a yong wench that.had buried her Grandam : 
to faft, like onethat takes diet : to watch, like one that 
feares robbing: :tofpeake puling, likea beg gar at Hal. 
low-Maffe:¥.ou were wont ,when you laughed,to crow 
likea cocke; when you walk’ d,to walke like one of the 
Lions:: when you fafted , it was prefently after dinner : 
when you look’d fadly, it was for want of money : And 





| Now you are Metamorphis’d witha Miftris, that when I 


looke on you, Lean hardly thinke you my Matter. 
Pal. Areallthefe things perceiu’d in me? 
Speed. They are all perceiu'd without ye, 
Val. Wichoutme? they cannot. ! 
Speed. Without you ?nay, that’s gertaine + + forwithe | 
out you were fo imple » none elfe would: but you are 
fo without thefe follies,that thefe follies are within you, 
and fhine through you like the water in an Vrinall: that . 
noran eye thaticesyou, but isa Phyficiamto comment 
on phe Malady. } 
“al, But tell me:do ft thou know my Lady:Sifwia? 
poke Shee that eu gaze onfo,as fhe fits'at fupper? | 
Val. Hattthou obferu’d that? cuenfhel meane. 
Specd. Why fir, I know her not. 
Val. Do ftthou know her by my gazing. on a henand 
yet know’ {ther nor? 
Speed. Is fhe not hard-fauour’d fied 
Val, Not {o faire (boy) as well fauour'de en 
Speeds Sit, know chat well enough, Li base 
Val. What deft thou know ? 
Speed. That fhec isnot fo faite, as (of jou) sellfa 
vourd ¢; ee dee 
Val. Vmeane that her beauty’ is esque 
But her favour infinice. ’ 
Speed, That’s becaufe the one is painted, andieo o- 
ther out of all count. z, 
Val. How. shined ?-and how.out pianists, lsuit J 
Speed, Marry. fir, fo painted to make her faint thatno 
man counts ofher. beauty.’ _ 
Fal. Howefteem’ft thou neil duitere i ber beauty, i 
Speed. You neuer faw.her fince fhe wasdeformdic 
Val. How long hath fhebeene os Lou 
Speed, Euerfince youlou’d her. 
Val. {have lowd her guer finee I faw hers: 


And ftill 1 fee her beautifully . =: >. i ee 
Speed. \fyou ee cannot, fee bets 3 ole 


Speed. Bea Loueis blinde?: O chee ou had mine | 
eyes; or yotir owne eyes hadithe lights theywere.wont | 
to haue, when you chidde at a Prathent fox going ¥ yne- 
garter'd. 

Val. What fhould I fee heat 

Speed, Yourowne prefent folly ,.and, ousllicas de- 
farinatie: for hee beeing in loue,. could notyfee to.garter | 
his hofe; and pon bering satnot lee eto puton — 

your hates (a »gadoT by(aing | 

Val. Belike ¢ (boy) then rs are in loue, forlaft mor. 
You could riot a to.wipe myfhooes. oy oT § 

Speed. True fir: I was in loue with my bedsd ithanke | 


iG ESHSt th 


| you, you {wing’d me for my, lowe ywhich makes, mace the 


older 



























































































































































































































































ad $would hauehadthenr writ moremouingly : 


| Hebeing Hex Pupill,to become her Tutor: 


| Thatmyanadt ; 
Tohimielfe fhould write the Letter? b 297189 


| Whiae at dheyoueatoningginit your felfe >” 
17> Speed? Nays wastriming :’cis ser y haue the reaton! 


| S°Spled, To be a Spokef-man hes Madam Sia: 110 1 
| Oal® Te’whom? 9° NN 


24 


| bolder to chide you, for yours. 7) 
Val. Incenclufion,) ftand atfected't to ands, 


ceafe, 
Va. Laft night fhe etieyi'd me; 7 

| To write fome lines to one thie lowes.’ 
Speed. And haue you? oe 
Gul. Vhatte, 0) 28a e027 You RIG 8 D2 
Speed. Are they not lamely verte?’ YR 3 
| Val. No(Boy) butas well” as V'catt do them 2 2 
| Peace, here fhe comes. ( 
Spred. Oh excellent motions vols exceeding muppet 
| Now will he interpret to-her. 
Val. Madam & Miftres, a choufand: nid Hg ae 
Speed. Oh,’ giue es be ah a+ hee sa million of 
4 manners. a12Mi 97 
| Sil. Sit Valentine and feruiant, to youtwo thoufand. 

Speed. Hefhould gine her inteielt: &the gives it him, 

Val. Asyou inioynd me; J haue writyour Letter 
Vnro the fecret, nameles friend of yours: 
4 Which was much vnwilling to proceed in, 
{ But formydutytoyour Ladifhip, (done. 
| . Sil, Tthankeyou(gentieSeruant) "tis very Clerkly- 
Val. Now crultme(Madam )it caine har dly- off: 
| For being ignorant to whomit goes, 

I writat randome, very doubtfully. 
| Sil, Perchance youthink too much of fo much pains? 
| Pals No(Madam)ifo it teed youd will write 
S peecerpuisgreaarcar "emer pane times as much : 
| And yet -——— 
4 (Sil.: Aepretty periods well; I. gheffe the fequell ; 
{| And yet I will notname it :and yer'}cate not. 
, And yet, take thisagaine: and get ! thankeyou: 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you nomore. 
Speed. And yet you will: and yet, another yer, 

| Val, What meanes your Ladifhip ? 
Doeyou'not like jr? . 

Sil. Yes, yes: the lines are very queintly writ, 
But (fince wawillingly) take them speine 
Ney, take them. fire 

» Prat Madani they arefor you, 96 0 ke 
| Sil, I, 1: you writ chem Sir,at myrequeft; © > 290 
| But 1 will woe dfchenye they are for yours ‘% 





Pal. Pleafe you, le write your Ladifhip another. 
SiS Aadwwhen it’s writ + for myfake read it ouct, 
And iit pleafe'you, fo ?ifnot: why foi 
Val, \fitpleafe me, (Madani? ) what den? ? 
Sil, Why ifit pleafe you, take it for your labour; - 
And fo good-morrowSeruants ©. vols Exit. Sil, 
Speed, Oh left ynfeene : inferutible : inuifible, 
As anole on'@mans faéejor'a Wethercocke ona fteeple : 
My Mafterfues to her: and fhe hath taught her Sutor, 


Oli extellei¢‘deuife, was there ever heard a better ? > 
erbeing {cribe', 


Val, How new Sir?!’ fnor} ve. — 
ahi Tedoewhat 2 0° 


: Speed, To yourfelfe: why, fhe ree by. a Figure 
“PAP what figure?™ 2°00: 
Ber site w Letters Efhould fay. » 


Speed. 1 would you were’ fet; fo y ine affedtion would | 


} Herfelfhath taught her Loue himfelf, to write ynto her 


a :- "Sch namnamiEe ater Eire ne ream +5 lac? AEN MNOS SO URC hi Ea Raa 





oF Seine pene of Wirone, 


Val. Why the hath not writ tome? <9 | | 
Speed. What need fhe, 
When fhee hath made you write to your felfe? 
Why, doe you not perteine theieft? 
Val. No, beleeue me, 
Speed, No beleeuing you indeed fir : 
Bur did you perceiue her earneft ? 
Val. She gaue me none, except an angry word, 
Speed, Why fhe hath giuen you a Letter. 
Val. That’s the Letter I writ to her friend. 
Speea. And y letcer hath fhe deliuer’d, & there an end, 
Val. T would it were no worfe, 
Speed. Ne warrant you,’ tis as well : 
For often haue you writ to her: and fhe in ‘modefty > 
Or elfe for want ofidle time,could not againe reply, 
Or fearing els fome mefléger,y might her mind difcouer 


All this I {peak in print, forin print I foundit. 
Why mufe you fir, ‘tis dinner time. 

Val, Lhaue dyn'd, 

Speed. 1; but hearken firs though the Cameleon Loue 
can feed on the ayre; Iam one that am nourifh’d by my } 
victuals ; and would faine haue meate: oh bee notlike 
your MiGtreffe, be moued, be moved, Exennt. 


(louer, 





. Scena fecunda, 





Enter Protheas, Iulia, Panthion. 


Pro, Hine patience; gentle Julia; 

Jul. | muftwhere isnoremedy. 

Pre, Whenpoffibly I can, I will reeurne, 

Zul, Ifyou turne noe: you will return the fooner : 
Keepe this remembrance for thy Ju/ia’s fake. 

Pro. Why then weé'll make exchan Bos 
Here, take you this. 

Jul, And feale the bargaine with a holy kiffe, 

Pro. ‘Here is my hand, for my true conftancie: 
And when that howre ore-flips me inthe day, :° 
Wherein figh not (Ju/ia) for thy fakes" > 
The next enfuing howre,fome foule mifchance 
Torment meifor my Loues forgetfulneffe: 
My father ftaies my comming : anfwerenor : 
Thetideisnow; nay, northy tide ofteares;———- 
That tide waht Ray me longer then I fhould, » 
Iulia, fareviel} : what, gon‘ without'a word? ~ 
I, fo true ioue fhould doc; sitcannotf{peake, ; 
For truth hath better deeds,then words to grace ite 

Panth. Sit Prothens:youare'ftaid fore 

Pro. Goe:I come,I come: 
Alas, this parting trikes ipnase Louers' denibe.. 
merkeh 


? 
> tui 2:2 


b] 





Scena Tertia. 








a 


Enter Lali, ‘Patbion. 
LaunceN ay, ’ewill-bée his howfeere Thaue done 
weeping : all the kinde:of che Lannces j ‘hae this very 
fault: Fhaue receiu’d my proportionslike the prodigious 
fonne, 


—— 





2S my ones ee 































Sonne, and am going with Sit Protbensto the Impetiallé 
Court : 
| dogge that liues’ 2’ My Mother weeping’: ‘my! Pacher 


| one teare?: iheisa fone, avery pibble ftone; and has'no 
| more pitty in himthetiadog ge ra Tew would haue wept 
| to hauletfeeneour'parting + “why my Grandam having 
| nocyes, looke'you; wept her-felfe blindeat myparting: 
nay, Ile fhew you the manner of it, “This fhoce is miy fa- 
| ther : no, this left thooe is my father ;no, no, thisleft 
| fhooc:isrmy mother 2! 4iyy that cannot bee'fo neyther : 
| yes; inisfosit is (0? *ithathrthe worferfole: this fhooe 
with the hole in it, is-imy mother’s ‘and this my father 
a veng’ance’on’t, thére tis : “Now fir, this ftaffe is my fi- 
1 fter : for, looke you, the iss white'as‘a lilly , and as 
| {mall asawand : thishatis Vaz ourmaid’: J-am the 
| dogge : no, the dogge is himfelfe,and Iam the dogge: 
| oh,the dogge is me, and fam my felfe : I; fo,fo:now 
| come Ito my Father; Father, your bleffing : now 
| fhould not the fhooe f{peake a word for weeping : 
| now fhould Tkifflemy Father ; well, hee weepes on: 
dj Now comet'to my Mother’: Oh that the could {peake 
now , like’a*would-woman : well, Tkifleher : why 
E {i there’tis s heere’s my mothers breath vp and downe: 
el Now come Ito my fifter; marke the moane fhe makes : 
‘} now the dogge all this while fheds nora teare = nor 
e{peakesa word : buefee how I lay the duft with my 
AY}. teares. ee "8 
be{. — Panth{ Launces away; away >a Bootd: thy Mafter is 
Hi I fhip’d, andthou attro poft after with oares ; what's the 
matter ? why weep {t thou man ? away affe, you'l loofe 
i the Tide, ifyou tarry any longer. 
* Larne Yeisino matter if the tide were loft, for itis the 
vnkindeft Tide,thar euer any'man tide, 

Panth, What’s the vnkindeft tide ? 

Law, Why,he that’s tide here,Crab my dog. 

Pant, Tut, man: meane thou’lt loofe the flood,and 
inloofing the flood, loofe thy voyage,and in loofing thy 
| voyage, loofe thy Mafter, and in loofing thy Matter , 
| loofe thy feruice, and in loofing thy feruice : why 
| doft thou @op my mouth? 

Lann, For feare thou fhouldft loofe thy tongue. 

Panth. Where fhould I loofe my tongue ? 

Laun, Inthy Tale. 

Pauth. Inthy Taile. 

Lann, Loofe the Tide, and the voyage , and the Mae 
fter,and the Seriiice, and the tide: why man, if the River 
were drie,I am able to fill it with my teares :if the winde 
were downe, Fcould dritte the boate with my fighes, 

Panth, Gome: come'away man , I was fent to call 
thee. ° 

Lau. Six: call me'what thou dar’ft. 

Pant. Wilt thou goe? 

Laun. Well, Twill goe. 








Exeunt. 


eunienemntaeeee ee 


* Scena Quarta. — 





Exter Valetstine, Silsia,Tharia,Speed, Duke, Protherse: 
Sil. Seruants |) ioe" es é 
Val, Miftris. 


I thinke Crabtny dog 3 bethe fowteft natured 


_wayling: my Siftepcrying *: bur Maid howling’: ‘our! 
| Carte wringing het hands}‘and all ourtionfe in’a 2preat’ 
perplexitie,yet did not this cruell hearted Curre fhedde’ 


Tbe two Gentlemen of Verona. 
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Spee; Matter, Sir Thariefrowneson you. 9 = 
Val. I Boy,it’s for loue, 93619 boon list 
SpeesNiot of yous 2: 1: 

Val. Of my Miftreffe then. z 

Spec. Twere good you knockthim, | «= 


a 


Si. Seruant,youvarefad, §.9 90s Deis; 

Val, Indeed,Madam, HMeeme foyo!tshrssne i: 
Tha, Seeme you that you arenot?21i291 9: sred | 
Val, Hap'ly I'doe. ** fow-nv on zis" sdnids I 
Thu. So doe Counterfeyts: | si biioAe As 


Val, So doe you. IID? 9MO>s 

The, What feeme I that T anrnot?y 02 » 

Val. Wife. sini 9312 ion boon tT, 

The, What inftanceof the contrary 8. 

Pal. Your folly. 01) =) oelt ai sy 

Ths. Andhow quoat youmy folly 2% 9201: srno9 Le! 

Val, T-quoatit in your Terking A290! 2399 eis] 

Thu, My Terkin isa doublet, von ier) od! oh Ae 
Pal, Wellthen,le double yourfollys:is0 s010! ne: 
Tha: How? Foun ysl \eX 
Sil, What,angry,Sir Thario,do yourchange colour? 
Vol. Giue him leaue,Madam,he 1s a kind of Camelion, 
Tbe. That hath more mindexto feed_on your blond, 

then liue in your ayre. > 19 Veh yo 
Val. You haue faid Sir...» ibis 
Thu. I Sir,and done too for this time.y nog 
‘Pal. Vknow it wel fir,you alwaies end ere you begin. 
Sil.A finevolly of words, gentlem€, 8c quicklyfhot off 
Val. “Tis indeed,Madam,we thank-thegiuer, 

Sil, Whois that Seruant?. 96» siniow eH oo 
Val. Your felfe(f{weet Lady)foryou gauethe fire, | 
Sir Thario borrows his wit from your Ladifhips lookes, 
And fpends what he borrowes kindly in, your company: 
Thu. Sir,if youfpend word for word-with me, } fhall 
make your wit bankrupt: (words, 
Val. \know it well fir’: you haue{an Exchequerof 

And I thinke, no other treature to giue your followers: 

For itappeares by their bare Liveries 

That they liue by your bare words, 
sil. No more, gentlemen, nomore: 

Here comes my father. 

Duk, Now, daughter Silaia, you are hard befet. 


| Sir Valentine, your father is in good health, 


| What fay youto a Letter from your friends 


Of much good newes? 

Val. My Lord, I will be thank full , 
Toany happy meffenger from thence, _ . 

Duk. Know ye Do Antonio,your Countriman ? 

Val, 1,my good Lord,I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy eftimation, 
And not without defert fowellreputed. 

Duk, Hath he not a Sonne? 

Val. I,my good Lord,a Son,that well deferues 
The honor,and regard of fucha father. . 

Duk, Youknow him well ¢ 

Val. I knew him as my felfe : for from our Infancie 
We haue conuerft,and {pent our howres together, 
And though my felfe haue beene an idle Trewant, 
Omitting the fweet benefit of time 
To cloath mine age with Argel-like perfedtion : 
Yet hath Sir Prethews ( for that’s his name) 
Made vie,and faire aduantage ofhis daies : 
His yeares but yong;but his experience old - 
His head vn-mellowed,but his Judgement ripe; 
And in a word (for far behinde his worth 
Comes all the praifes that I now beftow.) 
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He is compleatin feature, and inminde, 
Withall good grace, to grace a Gentleman. : 
Duk. Bethrew me fir, butifhe make this good 
Heis as worthy for an Empreffe loue, 
As meet tobe an Emperors Councellor : 
Well, Sir : this Gentleman is come to me 
| With Commendation from great Potentates 4°" 
| And heere he meanes to {pend his time awhile,” 
- I thinke’tis no vn-welcomenewesto you. 
Val. Should Ihaue wifh’da thing,it had beene he. 
Duk, Welcome him then according to his worth : 
Silaia,] fpeake to you,and you Sit Thurio , 
For Valentine, [need not cite him to it, 
I will fend him hither to you prefently. 
Val, Thisis the Gentleman I told your Ladifhip 
Had comealong with me,but that his Miftreffe 
Did hold his eyes, locke in her Chriftail lookes. 
Sil. Be-like that now fhe hath enfranchis’d chem 
Vpon fome other pawne for fealty. 
Val, Nay fure,{ thinke fhe holds them prifeners fil. 
Sil. Nay themhefhould be blind,and being blind 
How could he fee his way to feeke out you? 
Val. Why Lady,Loue hath twenty paire of eyes. 
Thur. They fay that Loue hath nor aneye at all. 
| = Pal. To fee fuch Louers 7 bario, as y our telfe, 
| Vpona homely obiedt, Loue can winke. 
“Sil, Haue'done,haue done :here comes .gentieman. 
Val. Welcome,deer Protheus : Miftris, Lbeleech you 
Confirme his welcome, with fome fpeciall fanor. 
Sil. His worth is warrantfor his welcome hether, 
If this be he-you oft haue wifh’dto heare from. 
Val. Miltris, ivis : fweet Lady,entertaine him 
To be my fellow-{ervant to your Ladifhip. 
Sil,. Too tow a Miftres for fo high a feruant. 
Pro. Not fo,fweet Lady, but too meane a feruant 
To hauealooke of fuch a worthy a Miftreffe, 
Val. Leaue off difcourfe of difabilitie: 
Sweet Lady,entertaine him for your Servant. 
Pro. My dutie will I boaft otjnothing elfe 
Sid, And dutie neuer yet didwant his meed. 
Scruant,you are welcome ro a worthlefle Mifireffe. 
Pro. Te die on himtbat faies fo but your felfe. 
Sil. Thatyou are welcome ? 
Pre. That you are worthleffe. (you. 
Thur, Madam,my Lord your father wold {peak with 
Sile Y wait vpon his pleafure : Come Sir Thurio, 
Goe with me : once more,new Seruant welcome ; 
| lle leaue you to confer of home affaires, 
wg you haue done, welooke too heare from you. 
ro. Wee'll both attend vpon your Ladifhip. 
Val. Now tell me: how doal from whence you came? 
Pro.Y our frends are wel, & haue the much cémended. 
Val. And how doe yours ? 
Pro. Ueft theayall in health 
Val, How does your Lady?& how thriues your loue? 
Pro, My tales of Louc were wont to weary you, 
I know youioy notina Loue-difcourfe. 
Val. \ Protheus but that life is alter’d now, 
I haue done pennance for contemning Loue, 
Whofe high emperious thoughts have punifh’d me » 
With bitter fafts,with penitentiall grones, 
With nightly teares,and daily hart-fore fighes, 
For in reuenge of my contempt of loue, 
Louc hath chas’d fleepe from my enthralled eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine owne hearts forrow. 
O gentle Prothens, Loue’sa mighty Lord, 








| Shee fhall be dignified with this high honour, 
| To beare my Ladies traine, left the bafe earth 


! 
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And hath fo humbled me,as} confeffe 
There is ne woe tohis corre&ion, 
Norte his Seruice,ne-fuch ioy en earth: 
Now;no difcourfe, except it be of loue: 
Now can I breake my faft,dine,fup,and fleepe, 
Vpon the very nakediname of Loue, 
>-Pro, Enough; Iiread your fortune in your eye : 
Wasthis the Idelll that you worthip fo? 
Val. Euen She} and isthe not a heauenly Saint? 
Pre. No; But fheis anearthly Paragon, 
Vai. Call her divine. 
Pro. I will not flatter her. 
Val. O flatter me: for Loue delights in praifes. 
Pro, When was fick, you gaue me bitter pils, 
And I muft minifter the liketo you. 
Val, Vhen{peake the crutch by hers if not divine, 
Yet let herbeaprincipalitie, 
Soueraigne toall.the Creatures on the earth, 
Pro, Except my Miftreffe. 
Val. Sweet: except not any, 
F xcept thon wilt except againft my Loue. 
Pro. Haue Inot reafonto prefer mine owne? 
Val. AvdI will help thee to prefer her to: 


Should from her vefture chance to ftealeakiffe, 
And of fo great a fauor growing proud, 
Difdaine to roote the Sommer-{welling flowre, 
And make rough winter euerlaftingly. 
Pro, Why Valentine, what Bragadifme is this ? 
Val. Pardon me (Prothews) all I can is nothing, 
To her, whofe worth,make other worthies nothing ; 
Shee is alone. Caen 
Pro, Then let her alone. 
Val. Not forthe world : why man, fheis mine owne, 
And Jas rich inhauing fucha Jewell 
As twenty Seas, ifall their and were pearle, 
Te water,Nectar, and the Rocks pure gold, 
Forgiue me,that I doenot dreame on thee, _ 
Becaufe thou feet me doate vpon my loue: 
My foolifh Riuall chat her Father likes 
(Onely for his poffeffions arefo huge)... + 
Is gone with her along, and I muft after, 
For Loue (thou know ’ftis full of icaloufie. ) 
Pro. But theloues you? (howre, 
Val. 1,and we are betroathd : nay more, our mariage 
With all the cunning manner of our flight 
Determin’d of : how I muft climbe her window, 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plotted, and’ greed on for my happinefle. 
Good Prothens goe with mete my chamber , 
In thefe affaires to aid me with thy counfaile. 
Pro. Goe on before : I thall enquire you forth: 
I muft vnto the Read,to dif-embarque 
Some neceffaries, that I needs muft vfe, 
Andthen Ile prefently attend you. 
Val. Willy ou makehafte? 
Pro, I will, 
Euen as one heate, another heate expels , 
Oras one naile,by ftrengthidriues out another., 
So the remembrance of my former Loue 
Is by a newer obie& quite forgotten , 
It is mine, or Valentines praife? 
Her true perfe&tion, or my falfe.tranfgrefion ? 
That makes me reafonleffe, to reafon thus ? 
Shee is faire: and fo is Julia that I louc, 


Exit. 
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i fornow my loue is thaw’d Spee. Why,thou whorfon Affe,thou miftak’t me, 
Gries poi riN renaige? saint afire ‘ Lae Why Foole ; Imeant not thee , Imeant thy 
Beares no impreffion of theching it was.) Mafter, : 
Me thinkes my zeale to Valentineis cold, Spee. Iteli chee, my Mafter is become.a hot Lotter: 
And that Llouehim notas Iwas wont: © - Lan, Why, [tell thee, I care not, though hee burne 
O, but Iloue his Lady too-roo much, himfelfe in Loue. If thou wile goe with me to the Ale- 
And that’s the reafon } louchim fo little. houfe : ifnot, thou art an Hebrew,a lew, iand not worth 
How fhall:bdoate on her with more aduice , | the name of a Chriftian, 

That chus without aduice begin to loue her? Spee. Why? Ree 3 
Tis but her picture I haue yet beheld, Las. Becaufe thou haft hot fo much charity in thee as 
And that hath dazel’d my reafons light: to goetothe Ale witha Chriftian - Wiltthou goe ? 
But when Ilooke onher petfections , Spee. Atthy fernice: 

There is no'reafan, but I fhall be blinde. 
Ifl can checkemy erring loue, Twill, © 

| Lfnot, co compaffe her Ile vfe my skill. 


Exeunt, 





Exeunt. 


Scena Sexta. 








Scena Quinta, 


Enter Protheus folus. 





Pro. Toleaue my /aha; hall I be forfworne? 
To loue faire Silsias fhall 1] be forfworne? 
To wroag my friend, I fhall be much forfworne. 
And ev'f that Powre which gaue me firft my oath 
Prouokes me to this three-fold periurie, | 
Louc bad mee {weare,and Loue bids me for-fweare ; 
O {weer-fug gefting Loue, ifthou haft fin’d, 
Teach me(thy tempted {ubieG) toexcufe it, . 
At firftI did adore a twinkling Statre, 
But now I worthip 2 celeftiall Suone : 
Vn-heedfull vowes may heedfally be broken, 
And he wants wit, that wants refolued will, 
To learnt his wie, exchange the bad for better} 
Fie,fie,vnreucrend tongue, to call her bad; 
Whofe foueraigncy fo oft thou haft preferd , 
With twenty thoufand foule-confirming oathes, 
Icannot leaue to love; and yet] doe: 
Buc there I leauc to loue, where I fhould loue. 
Iulia Vioofe,and Valentine lloofe, 
If I keepe them, I needs muft loofe my felfe: 
If Iloofe them, thus finde I by their toffe, 
For Valentine, my felfe: for Iulia,Siluia, 
Ito my felfe am deerer then a friend, 
For Loue is ftill moft précious in it felfe, 
And Silwia (witneffe heauen that made her faire) 
Shewes /ulia but a fwarthy Ethiope. 
] will forget that /usais aliue, 
Remembring that my Loue to her i§ dead. 
And Valentine Ile hold an Enemie, 
Ayming at Silwia as a fweeter friend. 
I cannot now proue conftant to nny felfe, 
Without fome treachery vs'dto Valentine. 
This night he meaneth with a Corded-laddér 
To climbe celeftiall Sifwia’s chamber window , 
My felfe in counfaile his competitor. 
Now prefently Ile giue het father notice 
Of their difguifing and pretended flight: | 
Who (all inrag’d) will banith Valentine: 
For Thario he intends fhall wed his daughter, 
But Valentine being gon, Ile quickely creffe 
By fome flietricke, blunt TZ#rio’s dull proceeding. 
Lone lend me wings, to make my purpofe {wift 
As thou haft lent me wit, to plot this drift. 


Enter Speed and Launce. 


Speed, Lausce,by mine honefty welcome to Padua. 
Lawn, For{wearenot thy felfe, {weet youth, for lam 
not welcome. I reckon this alwaies,that aman is neuer 
vndon till hee be hang’d, nor neuer welcome toa place, 
till fome certaine fhot be paid, and the Hofteffe fay wel- 
come. 
_. Speed. Come-on you mad-cap : Ile to the Ale-honfe 
| with you prefently ; where, for one fhot of fiue pence, 
thou {halt haue flue thoufand welcomes : But firha how 
did thy Mafter part with Madam Ju/ia? 
: Law. Marry after they cloas’d in earneft, they parted 
very fairely in ieft, 

Spee; But hall fhe marry him? 

Lan. No. 

Spee. How then ? thall he marry her? 

Laa, No, neither. 

Spee. What, are they broken? 

Lau. No; they are both as whole asa fith. 

Spee. Why then, how ftands the matter with them ? 

Lax. Marry thus, when it ftands well withhim, it 
ftands well with her. 

Spees Whatan affe art thou,I vnderftand thee nor, 

Law. Whatablocke art chou, that thou canft not? 
My ftaffe vnderftands me ? 

Spee. What thou faift ? 

Lex. I,and what I do too : looke thee, Ie but leane, 
and my ftaffe vnderftands me. 

Spee. Yt ftands vnder thee indeed. 

Law. Why, ftand-ynder: and vnder-ftand is all one. 

Spee. Buctell me true, wil’t be a match ? 

Law. Aske my dogge, ifhe fay I, it will : if hee fay 
no, it will: ifhee fhake his taile, and {ay nothing , it 
will. 38 

Spee. The conclufion is then, that it will, 

Lan. Thou fhale neuer get ficha fecret from me, but 
by a parable, 

Spee. *Tis well that I get it fo: bue Laance, how faift 
theu that that my mafter is become a notable Louer? 

Las. T neuer knew him otherwife, 

Spee. Then how? 

4 Law. Anotable Lubber + asthcu reporteft him to 
ce. 


: C3 Scena * 
en . 


Exit, 
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Scena Jeptima. 





Enter Tulia and Lucetta, 


Tul. Counfaile, Laoetea gentle girleafitme, 
| And euw’ninkinde loue, I doe coniure thee,» ' 
| Who art the Table wherein all my choughts 
| Are vifibly Charadter'd, and engrau’d, 
To leffon me, and tell me fome good meane 
.| How with my honour I may yndertake 
A iourney te my louing Pretheus. 
Luc. Alas, the way is wearifome and long. 
dul. Atrue-deuoted Pilgtime is not weary 
To meafure Kingdomes with his feeble fteps, 
Much leffe fhall fhe that hath Loves wings to flie, 
And when the flight is made to one fo deere, 
Of fuch divine perfeftion as Sir Prothews, 
Lue. Better forbeare,till Prethens make recurne. 
Zul; Oh, know’ ¥ not,his looks are my foules food? 
Pitty the dearth that ] haue'pinedin, ' 
By longing for that food fo long atime. 
Didft thou but know the inly touchof Leue, 
Thou wouldft as foone goe kindle fre with {now. 
As feeke to quench the fire of Loue with words, 


Lue, I doe not feeketo quench your Loues hot fire, 


But qualifie the fires extreame rage , 
Left it fhould burne aboue the bounds of reafon, 

Tal, The more thou dam’ftit vp,the more it burnes: 
The Current that with gentle murmure glides —— } 
(Thou know'ft) being ftop’d, impatiently doth rage: 
But when his faire courfe is not hindered , ws orl j 
He makes {weet muficke with th’enameld ftones, 
Giuing a gentle kiffe to euery fedge 
|) He ouer-caketh in his pilgrimage. 

And fo by many winding nookes he firsies 
With willing fportto the wilde Ocean. | 
Then let me goe,and hinder not my courfe : 

Ile be as patient as a gentle ftreame, | 
And makea paftime of each weary ftep, 

Till the laft ftep haue brought me tomy Loue, 

And there Ile reft,as after much turmoile / 
A bleffed foule doth in Elizsuims. ~ __ J 
wc, But in what habit will you goe along? 

Tul. Notlike a woman, for I would preuent 
The loofe encounters of lafciuious men: 

Geutle Lucetta, fit me with fuch weedes 

As may befeeme fome well reputed Page. 
Luc, Why then your Ladilbip muft cut your haire. 
Tul, No girle, Ile knit it vp in filken ftrings, 

With twentie odeconceited true-loue knots : 

To be fantaftique, may become a youth 

Of greater time then I fhall fhew to be. (ches? 

Luc. What fafhion (Madam) fhall I make your bree- 

Jal. That fits a8 well,as tell me(good my Lord) 
What compaffe will you.weare your Farthingale ? 

Why eu’n what fafhion thou beft likes( Lucetta.) 

Luc. You muft needs. heue thé with a cod-peece (Ma- 

Jal, Out,out;( Lucetta)that wilbe illfauourd. (dam) 
_ Luc. Around hofe(Madam)now’s not worth a pin 
Vnleffe you have a cod-peece to ftick pins on. 

Tal, Lucetta,as thou lou’{tme let me have 
What thou think’f meet,and is moft mannerly, 

But tell me(wench) how will the world repute me 
For vndertaking fo vnftaid aiourney? 
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I feareme it willmake me fcandaliz d. 





Luc. Ifyou thinke fe, then fay at home, arid ge rind Fe 


Jul, Nay, that I will not.: ti © 
Luc. Then neuer dreameonInfamy,but go>... 
If Protheus like your iourney; when you come; 
No matter who’s difpleas’d,when you are gone: 
I feare mehe will {carce be pleas’d with all, 
Jul, That isthe leaft(Lwcetta)of my fearei:)' 
A thoufand oathes, an Ocean of his teares; 
And inftances of infinite of Loue, 
Warrant me welcome to my Prothens, 
Lue. All thefe are feruants to deceitfull men; 
Jul, Bafe men, that vie them to fo bafe effect; 
But truer ftarres did gouerne Prothens birth, 
His words are bonds, his oathes are oracles y 
His loue fincere, his thoughts immaculate, 
His ceares,pure meffengers, fent from his heart, 
His heart, as far from fraud;as heauen from earth. 
Luc. Pray heau’n he prouefo when you come to him, 
Tal, Now,as thou low’ &me,do him not that wrong, 
To bearea hard opinion of his truth: 
Onely deferue my loue, by louing him, 
And prefently goe with me to my chamber 
To take a note of what I ftand inneed of, 
To furnifh mevpon my longing iourney : 
All tharis mine | leaue at thy difpofe , 
My goods, my Lands, my reputation, we 
Onely, in dieu thereof, difpatch me hence: 
Come; anfwere not: but toit prefently, 
T amimpatient of my tarriance, 
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Execune, 
















Atlus T ertins,Scena Prima. 














Enter Duke, Thario, Prothens,.Valentine, 
Launce, Speed, 







Duke, Six Thurio,oiue vs leaue(I pray)a while, 
We haue fome {ecrets to confer about, 
Now tell me Protheus, what’s your will with me ? 
Pro. My gracious Lord,that which I wold difcouer, 
The Law of friendfhip bids me to conceale, 
But when I call to minde yonr gracious fauours 
Done tome (yndeferuiag as 1am) 
My dutie pricks me on to veterthat 
Which elfe,no worldly good fhould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine my friend 
This night intends to fteale away your daughter : 
My felfe any one made priuy co the plot, 
I know you haue determin’d to beftow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates , 
And fhould fhe thus be ftolne away from you , 
It would be much vexation to your age. 
Thus (for my duties fake) I rather chofe 
To croffe my friend in his intended drift, 
Then (by concealing it) heap on your head 
A pack of forrowes, which would preffe you downe 
(Being vnpreuented) to your timeleffe graue.’ « 
Duke, Protheus,} thank thee for thine honeft care, 
Which to requite,command me while I liue. 
This loue of theirs, my felfe haue often feene ; 
Haply when they haue iudg’d me faftafleepe, 
And oftentimes haue purpos’dto forbid _ 
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Sir Ualentive her companie; and my Court. 
But fearing left iny iealousayme might erre, 
And fo (vaworthily) difgrace theman 3 
(A rafhneffe that I euer yethaue fhun’d) 
I gaue himgentle lookes,thereby to finde 
; That which thy felfe haft now difclos'd tome, 
And that thou maift perceiue my feare of this , 
Knowing that tender youth is foone fuggefted, 
Inightly lodge her in an. vpper Towre, 
The key whereof, my felfe hauc euer kept 
| And thence fhe cannot be conuay’d away, 
Pro. Know (noble Lord)they haue deuis’d ameane 
How he her chamber-window will afcend, 
And with a Corded-ladderferch her downe: 
For which,the youthfull Louer now is gone, 
And this way comes he with it prefently, 
Where (if it pleafe you) you may intercept him, 
But (good my Lord) doe it fo. cunningly 
That my difcouery be not aimed at: 
‘For, loue of you, not hate vnto my friend, 
Hath made me publifher of this pretence. 
Duke, Vpon mine Honor, he fhall’neuer know 
That I had any light from thee ofthis. 
Pro. Adiew, my Lord, Sir Valextine is comming. 
Duk, Sir Valentine, whether away {fo faft? 
Val, Pleafe'it your Grace,cthere is a Meflenger 
That ftayes to beare my Letters to my friends, 
And I am going to deliuer them, 
Dak, Be they of much import? 
Val, The tenure ofthem doth but fignifie 
| My health, and happy being at your Court, 
Duk, Nay then no matter: {tay with me a while, 
‘Tam to breake with thee of fome affaires , 
That touch meneere: wherein thou muft be fecret. 
Tis not vnkfiown to thee, that I have fought 
To match my friend Sir TAurio, to my daughter. 
| Pal. Uknow it well (my Lord)and fure the Match 
_Wererichand honourable: befides, the gentleman 
Is full of Vertue, Bounty, Worth, and Qualities 
Befeeming fucha Wife,as your faire daughter : 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancie him ? 
‘Deak. No,truft me,She is peeuith,fullen,froward, 
Prowd, difobedient, Rubborne, lacking duty, 
Neicherregarding that fheis my childe, 
Nor fearing me, as if I were her father: 
And may [fay to thee, this pride of hers 
(Vpon aduice) hath drawne my loue fromher, 
) And where! thought the remnant of mine age 
Should haue beene cherifh’d by her child-like dutie, 
| Tnow.am full refolu’d to rake a wife, 
| And turne her:out, to who will-take-her in: 
Then let her beauty be her wedding dowre: 
Forme, andmy poffeffions fhe efteemes not’: 
Val. What would your Grace haue meto doin this? 
Dek, Thereis a Lady in Veronaheere 
Whom I affect : but fhe is nice, and coy; ."\->! f 
And naughtefteemes my aged tloquence.: 
Now therefore would Lhauethee to my Tutor 
(For long agone I haue forgot tocourt, 
Befides the fafhion of thetimeischane’d) . ° 
How, and which way I may beffowmy felfe 
. To beregarded in her funsbrighneye.. ; WY 
Val. Win her with gifts, if fhe refpe& not words, 
Dumbe Jewelsioften in their filentikinde: «9:1 . 
More then quicke werds,doe moueia womans inde: 
~ Duk, Bur fle did {cotne a prefenethac I fent hery. 
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Vai. A woman fomtime {corns what beftcdtents her, 

Send her another ; never giue herore, : 

For {corne atfirft, makes after-loue the more. 

If the doe frowne, ’tis norin hate of you, 

But rather to beget more loue in you, 

If fhe doe chide, ’tis not to haue you gene, 

For why, the fooles are mad, if left alone. 

Take no repulfe, what euer fhe doth fay, 

For,get you gon, fhe doth not mieane away, 

Flatter, and praife,commend, €xtoll their graces 2. 

Though nere fo blacke, fay they haue Angells faces, 

That man that hatha tongue, I fay is no man, 

If withhis tongue he cannot win a woman, 

Duk, But fhe I meane, is promis’d by her friends 

Vato a youthfull Gentleman of worth, 

And kept feuerely from refort of men, 

That no man Rath accefle by day to her. 

Val. Why then I wouldrefort to her bynighe, 

' Duk, I, but the doores be lockt, and keyes kept fafe , 

That no man hath recourfe to her by night.” 

Val, What letts but one may enter at her window? 
Duk, Her chamber is aloft,tar from the ground, 

And built fo theluing,that one cannot climbe it 

Without apparant hazard of his life. 

Val. Why then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords 

To cafe vp, with a paire of anchoring hookes, 

Would ferve to fcale another Hero’s towre, 

So bold Leander would adventure it, 

Duk, Now as thou arta Gentleman of blood 

Aduife me,where I may haue fuch a Ladder, 

Val. When would you vfe it ? pray fir,tell me that, 
Dek, This very aight ; for Loucis like a childe 

That longs for euery thing that he can come by. 

Val. By feauen a clock,ile get you fuch a Ladder. 
Dok, But harke thee : I will goe to her alone, 

How fhall I beft conuey the Ladder thither ? 

Val. Ye will belight (my Lord)that you may beare it 

Vnderacloake, that is ofany length. 
Duk, Acloake as long as thine will ferue 
Val. Imy good Lerd. 

Dok, Then let me fee thy cloake , 

He ger me one of fuch another Jength,. 
Val. Why any cloake will ferue the turn (my Lord) 
Duk, How fhall I fafhion me to wearea cloake ? 

I pray thee let me feele thy cloake vpon me. 

What Letter is this fame ? what’s here? to Silwia? 

And heere an Engine fit for my proceeding, 

Ile be fo bold ro breake the feale for once. 


the turne? 


My thoughts do harbour with my Siluia nightly , 
And flanes.they are to me, that fend them flying. 
Oh, could their Aafter come, and goe as lightly, 
Fimfelfe would lodge.where ( fenceles) they are lying. 
My Herald Thoughts, in thy pure bofome reft=them, 
While I (thew King) that thither thems importene 
Doe curfe the grace,that with fuch grace hath bleft them, » 
Becanfe my felfe doe want my ferwants fortune. 
I curfe my felfe,for they are fent byme, 
That they fhould harbour where-their Lord fhould be. 


What's here ? Siluia; thes night I will enfranchife thee. 
‘Tis fo :and heere’sthe Ladder for the purpofe. 
Why Phaeton (for thou art Merops fonne ) 

Wilt thou afpire to guide the heauenly Car? 

And with thy daring folly burne the world ? 

Wilt thou reach ftars,becaufe they fhine on thee ? 


C 3 Goe | 
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30 
| Goebafe Intruder, ouer-weening Slaue, 

Beftow thy fawning fmileson equall mates, 
Andthinke my patience, (morethen thy defert) 
Is priniledge for thy departure hence. 
Thanke me for this, more then for all the fauors 
Which (ail tqo-much) I haue beftowed on'thee. 
Butif thoulinger in my Territories 
Longer then {wifteft expedition 
Will gine thee time to leaue our royal! Court, 
By heauen, my wrath {hall farre exceed the louc 
I euer bore iny daughter, or thy felfe. 

Be gone, I will not heare thy vaine ezcufe , 

But as thou low'(t thy lite,make {peed from hence. 

Val. Andwhy not death,rather chen liuing torment? 
| Todie, is to be banifht from my felfe, 
And Silsiais my felfe : banith’d from her 
Is felfe from felfe. A deadly banithment ? 
Whatlight, islight, if Si/aza be not feene ? 
Whiatioy is ioy,if Silwia benot by? 
Vuleffe it be to thinke that fhe is by 
} And feed vpon the fhadow of perfection. 
| Except I be by Si/uiain thenight, 
| There is no muficke in the Nightingale. 
Vnleffe I looke on Silaia in the day, 
| There is no day for me to looke vpon. 
| Sheeismy effence, and I leaue to be ; 

If I benot by her faire influence 
Fofter’d, illumin’d, cherifh’d, kept aliue. 
I flie not death, to flie his deadly doome; 
Tarry I heere, I butattend on death, 
But flie I hence, I flie away from life. 
Pro. Run (boy) run, run, and fecke him out, 
_ Las. So-hough, Soa hough 

Pro, What feeft thou? / 

Law, Him we goe to finde, 

There’s not a haire on’s head, but Visa Valentine, 

Pro. Valentine ? 

Val. No. 

Pro. Who then? his Spirit ? 

Val. Neither, 

Pro, What then? 

Val, Nothing. 

Lan, Cannothing {peake? Mafter, flaall I (trike? 

Pro, Who wouldft thon ftrike ? 

Lan, Nothing. 

Pro.. Villaine, forbeare. 

Luu. Why Sir, Ile ftrike nothing: T pray you.» 

Pro. Sirha, I fay forbeare: friend Valestine,a word. 

Val, My eares are {topt, & cannot hear good newes, 
So much of pad already hath poffeft them. 

Pro, Then in dumbe filence will I bury mine, 

For they ate harth, vn-tuneable, and.bad. 
| Val, 1s Siluia dead? 
_ Pra, No, Valentine. 
Val. NoValentine indeed, for facred Silnia, 
Hath fhe forfworneme? 
Pro. No, Valentine. 
Val. No Valentine, if Sileia haue forfworne me, 
What is your newes ? 
Lax, Sir, there is a proclamation, y you are vanifhed, 
Pro: That thou art banifh’d oh that’s the newes, 
From hence, from Si/ia,and fromme thy friend, 
Val, Oh, [haue fed vpon this woealready, 
And now exceffe of it will make me furfet. 
Doth Si/wia know that I am baniflyd ? 
Pro, J, 1:and fhe hath offered to the doome 
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Theiwo Gentlemen of ‘Verona. 


deat ign diceereniee eames 


~ Time is the Nurfe, and breeder of all good ; 






(Which vn-reverft ftands in effeCtuall force) 

A Seaof melting pearle,which fome call teares: 

Thofe at her fathers churlith feete fhe tenderd, 

With them vpon her knees,her humble felfe, 

Wringing her hands,whofe whitenes fo became them , 

As if but now they waxed pale forwoe: ; 

But neither bended knees, pure hamds held vp, 

Sad fighes, deepe grones, nor filuer-fhedding teares 

Could penetrate hier yncompaffionate Sire ; 

But Valentine,if he be cane, muft die. 

Befides, her interceffion chafd him fo , 

When the for thy repeale was fupplianc, 

That to clofe prifon he commanded her, 

With many bitter threats of biding there. 
Val. Nomore: ynles the next word thatthou {peak’tt | 

Haue fome malignant power vpon my life : 

If{o:I pray thee breath it in mine eare, 

Asending Antheme of my endleffe dolor, 

Pro, Ceafeto lament for that thou canftnot helpe, | 
And ftudy helpefor that which thou lamenr’ft, 


Here, if thou ftay,thou canft not fee thy loue : 
Befides,thy ftaying will abridge thy life: 
Hopeis a louers ftaffe, walke hence with that 
And manageit, againft defpairing thoughts: 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence, 
Which, being writ to me, fhail be deliuer’d 
Euen in the milke-white bofome of thy Loue, 
The rime now ferues not to expoftulate, 
Come, Ile conuey thee through the Cityegate, 
Andere I part with thee, confer at large 
Ofall that may concerne thy Loue-affaires : 
Asthou low ft Silwia (though not for thy felfe) 
Regard thy danger,and along with me. 
Val. pray thee Lausce,and if thou feeft my Boy 
Bid him make hafte,and meet me atthe North-gare, 
Pro. Goe firha, finde him out: Come Valentine, ° 
Val. Olrmy deere Silaia ; haplefle Valentine. 1 
Launce. 1am but.a foole, looke you. and yet I haue | 
the witco thinke my Mafteris akinde ofaknaue : but 
‘that’s allone, ifhe be but one knaue: He liues not now 
that knowes meto be inloue, yet lamin loue, but a 
Teeme ot horfe thall not plucke that from me: nor who 
"tis Lloue : and yet ‘tis a woman; but what woman, T | 
will noc tell my felfe: and yet’tisa Milke-maid : yet tis 
not a maid: for fhee hath had Goffips : yet’tisa maid, 
for fhe is her Matters maid, and ferues for wages. Shee 
hath more qualities then a| Water-Spaniell ; whichis | 
much ina bare Chriftian: Heereis the Cate-log of her 
Condition, Jnprimas, Shee can fetchand carry ; why 
ahorfe can doeno more; nay, a horfe-cannot fetch,but 
onely carry, thereforeis thee betterthen alade. Item. 
She can milke, looke you, a {weet vertuein'a maid with 
cleane hands. 
Speed: How now Signior Launce ? what newes with 
your Mafterfhip ? iy 
La. With my Mafterfhip ? why, itis at Sea 
Sp. Well; your old:vice ftills miftake the word: what 
newes then in your paper? 
La. The black’ft newes that ever thou heard ft. 
Sp. Why man? how blacke? 
La. Why, as blackeas Inke. 
Sp. Letmeread them? TAS 
La. Fie on thee Folt-head, thou caaftnot read. 
Sp: Thoulyeft : Ican, ’ phi 
La. I will try chee: tell methis > who begot thee? 
Sp. Marry, 








. The is Genaleinen of Ustrona. 


Sp. Marty,the fori ofmy Gtand-father. 

La, Ohillierate loyterer 5 it was the forne of thy 
Grand-mother : this proves that thou can{t not read. 

Sp. Come foole, come : try Mein thy paper. 

La. Theres and SiWVicholasbe thy fpeed. ~ 

Sp. Inprimisfhecanmilke 





















Sp. Item, fhe brewes good Ale. 
La. Andtheteofcomes the prouerbe: (Blefing of 
your heart you brew good Ale.) 
Sp. Item, fhe cari fowe; 
La. That's as much as to fay ( Cas [be fo?) 
Sp. Item fre ean knit.’ °° 
La. What nééde 4 tiati care for a ftock with a wench, 
When fhe can knit him a ftacke? 
Sp. Item,fhe can wafh and fcoure. 
La. Afpeciall vertue: ‘for then fhee tieede not be 
| wafh’d,and {cowr'd. : 
Sp. Icem, fhe can fpit. 
| Las Then tay I fet the world oti wheeles, when fhe 
| can fpin for her living. 
| Sp. Item, fhe hath many nameleffe verrues. 
La. That’sas much asto fay Bafard-vertues > that 
| indeede know not their fathers; and therefore haue no 
names. | 
Sp. Here follow her vices. 
La, Clofe at the heeles ofher vertues. — 
Sp. Item, {hee isnot to be fafting in refpeét of her 
breath, 
| La. Well: that faule may be mended with a break- 
} faft: read on. 
| Sp. Item, fhe hath a fweet mouth, 
La, That makes amends for her foure breath. 
Sp. Item, fhe doth talke in her fleepe. - ‘ 
La. It'$no matter for that; fo fhee fleepenotin her 
i talke, . ® 
| = Sp. Item, fhe is flow in words. 
La, Oh villaineythat (et this downe among her vices; ° 
| To be flow in words,is a womans onely vertue : 
| I pray thee out with’t, and place it for her chiefe vertue, 
| Sp. Item, (heis proud. 
La, Our with that too: 
It was Ewes legacie,and cannot be t’ane from her, 
| Sp. Item, fhe hath no ceeth, 
Lea. 1 care not for that either : becaufe! loue crufts. 
Sp. Item, fhe is curft. 
La. Well: the beftis,fhe hath no teeth'to bite. 
Sp. Item, fhe wilfoften' praife her liquor. - 
| Lae If her fiquor be god) fhe fhall »- if fhe will not, 
| I will; for good things fhould be praifed. 
Sp. Teemithe is too liberal. 


fhe is low'df:‘of het purfe, thee fhall not; for thar ile 

keepe fhur: Now,of another thing fhee may, and chat 

cannot Ihelpe:’ Well, proceede. » . a 
Sp. Item, fheé hath mote haire then wit, and more 

| faules then haires, and tote Wealth then faults, 

| «La, Stop theres Hehatieher /flie wasimihe, and nor 

| mine, twice of thritein thacla® Article’ reheatfe that 

f once more, Dore as fh eo a a it 

| = Sp. Item, fhe hath more Aaire then wit.’ 


coder ofthe fale, Hided rhe (ile! and therefpre ir is tore 


| néxe, fo ee 2 


La: Ithaefhecan. ¥ 


then the falt ; the hairéthar’cotlérs! the' wir, ‘ie°mdté 
) then the wit; for the Peat Ride? he deite: Whae'd 


$1 

Spe And tnore faults then haires, 

La, That's monftrous : oh that that were out, 

Sp. And more wealth then faulrs. 

La. Why that word makes the faults gracious: 
Well, ile haue her: andifitbea match, as nothing is 
impoffible. : 

Sp. What then ? 

La. Why then, will I tell thee, that thy Mafter flaies 
for thee at the North gate. 

Sp. Fer me? 

La. Forthee? I,who art thou? he hath ftaid for a bet- 
ter man then tee. os 

Sp. And muftI goeto him ? 

La. Thoumuft run to him;for thou haft ftaid fo long, 
that going will fcarce ferue the turne. 

Sp. Why didft not tell me fooner ? *pox of your loue 
Letters. : 

La. Now willhe be fwing’d for reading my Letter; 
An vnmannerly flaue, that willthruft himfelfe into fe- 
crets:Ileafter,to reioyce in the boyes correctio. Exeunt. 

pi Erect 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Duke, Thurio, Prothews, 


Da. Sir Thario,feare not, but that fhe will loue you 


_ Now Valentine is banifh’d from her fight. 


Té, Since his exile fhe hath defpis d me molt, 
Forf{worne my company, and rail’d at me, 
That I am defperate of obtaining her. 

Du. This weakéimpreffe of L oue, is as a figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an houres heate 


, Diflolues to water, and doth loofe his forme, 


A licele time will melt her frozen thoughts, 
And worthleffe Valentine fhall be forgot, 
How now fir Prothews, is your countriman- 
(According to our Proclamation) gon ? 
Pre, Gon, my good Lord, — 
Ds, My daughter takes his'going grieuoufly ? 
‘Pro, A little time (my Lord) will kill that griefe, 
Ds. So Ibelecue: but Thurio thinkes not fo: 
Protbews, the good conceit] hold of thee, 
(For thou haft fhowne fome figne of ood defert) De 
Makes me the betterto confer withthee, 
Pro, Longer then I proue layall to your Grace, 
Let me notlite,tolookevpon yourGrace., 
Da. Thou know’t how willingly, would effect 


| Thematch betweene fir Tbsrio,and my daugh 
La, Ofher tongue fhe‘cannot ; for that’s writ downe | wri, and MY GauEnter ¢ 


Pre. I doe my Lord. . ; 
‘Dx. Andalfo,Tthinke, thou art not ignorant: 
How fhe oppofesheragainft my will? 
Pro. She did my Lord,when Valentine was here. 
Ds, J,and-peruerfly thé perfeuersfo: 


~ | What might we doe to make the girle forget 


The loue of Valentine,and loue fir Thurio? 


| “Pro, The belt way is,to flander Valentine, 

. | With falfehood,cowardize, and poore difcents 
eg ss panelled 3 ."** | Three things, that women highly hold in hate. 

La. More hairetheywit fictiay beste proweit: THE |) ‘i Be soph 3 


Dw .I, but fhe'llthinke, that it is {poke in hate, 
- Pro. -1,ifhis enemy deliuer it. - —-—— 
| Therefore it muft with circumftance be fpoken 
By one, whom the efteemeth ashisfriend. 

Du. ‘Then you muft yndertake co flander him. 


SS ae ae Pro. \ 
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| 34 | 
Pro, Andthat (my Lord) I fhall be loath rodoes 


| *Tis an ill office fora Gentleman, 
Efpecially againft his very friend, 
| __ Da. Where your good word cannot aduantage him, 
| Your flander neuer can endamage him; 
Therefore the office is indifferent, 
Being intreated toric by your triend. 
|. Pre. Youhaue preuail’d (my Lord) ifI can doe it 
By ought that I can {peake in his difpraife, 
She (hall not long continue loue to him: 
But fay this weede her loue ftom Valentine, 
| It followes not that fhe willloue fir Thani, 
Th. Therefore,as you ynwinde her loue from him; 
Leaft ic fhould raucll ,and-be good to none, . 
You muft prouideto bottomeit onme;, 
Which muft be done, by praifing me as much 
As you,in worth difpraile, fir Valentine. re 
| Da. And Prothera,we dare truft you in this kinde, 
Becaufe we know (on /alentjnes tepor:) 
| Youarealreadyloues firme votary, 
And cannot foone revolt, and change your mindg. 
| Vpon this warrant, fhall you haue acceffe, 
| Where you,with Silwiaymay conferre at large. 
For the is lumpifh, heauy, méllancholly, 
And (for your friends fake) will be glad ofyou; + 
Whereyou-may temperher, by your perfwafion, 
To hate yong Valentine,and loue my friend, 
Pro. As much asT can doe, I will effect : 
But you fir Thurie,are not {harpe enough : 
You muft lay Lime,to tangle her defires. 
By walefull Sorinets, whofe compofed Rimes 
Should be full fraught with feruiceable vowes. 
Ds. I,much is the force of heanen-bred Poefie, 
Pro. Say that vpon the altar of her beauty 
| You facrifice your teares,your fighes,your heart : 
} Write till your inke be dry; and with your teares 
Moift it againe: and frame fome feeling line, . 
| That may difcouer {uch integrity : ae 
For Orpheus Lute,was ftrung with Poets Gnewes, 
Whofe golden touch could foften fteele and ftones ; 
Make Tygers tame,and huge Lewsathans... 
Forfake vafounded deepes,to dance on Sands, . 
After your dire-lamentung Elegies, 
Vifit by night'your Pads cumbst amine , 
With fomefweet Confort; To their Inftruments 
Tune a deploring diimpe ; the nights dead filence ~ 
Will well become fuch {weet complaining gricuance: 
-This, or elfe nothing, willinherit-her. 
| Da. This difcipline,fhowes thou haft bin in loue. 
Tb. And thy aduice,this night, ile put in pra@ife: 
Therefore fweet Prothews my diretion-giuer, 
Let vsintothéCity prefently © 
To fort fome Gentlemen, well skil’d in Muficke. 
Ihaue aSonsetsthat will ferue theturne - 
To giue the on-fet to thy good aduife, 
D#. About it Gentlemen, 


a 


And afterward determine our proceedings. 





eAcus Quartus, ScenaPrima.. 














| 1-Ont-l. Fellowes, ftand faft: Ife 9 paflenger. 








Pro, We'll wait vpon your Gtace, till after Supper, ., 


Dz, Euen now aboutit,! will pardon you. Exeunt. 





The two Gentlemen of Verona. 


2.Oxt. If there be ten,fhrinke not,but down with’em, 
3-Oxt, Stand fir,and throw ys that you haue about’ye, 
Ifnot: we'll make you fit, and rifle you, 
Sp. Sit weare yndone ; thefe are the Villaines 
Thatall the Trauailers doe feare fo much. 
Val, My friends. 
1.Ont. That’snot fo, fir: we are your enemies, 
2.Out. Peace: we'll heare him. : 
3-Out, I by my beard will we ; for he is a proper man, 
Val, Then know that I haue little wealth to loofe; 
Aman I am, crofs’d with aduerfitie: 
My riches, are thefe poore habiliments, 
Of which, if you fhould here disfurnifh me, 
You take the fum and fubftance that I haue, 
2.Out, Whether trauell you? 
Val, To Verona. 
1,Out. Whence came you ? 
Val. From Milaime. 
3.Out. Haue you long foiourn’d there? (ftaid, 
Val. Some fixteene moneths, and longer might hane 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
1 Out. What, were you banifh’d thence? 
Val. Twas. : 
2,Our. For what offence? 
Val. For that which now torments me to rehearfe; 
LkiPd a man,whofe death I much repent, 
But yet I flew him manfully,in fight, 
Without falfe vantage, or bafetreachery: 
1.0#t. Why nererepentit,if it were done fo; 
But were you banifht for fo {mall a fault? 
Val. Iwas, and held me glad of fuch a doome, 
2.Out. Haue you the Tongues? 
Val. My youthfull trauaile,therein made me happy, 
Or elfe I often had beene often miferable. 
3-Qut. By the bare {calpe of Robin Hoods fat Fryer, 
| This fellow were a King, for our wilde fagtion. 
1-Ont. We'llhaue him : Sirs; a word, 
Sp, Mafter,be one of chem: 


|! Is an honourable kinde of theeuery. 


Val, Peace villaine, 


And partly feeing you are beautifide. hs siifk'se 
With goodly fhape ; and by your owne report, | 

| A Linguift,and a man of fuch perfection, .» *.....: 
As we doe in our quality much want. 

2-Out. Indeede becaufe you area banifh’d man, » 

Therefore,aboue the reft,we parley to yous... 
Are you content to be our Generall ? 
Tomakea vertue of neceffity, . 


| And liue as we doe in this wilderneffe? -. 


.3-Oat. What faift thou? wilt hou be of our contort? 


nastelth att anrind alanis Hier Sum sierolessa'T f1 SaK 200 Bs the eaptaine of vs.alls 
Enter Valentine,Speed,and certaine Ont-lawes.. 


_ We'll doe thee homage,and be rul’d by thee, aside ceili 
. | Loue thee,as our Commander,and our King. 


1.0#¢. 
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| 34. Theiwo Gentlemen of Verona. 







































































































































































































































































Pro. Vlikewife heare that Valentine is dead, 
' Sil. And fo {uppofeam I; for imher graue 

Affure thy felfe,my loue is buried. - 

Pro. Sweet Lady, let me rake it fromthe earth. 

Sil. Goeto thy Ladies graue and call hers thence, 
Or at the leaft,in hers,fepulcher thine. 

~ ‘Tal. He heard not that. 

Pre, Madam: ifyour heart be fo obdurate : 
Vouchfafe me yet your Picture for my louc, 
The Picture that is hanging in your chamber = 
| Tothatile fpeake,to that ilefigh and weepc: 
| For fince the fubftance of your perfect felfe 
| Is elfe deuoted,I am buta fhadow; 
And to your fhadow, will I make true Ioue. 

Tal. If"twere a fubftance you would fure deceiue it, 
And make it but a fhadow,as I am. 

Si, Lam-very loath to be your Idoll Sir; . 
} But, (ince your falfehood fhall become you well 
To worfhip fhadowes,and adore falfe fhapes, 
Send to meinthe morning,and ile fend it : 
And fo, goed reft. 

Pre. As wretches haue ore-night 
That wait for executionin the morne. 

Int. Hoff, will you goe? 

Ho. By my hallidome,I was faft afleepe. 

Il. Pray you,where lies Sir Prathexa2. 

Ho. Marry, at my houfe ; 
Truft me,I thinke’tis almoft day. 

Tal, Not fo : but it hath bin thelongeft night 
That ere I watch’d,and the moft heauicft. 


a er 


—. Scena Tertia. 





Ester Eglamore, Siluia. 


Eg. This isthe houre that Madam Siluia 
Entreated meto call,and know het minde : 
Ther's fome great matter fheld employ me in, 
Madam,Madam, 

Sil, Who cals? 

&. Your feruant,and your friend ; 

One that attends your Ladifhips command, 
Sil. Sit Eglamore, a thoufand times good morrow. 
Eg. Asmany (worthy Lady) to your felfe : 

According te your Ladifhips impofe, 

Tam thus early come,to know what feruice 

It is your pleafure to command me in. 

Si, Oh Eglamoure, thou arta Gentleman : 
Thinke not I flatter (for I fweare! doe not) 
Valiant, wife,remorfe-full,well accomplith'd. 
Thou art not ignorant what deere good will 
I beare vnto the banifh’d Valentine: 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 

Vaine Thario (whom my very foule abhor’d.) 

Thy felfe haf lou’d, and I haue heard thee fay 

No griefe did euex come fo neere thy heart, 

As when thy Lady,and thy true-loue dide, 

Vpon whofe Graue thou vow’dft pure chaftitie : 

Sir Eglamoure : l would toValentine 

To Alastwa, where I heare,he makes aboad ; 

And for the waies are dangerous to paffe, 

| I doe defire thy worthy company, 





Vpon whofe faith and honor, I repofe,: - 
Vrge not my fathers anger (Eglamenre) 
But thinke vpon my griefe(a Ladies gricfe) 
And on theiuftice of my flying hence, . “ 
To keepe me from a moit vrholy match, ( 
Which heauen and fortune ftill rewards with plagues, | 
I doe defire thee, even froma heart 

As full of forrowes,as the Sea of fands, 

To beare me company,and:goe with mez 
Ifnot,to hide what I hawe faidito thee, 

ThatI may venture to depart alone, 

Egil, Madam,I pitty much your grieuances, 
Which, fince I know they vertuoufly are plac’ d, 
I giue confentto goc along with you, 

Wreaking as little what betidethme, 
As much,I with all good befortune you, 
When will you goe? 

Sil, This euening comming. 

Eg. Where fhall I meete you? 

Si, At Frier Patrickes Cet}, 

Where I intend holy Confeffion, 

Eg. Iwill not faile your Ladithip : 

Good morrow (gentle Lady.) 


Sd, Good motiow,kinde Sir Eglamonre,  Exennt, 





Scena Quarta. 





Enter Launce, Protheus, Inlia, Siluia, 


Las, When a mans feruant fhall play the Curre with 
him (looke you) it goes hard: one that I brought vp of | 
a puppy :one that i fau'd from drowning,when three or | | 
foure of his blinde brothers and fifters went toit : I haue | | 
taught him (euenas one would fay precifely, thus 1 
would teacha dog) I was fent to deliuer him, as apre- 
fentto Miftris Si/uia, from my Mafter; and I came no 
fooner into the dyning-chamber, but he fteps me to her 
Trencher, and fteales her Capons-leg: O, ’tis a foule 
thing, when a Cur cannockeepe himtelfe in all compa- 
nies : I would haue (as one fhould fay)one that takes vp- 
onhim to be adog indeede, to be,as it were, @ dog atall 
things. If had net had more wit then he,to rake a fault | 
vponmethat hedid, Ithinke verily hee had bin hane’d 
for't: fure as I liue he had fuffer’d for’t - you fhall iudge: 
Hee thrufts me himfelfe into the company of three or 
foure gentleman-like-dogs,vnder the Dukes table ; hee 
had not binthere (bleffethemarke) a piffing while, but 
ali the chamber felt him : out with the dog(faies one) 
what cur is that (faies another) whip him out (faies the 
third ) hang him vp(faies the Duke.) J hauing bin ace 
quainted with the fmell before, knew it was Crab ; and 
goes me tothe fellowthat. whips the dogges - friend 
(quoth I) youmeane to whip the dog: I marry doe I 
(quoth he)you doe him the more wrong(quoth I) ewas 
I did the thing you wot of she makes meno more adoe, 
but whips me out ofthe chamber: how many Mafters 
would doe this for his Seruant ?nay, ile be fworne I haue 
fat in the ftockes,for puddings he hath ftolne,ocherwife | 
he had bin executed: I haue ftood on the Pillorie for 

_Geefe he hath kil’d, otherwife he had fufferd for’e s, thou 
think'ft not of this now : nay,I remember the tricke you 
feru’d me, when I tooke my leaue of Madam Siluia: did 

not 











1.0st. Butifrhou fcorne our curtefie,thou dyeft, 


2.Oxt. Thou fhalenot liue,to brag what we haue of- | 
Val. (take your ofter,and will liue with you, (fer'd, . 


Prouided that you dono outrages 
| On filly women,or poore paffengers, 

3.Out, No, we deteft fuch vile bafe practifes, 
Come,goe with vs,we'll bring thee to our Crewes, 
And fhow thee all the Treafure we haue gor; 
Which, with our felues;all reftat thy difpofes > Exenur. 


St ey 


igiea 








Enter Protheus ,Thurio, Iulia, Hof? Mufitian,Siluia. 


Pro. Already haue'l bin falfe to Valentine, 
And now [muft be as vniuft to Thario , 
Vader the colonr of commending him, 
I haue acceffe my.owne loue to prefer. 
But Siluia is too faire,too true,too holy, 
To be corrupted with my wortbleffe guifts ; 
When I proteft true loyalty to her, 
She twits me with my falfehood to my friend ; 
When to her beauty I commend my vowes, 
She bids me thinke how Ihauc bin forfworne 
In breaking faith with Ja/ia,whom I loud; 
And notwithftanding all her fodaine quips, 
The leaft whereof would quell alouers hope : 
Yet (Spaniel-like) the more the fpurnes my loue, 
The more it growes,and fawneth on her fill; 
Buthere comes Therio snow mutt weto her window, 
And giue fome cuening Mufique to her eare, 
Th. Hownow, fir Prothews,are you crept before ys ? 
Pre. Lgentle 7 burio,for you know that loue 
Will creepe in feruice,where it cannot goe. 
Th, L.butl hope, Sir,that you loue not here. 
Pre, Sir,but I doe: or elfe I wouldbe hence. 
Th. Who, Silvia? 
Pro, 1,Sduia,for your fake, 
Tb. Ithanke you for your owne: Now Gentlemen 
Let’s tune sand to oit luftily a while. 
Ho. Now,my yong gueft; methinks your’ allycholly ; 
I pray you why is it ? 
' Jn, Marry(mine Ho/) becaufe I cannot be merry. 
Ho. Come,we'll haue you merry: ile bring you where 
you fhall heare Mufique, and fee the Gentleman that 
youask’dfors) 
Tw, Butfhall t heare him {peake. 
Ho. I that you hall. 
In. That willbe Mufique, 
Ho. Harke,harke, _ 
Ja, 1she among thefe? 
Ho. 1: but peace, let’sheare’m. 


| Song. Who ss Siluia? what ss fhe? 
That all oxr Swaines commsend her 2 
Holy fasre,and wife us fhe, 
The beanen fuch grace did lend ber, 
that fhe might admired be. 
Is fle kinde as foe ts faire? 
For beanty lines with kindneffe : 
Lone doth toher eyes repaires 
To helpe him of bis blindueffe : 
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And being belp'd snbabits there, 
Then to Silwea let vs fing, 
Thar Siluia ts excelling ; 
She excels each mortall thin 
Vpon the dui earth dwelling. 
Tober let vs Garlands bring, 


Fo. How now? are you fadder then you were before; 
How doe you, man? the Muficke likes younor. = 
Iz. You miftake: the Mufitian likes menot.’ 

Ho. Why, my pretty youth? ’ cit 

Jn. He plaies falfe (father.) 

Ho, How,out of tune onthe ftrings. 

Jy. Notfo: bat yet 
So falfe that he grieues my very heart-ftrings, 

Ho. You hauea quickeeare. (heart. 

Ju. 1,1 would I were deafe : it makes mé have aflow 

Ho. | perceive you delightnot in Mufique. 

J#, Nota whit, when it iars fo. 

Ho. Harke,what fine change is inthe Mufique. 

Ju. T:that change is the ipight. 

Ho. You would haue them alwaies play but one thing. 

/#. 1 would alwaies haue one play but one thin g 
But Hoft,doth this Sir Protheus,that we talke on,’ 
Often refort vnto this Gentlewoman ? 

Ho. Ttellyou what Lawace his mantold me, 

He lou’d her out of all nicke, 

la, Where is Lanuce? 

Ho. Gone to feeke his dog,which to morrow, by his 
Matters command, hee muftcarry for a prefent to his 
Lady. , 

i. Peace, (tand afide,the company parts. 

Pro, Sit Thurto,feare not you, will fo pleade, 

That you fhall fay,my cunning drift excels. 
7b. Where meete we? 
Pre. At Saint Gregories well. 
Th. Farewell. 
Pro, Madam: good eu'nto your Ladifhip. 
Sil, Ithanke you for your Mufique(Gentlemen) 
Who is that that fpake ? 
Pro, One (Lady)if you knew his pure hearts truth, 
You would quickly learne to know himby his voice. 
Sil. Sir Protheus, as 1 take it. 
Pro. Sir Prothews(gentle Lady and your Seruant. 
Sil. What’s your will? 
Pro. That Imay compaffe yours. 
Sil. You haue your with : my will is euen this, 
That prefently you hie you home to bed: 
Thou fubtile,periur’d,falfe, difloyall man : 
Think’ft thou I am fo thallow,fo conceitleffe, 
To be feduced by thy flattery, 
That has’t deceiu’dfo many with thy vowes 
Returne,returne.and make thy loue amends : 
For me(by this pale queene of night J {weare) 
Jam {fo farre from granting thy requeft, 
That I defpife thee, for thy wrongfull fuite; 
And by and by intend to chide my felfe, 
Euen for this time I {pend in talking to thee, 
Pro. l grant ({weet loue) that] did lowe a Lady, 
But fhe is dead, . 
In, *Twere falfe,if] fhould fpeake it; 
For I am fure fhe is not buried. 

Sil. Say that fhe be :yet Valentine thy friend 
Suruiues ; to whom (thy felfe are witneffe) 
Tam betroth’d ; and art chounot afham’d 
To wrong him, with thy importunacy ? 
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not J bid thee ftill markeme,anddoeas I do;whendid'{t , To plead for that, which I would net obtaine; 
thou fee me heque vp my leg, and-make water againfta | To carry thar,which I would haue refus’d; 
Gentlewomans farthingale ? did’R thoweuer feemedoe | To praife his faith, which I would haue difprais’d. 


eS a ue 


fucha tricke? 3 o Iam my Mafters true confirmed Loue, 
Pro. Sebaftian is thy name : like thee well, But cannot be true feruant tomy Matter, 
And willimploy thee in fome feruice prefently. Voleffe I proue falfe traitor to my felfe. 
Ta. Tn what you pleafe,ile doe whatI cans). Yet will L woe for him,bit yet fo coldly, 
Pre. Thope thou wilt. As (heauen it knowes) I would not haue him {peed. 
How now you whor-fon pezant, Gentlewornan, good day ; I pray you be my meane 5 
Where hane you, bin thefe two dayes loyrering? To bring me where to fpeake with MadamSilsuia. 


La, Mairy Sir,] carried Miftris Siluia the dogge you Sil, What would you with her, if that I be fhe? 
badme,. | Tal. Ifyou be the, I doe intreat your patience 


Pro. And what faies the to my little Jewell? To heare me {peake the meffage I am fent on. 
La. Marry fhe faies your dog was a cur,and telsyou Sil, From whoin?: 
currifh thanks is good enough for fuchaprefent, Ini, From my Mafter, Sir Prothews, Madam. 
Pro, Bur fhe receiu'd my dog? Sil, Oh: he fends you fora Pigure ? 
La. No indeede did fhe not: Ini. 1, Madam. 
Here haue I brought him backe againe. Sil. Vriula, bring my Pidure there, 
Pre, What,didft thou offer her this from me? Goe,giue your Mafter this: tell him from me, 
La. 1Sir,the other Squirrill was ftolne from me One /alia,that his changing thoughts forget 
By the Hangmans boyes in the market place, Would better fit his Chamber,then this Shadow. 
And chen I offer’ d her nine owne,who is a dog {nl, Madam, pleafe you perufe this Letter ; 


As big as ten of yours,& therefore the guift the greater, 
Pro, Goe,get thee hence,and finde my dog againc, 

Or nere returne againe into my fight. 

Away,| fay : ftayeft chou to vete me here ; Sil. I pray thee let me looke on that againe, 

ASlaue,that fill an-end,turnes mie to fhame : Jul. It may not be : good Madam pardon me. 

Sebaftian, | haue encertained thee, Si. There, hold: 

Partly that I hane neede of fuch a youth, J will not looke vpon your Mafters lines : 

That can. with fome difcretion doe my bufineffe: I know they are {tuft with ptoteftations, 

For ’tismo trufting to yond foolifh Lowt ; And full ofnew-found oathes, which he will breake 

But chiefely, for thy face,and thy behauiour, As eafily,as I doe teare his paper. 

Which (if my Augury decciue me not) Jul. Madam, he {ends your Ladifhip this Ring. 

Witnefle good bringing wp, fortune,and truth : Sil. The more fhamefor him,that he fends it me; 

Therefore know thee, far this I entertaine thee. For J haue heard him fay a thoufand times, 

Go prefently,and take this Ring with thee, His Julia gaue it hin,at his departure: 

Deliver it to Madam Silwia ; Though his falfe finger haue prophan’d the Ring, 

She lou’d me well,deliuer’d it to me. Mine fhali not doe his /#/ia fo much wrong, 


Pardon me (Madam) ] haue wnaduisd 
Deliuer’d you a paper that J fhould not ; 
This is the Letter to your Ladifhip, 





Lal. \tfeemes youlou’d not her,not leaue her token: Jul, Shethankes you. 
She is dead belike ? Sil. What {ai thou ? 
Pro. Not fo: I thinke fhe liues, Iul. Vthanke you Madam, that you tenderher : 
Tul. Alas. Poore Gentlewoman, my Mafter wrongs her much. 
Pro. Why do’ft thou cry alas 2 Sil. Do’ft thou know her? 
Tul. 1 cannot choofe but pitty her. Jal, Almoftas well as I doe know my felfe. 
Pro. Wherefore fhould’{t thou pitty her? To thinke vpon her woes, I doe protett 
Jul. Becaufe,methinkes that fhe lou’d you as well That I haue wept a hundred feuerall times. 
As you doeloue your Lady Silnia : Sil, Belike the thinks that Prothews hath forfook her? 
She dreames on him, that has forgot her loue, Jul, \ thinke fhe doth; and that’s her caufe of forrow, 
You doate onher, that cares not for your joue. Sil, 1s fhe not pafling faire? | 
Tis pitty Loue,fhould be fo contrary : Jul, She hath bin fairer(Madam) then fheis ; 
And thinking on it,makes me cry alas. When fhe did thinke my Matter lou’d her well ; 
Pro. Well: giue her that Ring,and therewithall She,in my iudgement,was as faire as you. 
This Letter : that’s her chamber: Tell my Lady, But fince fhe did negleét her looking-glaffe, 
| I claimethe promife for her heavenly Picture : And threw her Sun-expelling Mafque away, 
Your meflage done,hye home ynto my chamber, The ayre hath ftaru’d the rofes in her cheekes, 
} Where thou fhalt finde me fad,and folitaric. And pinch’d the lilly-tinéture of her face, 
} Jal. How many women would doe fuch ameflage? | That now fhe is becomeas blacke as I. 
Alas poore Prothess,chou haft entertain d Sil. How tall was fhe 2 
A Foxe,to be the Shepheard ofthy Lambs ; Tul, About my ftature: for at Pentecoff, 
Alas,poore foole,why doe] pitty him When all our Pageants of delight were plaid, 
That with his very heart defpifeth me? Our youth got me to play the womans part, 
Becaufe he loues her,he defpifeth me, And I was trim’d in Madam Is/lias gowne, 
| Becaufe louchim,] muft pitty him. Which ferued me as fic, by all mens iudgements, 
}. This Ring I gaue him,when he parted from me, As if che garment had bin made for me - 
To binde him to remember my good will : Therefore I know fheis about my height, 
And now am I (vnhappy Meffenger) And at chat time I made her weepea good, 
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For I did playalamentable part. © 20 re Pro, Oh Sir,I finde her milder thé fhe was, © | on) 
(Madam) ’twas Ariadne, paffioning “<" |. And yetfhe takes exceptions at your perfor. ?o9} engl | 
For The/asperiury and ynivitt fligbe’; Sethu tek Thu: What? that myleg istoolong? leiseyl Be 
Which I fo liucly acted with my teares: yas Pro, No,that it is too little, v3 areal | 
That my poore Miftris moued therewithall, > 31 Thu. Me weatea Boote, tomake it fomewhat'toun,. i 
Wept bitterly: and would Imight be dead, Pro. But loue will not be fpurd to'what it loathe. Ate 
if Lin thought felt not her very forrow.* : eee The. What faies fheto my face? a df 
Sils She is beholding to thee (gentle youth) : Pro. She faies it is a faire one. ay 
Alas (poore Lady) defolatejand left 3° 2 Tha, Nay then the wanton lyes + miy face is blackel! 
I weepe my felfe to thinke ypon thy words: © © 0! Pro, ‘Bit Pearles are faire ; and the old faying is} NY 
Here youth: there is my purfes Tgiuetheethis (well. | Blackemen are Pearles,in beauteous Ladies eyes, ° ‘ae | 
For thy fweet Miftris fake, becaute thou lou ft her. Fare- Tha, ’Tis true,fuch Pearles as put out Ladies tyes; t 
Inl, And fhe fhall thanke you fot’s, ifére youkknow | For [had rather winke; then looke onthem, 8 °™. {) 
A vertuous gentlewoman, milde,and beautifull, (her. Thu. How likes fhe my difcourfe 2 eM wh 
[hope my Matters fait will be but cold, Pro, Ml, when you talke of war. «5 Dive 
Since fhe refpects my Miftris loue fo much, Thu. But well,when I'difcourfe of loueand peace | 
Alas,how loue can trifle with it felfe : Jul, But better indeede,when you hold you peace, 
Hereis her Picture - let me {ee,] chinke Thu, What fayes fhe to my valour? ot 
IfIhad fuch a Tyre, this face of nine Pro. OhSir,fhe makes no doubt of that. f 
Were full as louely,as is this of hers; Jul, Shencedes not, when fhe knowes it cowardize, | ; 
And yet the Painter flatter’d her a little, Tha. What faies fhe to my birth? “te 
Voleffe I flatter with my felfe too much.) Pro. That you are well deriu’d, | | 
Het haire is Adurne,mine is perfeat Yellow; Jal. True: froma Gentleman, to'afoole, 
If chat be all the difference in his loue; Thu, Confiders fhe my Poffeffions 2 f 
Ile get me fuch a coulour’d Perrywig : Fro, Oh, I: and pitties them, ‘ 
Her eyesare grey as glafle,and lo are mine: Thu, Wherefore2 i 
I, but her fore-head’slow,and mine’s as high : Jul, That fuch an Affe fhould owe them. 


What fhould it be that he refpects in her, 
But I can make refpeétiue in my felfe? 
If this fond Loue,were not a blinded god, 
Come fhadow, come, and take this fhadow vp, 
For’tis thy riuall : O thow fencelefle forme, 
Thou hale be worfhip’d, kifs'd,lou’d and ador'd ; 
And were there fence in his Idolatry, 
My fubftance fhould be ftathe in thy ftead.- 
lle vie thee kindly, for thy Miftris fake 
That vs'd me fo: or elfe by Zoue,I vow, 
| I Should haue feratch’dout your vnfeeing eyes, 
| Tomake my Mafter out of loue with thee. Exeunt. 


5} 


Pro, That they are out by Leafe, 
Jul, Herecomes the Duke. 
Da. How now fir Prothens ; how now Thario? 
Which of you faw Eg/amoure of late? | 
Thu. NotI, 
Pro, Nor]. 
Du, Saw you my daughter ¢ 
Pro, Neither, 
Da. Whythen 
She's fled vnro that pezant, Palentine ; 
And Eglamoure isin her Company ; 
*Tis true: for Frier Laurexce met them both 
As he,in pennance wander’d through the Forreft ; 
Him he knew well: and guefd thacit was fhe, 
Bat being mask’d, he was not fure of it, 
Betides the did intend Confeffion 
At Patricks Cell this cuen,and there fhe was not. 
Thefe hkelihoods confirme her flight from hence ; 
Therefore I pray you ftand,not to difcourfe, 
But mount you prefently, and meete with me 
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Aélus Quintus. Scena Prima, 
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. Exter Eglamoure, Siluta, 


Egl. The Sun begins to guild the wefterne skie, 


rt treats eibaada ei tinlgaaee tee tebaie bee 00 PERS Or eee ee 
aeinaieieers ~ Se 





PT EL Re ES IP = FTES 
















































































And now itis about the very houre Vpon the rifing of the Mountaine foote 
That Silsia,at Fryer Patricks Cell fhould meet me, That leads toward Mantua,whether they are fled: 
She will! not faile; for Louers breake not houres, i Difpatch (fweet Gentlemen) and followme. 
Voleffe it be to come before their time, Thu. Why this icis,to bea peeuith Girle, 
So much they {pur their expedition, That flies her fortune when it followes her: 
See where fhe comes - Lady a happy euening. Ile after ; more to be reueng’d on Eglamsoure, 

Sil, Amen,Amen : goe on (good Eglamoure) Then for the loue of reck-lefle Silnia, 
Out at the’Pofterne by the Abbey wall; Pro, And I will follow, more for Silas loue 
Ifeare lam attended by fomeSpies. Then hate of Eg/amoure that goes with her, 

Egl, Fearenot : theForreft is not three leagues off, Tal. And will follow,more to croffe that love» 
If we recoucr that, we are {ure enough, Exennt, | Thenhate for Silsia,that is gone forloue, Exetnt. 

ro : 
Scena Secunda. Scena Tertia. 
_ Enter Thurio ,Prothens, Iulia, Duke. Siluia, Ont-lawes, 
Th. Sir Prothews,what faies Silwia to my fait? 1.Oxt. Come, comebe patient : 
We 


















































We muft bring you to our Copitins. 
Sil, Athoufand more tnifchances then this one 
Haue learn’d me howto brooke this patiently. 

2 Oat. Come, bringheraway, 

1 Oxt, Whereis the Gentleinan that was with her ? 

3 Oxt. Being nimble footed, tic hath out-run'ys 
But Moyfes and Valerius follow him : 

Goe thou with her to the Weft end of the wood, 
There is our Captaine: Wee'll follow him that’s fled, 
The Thicket is befer, he cannotfcape. 

1 Ow, Come, I muft bring you to our Captains cane, 
Feare not: he beares an honourable minde, = 
And will not vfe a woman lawlefly. 

Sil. OValentine: this} endure for thee. 

Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 


oe. 





Enter Valentine, Proth:vs} Silvia, Idlia, Duke, Thurio, 
Out lawes, re 
Val. How vfe doth breed a habie in aman? 
This thadowy defart, vnfrequemed woods 
I better brooke then flourifhing peopled Townes ; 
Here can J firalone, va-feene of any, ' 
And to the Nightingales complaining Notés 
Tune my diftreftes, and record my woes. 
Othou that doftinhabic in my bref, 
Leaue not the Manfion fo long Tenanteleffe, 
_ Left growing ruinous, the building fall, 
And Ieaue no memory of whatit was, 
Repaire me, with thy prefence, Silnia ; 
. Thou gentle Nimph, cherifhthy for-lorne (waine, 
, What hallowing, and what ftir is thisto day ? 
|. Thefe are my mates, thac make their wills their Law, 
‘Haue fome vahappy paffeoger in chace; 
They loue me well: yet I have much co doe 
To keepe therm from ynciuill outrages. 
Withdraw thee Valentine: who’s this comes heere ? 
/ Pro, Madam this feruiceT Hane done for you 
| (Though you refpeét norabght your fertiant doth ) 
 Tohazard life,andreskewyou from him, 
That would haue forc’d your hdnour; and yourloue’; 
4 Vouchfate me for my meed, but-one faire looke: 
| (A fmaller boone then this {cannot beg,» 
And leffe then this, I am fure you cannct giue,)._ 
| Val. How likea dreame is this? Hee,and heare: 
, Loue, lend me patienceto ferbesre a whiles 
Sil, O miferable, vahappy thax I am, 
Pro, Vahappy were you (Madam) ere I came: 
‘But by my comming, I hauemade you happy. 
Sil. By thy.approach thou mak’it me moftvnhappy. 
ful, And me,wheu he approcheth to your prefence,. 
» Sil. “Had T beene ceazed by ahungry Lion, i. 
pT would haue beene.a break-faft.so the Beaft Soot 
) Rather then haue fal fe Prethess reskue me: 
} Oh heauen be judge how J loue Valentine , 
| Whofe life's as tenderto meesmy foule, 
Ani full 3 much (for more there cannot be) 
I doe deteft falfe periur’d Prothess : 
Therefore be gone, follicit meno more. 
Pro. What dangerous agtion, ftood it next to death 
‘Would I not yndergoe, for one calme looke 
‘Oh’tis the curfein Loue,and fill approu’d 





The Men ry Wines of Windfor. 


| Tam forry I muft never eruft thee more, 


}- Why.chis is che ring I gaueto Julia. 





ee 


When women cannot loue,where they're belou'd. 
Sil, When Protheus cahnot loue, where he’s belou’d: 


> 


\ ‘ 


Read ouer Ju/a’s heart, (thy firft beft Loue) 
For whofe deare fake, thou didft then rend thy faith 
Into a thoufand oathes ; and all thofe oathés, 
Defcended into periury,toloueme, 
Thou haft no faith left now, vnleffe thou'dit two, 
And that’s farre worfe then none : better haue none 
Then plurall faith, which is too much by one: 
Thou Counterfeyt, to thy true friend. 

Pro, In Loue, 
Who refpeéts friend ? 

Sil. All men but Protheus, 

Pro. Nay, ifthe gentle fpirit of mouing words 
Canno way change youtoa milder forte; 

Ile wooe you like a Souldier, ac armes end, 
And toue you gaint the nacure of Loue: force yoo 

Sd. Ob heauen, 

Pre , ile force thee yeeld to my defire. 

Val. Rufhan : let goe that rude ynciuill touch, 
Thow-friend of an ill fafhion, 

Pro, Valentine. 

Val, Thou cémon friend, that’s without faith or loue,, 
For fuch is a friend now: treacherous man, 1% 
Thou haft beguil’d my hopes shoughtburmineeye 
Could haue perfwaded me :now IJ dare not {a } 
I haue one friend alive ; chou would(t difproue me: 
Who fhould be trufted,-when ones right band 
Is periured to the Bofeme ? Pretkers 
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But count the world a fisanger for thy fake: _, 
The priuate wound is deepeft: chtia:e, moft aceurQt: 
"Mong ft all foes thata friend Shauldbetheworht? 
Pro. My fhame and guilt confounds me: 
Forgive me Valentine : if hearty forrow 
Be afufficient Ranfome for offence, 
Icender’t heere: I doc as truely fuer, 
Aserel did commit, 
Val. Then Lam paid : 
And once againe, I doe receiue thee hone 
Who by Repentance is not fatisfied , ep 
Is nor of héauén, nor earth; for thefe grt pleas'd: 
By Penicence th’Eternalls wrath’s appeas’d : 
And that my louemay appeare plaine and free, 
All that was mine, in Si/uia, } giue thee, 
Jul, Ob mevohappy, : 
Pro, Looke tothe Boy, _. . 
Val. Why, Boy? sae 
Why wag:how now ? what's che matterdlook vp: Speak. 
Jal.O good fir,my mafter chare’d me co deliver a ring 
to Madam Silwia: W (out of my negleét)was neuer done. 
Pro. Whereis that ring ?boy ? 
ful, Heere’tis é this is it: 
Pro. How? let me fee. 


Ld, Oh, cry you mercy fir, I have miftooke:.. 
This is the ring you fent vo Siluia.. 
_ Pre. Buthow cam’ft thou by this ring Pat my depart 
I gaue this vnto Julia, — a 
ful. And ula her felfe did giue it me, 
And falta her felfe hath broughe ithither. 
Pro. How? Ilia? 
Isl. Bekold her, thar gaue aymé ro all thy oathes, 
And entertain’d’em deepely in her heart. 
How oft haft thou with periury cleft the roote ? 
Oh Prothews, let this habit make thee bluth. 
D 
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Such an immodeft rayment 3 if {hame live 


| Ina difguife of lene? : 
| Icis the leffer blot modefty findes , 


Women to change their fhapes,then men theit minds. 
Pro. Then men their minds?tis true:oh heuen, were man 

But Conftant,he were perfect ; that one error 

Fils him with faults; makes him run through all th’fins ; 

Inconftancy falls-off, ere ir begins: 


| Whatis in Si/uia’s face, bur I may {pie 


More freth in /u/ia’s, with a conftant eye? 
Val. Come,come :a hand from either : 


Let me be bleft to make this happy clofe : 


| ’Twere pitty two fuch friends fhould be long foes. 


_ Pro, Bearé witnes (heaven) Thaue my with for euer. 
Jal, And] mine. 
Oxt-/.. A prize: aprize: a prize. 

Val. Forbeare,forbeare I {ay : Itis my Lord the Dake. 

Your Grace is welcome to aman difgrac’d, 


Banifhed Valentine. 


Dake. Sir Valentine? 
The. Yonder is Siluia : and Silwia’s mine. 
Val. Thurio. gine backe; or elfe embrace thy death: 


‘| Come not within the meafure of my wrath: 


Doe Sot nas Silvia thine : if once againe, 


| Verona hall not hold thee: heere fhe ftands , 
| Take but poffeffion of her,witha Touch: 
| Idarethee, butto breath vpon my Loue. 


Thur. Sit Valentine, 1 care not fogher, Is , 
Thold him but a foole that will endanger 
His Body, for a Girle that loues bim not :... 


Iclaime her not,and therefore fhe isthine. .... 


Duke. The more degenerate and bafe,artthou 
Tomake fuch meanes for her,as thou haftdone, 


| And leauc heron fuch flight conditions, >» 








The names ofall the Actors. 


Duke: Fatherto Siluia. 
eae nos 2G WIG 3 

Protheus.$ #6 #0 Gentlemen. ts 
Axnthonio: father to Protheus. ee 
Thurio: afoolifh rinall toValentine. 
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Be thou afhain’d that I haue tooke vpon me,,... ,. 











Now, by the honor of my Anceftry , 

I doe applaud thy fpirit, Valentines. 6 ody A 

And thinke thee worthy, of an Empreffe loue:,.... 

Know then, I heere forget all former greefes, > 

Cancell all grudge, repeale thee home againe; ) 

Plead anew ftate in thy yn-riual d merit, 

Towhich I thus fubfcribe : Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a Gentleman,and well deriu’d, 

Take thou thy Si/aia, for thou haft deferu’d her, 
Val. I thank your Grace, ¥ gift hath made me happy; 

I now befeech you (for your daughters fake ) eT 

To grant one Beone that I fhall aske of you. 

Duke. 1 grant it (forthine owne) whatereit be. 

Val, Thefe banifh’d men,that I haue kept withall, 
Are men endu’d with worthy qualities : 

Forgiue them what they haue committed here, 
And let them be recall’d from their Exile : 
They are reformed, ciuill, full of good, 

And fit for great employment (worthy Lord,) 

Duke. Thou-haft preuaild,I pardon them and thee: 
Difpofe of them,as thou knowft their deferts. 
Come,let vs goe, we willincludeall iarres, 

With Triumphes, Mirth, and rare folemnity. 
Val, Andas we walke along,| dere be bold 
With our difcourfe, to make your Grace.to fimile, 

What thinke you of chis Page (my Lord?) 

Duke, Uchink the Boy hath grace in him, he bluthes,} 

Val. Lwarrane you(my Lord)more grace,then Boy, | 

Dake, What meane you by that faying’? 

Val. Pleafe you, Iletell you,as we paffe along, 
That you will wonder whathath fortuned: |. ; 
Come Pretheus, *tis your pennance,bui to heare 
The ftory of your Loues difcouered, 

That done, our day of marriage thall be yours, 
One Fealt,one houfe, one mutuall happinefle,,. Exeunt. | 
























Eglamoure : Agent for Silnia in her efcape. 
Hoft: where Iulia lodges. 
Out-lawes with Valentine. 

Speed: aclownifh ferwantto Valentine. 
Launce : the liketo Prosheutss 
Panthion:feruant to Antonio. 

lulia: beloued of Prothens. 

Siluia: beloned of Valentine. 

Lucetta: waighting woman telulia. . ~ 
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| B® Ir Hugh, perfwade me not :T will makea Star- 
Chamber matter of it, ifhee weretwenty Sir 


| may giue the dozen white Luces in their Coate. 





SOON 
Yui \WA- 


| Enter Inftice Shallow, Slender, SirHugh Euans, Mapcr | | 


Page, Falftoffe, Bardolph, Nym, Piftoll, Anne Page, 
mifirefe Ford, Miftreffe Page, Simple, 


Shallow. 


Tehn Falftoffs, be hall not abufe Robert Shallow 
Efquire. (Coram. 
Slen, Inthe County of Gloceffer, Iuftice of Peace and 
Shal. 1(Cofen Slender) and Cuft-aloram. 

Slen, 1, and Rato lorem too ; and a Gentleman borne 


(Mafter Parfon) who writes himfelfe Armigero, inany 


| Bill, Warrant, Quittance,or Obligation, Armigero. 


Shal, Ithat I doe,and haue done any time thefe three 


1 hundred yeeres. 


Slen. Allhis fucceffors (gone before him)hath don’t: 
and all his Anceftors ( that come after him) may. they 


Shal, Itis an olde Ceate, 
Evans, The dozen white Lowfes doe tnetGsiaie an old 
Coat well :itagrees well paflant: Itisa familiar beaft to 


man,and fignifies Loue. 


Shal. The Lufe is the freth- fith, the fale-fifhjisan old 


Shal. You may,by marrying. 

Ewans. It is matting indeed, ifhe quarter it. 

Sbal.-Not a whit. 

Evan. Yes per-lady : ifhe ha’s a quarter of your coat, 
thereis but three Skirts for your felfe, in my finiple con- 


| ieGtures ; burthatis all one: if Sir Jobe Falfafe haue 
| committed difparagements vnto you, lamof the Church 


and will be glad to ‘do my benetiolence, to maké attonc- 
ments and compremifes betweene you. 

Shal. The Councell fhall heareit, itis a Riot. 

Ewan, It isnot meetthe Councell heare a Riot: there 


j isnofeareofGotin aRiot: The Councell (looke you) 
¥ thall defire to heare the feare of Got, ainda not to heare a 


Riot: take your viza-ments in that.» 

Shalt. Ha; 0 niy life,if I were yong Sp sines othe fword 
fhould end it. 

Ewans, Icis petter that friends isthe {word, andiend 
it: and there is alfo another deuice in'my praine, which 
peradiienture prides goor diferetions with it,’ There is 
Arine Page , whichis daughter to’ pei T homas Page . 
whichis pretty virginity. 

Slen. Mifirés Aane Page? the has browne haire, and 


fpeakes {mall like a woman. 


| Coate. 
| Slen, Imay quarter(Coz). 
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aA cus primus, Scena prima. 








Evans. Iris that ferry perfon for all the nals as iuf as 
you will defire, and feuen hundred pounds of Moneyes, 
and Geld, and Siluer,i is her Grand-fire vpon bis deaths-: | 
bed, (Got deliuer toa ioyfull refurrections) gine, when 
the is able to ouertake feuenteene yeeres old, » It were a 
goot motion, if we leaue our pribbles and prabbles,and 
defire a marriage betweene Matter thialteiaiee Miftris 
Anne Page. | 

Slen, Did her Grand-fire leaue her feauen: bundred 
pound ? 

Euan. 1,and her father is make her a perter penby. 

rhe Iknowthe young Gentlewoman,fhe has. good | 
gi tS. 

Ewan. Scuen hundred pounds , and poflibilties, is 
goot gifts. 

Shal, Wel,let vs feehoneft M! Page: is Falfaffe there 

Evan. Shall I cell you alye? I doe detpitealyer, ast 
doedefpifeone thacis falfe,or as I defpite one thatis nor 
true:the Knight Sir Jobe is there, and I befeech you be 
ruled by your well-willers: L will peatthe doote.tor Mi. 
Page. What hoa? Got-pleffle your houfe heere, 

4St'.Page. Who's there ? 

Ewan. Hereis go’r’s plefling and your Giend arid Tu- 
ftice Shallow,and heere yong Mafter Slender : that perad- 
nentures fhall tell you another tale, if matters grow to 
your likings, 

i: Page. Tam glad to fee your Worthips well: 
| thanke you for my Venifon Mafter Shallow. 

Shal. Matter Page,l am glad to fee you: much good 
doe it your good heart : I wifh’d your Venifon bettet, it 
was ill killd show doth good Miftreffe Page? and I thank 
you alwaies with my heart, la: with my heart. 

M. Page. Sir, tthanke you, as 

Shal, Sir, 1 thanke. you: by yea, and no] doe, = 

Mé,Pa. Lam glad to fee you,good Mafter Slender, 

Sian, How do’s your fallow Greyhound, —_ I heed 
fay he was out-run on (ot/all. 

M.Pa. It could not be iudg’d, Sir, , 

Sen, You'll novconfefle : you ‘\lmot confeffes 

Shal: Thavhe will not, ‘tis your fault,” tis a fants : 

‘tis a good dogge, 

MPa; & Cur; Sir. . . 

Sbal, Sir: hee’ga good dog,and a fairedogjcanthere 
be more faid? heis good, and faire. Is Sir Lohr anipege 
heere ? ‘ 

MPa, Sit, heeis within: and] would I could doe a! 
good office be tweene you. | 

Euan. Ivis fpokeasa Chriftians ought to fpeake, 

Shal; He hath wrong’d me (Mafter Page.) 

M.Pa. Six,he doth in fome fore confefleit, 

D2 Sha lami a iE ia 



























































































































































































































































































































































49 
Shal. Ifit be confefled, itis not redreffed ; isnot that 
fo (M.Page? ) he hath wrong’d me, indeed hehath, ata 
word he hath: beleeue me, Robert Shallow Efquire,faith 
he is wronged. 
Ma.Pas Here comes Sit John. 
Fat. Now,Mafter Sballow, you'll complaine of me to 
‘the King ? 
> Shal. Knight, you hauc beatenmy men, kill'd my 
deere, and broke open my Lodge. | 
Fal. But not kifs’d your Keepers daughter? 
Shal, Tut,a piv: this fhall be anfwer'd. 
Fal. Iwill anfwere it ftrait, | have done allthis: 
Thatisnow anfwer'd. 
Shal. The Councell fhall know this. 
| Fal. "Twere better for you ifit were known in coun— 
cell: you'll be laugh’d at. 
Ex. Pausaverba; (Sir lohn) good worts. 
Fal. Good worts? good Cabidge 3 Slender, Ibroke 
- your head: what matter haue youa gainft me? 

Sles, Marry fir, I haue matter inmy head againft you, 
andagainft your cony-catching Rafcalls, Bardolf, Nym, 
and Psffoll. . 

Bar. You Banbery Cheefe. 

Slew. 1, it isno matter. 

Pit: How now, Mephoftophilus ? 

Slen, J, itis no matter. 

Nym, Slice,} fay ; pauca,pauca: Slice,that’s my humor. 

Slen, Where's Simple my man? can you tell, Cofen ? 

Ena, Peace, I pray you: now let vs vnderftand: there 
is three Vmpires in this matter, as I vnderftand ; that is, 
Mafter Page (fidelicet Mafter Page, ) & there is my {elfe, 
(fidelicet my felfe)and the three party is ( laftly , and fi- 
nally) mine Hoft of the Gater. 

Ma.Pa. Wethree to hear it,& end it between them. 

Euan, Ferry goo’t, Iwill makea priefe of it in my. 
note-booke,and we wil afterwards orke vpon the caufe, 
with as great difcreetly-as we can, : 

Fal. Piftok. 

Pifft. He heares with cares. 

Ewan. The Teuilland his Tam : what phrafe is this ? 
he heares with eare ? why,itis affe€tations, 

Fal. Piftoll, did you picke M. Slenders purfe ? 

Slew, 1, by thefe gloues did hee, or I would I might 
never come in mine owne great chamber againeelfe, of 
feaven groates in mill-fixpences, and two Edward Sho- 
uelboords, that coft me two fhilling and two pence a 
peece of Yead Miller : by thefe gloues. 

Fal. Isthis true, Psffoll? 

Euan.No, it is falfe, ifitis a picke-purfe. 

Pift. Ha, thou mountaine Forreyner : Sit ohn, and 
Matter mine, combat challenge of this Latine Bilboe: 
word of deniall in thy Zabras here; word of denial; froth, 
and {cum thou lieft. ; 

Slen. By thefe gloues, then ‘twas he. 

Nym, Beauis'd fir, and paffe good humours : Twill 
fay marry trap with you, if yourunne the nut-hooks hu- 
mor onme, that is the very note of it, 

Slen, By this hat, thenhe in thered facehadit : for 
though I cannot retaember what I did when you made 
me drunke,yet [am not altogether an affe, 

Fal. What fay you Scarlet and lohn? 

Bar. Why fir, (for my part) I fay the Gentleman had 
drunke himfelfe out of his fiue fentences, 

Ea, Ivis his five fences : fie, what the ignorance is, 

Bar. And being fap, fir,was(as they fay) cafheerd :and 
fo conclufions paft che Car-eires. 
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Slen, I, you{pake in Latten then to: but tis no mats 
ter; Ilenere be drunk whilft I liue againe, but in honeft; 
ciuill, godly company for this tricke : if be drunke, Lle 
be dranke with thofe that haue the feare of God, and not 
with drunken knaues, 

Exan. So got-udge me, thatis a vertuons mindé, 

Fal. Youheare all thefe matters deni’d, Gentlemen; 
you heare it. 

MM: ,Pages 
drinke within. 

Sten. Oh heauen ; This is Miftreffe Anne Page, 

AM: Page. How now Miftris Ford ? 

Fal. Miftris Ford,by my troth you are very wel met: 
by your leaue good Miftris. 

M'.Page. Wife,bid thefe gentlemen welcome: come, 
we haue a hot Venifon pafty to dinner ; Come gentle- 
men, Ihepe we fhall drinke downe all vnkindnefle. 

Slen. Thad rather then forty fhillings I had my booke 


,of Songs and Sonnets heere : How now Simple, where 


haue youbeene ? I muft waiton my felfe, muft I? you 
haue not the booke of Riddles about you, haue you? 

Sim. Booke of Riddles ? why did you not lend it to 
Alice Short-cake vpon Alhallowmas laft, afortnight a- 
fore Michaelmas. . 

Shal. Come Coz,come Coz,we itay for you: a word 
with you Coz: marry this, Coz: there is-as’twere a tene 
der,a kinde of tender, made a farre-off by Sir Hugh here; 
doe you wnderftand me? 

Sten. Sir, you fhallfinde me reafonable; if it be fo, 
I fhall doe that that is reafon, 

Shal. Nay,but voderftand me, * 

Slen, Sol doe Sir. 

Exan, Giue care to his motions ; (Mt.Slewder) I will 
defcription the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 

Slen. Nay, 1 will doeas my Cozen Shallow {aies : I 
pray you pardon me, he’s a Iuftice of Peace in his Coun- 
trie, fimple though I ftand here. 

Euan. But thatis notthe queftion : the queftion is 
concerning your marriage. 

Shal, 1,there’s the point Sir. 

Ex, Marry is it: the very point of it, to Mi. An Page, 

Slen, Why if it be fos 1 will marry her vpon any rea- 
fonable demands, 

Ex, But can you affection the ‘o-man, let vs command 
to know that of your mouth, or of your lips : for divers 
Philofophers hold,that the lips is parcell of the mouth: 


| therfore precifely,ca you carry your good wil to § maid? 


Sh. Cofen Abrabam Slender can you loue her? 
Slew. Uhope fir, I will do as it fhall become one that 
would doe reafon. 


Ex, Nay, got’s Lords,and his Ladies,you muft {peake 


Shai. That you muft : 
Will you, (vpon good dowry) marry her? 

Slen, Iwill doe a. greater thing then that, ypon your 
requeft (Cofen) in any reafon. 

Sbal. Nay conceiue me, conceiue mee, ( fweet Coz): 
what I doe is co pleafure you (Coz:) can you loue the 


. maid ? 


Slen, I will marry her (Sir) atyourrequeft ; but if 
there bee no greatloue in the beginning, yet Heaven 
may decreafe it vpon better acquaintance, when wee 
are married, and haue mere occafion to know one. ano- 
ther : I hope ypon familiarity will grow more content: 
but if you fay mary-her, I will mary-her, that lam freely 
diffolued,and diffolutely. aa 
Ex. It 


en 


poffitable,if you can carry-her your defires towards her. | 


Nay daughter, carry the wine in, wee'll | _ 


ee 
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Ex, Iisa fery difcetion-anfwere; faue the fall is in 
the’ord, diffelucely : the ort is (according to our mea- 
ning) refolutely : his meaning is good. 

Shi 1: chinkemy Cofenmeant well, 

Sl, I, or elfeI would I might be hang’d (la.) 

$6. Here,comes faire Miftris Anne; would,I were 
yong for your fake, Miftris dave, 

Ax, Thedinneris onthe Table, my Father defires 
your worfhipscompany. 

Sb. Twill wait on him,(faire Miftris Anne.) 

Ex, Od’s plefled-wil:I wil not be abféce at thegrace, 

An, Wil't pleafe your worfhip to come in, Sit ? 

Sl. No,I thank you forfooth,hartely;I am very well. 

An, The dinner attends you,Sir. 

St, Tamnota-hungry, I thanke you, forfooth: goe, 
Sirha, for all youare my man, goe wait vpon my Cofen 
Shallow : aluftice of peace fometime may be beholding 
to his friend,fora Man; Ikeepe but three Men, anda 
Boy yet, till my Mother be dead: but what though, yet 
Iliue like a poore Gentleman borne, 

An, I may not goein without your worfhip: they 
will not fit till you come, 

Sl, Pfaith,ile eate nothing : I chanke you as much as 
though I did, 

An. Ipray you Sir walkein. * 

S/, Thad rather walkehere (I thanke you) I bruiz’d 
my fhinth’other day, with playing at Sword and Dag- 
ger witha Mafter of Fence (three veneys for a difh of 
ftew'd Prunes )and by my trath,! cannot abide the finell 
of hot meate fince. Why doe your dogs barke fo? be 
there Beares ith’ Towne? 

‘4x. Ithinke there are,Sir, I heard them talk’d of, 

St. Tloue the {port well, but I fhallas foone quarrel] 
at it, as any man in &zg/and : you are aftaid if you fee the 
Beare loofe,are you not ? 

An, Lindeede Sir. 

Sl, That's meate and drinke tome now:] haue feene 
Saskerfor loofe,twenty times,and haue taken him by the 
Chaine: but (I warrant you) the women haue fo cride 
and fhrekt ac it,that it paft : But women indeede,cannot 
abide’em , they are very ill-fauour’d rough things. 

Ma.Pa.Come,gentleM.Slender,come;we ftay for you. 

St, Tle eatenothing, I chankeyou Sir, 

Ma.Pa. By cockeand pie, you fhall not choofe, Sir : 

scome,come, | 

Si. Nay,pray you lead the way. ‘ 

Ma.Pa. Come on, Sir. 

Sl. Miftris Asne: your felfe fhall goefirt. » 

An, NotI Sir, pray you keepeon, oa 

St Truely Iwill not goefirft: truely-la: I willnot 
doe you that wrong. a: tabi! iW 82 

As, Ipray youSir. oo Lo) origina 

St, Me rather be ynmannerly,thentroublefome: you 
doe your felfe wrong indeede-la, | Exennt, 


eee ee 





Scena Secunda. 
cb eas Enter Euans and Simple. eeu s silesgtos 
Ex, Go your waies, and aske of Dogtor Cainshoute; 
whichis the ways: atidthere dwels one Mittris Quidhl) ; 
which is in the manner of his Nurfesorhisdry-Nurfejor 
his Cooke; orhis Laundry ; his Watherjand his Ringer, 
Sis WellSir. sf lsnile voy ¥ 234 





Ex, Nay, it is petter yet : giue her this letter} for itis 
a’oman that altogeathers acquaintace with Mifttis dune 


Page; and the Letter is todefire, and require hertofoli- } 
cite your Mafters defires, to Miftris dane Page: I pray | 


you be gon; I will make an end ef my dinner ;ther’s Pip- 
pins and Cheefe to. come. Exennt, 











Scena T ertia. 





Enter Falftaffe, Hof?, Bardolfe,Nym,P iftoll, Pace. 

Fal. Mine So of the si bitch 
Ha, What faies my Bully Rooke? {peake {chollerly, 

and wifely. | 

Fal. Truely mine Hof ; Imuft curne away fome of my 
followers. | 

Ho. Dilcard, (bully Herewles)cafheereslet them wag; 
trot,trot. 

Fal, | ficat ten pounds a weeke, 

Ho. Thou’rtan Emperor (Cefar, Keifer and Pheazar) 
I will entertaine Bardolje: he {hall draw he fhall tap;faid 
I well (bully Heétor? ) 

Fa. Doe fo (good mine Hof. 

Ho. Vhaue fpokeslet him follow:let me {ee thee froth, 
and liue: 1am at a word: follow. 

Fal. Bardolfe follow him: a Tapffer isa good trade; 
an old Cloake,makes a new Ierkins a wither’d Seruin g- 
man, a frefh Tapfter : goe, adew. 

Ba. It is alife that I haue defir'd : I will chriue, 

Pift. O bafe hungarian wight-wilt } the fpiger wield. 
Ni.He was gotten in drinksis not the humor céccited? 
Fal. Tam glad 1 am fo acquit of this Tinderbox + his 

Thefts were too open: his filching was like an vnskilfull 
Singer, he kept not time. 

Ni. The good humor isto fteale at a minutes ref. 

Pift, Conuay : the wife it call : Steale? foh: a fico for 
the phrafe. 

Fal, Well firs, J am almoft outat heeles. 

Pit, Why then let Kibes enfue. ; 
Fal. There is no remedy-I muft conicatch,I muft fhift, 
Pift. Yong Rauens muft haue foode. oe 
Fal, Which of you know Ford of this Towne? 

Pift, Tkenthe wight :heis of fubftance good, 

Fal. My honeft Lads, I will tell you what I am about. 

Pif. Twoyards, and more. 

Fal, No quips now Péffoll: (Indeede I am in the wafte 
two yards about : but I am now aboutrno wafte: I ama- 
bout thrift) briefely : 1 doe meaneto make loue to Fords 
wife :I {pie entertainment in her: fhee difcourfes?: fhee 

carues : fhe giues the leere of inuitation : I can conftrue 


Se TS 


the'adtion of her familier ftile,8& the hardeft voice ofher } 


behauior(to be englifh’drightly)is, Jams Sir John Falftaft. 
Pif?. He hath ftudied her willsand tranflated her.will : 
out of honeity,into Englith, Scape gis ai 
Ni. The Anchor is deepe: will that humor paffe?? 
Fal. Now,the report goes, fhe has all the rule of her 


| husbands Purfe: he hath alegend of Angels: 


Pift. As many diuels entertaine: and to het Boy fay 1, 
Ni. The humor rifessit is good: humor me the angels, 
Fal, 1 haue wrieme here a letter to her : & here ano~ 
ther to Pages wife, who euennew gaue mee good cyes 
too;examind my parts with moft iudicious illiads:fome- 
times the beame of her view, guildedmy foote: fome~ 
times my portly belly. ST 
D3. Pift. 





























































































































































































































































































































The Merry Wines of Wi a Ow... 


Pift. Then did che Sun on dung-hill fhine. 

» Nis Tchanke thee for that humour. 

Fal. O fhedid fo courfe o’re my exteriors with fuch 
a greedy intention,that the appetite of her eye, did feeme 

‘to fcorch me vp like a burning-glaffe: here's another 
letter to her : She beares the Purfe too: She isa Region 
in Guiana: all gold, and bountie: I willbe Cheaters to 
them both , and they fhall be Exchequersto mee: they 
fhajl be my + Eaftand Weft Indi ies,. and I will trade to 
them both: Goe,beare thou this Letter to Miftris Page; 
and thou this to Miftris Ford: we will thriue (L ads) v we 
will thriue. 

Pift. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 

| And by my fide weare Steele? then Lucifer take all. 

Ni. Iwill run no bafe humor: here takethe humor- 
Letter ; I will keepe the havior of reputation. 

Fal. Hold Sitha,beare you thefe Letters tightly, 
Saile like my Pinnaffe to thefe golden fhores. 
Rogues, hence auaunt,vanith like haile-(tones 5 goe, 
Trudge; plod away ith’ hoofe : feeke thelter packe: 
Falfaffe willleatne the honor of the age, 
French-thrift, vou Rogues, my felfe, and skirted Page. 

Pift; Let Vultures gripe thy guts: for gourd, “and 
Fullam holds:& high and low beguiles the rich & poore, 
Tefter ile haue in pouch when thou fhalt lacke, 

Bafe Phrygias Turke. 
| Ni, Lhaue opperations, 
Which be humors of revenge. 
Pift. Wilt thou revenge e? 
Ns. By Welkin,and her Star. 
Pift, With wit,or Steele? 
Niy With both the humors, I: 
J will difcuffe the humour of this Loue to Ferd. 
Pift, And Ito Page fhall eke vnfold 

How Falftaffe (varlet vile) 

His Doue will proue; his gold will hold, 

And his foft couch'defile. 

Ni. My humour fhall not coole: I will incenfe Ford 
to deale with poyfon : I will poffetfe him with yallow- 
neffe, for the reuoltiof mine is dangerous : that. is my 
true humour. 

pif. Thou artthe Mars of cm cities I fecond 
thee; troope one Exeunt, 


— Scena aera: 


Ester Mifris acickl Simple, ieden Rugby, Dottor, 
Cains, Fenton, 

“Ba. What, Jobs Rugby, I pray thee goeto theCafe- 
ment, and fee if you can feemy Matter, Matter. Doéter 
Gaius comming : if he doe (I’faith) and finde any body 
in the houfe ; here will be an old abufing of Gods pati- 
ence,and. the Kings Englifh, . 
+ (Re. Me goe watch, 

Lx. Gog,and we'll havea poffer: for't es atnighe, 
(in faith) z atthe latter end of aSea-cole-fire: An honeft, 
willing kinde fellow.,as cuer feruant fhallcomeiin. boule 
withall : and I-warrant,you, no'teLtale, nor no breedes 
bate this wort fault is, that he.is ginen'to prayer ; heeis 
fomething pecuiththat way: but no: body but. has. his 
fauiss buttet that» pafie. Peter roared ia - ems 


nameis? 


aX is 
“. 


Si. fe lietteedaeg MOMMIES AA | USi RilplGaliofahetter-nouesih casi wae for fault of a better. 
2s. And Mafter Slender’s tre Matter? 
Si. [forfooth, 
2s. Do'shenot wearea great reund Beard, like a 
Glouers pairing-knife ? 
Si, No forfooth: he hath but a little wee-face 5 With 
alittle yellow Beard : a Caine colourd Beard. 
Qu, A foftly-fprighted man,ishe not? 


Si. -I forfooth : but he is as tall a man of his hands,as | 


any is betweene this and his head ; he hath fought. with 
a Warrener, 

Qu, How fay you: oh,] fhould remember him: do’s 
he not hold vp his head(asit were?)and ftrut in his gate? 

Si. Yes indeede do’s he. 

2. Well,heauen fend Ane Page, no worfe fortune: 
Tell Mafter Parfon Ewans,1 will doe what I can for your 
Mafter: Anne isa good gitle, and I wifh— 

Re. Outalas: here comes my Mafter, 

Qu. We fhall all be fhent : Run in here sgood young 
man : goe into this Cloffec : he will not ftay long > what 
lobn Rugby? Iebn: what lebn I fay? goesobn, goe en. 
quire for my Mafter, Idoubthebe norwell, that hee 
comes nothome: (and downe downe,adowne acre. 

(4. Vatisyou ng ? Idoenotlike des-toyes: pray 
you gocand vetch me in my Cloffet,vnboyteene verd; 
a Box,a greenc-a-Box : do intend vat I {peake? a greene- 
a-Box. 

wu. 1 forfooth ile fetch it yous 
Tarn glad hee went not in himfelfe: ifhe had found the 
yong man he would haue bin horne-mad. 

Ca. Fe,fe fe,fe,msaifoy,il fase for chando, Ie man voi ale 
Court la grand affaires. 

Qu, Isitthis Sir? 

(a. Ony mette le as mon pocker ve: eech qtic 
Vere is res ae Rugby? ee 

Ou, What Iobn Busty debe 2 

Ra. Here Sir. 

Ca. You are Zohn Rugby, aad you are lacke Rugby : 
Come, take-a-your Rapier, and come after my heeleto 
the Court, 

Re. Tis teady Sir, here in the Porch. 

Ca. By my trot: tarry toolong zod’s-me + gue ay ie 
oublie: dereis {ome Simples in my Cloffet, dat I yillnot 
for the varld I'thall leaue behinde.. - 

Qu. Ay-ime,he’ll finde the yong man there, ¢ be mad, 

Ca. O Diable, Diable: vatisin my Cloffet? | 
Villanie,La-roone : Rugby,my Rapier, 

24. Good Mafterbe content, 

Ca. Wherefore fhall Lbe content+a > 

us The yong manis an honeft man. 

Ca. What fhall dehoneft man doin myCloffer:: dere 
isno honeft man dat fhall come in my Cloffer, 

Lt» Ubefeech yoube not forflegmaticke: heare:che 


truth ofit. He came of anerrand to mee, from Parfon 


Hugh. 

ca: Vell. 

Lu. Peace,I pay OL: iia 

Ca. Peace-a-your tongue: pares Oe Tale. 

Si. To defirethis honeft Gentlewoman(your Maid) 
to {fpeakea good Word to: Miftris: owe ri apes th Ma- 
{ter in'the way-of Mariage. 1G «IEW 7h 

Qe. This isall indeedesla; Batile nereput ony fnge 
in the fire,and ticede riot," © 1! to 120 


Cai Sir Hugh fend=a you? Raghy — mee fome 


paper: tarry you alittell-a-while, 


“Qu 


~ EIT Las 











ee Qai, Lam glad he is fo quies tif hehad bin through- 
ly moued,you fhould haue heard-him fo loud;and fo me- 
lancholly:: buc notwithftanding man, fledoeyoe your 
-Mafter what good f can: and:the very'yea,& the nois,§ 
French Dodtor my Matters: (I may-call him my Matter, 
looke you,for I keepe his houfe ; and I wafh,ting, brew, 
bake, fcowre,dreffe meat and drinke,make the beds,and 
doe all my felfe;) WoIDE eB 
] \ Simp. "Tis a great charge to come vider one bodies 
hand. ; 
Qai, Are you a-uis'd o'that? you fhall finde ita great 
charge :-and to be vp early, and down late: but notwith- 
ftanding,(to tel! you in youreare, [ wold’haue no words 
of it) my Mafter himfelfe is in loue withMiftris Anne 
| Page: bur notwith{tanding that I know -Axs mind,that’s 
neither heerenor there... 52 
(Cains. You, lack’Nape :° give-’a'this-Letter to: Sir 
Hugh, by gat itisa fhallenge : I will cut his troatin de 
Parke, and} will teacha fcuruy Jack-a-napePrieft to 
meddle, or make : —~ you may be gon : itisnot good 
youtarry here: by gar F willcut all histwo flones :. by 
gar, he thall not have a {tone to throwat his dogee. - 
Lui. Alas: he ipeakes but for his friend, 
Caius. Itis no matter’a ver dar: donot you tell-a-me 
dat] fhall haue Azne Page tor my felfe? by var, Fvill 
kill de Jack-Prieft : and Thaue appointed ‘mine Hoftof 
de Iarteerto meafure our weapon: by gar, I wil my felfe 
haue Aume Page, — ty Stes 
Qui. Sir, the maid loues you, and all fhall bee well; 
We muff giue folkes leaue to prate swhat the good-ier, 
Caius, Rugby, come to the Courtwith me: by gar, if 
Thaue not Aane Page, \fhall turne your head out of my 
dore: follow my heeles, Rugby. (a:g NS PNAS 
Qui, You fhall haute As-fooles head of yourowne: 
No, I khow Aas mind for that : neuer a woman in Wind- 
for knowes more of zi mindeé then I doe’, nor can doe 
more then I-doe with her, fthanke heatien, 
Fentow.- Who's with inthere, hoa ? . 
Qui, Who's there, [troa? Come neere theho 
pray you.) 223! 
Fen, How now(godd'woman)how doft thou 201 ¥! 
Lui. The better that itpleafes your good Worthip 
to aske? wWeyai! st 
Fen, Whatnewes? how do’spretty Miftris dune? _ 
Qvi, In truthSir, and fhee is pretty; ‘and honeft,° id 
gentle,‘and onethat‘is your friend, I can tell you that by 
the way, I’praifé heauen forit. - A Nir! roet 
‘ Fen. Shall 'doe any good thinkftthow ? fhall’I not 
loofemy fuit? “ ef 20 5y) 
_ Oni Troth: Sir 3’ all is in his hands aboue: burnot- 
Wwithftanding (‘Mafter' Fenton ) lle be fworne on a booke 
fheeloues you’: have fot your Worfhip a wart aboue 
be bt ine chs poileios\ eails 3d 
°° Rdg, Wes marry hawe T§ what of char? sf 
| Qui Wel; thereby hangs a tales good faith, it igfuch 
another Maw $i ( but (Tdereft ) anchowetimaid astuet 
broke bread: wee had an howres talke of that wart: 3! 
fralthetierlaugh but in that maids compatiy!+ but (in- 
deo ) thee is giuen too mich to -Allicholy'and tiufiiie’s 
ut for Ollcti Asa 
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Sumrall doetegunt ae) 
°S Pek ‘Wells 7 thaiMee her to day told, there's: mes 
ney forthee : Letmee hdwethy ‘voice ii my belialfes 24¢ 
thot feetHerbefore ne eenitheiid nie de sy 
228i Will 1? Tfaith that wee will : And I wilbeell 
yout W7 Oiitiip mareve the Wate,the tiewe time we Raue 
confidenee; and of otherwooers,./19i17 dio ¥i sdsaew 
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Fe,’ Well, fare-well, Jamin great hafte now, 
edn. Fare-well to your Worfhip ? truely an honeft 





Gentleman : but dase loues hiim not: for I ktiow e-%rs 
minde as wellas another de’s ; out ypon’e: what haue J 


forgot. Exit, 


— ae es 





ae 


Attus Secundus. Scena Prima, 








Enter Miftris Page, Miftris Ford, Maffer Page, Mafer 
Ford, Piftoll, Nim, Quickly, Hott, Shallow. 


Mift. Page, What, haue {cap’d Loue-letters in the 
holly. day-time of my beauty, andam I nowa {ubieét 
for them? letme fee? 


Aske me noreafon why I lone you,for though Lous ufe Rea- 
fon for bis precifian, bee admits him not for bis ( ounfailonr : 
you are not yong, no more ans I: gos totben,there’s firmpathie : 
youare merry, fo aml : ba, ha,thenthere’s more fimpathie : 
you loue facke, and fo dol: would yon defire better fimpatbie? 
Let it fuffice thee (Atiftris Page ) at the leaft if the Lowe of 
Souldier can fuffice, that J loue thee: I willuot Say pitty mec , 
‘tw not a Souldier-like phrafe; bur I fay, loue me ees 

By me, thine owne true Knight by day or wight: 

Or any kinde of light, with all bis might , 

For thee to fight. lobn Falftaffe. 


What a Herod of Jurizis this ?O wicked,wicked world: 
One that is well-nye worneto peeces withage |. 
To fhow himfelfea yong Gallant ?, Whatan vnwaied | 
Behauiour hath this Flémith drunkard picket ( with =: 
The Deuills name) out of my conuerfation,that he dares 
In thismanner aflay me? why, hee hath nat beene thrice 
In'my Company : what fhould I fay to him? Iwas. then 
Frugail ofmy mirth: (heaven forgiue mee: ) why Ile 
Exhibit a Billin the Parliament for the purring downe 
of men zhow fhall I be reveng’d on him ? for reueng’d J 
will be? as fureas his guts are made of puddings, 
 Mif Ford, 
houfes:c.. 
Mif Page. And truft me,I was comming to you: you 
looke very ill. siege yin) sae 
*Méif-Ford. Nay, llenere beleeee that; Lhaue to fhew 
to the contrary. Re: Pe 
Mif.Page. Faith butyoirdoe in my minde, — 
I41f. Fords Well:: docthen: yet I fay , I could thew 
you to the contrary: O Miftris Page, gine mee fome 
counfaile. LBGY FON s8 3 
> Mif'Page. What'sthe matter, woman? 
Mi: Ford. Owoman »if it were not for one triflin 
{pect I could come to fuch honour. 
2i.Page. Hang the trifle (woman) take the honour : 
what isit? difpence with trifles: whatis it? 
Mi.Ford. If] would but goeto hell ; for aneternall 
moment,orfo:Tcouldbeknighted. ». NewontSe 


Mifiris Page tcuft me,I was going to your 


§re~ 


CMi.Page. What thou lief? Sir Alice'Ford'?:thefe. 
Knights will hacke,and fochou fhouldftnot alter the ar- 


ticle ofthy Gentry: HOST I0) S¥o Rago srsr ween sae Tt 
Gi Ford. Wee burne day-lights:heere, read,réad’s 
perceiue how I might bee knightéd):Idhallthinke the 
worfe of fat men, aslonpias Thang an eye to make diffe- 
rence of mensliking : and yet hee:would not {weare - 

praife 


*“ 


or 
Bans 


J 





The Meny Wines of Windfor. 


Ford. Good mine Hoft e’th’Garter: a word with you. 

Hof. What fait thou, my Bully-Rooke ? 

Sbal. Willyou goe with vs to behold it ?. My merry 
Hoft hath had the meafuring of their weapons ; and (I 
thinke) hath appointed them contrary places : for ( be- 
leeuc mee ). [heare the Parfonis no Jefter : harke, I will 
tell you what our fport fhall be. 

Hoff, Haft thou no fuit againft my Knight?my gueft.. 
Caualeire? | 

Shal, None, I proteft : but Ile giue you aportle of 
burn’dfacke, to giue me recourfeto him, andtellhim 
my name is Broome : onely for aieft. : 

Hoft.. My hand, (Bully; ) thou fhalt haue egreffe and 
regreffe, (faid I well?) and thy name {hall be Broome. It 
is amerry Knight: will you goe An-heires ? 

Shal, Haue with you mine Hoft. 

Page. I haue heard the French-man hath good skill 
in his Rapier. 

Shal. Tuchr: I could hauetold youmore ; In thefe 
times you ftand on diftance: your Pafles,Stoccado’s,and 
I know not what :’cis the heart (Mafter Page)’tis heere, 
*tisheere: I haue feene the time, with my.long-fword , I 
would have made you fowre tall fellowes skippe like 
Rattes, 

Hoff. Heere boyes,heere,heere: fhall we wag ? 

Page, Haue with you : I had rather heare them {cold, 
then fight. 

Ford. Though Page bea fecure foole, and ftands fo 
| firmely on his wines frailty 5 yet, I cannot put-off my.o- 
pinion fo eafily: fhe was in his company at Pages houfe: 
and what they made there, I know not, Well, I wil looke 
further into’t, and I hauea difguife, to found Falfaffe; if 
I finde her honeft, I loofe not my labor: if the be other- 
wife, tis labour well beftowed, Exeunt, 





Scena Secunda. 





Enter Falftaffe, Piftoll, Robin, Quickly, Bardolffe, 
Ford, 


. Fal. 1 willnot lend thee a penny: 

Pit, Why then the world’s mine Oyfter, which], 
with {word will open, 

Fal, Notapenny.: Ihaue beene content (Sir,) you 
fhould lay my countenance topawne :: I have grated vp- 
ou my good friends for three Reprecues for you, and 

your Coach-fellow Néms;or elfe you had look’d through 
the grate, likea Geminy of Baboones : Iam damn’d in 
hell, fer fwearing to Gentlemen my friends, you. were 
good Souldiers, and tall-fellowes. And when Miftreffe 
Briget loft the handle of her Fan, I took’t vpon mine ho- 
nourthou hadftit not. .... ; 

Pit, Didtt not thou fhare.? hadft thou not fifteene 
pence? 

Fal. Reafon,you roague,reafon ; thinkft thou Ile en- 
danger my foule, grat ? ata word, hang ne more about 
mee, Lam no gibbet for you: goe, afhort knife, and a 
throng, toyour Mannor.of Pickt-batch: goe, you'll not 
bearea Letter for mee you roa gue ? you ftand vpon your 
honor : why, (thou vnconfinable bafeneffe) itis as much 
asI can doe to keepe the termes of my hononor precife : 
I, I, Imy felfe fometimes, leauing the feare ofheauen on 


495 

the left hand, and hiding mine honox inmy neceffity am 
faine to fhuffile : to hedge, and tolurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, willen-fconce your raggs; your Cat-a-Moun- 
taine-lookes, your red-lattice phrafes, and your bold. 


beating-oathes, vnder the fhelter of your honor 2 you. 


will not doe it? you? 
Piff. I doerelent : what would thou more of man? 
Robin. Sit,here’s a woman would {peake with you. 
Fal. Lether approach, 
Qui.Giue your worfhip good morrow. 
Fal. Good-morrow, good-wife. 
Qui, Not {o. and’ pleafe your worfhip. 
Fal, Good maid then, ; 
Qui. Ne be {worne, 
As my mother was the firft houre I was borne. 
Fal, I doe beleeue the {wearer ; what with me? 


two? ; 

Fal. Two thoufand (faire woman) and ile youchfafe 
thee the hearing. 

Qui, Thereis one Miftreffe Ford, (Sir) 1 pray come a 
little neerer this waies : I my felfe dwell with M.Dogtor 
Caius: 


Fal. Well, on; Miftreffe Ford, you fay. 


ener ey re acy 


Qui. Shall I vouch-fafe your worthip a word, or 


Qui, Your worthip faies very true ; I pray your wor- | 


fhip come a little neerer this waies, 

Fal. 1 warrant thee, no-bodie heares : 
people, mine owne people, 

Qus, Arethey fo? heauen-bleffe them, and make 
them his Seruants, 

Fal, Well; Miftreffe Ford, what of her ? 

Lai. Why,Sir; thee’s a good-creature; Lord,Lord, 
your Worfhip’s 2 wanton; well: heauen forgiue you, 
and all of vs, I pray ° 

Fal, Miftrefle Ford : come, Miftreffe Ford. 

Qui. Marry thisis the fhort, and the long of it : you 
haue brought her into fuch a Canaries , as *tis wonder- 
full : the beft Courtier of them all ( when the Court lay 
at Windfor) could neuer haue brought her to fuch a Ca- 


mine owne 





narie : yet there has beene Knights,and Lords,and Gen-_ 


tlemen, with their Coaches ; | warrant-you Coach after 


Coach, letter after letter, gift after gift,{melling fo {weet } 


ly ; all Muske, and fo rufhling, I warrant you, in filke 
and golde, and in fuch alligant termes, andiin fuch wine 
and fugerof thebeft, andthe faireft, that wouldhaue 
wonne aby womans heart: and J warrant you, they could 
neuer get an eye-winke of her: I had my felfetwentie 
Angels giuen me this morning, but I defie all Angels(in 
any fuch fort, as they fay) but in the way ofhonefty : and 
I warrant you, they could neuer get her fo much as fippe 
on a cup with the prowdeft of themall, and yet there has 
beene Earles : nay, ( whichis more) Pentioners, but I 
warrant you all is one with her, 

Fal, But what faies thee to mee? be briefe my good 
fhee-AMercurie. . 

Qui. Marry, fhe hath receiu’d your Letter : for the 
which fhe thankes you a thoufand times ; and the giues 
you to notifie, chat her husband will be abfence from his 
houfe,betweene ten and eleuen, 

Fal. Ten,andeleuen. - 

Qui. 1,forfooth : and then youmay come and fee the 
picture (fhe fayes)that you wot of : Mafter Ford her huf- 
band will be trom home: alas, the {weet woman leades 
an ill life with him : hee’s a very iealoufie-man; fhe leads 
avery frampold life withhim, (good hart.) 

Fal, Ten, andeleuen, 


oe 


Woman 
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praife womens modefty: and gaue fuch orderly and wel- 
behaued reproefe to al yncomelineffe, that I would haue 
{worne his difpofition would haue gone to the truth of 
his words: but they doe no more adhere and keep place 
together,then the hundred Pfalins to the tune of Green- 
flecues : Whattempeft (I troa) threw this Whale,(with 
fo many Tuns ofoyle in his belly) a‘fhoare at Windfor? 
How hall I bee reuenged on him? I thinke the beft way 
were, toentertaine him with hope, tillthe wicked fire 
of luft haue melted himin his owne greace: Did you e- 
uer heare the like ? 

Mif-Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs :to thy great comfort:in this my- 
ftery of ill opinions, heere’s the twyn-brother of thy Let- 
ter : but let thine inherit firft, for proteftmme neuer 
fhall :I warrant he hath a thoufand of thefe Letters, writ 
with blancke-{pace for different names (fure more): and 
thefe are ofthe fecond edition: hee will prinethem out 
of doubt: for he cares not what hee puts into the preffe, 
when he would put vstwo: I had rather be a Gianteffe, 
and lye vnder Mount Pelion: Well ; I will find you twen- 
tie laf{ciuious Turtles ere one chafte man, 

Mi{.Ford.. Why this is the very fame : the very hand: 
the very words : what doth he thinke of vs ? 

mi. Page. Nay lknow not: it makes me almoft rea- 
die to wrangle with mine owne honefty : Ile entertaine 
my felfe like onethat 1 am ‘not acquainted withali +. for 
fure ynleffe hee know fome fttainein mee, that I know 
not my {elfe, hee would neuer haue boorded me in this 
furie. 

Mi. Ford. Boording,call youit ? Ile bec fure to keepe 
him aboue decke. ; 

Mi.Page. So willI : ifhee come vnder my hatches, 
Ile neuer to Seaagaine : Let’s beereueng’d on him : let's 
| appoint himamecting : giue him a fhow ef comforcin 
his Suit,and lead him on witha fine baited delay, till hee 
| hath pawn’d his Horfesto mine Hoft of the Garter. 

Mi.Ford.Nay, I wil confentto actany villany againft 
him, that may not fully the charinefle of our honefty : ob 
that my husband faw this Letter : ic would giue eternal 

food to his icaloufie, prod Ti 
‘| Mif-Page.. Why look where he comes; and my good 

man too ; hee’s.as farre from iealoufie, as Tam trom gi- 
uing him caufe, and that (I hope) is an vnmeafurable di- 
ftance. yore 

Mif-Ford. You are the happier woman. 
 Mif.Page. Let’s confult together againft this greafie 
Knight : Come hither. ; 

Ford, Well: Lhope, it benot fo. 

-Pift. Hope isa curtall-dog in fome affaires: |. 

Sir John affedts thy wife. ; 

Ford, Why fir, my wife is not young. 5 

Pift. He wooes both high and low,both rich & poor, 
both yong and old, one with another (Ferd) he loues the 
Gally-mawfry (Ford) perpend.\ / 

Ford. Loué my wife 2) 3): 

Pi. With liver, burning hot :preuent 
Or goe thou like Sir Alfeon he, with 
Ring-wood at thy heeles : O,odious.is the name. 

5 Bord. What name Sir? ria VY 

- Piff, ThehorneHfay:Farewell:  - sitesi 
Take heed,haue open eye, for theeues doe foor by night. 
‘Take heed,ere fommer comes;or Cuckoo-birds do fing. 
Away fir Corp eral Wine: 5 


Beleeuc it (Page) he Speakes fence. rate 
Ford. 1 viill bepatient : I willfind outthis, 


Nim And this is true: I likenot the humor of lying: | 
hee hath wronged mee in fome humors; I fhould haue 


-borne the humour'd Letter to her : but: I haue a {word: 


and it fhall bite ypon my neceffitie: he loues your wife: 
There’s the fhort and the long: My nameis Corporal] 
Nim: U{peak, and I auouch ;’tis true: my-name is Nine: 
and Falfaffe loues your wife : adieu, I loue not the hu- 
mour of bread and cheefe:adieu, 

Page. The humour of it (quoth’a? ) heere’s a fello 
frights Eoglifh out ofhis oe . 

Ford, 1 will fecke out Falfaffe. : 

Page. Inewer heard fucha drawling-affeQing rogue, 

Ford. If Idoe finde it: well. 

Page. I willnotbeleeuefuch a Cataian, though the 
Prieft o’ th’Towne commended him for a true man, 

Ford, *Twasa good fenfible fellow : well. 

Page. How now Meg ? 

Mit. Page, Whether goc you(George?) harke you, 

Mif Ford, How now({weet Frank why art thou mes 
lancholy ? 

Ford. I melancholy ? Iam not melancholy : 

Get you home : goe, : 

241/:Ford, Faith,thou haft fome crochets in thy head 
Now: will you goe, Adiffris Page? 

Mif:Page. Haue with you : you'll come to dinner 
George ? Looke who comes yonder : fhee fhall bee our 
Meflenger to this paltrie Knight, 

CMif Ford, Trultme,I thought onher: fhee'll fic it. 

Mif. Page. You are come to {ee my daughter Anne? 

Quj. \forfooth : and ] pray how do’s good Miftreffe 
Anne? 

Mif. Page. Go in with vs and fee: we haue an houres 
talke with you, 

Page. Hownow Matter Ford ? 

For. You heard what thisknaue told me,did you not? 

Page. Yes,and you heard what the othertold me? 

Ford. Doe youthinke there is truth inchem? 

‘Pag. Hang’em flaues ; I doc not thinke’the Knight 
would offer it : But thefe that accufe him in hisintent 
towards our wiues, are a yoake of his difcarded men: ve- 
ry rogues, now they be out of feruice, 

Ford, Were they his men? 

Page. Marry were they. 

Ford. \like it neuer the beter for that, 

Do’s he lye at the Garter ? 

‘Page. Imarry do’s he: if hee fhould intend this voy- 
age toward my wife, I would turne her loofeto him; 
and what hee gets more of her, then fharpe words, let it 
lye on my head. byes 

Ford. 1 doenot mifdoubt my wife : but I. would bee 
loath to turne them together : a. man may betoo confi- 
dent : would haue nothing lye on my head : I cannot 
be thus fatisfied. aid 

Page. Looke where my ranting-Hoft ofthe Garter 
comes ; there is eyther liquor in his pate, or mony.in his 
purfe, when hee lookes fo merrily : How. now. mine 
Hoft? (ada 

Heft. Hownow Bully-Rooke:; thou’rt a Gentleman 
Caueleiro Iuftice, I fay. 6 peor pe joa C) 

Shal. follow, (mine Hof). I follow.; Good-euen, 
and ewenty (good Mafter Pages) Mafter Page, wil you go 
with vs? we haue-fport.in hand.) <4, 5.» y9)!3 208 

Hof. Tell him Caueleiro-JuRice.:. tell him Bully- 
Rooke. ° Hine cov serie rie CS UL WD 
Shall. Sir, there isa fray to befought, berweene Sit 
Haugh the Welch Prieft,and Casmethe French Doctor... |_| 

: Ford. Good |} — 


Tete ane 
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Woman, commend meto her, I will not faile her, 

Qui, Why, you fay well : Bar 1 haue another meffen- 
ger to your worfhip’: Miftrefle Page hathher heartie 
commendations to you to: and let mee tell you in your 
care, fhee’s as fartuous a ciuill modeft wife, andone (f 
tell you ) thar will not miffe you morning nor euening 
prayer, as arly isin indfor, wlio ere bec the other: and 

: thee bade me tell your worfhip, that her husband is fel- 
|, dome from home, but fhe hopes there will come a time. 
> I neuer knew a woman fodoate vponaman ; furelyI 
. thinke you haue charmes,la: yes in truth. 

| Fal, Notl;Laffure thee; fetting the attraQion of my 
| good parts afide, I haue no other charmes. 

| Oui, Blefling on your heart for’. 

Fal, But I pray thee tell me this : has Fords wife, and 
Pages wife acquainted each other, how they loue me? 

Oui, That were aieft indeed : they have not fo little 

grace I hope,thatwereatrickeindeed: But Miftris Page 
would defire you to fend her your little Page of al loues: 
her husband has a maruellous infectid to the little Page : 
and truely Mafter Page is an honeft man ; neuer a wife in 
Windfor \cades a better lifethen fhe do’s: doe what fhee 
will, fay what fhe will, take all,pay all, goe to bed when 
fhe litt, rife when fhe lift, all is as fhe will : and truly fhe 
deferues it; for if there be akinde woman in Windfor, the 
is one: you muft fend her your Page,no remedic. 

Fal. Why, Twill. _ 

Qu, Nay, but doe fo the, and looke you, hee may 
come and goe betweene you both: and im any cafe haue 
anay-word, that you may know oneanothers minde , 
and the Boy neuerneede to vnderftand any thing ; for 
tis not good that children fhould know any wickednes: 
olde folkes you know, haue difcretion, as they fay , and 
know the world. 

Fal, Farethee-well, commend mee to them both: 
there’s my purfe , Tam yet thy debter : Boy, goe along 
with this woman, this newes diftracts me. 

Pif. This Puncke is one of Cupids Carriers, 

Clap on more failes,purfue: vp with your fights: 

Giue fire : fheis my prize, or Ocean whelme them all. 

Fal, Saift thow fo (old Zacke) go thy waies: Ike make 

| more ofthy olde body then] haue done : willthey yet 
‘looke after thee ? wilc thou after the expence of fo much 
money, be now 4 gainer ? good Body, I thanke thee let 
them fay ’tis gtoflely done, fo it bee fairely done, no 
matter. . 

Bar. Sit Iohn,there’s onc Matter Broome below would 
faine fpeake with you,and be acquainted with you ; and 
hath fent your worfhip a mornngs draught of Sacke. 

Fal. Broome ishis name? 

Bar. 1 Sir. 

Fal. Call him in : {uch Broomes are welcome to mee, 
that ore’flowes fuch liquor: ah ha, Miftreffe Ford and Mi- 
ftreffe Page, have I encompafs’d you? goe to, via. 

Ford. *Bieffe you fir. : 

‘Fal. And you fir; would you {peake with me? 

Ford. I make bold, to preffe, with fo little preparae 

tion vpon you, — 

Fal. You's welcome, what’s your will ? giue vs leaue 
Drawer. 

Ford. Sit, lama Gentleman that haue {pent much, 

mynameis Broome. ; 

Ful. Good Mafter Broome I defire more acquaintance 

of you. 

Ferd. Good Sir Jebn, 1 fue for yours: not to charge 

you, for I muft let you vnderftand, I chinke my felfe in 


better plight for a Lender, then you are: the which hath 
fomething emboldned me to this vnfeafon'd intrufion: 
for they fay,’ if money goe before, all waies doe lye 
open. ' ae 

Fal, Money is a good Souldier (Sir) and will om 

Ford. Toth, andl hauea bag of money heere trou. 
bles me: ifyou will helpe to beare it (Sit John) take all , 
ot halfe, for eafing me of the carriage, 

Fal. Sir, [know not howI may deferue to bee your 
Porter. ; ; 

Ford, Twill tell you fir , if you will giuemeethe hea. 
ring. 

Fal. Speake (good Mafter Broome) I fhall be gladte 
be your Seruant. 

Ford, Sir,lheare you area Scholler : (I will be briefe 
with you) and you haue been a man long knowne to me, 
though I had neuer fo good means as defire, to make my 
felfe acquainted with you. I fhall difcouerathing to 
you, wherein I muft very much lay open mineowne ime 
perfection : but (good Sir /ehn) as you have one eye vp- 
on my follies, as you heare them vnfolded ,turne another 
into the Regifter of your owne, thatI may pafle witha} 
reproofe the eafier, fith you your felfe know how eafieit} | 
is to be fuch an offender, | 

Fal. Very well Sir; proceed. | 

Ford. There is aGentlewoman inthis Towne, her | | 
husbands name is Ferd, 

Fal. Well Sir, 

Ford. 1 haue long lou’d her, and I proteft toyou, be- 
ftowed mitch on her : followed her with a doating ob- 
feruance : Ingrofs’d opportunities to meete her: fee de: 
ucry flight occafion that could but nigardly give mee 
fight of her snot only bought many prefents to give her, | | 
but haue giuen largely to many, to know what fhec | 
would haue giuen: briefly , I have purfu’d her, as Loue | 
hath purfued mee, which hath beene on the wing ofall 
occafions: but whatfoeuer Ihave merited, either inmy 
minde, or in my meanes,meede ] am fure J haue 1 eceiued 
none, vnlefle Experience be a Jewell, that | haue purcha- 
fed atan infiniterate, and that hath taught mee to fay 
this, 

“© Lowe like afbadow flies,when fabjftance Lone pur fues, 

“© Purfuing that that flies, and flying what pur{ues. 


Fal, Haue you receiu’d no promife of fatisfaction at 
her hands?” ~ 

Ford. Neuer. 

Fal, Haue youimportun’d her to fuch a purpofe? 

Ford. Neuer, © NIN 

Fal, Of what qualitie was your loue then? 

Ford, Like a fair houfe,built ofi another mans ground, 
fo that I haue loft my edifice , by miftaking the place, } 
where eregtedit. si 

Fal. To what purpofe hatte you vnfolded thistome? | | 

For, WhenThatietold you that,I haue told'yow all: | 
Some fay,that though fhe appeare honeft to mee, yet in 
other places fhee enlargeth her mirth fo farre, chatrhere |, 
is fhrewd conftrudtion made of her, Now (Sir /obz)here 
isthe heart ofmy purpofe : you area gentlernan of ex- 
cellent breeding, admirable difcourfe, of great admit- 
tance, authentickein your placeand perfon , generally 
allow’d for your many watslike; court-like, and learned 
preparations, ~ R22 72394 BS 

Pal. O Sir}! 2usiec otdeaktnosay woils) »zdw: 1ned 

“Ford, Belecueit, for you know it : thereis moneys | 
fpendit, {pend it ; fpend more’; fpend all I have; onely | 








\ gineme fo, muchof your tithe inenchange ofir, as to lay 
an amiable fiegeco the honefty.of this Fords wife : vie 
; your Arzof wooing 5 win bento:confencto you : if any 


manmay,you mayasfoone.as any. 


Fal. Wouldit apply-well cothe vehemency of your 
| affection that L{hould win what you would enioy ? Me- 
‘thinkes youpreferibe to yourfelfe very prepofteroufly. 
| Ford, O, vnderftand my drift: fhe dwells fo fecurely 
on the excellency.ofher honor; that the folly of my foule 
dares not prefencit felfe : thee is too brightto be look’d 
againit... Nowjcould I comeé to her with any ‘detegtion 
inmy hand ; my defires hadinftance and-argument to 
‘commend themfelues,; could driue her then from the 
ward of her purity, her reputation, her matriage-vow, 
‘and athoufand other .her.defences, which now ere too- 
too firongly émbattaild againft me : what fay’ you toot, 
Sir Lobe? Sba0) sae] 
Fal. Mafter Broome, Iwill firft make bold with your 
money: next, giue mec your hand : and laft,ashama 
gentleman,you fhall, if you will, enioy Fords wife. 
_ Ford. O good Sir. ; 
* » Fal. Day you thall. 
Ford, Want no money (Sit John) you fhall want none. 
) Fal. Wantno MiftrefeFord(Mafter Broome)you fhall 
wantnone > I fhall be with ber:(Imay tell you) by ber 
owne appointment, euenas you'came intome, her affi- 
ftant,or goe-betweene,parted,fromme +I fay I thall be 
with her betweene ten and eleuen ; for at that time the 
iealious-rafeally-knaue her husband will be forth ; come 
you tome atnight, you fhall know how | fpeed.: >. 
, Ford. Tambleftin your acquaintance::do you know. 
Ford Sir? iy 
' » Fal. Hang hin (pooreCuckoldly knaue) 1 know 
him not : yet I wrong him to call him poore : They fay 
‘the iealous wittolly-knave hath mafles»of money, for 
the which hiswife feemes.co me well-fauourd : I will yfe 
her asthe key of the Cuckoldly-rogues Coffer, & thei’s 
my -harueft-bome. ni som oc 
_ Ford. 1, would you knew: 
-; uoid him, if yotifawihim::: ’ 
| « Fal, Haiighim, mechanicalle{ale-buster rogue; Iwil 







{ gell:ic fhallhang like a Meteor.orechie Cuckolds horns: 
Matter Brogeee, thou fhalc know, I will predominate o- 
mer the pezant, and thou fhale lye-with his wife. Come 
tome foone atnight):Ford’saknaue , and] will aggra- 
uate his {tile :thon<(Maiter’Braame ) {halcknow him'for 
Anaue,and-GuckoldnCométo mefoone at night. 


hearrisineady coerackewith impatience: who faiesthis 
is improuident iegloufie amy wife hath fent.tohim, the 
howre ispfixty-the matebissmade : wouldany. man have 
thoughotbis2 fee the hellofbauing afalic woman my 
bed fhall be abus’d, my Coffers ranfack’d, my reputatir, 
on gnawnedat;and I {hallsjotienely receiveshis villanous 
wrong butftand vndertheadoptien 6fabhominable 


names: Amsaimon foundgwell; Lucifer,well: Barbafons 
wells yeetheyiare Ditielsadditions,thenames of fieads: 
But Cuckold» Wirtell; Guckold'2! ithe: Diuell himfelfe 
hath not {uch aname. Pageisan Affe, a fecure Affe ;-hee 
will truft his wife, hee will not beiéalous ¢] willrather 
trufta Fleming with my butter ,|Parfon Hagh the Welfb-| 
man with my Cheefe, an Jri/b-man with my Aqua-vita-" 
bottle; ora Theefe'to walke my ambling gelding; then 
my wife with her felfe, Then fhe plots, thenfheexumi- 


Ford; Gr, that you mightas: 


{tare him out of his wits : Iwill awe-him with my cud=/) 


_ Ford, Wihava damn Bpicurian-Rafeall is this 2, mys 


termes; and by hint that doés mee this wrong : Termes, 
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F ; : See ee en 
eee eee eee eee ee eee a ee ee ee a ee ee 
ee ee 


| they will effect, Heauent bee'prais’d for my iealoufie: 


‘tranerfe, to fee thee heeré; ro fee thee there, to fee thee 


'Greece(my Boy) 


come, s3 


foules,aiid youa curer of bodies: ifyou fhould fight,you,. 


gota 


47 


nates, then thee deuifes’: and: what they thinke in their 
hearts they may effect ; they will breake their hearts but’ 











eleucn o’clocke the ‘howre ;‘Pwillpreuent this; detec 
my wife, bee reueng’d on Fal/faffe, and laugh at Page. I 
will about ic, better three hotires too foone, thena my- 
nute too late’: fie, fie, fie: Cuckold, Cuckold; Cuckold: 
Exti, 





Scena Tertia. 





_ Enter Caius, Rugby, Page, Shallow, Slender; Hoff. 
Caius, Lacke ‘Rugby. tr se 
Rug, Sir, 

Caius, Vatisthe clocke, Jack, 

Rug. Tis pattthe howre(Sir)that Sir Hugh 
to meet, ! SDI, bi 

Cai. By gar, he has faue hizfoule,dat he is tio-come: 
hee has pray his Pible well, dat he isno-come’s by gar 

(lack Rugby) he is dead already; if he be come. 

Rag. Hee is wife Sirs hee knew your worfhip would | 
kill bim ifhe came. n 39 } 

Cai. By gar, deherringis no dead, foasI'vill kill 
him: take your Rapier, (Zacke) 1 vill cell yowhow 1 yillv| 


promis’d 


kill him, 2 orbs 
Rag. Alas fir, I cannot fence.. f 
Cai, Villanie,take your Rapier. 
Rug. Forbeare:heer’s company. 99 y 
Hoff, “Bleffe thee,bully-Dogtor. 
Shal, "Sauce you M:. Door Cains; 17 > 
Page. Now.good M'.Doétor, Hi 
Slen, >Giue you good-morrow, fir. gh: sya : 
Caius, Vatbeall you one,two,tree,fowre,come for? 
Hoft. To tce thee fight,to fee thee foigne,to fee thee 


paffe thy pun¢to, thy ftock,thy reuerfe,thy diftance, thy 
montant:is he déad,my Ethiopian ? Is he dead,my Fran- 
cifco? haBully? what faies my E/emlapina? my Galien?my 
heart of Elder? ha ? is he dead bully-Scale2 is he-dead? 

(ai. By gar,heis de Coward-lack-Prieftofde vorld: 
he is not fhow his face. 


Hoeft, Thou arta Caftalion-king-Vrinall : “Hector of” 


Cai, 1 pray youbeare witneffe, that mehaue flay, 
fixe or feuen, two tree howres for him, and hee is no- 
ae a a I : 


Le RY ARO tO 


Shale Hleis the wifer man (M.Doéto)rhe isa anes. 0f 


goe againft the haire of your profeffions: is it,nor true 3. 
MafterRage? W=3i33i Bartel, 
Page. Matter Shallow ; you haue your felfe beene.a,. 
great fighter,thoughnowaman of peace. 9. 5 p59 
\ Shal. Body-kins Ms, Page, though now be old,and 
of the peace ; if I feea iword aut, my finger itches to. 
make one: though wee are Iuftices, and Doctors , and 
Church-men(M, Page) wee haue fome fale ofour youth 
invs, wearethe fons. of women(M. Pages). 6 fn. 
| . Pages iTis true, My Shallow,, ee as ee 
Shade Tewilbe found{o,(M.Page:) M.Doctor Cains, | 
Tam'come to fetch you home: I am {worn of the peaces. 
youhaue fhow’d yourfelfe.a wife Phyfician; and Sir, 
Hugh hath fhowne himfelfe.a wife and patient Churche., 
man: youmuft goe withme,M,Doctor. Ss cand 
Aloft. Par. 1. 


Sea nent et 
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Se 


water, 

Cai, Mock-vater? vatis.dat? 

Hoft, Mock-water, in our Englifh tongue, is Valour 
(Bully.) | : 

Cai. By gar, then Lhaueas much Mock-vateras de 
Englifhman: {curuy-lack-dog>Prieft ; by gar, mee vill 
cut his eares. . 

Hof. He will Clapper-claw thee tightly( Bully.) 

Cai. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat? 

Hoff, That is, he will make thee amends. 

Cai. By-gar, me doe looke hecfhall clapper-de-claw 
me, fer by-gar, me vill haue it, 

' Hoff. And] will prouoke him to’t, or let him wag. 

Cai. Metanck you for dat. 

Hoff. And moreouer , (Bully ) but firft, Mr. Ghueft, 
and M. Page, & ecke Caualeiro Slezder, goe you through 
the Towne to Frogmore.- 

Page. Sit Hagbis-there, is he ? 

Hoft. He is there, fee what humor he is in: and J will 
bring the Doctor about by the Fields: will itdoe well? 

Shal. We will doeit. 

ll, Adicuy good M, Doctor. 

Cai. By-gar, mevill kill de Prieft, for he fpeake for a 
Yack-an-Ape to Anse Page. 

Hoft, Levhim dies fheath thy impatience: throw cold 
water on-thy Choller : goe about the fields with mee 
through Fragitore, Twill bristg thee where Miftris dane 
Page is, ata} arm-houfe 2 Feafting: and thou fhalt wooe 
he r:Cride-game, faid I well? 

Cai. By-gar, mite dancke you vor dar: by gar loue 
you :and I'thal] procure’a youde good Guelt : de Earle, 
de Knight,.de Lords; de Gentlemen, my patients. 

Hoff. For the which, Iwill be thy aducrfary toward 
Anne Page Said 1 well? 

Cai, By-gat,’tis good : veil frid. 

Hoff. Let vs wag chen. 

Cai. Come at my hecles Jack Rugby. 


Excunt. 


Atlus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


‘Enter Exans,Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoft, Cairs, 
Rugby, , 


Enans, I pray younow,good Matter Slenders feruing- 
man, and fried Simple by yout name ; which»way hauc 
you look'd for Matter Caine , that calls himfelfe Do&or 
of Phificke.) © « OY 

Sim. Marry Sir, the pittie~ward , the Parke-ward ; 
culery way : olde #ixdfor way, and cucry way burthe 
Towne-way. 9-04) 2G 

-Enan. Ymok fehemently defire you, you will alfo 
looke that way. 

“Sim. Twill fire is ouls-s' 

“Euan, Picie my foulé: how fullof Chollors fam;and 


trempling of miade :1 fhall be glad if he have deceiued © 


me: how melancholies I am? J.will knoghis Vrinalls a- 


+ bourhis knaues coftard,when Phaue good oportunities 


forche orke :*Pleffe my foule: To/ballow Ruiers to whofe 


falls: melodsows Birds fings Madrigalls: There will we wake 


our Peds of Refes: andathoxfand fragrant pofies. To fhal- 
low: ’Mercie on mee, Thaues great difpofitions to ery, 


Hoeft, Pardon , Gueft-Iuftice ; aMounfeur Mocke~ | Adeledions birds fing Madrigalls : m= then Mel fatinPgs, 


bilen : and atbonfand vagrams Pofies. Tofhatow, Ge. | 

Sim. Yonder heis comming, this way, Sir Haigh, 

Enan, Hee’s welcome: Tofhallow Riners; to whofe falr: | 
Heauen profperthe right’: what weapons ishe? 

Sims. No weapons, Sir: there comes my Mafter, Mr, 
Shallow, and anocher Gentleman ; from Frogmsore , oucr| 
the ftile, this way. | AT 
~ €xan. Pray you giue meemy gowne; orelfe keepe ir | 
in yourarmes, » F 

Shal. How now Mafter Parfon ? good morrow good| 
Sir Hugh : keepe aGamefter from the dice, andacood| 

| Studient from his booke, anditis wonderfull, 

Sles, Ah {weet Anne Page. 

Page. ‘Saute you, good Sir Hugh, 

Ewan. 'Plefle you from his mercy-fake,all of you, 

Shal. What? the Sword,andthe Word ? 

Doc you ftudy them both,Mr.Parfon? ' 

Page. And youthfull fill, in your doublet and hofe, 
this raw-rumaticke day ? 

Evan, There isteafons,and caufes for it, | 
_ Page. Weare come to you, to doe a good office,MF, } 
Parfon, : . 

Enan,. Fery-wells what is ie? 

Page. Yonderis a moftreucrend Gentleman ¢ who 
(be-like) having receiued wtong by fome perfor, is at 
moft odds with his owne grauity and patience,that cuer 
you aw. 

Shal, Uhauc lined foure-{core yeeres, and vpward :] 
neuer heard aman of his place,grauity, andlearning, fo 


‘ wide of his owne refpec. 


Euan, What ishe ? 
Page. {chinke youknow him:Mr. Door Cains the 
renowned French Phyfician. | 
Euan, Gor’s-will, and his pathon of my heart «Thad 
aslicf you would tell me of a mefie ofporredee. 
Page. Why? B29 
Euan, He hasno more knowledge in Midecrates and 
Galen, and hee isa knaue befides:a cowardly knaue, as 
you would defires to be acquaiuted withall: 
Page, J warrant you,hee's the man fhould fight with 
im. 
Sle, Oiweet Aune Pages® ‘ 
Shal. \eappeares fo by his weapons: keepechema-| 
funder: here comes’ Doétor Case. Be | 
Page. Nay good Mr. Parfon;keepe in your weapon | 
Shal. Sodoe you, good Mt: Door, 2% 
Hof, Difarme them, and let them queftion slet them’ 
keepe their limbs whole,and hack our Englifhy 1 
Cai. I pray you let-a-mee'{peake a word with your | 
eare; vherefore vill you not mect-a mez bita 
Evan, Pray you vie your patience in'good time. © . 
Cai. By-gar, you are de Coward: de Jack dog: Toh | 
agite ts nay hod 
Beit Pray you let vsnot belaughing-{tocksto other 
mens humors : I defire youin fiiendfhip, and F will one 


- qway-or other make you amends1 will knog your Vrinal 


about your knaues Cogs-combe,>: 3 

Cai, Diable : Tack Rugby : mine Hoft de Tarteershauel | 
not ftay for him, to kill him? haue Inot ac deplace Pdid 
appoint? 6 omN3o: c.ohA asetaynS 2 [sat 30% 

Evan. AsYama'Chriftians-foule, now lookeyou: 
this is the place appointed, Ile bee iudgement by mine 
Hoft of the Garter, : it 

Hoft. Peace, I fay, Gallia and Gaule,French & welch, 
SovleeCurer,and Body-Curers : 

Cai. I, 


site zi mow 
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Cai. 1, davis very good, excellant, .» 
Hoft.' Peace, Tay : heare mine Hoft of the Garter, 
| Am Ipolitieke? Am I -fubtle ?Am 1a Machiuell ? 
Shall Lloofemy Doétor? No,«hee giuesme the Potions 
and the Motions. Shall I loofemy Parfon 2 my Prieft? 
} my Sir Hugh ? No; he giues methe Prouerbes, and the 
No-verbes.; Giueme thy hand (Celeftiall) fo: Boyes of 
Art, [have deceiu’d you both: ‘I hauedirected you to 
wrong places :-your hearts are mighty, your skinnes are 
whole, andlet burn’d Sacke be the iflue: Come,lay their 
{words to pawne: Follow me, Lad of peace, follow,fol- 
low; follow.o° 5. ee 
uv Shal, Truftme, 
low, ; ae 
Slew, Ofweet Anue Pages. aoe ae 
Cai. Ha'do Iperceiue dat? Haue you make+a-de-fot 
of vs, ha,ha? | 
(: Exa. This is well, he hasmade yshis vlowting-(tog: 
I defire yourthat we may be friends: and let-vs knog our 
praines togetherto be reuenge on this fame fcall-{cur- 
uy-cogging-companion the Hoft of the Garter, 
Cai. By gar, with all my heart ; he promife to bring 
me where is Anwe Page: by gar he deceiue me too. 
Enan, Weil, will tmite his noddles: pray you follow, 


a nadl Hoft:: follow Gentlemen, fol- 





Scena Secunda. 





, Mift. Pagey Robin ,Ford,Page,Shallow,Slender, Hoff, 
(od; Euans, (aius. . 

Mit. Page. Nay keepe your way (little Gallant) you 
| were wont to bea follower, burnow you area Leader: 
| whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your ma. 
1 fters heelés?- . 

Rob.1had rather (forfooth) go before you like a. man, 
{ then follow him like a dwarfe. -(Courtier. 
| > A4.Pa0 you area flattering boy, now I fee you’i be a 

Ford. Well met miftris Page, whether go you. 

] o! 84.Pa.Truly Sir; to fee your wife,is fhe at home? 

| Ford.1, and asidle as {he may hang together for want 
| ofcompany : Ithinke if your husbands weredead, you 
4 two would marry. 

} W.P.a. Be fure of that, ewo other husbands, 

| Ford, ‘Where had you this pretty weather-cocke? 

| .24.Pa. Icannortell what(thedickens) his name. is my 
} husband had him of, what do 
| 9 Rob.Six Tob» Falftaffe. 

4 Ford. Six JobmFalftaffe... err 

M.Pa.He,hesbcan never hit oh’snames:thereis fuchb 
| league betweene my goodman, and he: is your Wife at 
4 vo Pord.Indeed fheiss: .-: » (home indeed? 
| A4.Pa:By yourleaue fit,I-am ficke till I feeher: 
4° Bord.Has Pageany braines? Hath he aty eies ? Hath he 
4 any thinking? Sure they fleepe; he hathno vfeof them: 

why this boy wilhcarrie alettertwentie mile.aseafie, as 

| #Canon will fhootpoint-blanketwelue fcore :hee pee- 
| ‘ces. out his wiuesinclination zbe giues her folly. motion 
| andaduantage :4hd now fhe's going to my: wifes& Fal- 
fraffesboy withhers A man may heare this iowre fing 
inthe winde ; and Falstaffes boy with her: good plots, 

| they are laide; sachour reuiglted wivesfhare daranation 
together: Well, I willtakehim, thentorturemy, wife, 

| plucke the borrowed Vaile ofmadeftic from, the! fo-fee- 
| ming Mift. Page, divulge Pagehimfelfe fora Secure and 


ou cal your Knights name 
: , (firrah 2 
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wilfull Alteon, and to thefe violent proceedin gs all’ my 
neighbors fhall cry aime. ‘The clocke piues me my Qu, 
and my affurance bids me fearch, there I fhall finde Fal. 
Staffe: {hall be rather praifd for this, chen mock’d, for 
itis as poflitiue, astheearthis firme, that Fal/taffe is 
there : I will go, : 

Shal. Pagescrcy Well met M« Ford, 

Ferd, Truftme,a good knottes Thaue good cheere at 
home,and I pray you all go with me. 

Shal. Imuft excufe my felfe M: Ford, 

Slen, Andfomuft] Sir, L pectyh 
Wehaue appointed to dine with Miftris dune, 

And J would not breake with her for more mony * 
Then Ile fpeake of, ina: 

Shal. We haue linger’d about a match betweene An 
Page, and my cozen Slender, and this day wee hall haue 
our anfwer, 

Slen. I hope] haue your good will Father Page. 

Pag. You have Mr Slender, ftand wholly for you, 
But my wife (Mt Doctor) is for you altogether, . 

(42. I be-gar, and de Maid is louc-a-me: my ‘nurfh- 
a-Quickly cell me fo mufh, 

Hoff, What fay youtoyong MF Fenton? He ‘capers, 
he dances, he has cies of youth; he writes verfes, hee 
fpeakes holliday, he fmels April and May, he wilcarry’t, 
he will carry’t,’tis in his buttons, he will carry’t,: 

Page. Not by my confent I promifeyou. The Gentle- 


\ 


man is ofno hauing, hee kept companie withthe wilde | 


Prince,and Pointz : he is of too high a Region, he knows 
too much :no, hee thallnot knit 3 knot in his fortunes, 


with the finger of my fubftance: ifhe take her, Jet him’ | 


take her fimply : the wealth I haue waits on my confent, 
and my content goes not thac way. . 
Ford. Ibefeech you heartily, 
with me to dinner ; befides your cheere you fhall. haue 
{port, I will thew youa monfter: Mr Doctor, you fhal 
g®,fo thall you Mr Page,and you Sir Hugh, 
Shal. Well,fare you well : 
We hall haue the freer woing at Mt Pages. 
Cas. Go hiome fobs Rugby, come anon, , sees 
Hof? Farewell my hearts,! will to my. honeftKni ghe 
Falftaffe, and drinke Canarie with him. nas 
Ford, [thinkeI fhall drinkein Pipe-wine firft- with 
him, Hemake himdance. Will you go, Gentlés >» 
All, Haue with you, to fee this Monfters :>) Cxeunt 





SNE, Gdn 
Enter M.Ford, Md.Page,Seruants, Robin Falftaffe, 
senti id Ford,Page,Caius,Euanie 0 O60, * 
= Mit. Ford. What Jobn,what Robert. 
MifFord. Lwarrant. What Robin I fay. 
M€if.Page. Come, come; come; ASe3Y 
Mift.Ford. Heere,fet it downe. ¥ bith 
M.Pag.Giue your men the charge, we muft be briefe, 
(M..Ford.Marrie\as Ttold you betore(Jabn & Robert) 


ftaggering take this basket on your fhoulders: ¥.done, 
trudge withit inall hafty aid carry it among the Whit- 
fters in ‘Dotchet Mead,and there.empty it in the muddie 
ditch, clofe by thé Thames fide, ost] 
Ad Page, Youwill do it? (direétion. 
™.Ferd. Lha told themouerand ouer, they lacke 4 

E ¢ 


fome of yougoe tie | 


™,Page. Quickly, quickly: Is the Buck-baskete=e 


be ready here hard-by in the Brew-houfe, & when I fo- . 
dainly.call you,¢ome forth, and (withouzanyipaufe, of - 


en 















































































































































































































































































































































The Merry Wines of Windfor. 


Begone, and come when you are call’d.. +: . 
™M.Page. Here comes little Robin. (with you? 
2Mift.Ford. How now my Eyas-Muskec, what newes 
Rob, My M.Sir ohn is come in at yourbacke doore 

(Mift.Ford,and requefts your company. 

MM. Page.¥ ou litle lack-a-lent,haue you bin true to vs 

Rob. I, lle be fworne: my Mafter knowes not of your 
being heere ; and hath threasned toput me into euerla- 
fting liberty, if] tell you of it: for he fweares he'll turne 
me away. 

Mift.Pag. Thou’st a good boy: this fecrecy of thine 
fhall bea Vailor to thee,and fhal make thee anew dou- 
blerand hofe. Ile go hide me. aS 

Mi.Ford. Do fo : go tell thy Mafter, Jam alone: Mi- 
ftris Page, remember you your 2x, 

Mift. Pag.\ warrant thee,if | donot adit, hiffe me. 

Mift.Ford, Go-too then : well vfe this vnwholfome 
humidity,this grofle-watry Pumpion; we'll teach him 
to know Turtles from Jayes. 

Fal. Haue I caught thee, my heavenly Tewell? Why 
now let me die,forI haue liu’d long enough : This is the 
period of my ambition : O this bleffed houre. 

Mift. Ford, O {weet Sir John, 

Fal. Miftris Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate (Mift. 


Ford) now fhall I fin in my wifh; I would thy Husband | 


were dead, Ile fpeakeit before the beft Lord, 1 would 
make thee my Lady. ; 
Mift.Ford. 1 your Lady Sir Jobs? Alas, I fhouldbeea 


| pittifull Lady. 


Fal. Letthe Court of France fhew me fuch another: 
I fee how thine eye would emulate the Diamond : Thou 


haftthe right arched-beauty of the brow, that becomes 


the Ship-tyre, the Tyre-valiant, or any Tire of Venetian 

admittance. i 
CMift.Ford. A plaine Kerchiefe, Sir Joby: 

My browes become nothing elfe,nor tbat well neither. 
Fal, Thou arta tyrant to fay fo: thou wouldft make 


an abfolute Courticr, and the firme fixture of thy foore, 


would giue an excellent motion to thy gate, ina femi-' 


circled Farthingale, Ifee what thou wert if Fortune thy 
foe, werenot Nature thy friend: Come, thou canft not 


-| hide it. 


Mift.Fora.Belecuc me,ther’s no fuch thing in me. 

Fal, What made meloue thee? Let that perfwade 
thee, Ther’s fomething extraordinary in thee : Come, I 
cannot cog, and fay thou artthis and that, like a-manie 
of thefe lifping-hauthorne buds, that come like women 
in mens apparrell, and fmelllike, Bucklers-berry in fim~ 
ple time: I cannot, but I loue thee, none butthee; and 
thoudeferu’ftit, 

M.Ford.Do not betray me fir, fear you lone M. Page. 

Fal. Thou mightft as well fay, Iloue to walke by the 
Counter-gate, which is as hatefull to me, as the reeke of 
a Lime-kill, 

Mif-Ford, Well, heauen knowes how I loue you, 
And you fhall one day finde it. 

Fal. Keepein that minde, Ile deferue ir. 

mift.Ferd; Nay, 1 muft tell you, fo you doe; 


} Orelfe I could not bein that minde. 


Rob.Miftris: Ford,Mifiris Ford: heere’s Miftris Page at 
the doore,{weatin g, and biowing, and looking wildely, 


} and would needs fpeake with you prefently. 


| 


Fal. She fhall not fee me, I will enfconce mee behinde 
the Arras. 

MFord.Pray you do fo, fhe’s avery tatling woman, 
Whats the matter? How new? 


Mift Page.O miftris Ford what haue you done? 
You'r fham’d, y'are ouerthrowne, y’are vndone for ewer, 

M. Ford, What's the matter,good miftris Page ? 

AL. Page, O weladay,mift.Ford,hauing an honeft mar 
to your husband,to giuc him fuchcaufe of {ufpition, 

M.Ford, What caufe of fufpition ? 

mM. Page. What caufe of {ufpition ? Out vpon you i 
How am I miftooke in you ? 

M.Ford, Why (alas)what’s the matter ? 

™.Page. Your husband’s comming hether (Woman) 
with all che Officers in Windfor, to fearch for a Gentlee 
man, that he fayes. is heere now inthe houfe; by your 


confent to take an ill aduantage of his abfence+you are 
yndone, . 


M.Ford.'Tis not fo, I hope. 

1.Page. Pray heauenit be net fo, that you haue fuch 
aman heere: but ‘tis moft certaine your husband's com- 
ming, with halfe Windfor at his heeles, to ferch for fiich 
a one, I come before to tell you: If you know your felfe 


| cleere, why I am glad of it : but if you hauea friend here, 


conuey, conucy him out, Benot amazd, call all your 
fenfes to you, defend your reputation, or bid farwell to 
your good life for euer. 

M. Ford, What thall do? There isa Gentleman my 
deere friend: and I feare not mine owne fhame fo much, 
as his perill. I had rather then a thoufand pound he were 
out of the houfe, 

4M,Page. For fhame, neuer ftand (you had rather,and 
you had rather:) your husband’s heere at hand, bethinke 
you of fome conucyance: in the houfe you cannot hide 
him. Oh, how haue you deceiu’d me? Looke, heere isa 
basket, if he be of any reafonable ftature, he may creepe 
in heere, and throw fowle linnen vpon him,as if it were. 
going to bucking: Oritis whiting time, fend him by 
your two men to Datchet- Meade, 

2.Ford. He’s too big to go inthere: what fhallI do? 

Fal. Let mefee’t, let me feet, O let me fee’t: 
He in, Hein : Follow your friends counfell, Ie in. 

™.Page. What Sir Jobs Faiftaffe ? Are thefe your Let. 
ters, Knight? 

Fal. Yloue thee, helpe mee away : 
heere: ileneuer 

™.Page, Helpeto couer yourmafter (Boy: ) Call 
your men (Mift,Ford.) You diffembling Knight. 

M.Ford, What Iehn, Robert, John; Go,take vp thefe| _ 
cloathes heere, quickly: Wher’s the Cowle-ftaffe? Look | 
how you drumble ? Carry them to the Landrefig in Dat- | | 
chet mead: quickly,come. ny 

Ford. ’Pray you comeneresif fufpect without canfe, | 
Why then make fport at me, then let me be yourieft, | | 
I deferue it: How now? Whether beare you this? 

Ser. Tothe Landreffe forfooth ? 

M. Ford. Why, what haue you to doe whether they. 
beare it? You were beft meddle with buck-wathing. | 

Ford, -Buckz1 would I could wath my felfe of f Buck: 
Bucke, bucke, bucke; I bucke :I warrant you Bucke, ° | 
And of the feafon too; it fhall appeare. 

Gentlemen, I haue dream’d tonight, Iletell you my | 
dreame : heere, heere, heere bee my Keyes, afcend my | 
Chambers, fearch, feeke, finde out : Ile warrant wee'le | | 
ynkennell the Fox. Let me ftop this way fir: fo,now 
yncape. 

Page. Good matter Ford, be contented ; 
You wrong yourfelfecoomuch, = - 

Ford. True (mafter Page) vp Gentlemen, 
You thallfee {port anon: 


let me creepe in 


Follow | 


a aeennenenemnenetnemmnenereaiaeemanediatataeemnmeeeee i P oe 





\ Follow me Gentlemen, 
Euans. This is fery fantafticall humors and iealoufies, 
Cains. By gar, ‘tisno-the fafhion of France : 

It is not iealous in Frarice. 

Page. Nay follow him (Gentlemen) fee the yflue of 
his fearch, ee 

Mift. Pagels there not a double excellency in this ? 

Mift. Ford. 1 know not which pleafes me better, 
That my husband is decciued,or Sit Joby. 

Mift.Page. What a taking washeein, when your 
husband askt who wasinthe basket? © 

Mift. Ford, Lam halfe affraid he will haue neede of 
wathing : fo throwing him into the water, will doe him 
a benefit, 

Mift.Page. Hang him difhoneftrafcall : I would all 
of the fame ftraine, were in the fame diftreffe. 

Mift.Ford. \thinke my husband hath fome fpeciall 
fufpition of Falfaffs being heete : for | newer faw him fo 
groffe in his icaloufic tillnow. 

Mift.Page. I willlay a ployto try that, and wee will 
| yet haue more trickes with FalPafe :his diflolute difeafe 
will fcarfe obey. this medicine, 

Mf Ford Shall we fend that foolifbion Carion,Mift, 
Onickly tohim, and excufe his chrowing into the water, 
and giue him another hope, co betray him to another 
punifhment ? 

Mist.Page, We will do it: let him be fent forto more 
row eight a clocke to haue amends, 

Ford. cannot finde him: may be the knaue bragg’d 
of that he could not compaffe, 

Mif, Page. Heard youthat ? 

Mif-Ford, You vfe me well,M. Ferd?Do you ? 

Ford. 3,1 do fo, 

CM, Ford, Heauen make you better then your thoghts 

Ford. Amend ; 

Mi.Page.You do your felfe mighty wrong(M.Ford) 

Ford. 1,1: I muft beare it. 

Ex. Ifthere-be any pody inthe houfe,& in the cham- 
bers,and in the coffers, and inthe prefles : heauen for- 
giue my fins at the day of iudgement. 

Cains. Be gar, nor Too: there is no-bodies. 3 

Page. Fy,fy,M.Ford,are you not afhem d ¢ What {pi- 
rit,what diuell fuggefts this imagination ? 1 wold not ha 
your diftemperin this kind, for § welth of wind/or caftle. 

Ford.’ Tis my fault (M.Page)| fuffer for it. a 

Euans. You fuffer fora pad confcience: your wife is 
as honeftaio’mans, asI willdefires among fiue thou. 
-fand,and fiue hundred too. 

Cai. By gar, I fee ’tis an honeft woman. 

Ford, Well,] promifd you a dinner:come,come, walk 
in the Parke,I pray you pardon me: I wil hereatter make 
knowne to you why I haue done this. Come wife,come 
Mi.Page,] pray you pardon me.Pray hartly pardon me. 

Page. Let’s goin Gentlemen, but (truft me)we'l mock 
him: [ doe inuite youto morrow morning tomy houfe 
to breakfaft:after we'll a Birding together, Lhauea fine 
Hawke for the bufh, Shall it be fo: 

Ford, Any thing. 

Ea. lfthere is onc, I {hall make two in the Companie 

Calf therebe one, or two,] fhall make-a-theturd. 

Ford, Pray you go, Me Page. 

Eual pray you now remembrance to morrow on the 
lowfie knaue, mine Hoft, 

Cai. Datis good by gar, wichall my heart. 

Eva, Alowhe knaue, to hauc his gibes, and his moc- 
keries. Exeunt. 
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Scena Quarta. 





Enter Fenton, Anne, Page, Shallow, Slender, 
Quickly, Page, Atif. Page. 
Fen: I fee I cannot get thy Fathers loue, 
Therefore no more turne meto him ({weet Nan.) 
e4nne. Alas, howthen ? 

Fer. Why thou mutt be thy felfe, 

He doth obie&, I am too great of birth, 

And that my ftate being gall’d with my expence, 
Ifecke to heale it onely by his wealth. 

Befides thefe, other barreshe layes before mes 
My Riots paft, my wilde Societies, 

And tcls me’tis athing impoffible 

I fhould loue thee, butas a property. 

An, May be hetels you true. 

No, heauen fo {peed me in my time to come, 
Albeit I will confeffe, thy Fathers wealth 
Was the firft motiue that 1 woo'd thee (ufmne:) 
Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more yalew 
Then Raospes in Gold, or fummes in fealed bagges : 

And ‘tis the very riches of thy felfe, 

Thatnow I ayme at, 
248. Gentle M, Fenton, 

Yet feeke my Fathers loue, ftill feeke it fir, 

If opportunity and humbleft fuite 

Cannot attaine it, why then harke you hither. 
Shal. Breake their talke Miftris Quickly, 

My Kinfman thall {peake for himfelfe. 

Siea MWe make a fhaft or a bolt on’t,flid, tis buti ventu- 

Shal, Benordifmaids (ting. 

Sten. No, fhe fhall not difmay me: 

I care not for that, but chat Tamm affeard. 
Qui-Hark ye,M.Slender would {peak a word with you 
Ax, Yeometo him. This is my Fathers choice: 

O what a werld of vildeill-fauour'd faules 

Lookes handfome in three hundred pounds a yeere? 
Rui. And how do’s good Mafter Fenton ? 

Pray you a word with you, 

Shal. Shee’s comming ; to her Coz: 

O boy, thou hadft a father, 

Sien.\ had a father( Adds) my vncle can tel you good 
iets of him: pray you Vnele,tel Mift. sdwne the iett how 
my Father {tole two Geefe out of a Pen,pood Vackle, 

Shal, Mifttis Anneymy Cozen loues you. 

Slen. Uthat I do, as well as I louc any woman in Glo- 
cefterfhire. 

Shal, He will maintaine you like a Gentlewoman. 

Slew, ¥ chat I will, come cut and long-taile, vnder the 
degree ofa Squire. . 

Shal, He will make you.a hundred and fiftie pounds 
ioynture, 

Anns, Good Maifter Shalow let him woo for him- 
felfe. 

Shal. Marrie Ithanke you for it: I thanke you for 
that good comfort : fhe cals you (Coz) Ie leauc you. 

Anne. Now Mafter Slender, 

Slen, Now good Miftris dune, 

Anne, Whatis your will? 

Slen. My will ? Odd’s-hart-lings, that’s a prettie 
ieft indeede: Ine’re made my Will yet (Ithanke Hea- 
uen:) Tamnotfuch a fickely creature, I giue Heaven 
praife.' 

E 3 An. 







































































































































































































































































band, 


. a , 


. Anne. Imeane (M.Slender) what wold you with me? 
Slen, Truely, for mineowne part; I would little or 
nothing with you : your father and my ynele hath made 
motions :ifit be my lucke,fo; ifnot, happy man bee his 
dole, they can tell you how things go, better then Ican: 
you may aske your father, heere he comes. 
Page. NowM'S lender; Love him daughter Aune, 
Why how now? What does Mr Fenter here ¢ 
You wrong me Sir,thus ftill to haunt my houfe, 
[old you Sir, my daughter is difpofd of. 
Fen. Nay Mr Page, be not impatient. 


Méift.Page. Good M. Fenton:come not tomy child. ’ 


Page. She is no match for you, 
Fen. Sir, willyou heare me? 
Page. No, good M. Fenton, 
Come M. Shallow: Come fonne Slender, ins 
Knowing my minde,you wrong me(M. Fenton.) 
Qui. Speake to Mittris Page. 
Fen, Good Mift, Page,for that I loue your daughter 
In fuch a righteous fafhion as I do, 
Perforce,againft all checkes,rebukes,and manners, ' 
I muft aduance the colours of my loue, 
Avdnotretire. Let me haue your good will. ° 
_4a,Good mother, do not marry me to yond foole. 
Mift.Page. Imeane it not, 1 fecke youa better huf- 


Qui, Thats my mafter,M.Dodctor, 

en. Alas I had rather be fet quick ith earth, 
And bowl’d to death with Turnips, 

Mit. Page. Come, trouble not your felfe good M. 
Fenton, 1 will not be your friend, nor enemy 
My daughter will I queftion how the loues you, 
Andas I finde her, fo am Iaffected : 
Till then, farewell Sir, fhe muft needs goin, 


‘Her father will be angry: 


Fen, Farewell gentle Miftris : farewell AVan. 

Qui, Thisismy doing now: Nay, faideT, will you 
caft away your childeona Foole,and a Phyfitian : 
Looke on M. Fenton, thisis my doing, 

Fen, [thankethee: and I pray thee once tonight, 
Giue my fweet Wan this Ring» there's for thy paines, 

Qui. Now heauen fend thee good fortune, a kinde 
heart he hath: a woman would run through fire & wa- 
ver for fucha kinde heart. But yet, would my Maifter 
had Mitris Anne; or L would M.Sleader had her: or (in 
footh) I would M. Fenton had her ;: I willdo whatI can 
for them all three, for fof haue-promifd, and He bee as 
good as my werd, but {pecioufly forM. Fenton, Well, 1 
muft of another errand to Sir Jobe Falstaffe from my two 
Miftreffes: what a beaft am I to flackeit, > Exennt 


; 


ne ag ~— 


Scena... Quinta, 


Enter Falftaffe,Bardolfe, O sickly Ferd. 

Fal, Bardolfel fay. 

Bar, Heere Sir. 

Fal. Go, fetch me a quartef Sacke,puratoft in’t. 
Haue I liv’d to be carriedin.a Basketdikea barrow. of 
butchers Offall ? and to bethrowne inthe Thames?Wel, 
if Ibe feru’d facls another'tricke, Iléhaue my braines 
"rane out and butter’d, ‘and give them'toa dogge fora 
Néw-yeares gift, Therogues {lighted meinto the river 
with as little remorfe, as they would haue drown’dea 


rene ere pian ren ete 


blinde bitches Puppies, fifteenei'th litter: and you ma 
know by my fize, that I havea kinde ofalacrity in fink. 
ing : if the bottome, were as deepe as hell, I fhold down 
I had beene drown’d, but that che fhore-was fheluy aint 
fhallow:a death that I abhorre: for the water fwellesa 
man; and what a thing fhouldI hauebeene, when I 
had beene fwel’d?_ I fhould haue beenea Mountaine of 
Mummie. 

Bar. Here's M. Quickly Sit to {peake with you, 

Fal.Come, let me poure in fome Sack to the Thames 
water for my bellies as cold as if had {wallow'd {nowe 
bals; for pilles to coole the reines. Call her in; 

Bar, Comeinwoman, 

Qui. By yourleaue: I cry you mercy ? 

Giue your worfhip good morrow, 

Fal. Takeaway thefe Challices : 
Go, brew mea pottle of Sacke finely, 

Bard. With Egges, Sir? 

Fal, Simple of it felfe :Ile no Pullet-Sperfme in my 
brewage. How now? 

Qui, Marty Sir,] come to your worfhip from M, Ford, 

Fal, Adift. Ford? | haue had Ford enough:] was thrown 
into the Ford ; Ihaue my belly full of Ford. | 

Qui, Alastheday, (good-heart) that wasnot her | | 
faule: fhe do’s fo take on with her men; they miftooke | | 
their erection. (promife, 

Fal. So didI mine,to build vpon a foolifh Womans 

Lui. Well, fhe laments Sir for it, that it would yer 
yourhearttofeeit : her husband goes this morning a 
birding; fhe defires you once more to cometo her, bes 
tweene eight and nine: I muft carry her word quickely, 
the'll make you amends I warrant you. 

Fal, Well, I will vific her, tell her fo: and bidde her 
thinke what a manis: Let her confider his frailety, and 
then iudge of my merit. 

Qui, Iwill tell her. 

' Fal. Do fo. Betweene nine and ten faift thou 

dai. Eight and nine Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone: I will not miffe her. 

Qui, Peace be with you Sir, 

Fal. I meruaile ] heare not of M* Broowse ; he fent me 


word to tay within : I like his money well, 


Oh, heere be comes. 
Ford. Bleffe you Sir. 
Fal. Now M. Breome, you cometo know 
What hath paft betweene me, and Fords wife, 
Ford, That indeed (Sir Job»)is my bufineffe. 
Fal, 44. Broome Twill notlyeto you, 


_ Twas at her houfe the houre fhe appointed me. 


Ford, And {ped you Sir? 

Fal. very ill-fauouredly M. Broome. if 

Ford, How fo fir,did-thechange her determination? | | 

Fal.No(M.Broome)butthe peaking Curnuto her hut | | 
band(M.Breeme)dwelling ina centinual larum of ielou- | | 
fie,coms me in the inftant ofour encounter,after we had | | 
embraft,kift, protefted ,8¢(as it were {poke the prologue 
of our Comedy : and at hisheeles,a rabble of his comp2+ | 
nions, thither prouoked and inftigated by his diftemper, | 
and(forfooth)to ferch his hotife for his wiues Loue. | 

Ford. Whatg While you were there?: 

Fal, While I was there... 

For, And didhe fearch for you,& could not find you? 

Fal. You thall heare. As good'lucke would haueit, 
comes in one Mif?. Page, giues intelligence of Fords ap- 
proch sand inher inuention, and Fords wiues diftraCtion, 
they conuey’d me into a bucke-basket, ; 
For. 








Ford. A Buck-basket ? 

Fal, Yes:aBuck-basket: ram’d mee in with foule 
Shirts and Smockes, Socks, foule Stockings, greafie 
Napkins, that (Mafter Broome) there was the rankeft 
compound of villanous fmell, that euer offended no- 

ftrill. » 
| Ford. Andhow long lay you there? 

Fal. Nay, you fhall heare (Mafter Broome) what I 
haus fufferd, to bring this woman to euill, for your 
good: Being thus cram’d inthe Basket, a éouple of 
| Fords knaues, his Hindes, were cald forth by their Mi- 
firis, to carry mee in the name of foule,Cloathes to 
Datchet-lane : they tooke me on their fhoulders: met 
the iealous kuaue their Mafter in theodoore;. who 
ask’d them! once or twice what they had in their Baf- 
ket? I quakd.for feare leaft the Lunatique Knaue 
would have fearch’dit : but Fate (ordaining he fhould 
‘be a Cuckold): held his: hand : wellj on went hee, for 
‘a fearch, and away went for foule Cloathes : But 
marke thefequell (Matter Broome) I faffered‘the pangs 
of threefenerali deaths: Firft, an intollerable ‘fright, 
to be detected with a iealious rotten Bell-weathers 
Next to be compats’d like agood Bilbo inthe circtim- 
-ferenceofaPecke, hiltto point, heele-to head. And 
) then'to be ftopt in like a ftrong diftillation with ftink- 
ing Cloathes, thaz. fretted in their owne greafe: 
thinke of that, a man of my Kidney; thinke of that; 
that am as fubieét to heate as butger; a man of conti- 
nuall difolution, andthaw:; it was a miracle to {cage 
| fuffocation.- And in the height of this Bath (when I 
/ was more then halfe ftew’d in greafe: (like a Dutch- 
difh) to .be throwne: into” ‘the Thames.) and 
coold, glowing-hot, in that fergelike a Horfes 
fhoo; thiakeof that; hiffing hot : thinkeof that(Mafter 
| Broome.) od agb 

Ford. In good fadnefle Sir,1am forry,that for my fake 

; you haue fufferd all this. 
| My fuite then is defperate: You'll vndertake her no 
F more? -: 
Fal, Mafter Broome: I wilbbethrowne into Etna, 
+} as IT haue-beene into Thames,ere I will leaue her thus; 
her Husband is this morning gone a Birding: I, 
haue receiued from her another: ambaffie of. mee-: 
| ting *ewixt eight and»chine is the houre .( Mafter 
Broome.) saetant 

Ford. ’Tis patteight already Sir. +! 

Fal. Isic¢?, Iwill then addrefle mee:to my appoint- 
ment: Comeco mee at your conuenient leifure,!and 
you fhall know bows Idpeede: ‘and ‘the: conclafion 
fhall be crowned with your enioying her: adiews you 
fhall haue her (Mater Broome) Mafter Broome, you fhall 
cuckold Ford. j 

Ford. Humeha? Is thisavifion? Isthis adreame? 
doe I fleepe? Matter Fordsawake, awake Matter Ford: 
ther’s ahole made in:your beft coate (Matter Ford:)this 





‘tistobe married; this’tisto haue Lynnen, aad Buck- | 


baskets: Well, E will proclaime my felfe.what } am: 
I will now take the Leachers hee isat my houfe,s, hee 
cannot {cape me}tis impoffible hee fhould: hee can- 


not creepe into.a halfe-penny puffe; nor intoa Pepper- | 
Boxe: But leaftthe Diuell that guides, him, fhould | 


aide him , =k. will {earch impoffible places: though 
~whatIam,Tcannot auoides yet to be what I would 
not; fhalbnotmake me tame: If] haue hornes, to make 
oriemad; letthe prouerbe goe with’ me,, liebe horne- 
mad, lo rrr Exeunt, 
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Adus Quartus, ScenaPrima. 











Miff.Pag. she at M.Fords already think’ thou ? 

ur Sureheis by this; or willbe prefently; but 
truely he is very couragious mad, about his throwing 
into the water, Miitris Ford defires you to come fo- 
dainely. 

Mifi.Pag. Uebewithher by and bys Ile but bring 
my yong-man here to Schoole; looke where his Mafter 
comes ; ‘tis a playing day Ifee: hownow Sir Hugh, no 
Schoole to day? ” 

Eua. Ne:Mafter Slender is let the Boyes leaue to play. 

Oui. *Bleffing of his heart. : 

Miff.Pag. Sit Hugh, my husband faies my fonne pro- 
fits nothing in the world at his Booke: ipray youaske 
him fome queftions in his Accidence. 

Ex. Come hither William; hold vp your head;come, 

Adift Pag. Come-on Sitha; holdvp your heads an. 
{were your Mafter, be notafraid. 

Ena. William, how many Numbers is in Nownes? 


Enter Miftris Page, Quickly ,Wiliam,€uans, 
| 
| 


| . Will. “Two. 


ui, Truely, I thought there had bin one Number 
more,becaufe they fay od’s-Nownes. 
Eua. Peace,your taclings. What is (Faire) Wiliams ? 
Will, Pulcher. 
Qu. Powlcats? there are fairer things then Powlcats, 
fure. 
Eva. Youare a very fimplicity o’man: I pray you 
peace, Whatis (Laps) William? 
Will, A Stone. wes! 
Eua. And whatis a Stone (Villian?) 
Will. APeeble. 
Eua. No; itis Lapes : I pray you remewber in your 
praine. } 
Will. Lapis, 
Eua. Thatisagood William: whatis he(William)that 
do’s lend Articles, 
Wil. Articles arc borrowed of the Pronoune; and be 
_ thus declined. Sizgulariter nominatine hie bac,hoc. 
Ena. Nominatino hig bag bog : pray you marke : geni- 
tito baius: Well, what is your Accu[atine-cafe ? 
Wilk. : Accufarino kine. 


cufatino bing hang :hog: 
Qu. Hang-hog, is latten for Bacon,] warrant you. 
Eua, Leaue your prables (oman) What is the Foca- 
tiue cafe (Wallians? ) Moa * 
Will. O, Vocatino, O. 
Ena. Remember Willsame,Focatine, is caret. 
Qu. Andthat’sa good reote, 
Eua, O man,forbeare, 
Miyft.Pag. Peace. 
Ewa: Whatis yout Geaitine cafe plurall (Wiliam?) 
Will, Genitiue cafe? 
Eua. J. 
Will. Genitinue horumbarum.borum. 
Qz, ‘Vengeance of Ginyes cafe; fie on her; neuer 
| name her(childe) if fhe bea whore. 
Eua, For fhameo man. 





Ga. You doeillro teach the childe fuch words ; hee 

teacheshim.to hic, andto hac; which they'll doe faft 

enough of themfelues, and to call Lorum; fie vpon you. 
m3 &4a, Oman 





ES 


Ena, I pray you haue your remembrance (childe) dc- } 
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Evans. O’man, art thou Lunaties ? Haft thouno vn- 
| derftandings for thy Cafes, & the numbers of the Gen- 
ders? Thou art as foolifh Chriftian creatures, as 1 would 
defires, 

¢Mi.Pase. Pre thee hold thy peace. 

Ex, Shew menow (William)fome declenfions of your 
Pronouncs. 

Wik. Forfooth, Thaue forgot. 

Eu. Icis Qui, que, quod ; if youforgetyour Quies, 


your Ques,and your Qaeds,you mutt be preeches: Goe 
your waies and play, go. 








~ -4.Pag.He isa better {choller then I thought he was. 
Ea, Heis a good {prag-memory:Farewel A4is,Page. 
Maif-Page. Adieu good Sir Hugh : 


Get youHome boy, Come weftay toolong. — Exennt. 





Scena Secunda. 








Enter Falftoffe, Mif?. Ford, Adit. Page, Serwauts,Ford, 
Page,Caius,Enans, Shallow. 


Fal. 4i. Ford, Your forrow hath eaten vp my fuffe- 
rarice; I fee you are obfequious in your loue, and I pro- 
feffe requitall to a haires bredth, not onely Milt. Ford, 
in the (imple office of loue, but inall the accuftrement, 
complement, and ceremony of it: Butare you fure of 
your husband now? i 

Duf-Ford, Hee’s a birding({weet Sir John.) 
vo Lele What hoa,goffip Ford: what hoa, 

Mil Ford, Step into th chamber, Sir John. 

Mif, Page. How now ({weete heart) whofe at home 
befides your felfe ? 

Mf Ford. Why none but mine owne people, 

Mif Page. Indeed? 

Mif.Ford. No certainly : Speake louder. 

Mit. Pag. Truly, tam fo glad you haue no body here, 

Mit. Ford, Why? eee 

Mif Page. Why woman, your husband is in his olde 
lines againe : hefo takes on yonder with my husband,fo 
railes againft all married mankinde ; fe curfes.all Enes 
daughters,of what complexion foeuer sand fo buffettes 
himfelfe on the for-head : crying peere-out, peere-out, 
that any madnefle I euer yet beheld, feem’d but tame- 
neffe, ciuility, and patience to this his diftemper he is in 
now : 1am glad the fat Knight is not heere. 

Mift.Ford. Why, do’s he talke of him? 

Mijt.Page. Of none but him,and f{weares he was ca- 
ried out the aft time hee fearch’d for him, in a Basker: 
Protefts to my husband he is now hecre, & hath drawne 
him and the reft of their company from their fport, to 
make another experiment ofhis fufpition: Butl am glad 
the Knight isnot heere ; now he fhall fee his owne foos 
letie. 

Mift.Ford. How neere is he Miftris Page? 

Mift.Pag. Hard by,at Arect end ; he wil be here anon. 

Miff.Ford, 1 amvndone,the Knight is heere. 

Mift.Page. Why then you are vtterly fham’d,& hee’s 
but adeadman, Whata woman are you ? Away with 
him, away with him : Better fhame,then murther, 

Mift.Ford. Which way fhould he go? How fhouldI 
befiow him ? Shall J pur him into the basket againe? 

Fal. No, Ilecome no more i’th Basket : 
May Inot go outerehe come? 


Lhe Merry Wiues of Windsor. 
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Mift.Page. Alas : three of Mt, Fords brothers watch | 
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the doore with Piftols, that none hall iffue our : other. 
wife you might flip away ere heecame: Bur what make 
you heere 2 
Fal. What fhall I do? Ile creepe vp into the chimne 
Mift.Ford. There they alwaies v{eto difcharge chal 
Birding-peeces : creepe into the Kill-hole. af 
Fal, Whereis it? 
ist. Ford, He will feeke thereon my word: Neyther 
Prefle, Cofter, Cheft, Trunke, Well, Vault,but he hath 
an abftract for the remembrance of fuch places,and goes 
tothem by his Note ; Thereis no hiding you in the 
houfe, 
Fal, lle go out then. 
Mift.Ford. Ifyou goe out in your owne femblance 
you die Sir John, vnlefle you go out difpuis'd, 
Mift, Ford. How might we difguifehim ¢ 
Mist.Page. Alas the day I know not,there is no wos 
mans gowne bigge enough for him: otherwife he might 
put on ahat,a muffler, anda kerchiefe, and fo efcape, 
Fal. Good hearts, deuife fomething : any extremitie 
rather then a mifchiefe, 4 
Mift. Ford. My Maids Aunt the fat woman of Braine 
ford,has a gowne aboue. 
mit, Page, On my word it will ferue him: fhee’s a3 
big as he is :and there’s her thrum’d hat,and her muffler 
too :run vp Sir Jobe, 


Mift.Ford, Go,go; {weet Sir John: Adiftriis Page and } 


Twill looke fome linnen for your head. 

Mift.Page. Quicke, quicke, wee’le come dreffe you 
ftraight ; put onthe gowne the while, 

Mift ford, Twould my husband would meete him 
in this fhapes|he cannot abide the old woman of Braine 
ford ; he {weares the’s a witch, forbad her my houfe,and 
hath threatned to beate her. 

Mift,Page. Heauen guide himto thy husbands cud. 
gell: and the diuell guide his cudgell afterwards, 

Mift Ford. Butis my busband comming ? 

Mift.Page. Lin good fadneffe is he, and talkes of the 
basket too, howfoeuer he hath had intelligence. 

Mift. Ford. Wee'l try that: for Ile appoint my mente 


carry the basket againe, to meete him at the doore with | | 


it,as they did laft time, 


Mift.Page. Nay, but hee’l beheere prefently:let’s go 


dreffe him like the witch of Braixford, 
Mift, Ford, le firft dire& direct my men, what they 


fhall doe with the basket: Ge vp, Ile bring linnen for ; 


him ftraight. 
« Msft.Page. Hang him difhoneft Varlet, 
We cannot mifufe enough: 
We'llleaue a proofe by that which we will doo, 
Wiues may be merry, and yet honeft too : 
Wedo notaéte that often, ieft, and laugh, 
*Tis old,but true, Still Swine eats all the draugh. 

Mift.Ford, Go Sirs, takethe basket againe on your 
fhoulders: your Mafter is hardat doore: ifhec bid you 
fet it downe,obey him ; quickly, difpatch. 

1 Ser, Come, come,take it vp. . 

2 Ser. Pray heauen it be not full of Knight againe. 

1 Ser. Thopenot; [had liefe as beare fo much lead. 

Ford. I, but ifit proue true (M*. Page) have youany 
way then tovafoole me againe. Setdowne the basket 
villaine : fome body call my wife: Youth in a baskets 
Oh you Panderly Rafcals, there’s a knot : a gin,a packe; 
a confpiracie againft me: Now fhall the diuel be fham’d, 
What wife I fay :Come, come forth: behold what _ 
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neit cloathes you fend forth to bleaching, 

Page. Why, this pafies M. Ford: you arenot to goe 
loofe any longer, you muft be pinnion’d, 

Enans, Why, thisis Lunaticks : this is madde, asa 
mad dogge. 

Shall, Indeed 31. Ford, thi is not well indeed. 

Ford. So fay I togSir, come hither Miftris Ford, Mi- 
ftris Ford, the honeft woman, the modeft wife,the vertu- 
ous creature, that hath the icalious foole ro her husband; 
I fufpe& without caufe (Miftris)do 1? 

Mif?. Ford, Heauen be my witneffe youdce, if you 
fufpect me in any difhonefty. 

Fora. Wellfaid Brazon-face, hold it out:Come forth 
firrah. 

Page. This paffes. 

Mift.Ford, Ave younotafham’d,Jet the cloths alone. 

Ford, I fhall finde you anon, 

Eua. "Tis vnreafonable; will you take vp your wiues 
cloathes? Come, away. 

Ford, Empty the basket I fay, 

M. Ford, Why man, why ? 

Ford. Matter Page, asl ama man, there was one con- 
uay’d out of my houfe yefterday in this basket : why 
may not he be there againe, inmy houfe | aim-fure he is: 
my Intelligence is true, my iealoufie is reafonable, pluck 
me outall thelinnen. 


24if?, Ford. If you find a man there, he fhall dyea Fleas 


| death. 


Page. Heex’s no man, 

Shal. By my fidelity this isnot well M'.Ford: This 
wrongs you. . 

Euans, Mt Ford, youmuft pray, and not follow the 


} imaginations of your owne heart : this is iealoufies. 


Ford. Well hee’s not heere I feeke for. 

Page. No, nor no where elfe but in your braine. 

Ford. Helpe to fearch my houfe this one time:ifI find 
not what Ifeeke, fhew no colour for my extremity : Let 
me for ever be your Table-fport : Let them fay of me,tas 
icalous as Ford;that fearch’da hollow Wall-nut for his 


wiues Lemman. Satisfie me once more,once more ferch 


with me. 

M. Ford, What hoa (Miftris Page,) come you and 
the old woman downe: my husband will come into the 
Chamber. 

Ford, Old woman? what old womans that? 

M.Ford. Why itis my maids Aunt of Brainford, 

Ford. A witch,3 Queane, an olde couzening queane: 
Haue I not forbid her my houfe. She comes of errands 
do’s fhe: We are fimple men, wee doe not know what’s 
brought to paffe vnder the profeffion of Fortune-telling. 
She workes by Charmes, by Spels, by th’Figure,& fuch 
dawbry as thisis, beyond our Element: wee knowno- 
thing. Come downe you Witch, you Hagge you,come 
downe T fay, : 

Mift.Ford. Nay, good {weet husband, good Gentle- 
men, let him ftrike the old woman: 
- ihe Come mother Prat, Come giue me your 

and. 

Ford. Ve Prat-her: Outof my doore, you Witch, 
yowRagge, you Baggage, you Poulcat, you Runnion, 
out, out: Ile coniure you, Ile fortune-tell you. 

Mift.Page. Are you not afham’d? 
Ithinke you haue kill’d the poore woman, 

eH ift Ford. Nay hewill do it, ’tis a goodly credite 
for you. 

Ford. Hang her witch. 
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entree nen 
es ean 
ieee nonce 


piace ae 
Eua, By yea,and nos I thinke the o’man is a witch ine 
deede : I like not whena o’man has a great peard; I fpie 

a great peard wnder his muffler. « e 

Ford. Willyou follow Gentlemen,I befeech you fol. 

low : fee but the iffue of my iealoufie; If I cry out thus 
vponno traile, neuer truftime when I open againe, 

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further: 

Come Gentlemen, 

Mift.Page, Truft me he ee ee moft pittifully, 

diyt.Ford. Nay by th’Maffe that he did not: he beate 
him moft vopittifully, methoughr, 

Auift.Page. Mehaue the cudgell hallow’d, and hung 
ore the Altar, it hath done meritorious feruice, 

Mift.Ford. What thinke you? May we withthe war- 
rant of woman -hood, and the witneffe of a good confcie 
ence, purfue him with any further reuenge ? 

M. Page. The fpirit of wantonneffe is fure {car’d out 
ofhim, ifthe diuellhaue himnot in fee-fimple, with 
fine and recouery, he will neuer (I thinke) in the way of 
wafte, attempt vs againe. > 

An/t.Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how wee haue 
feru’d him? 

Mift.Page. Yes, by all meanes: ifitbe but to {crape 
the figures out of your husbands braines: ifthey can find 
in their hearts, the poore ynuertuous fat Knight fhall be 
any further afflicted, wee two will till bee the mini- 
ters. : 

Mift.Ford. We warrant, they’l haue him publiquely 
fham’d, and methinkes there would be no peried tothe 
ieft, fhould he not bepublikely fham’d, 

Mift. Page, Come, tothe Forge with it, then fhape it: 
IT would not haue things coole, Exenut 











Scena Lertia. 





é Enter Hoff and Bardolfe, 

Bar. Sir, the Germane defires to have three of your 
horfes: the Duke himfelfe will be to morrow at Court, 
and they are going tomeethim, — 

Haft, What Duke fhouldthat be comes fo feeretly ? 
Theare not of him in the Court : let mee fpeake with the 
Gentlemen, they dpeake Englifh? et 

Bar. 1 Sir? lle call him to you. 

Hoft, They fhall haue my horfes, but Ile make them 
pay: Ile fauce them, they haue had my houfes a week at 
commaund : T haue turn’d away my other guefts, they 
mutt come off, Ile fawce them, come. Exennt 


| 





Scena Quarta. 





Enter Page, Ford, Miftris Page, Miftris 
Ford, and Evans. 

Eua, ‘Tisoneof the beft difcretions of a0 manias e- 
uer I didlooke ypon. 

Page. And didhe fend you both thefe Letters at an 
inftant ? ate 

Mift.Page. VVithinwa quarter of an houre, 

Ford. Pardon me (wife) henceforth do-what ¥ wilt: 
1 rarher will fufped the Sénne with gold!" | © 
Then thee with wantonnes ;: Now doth thy honor ftand 


(In 


x 
i 
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(In him that was of late an Heretike) 
As firme as faith. 

| _ Page. ’Yis well,’tig well,no more: , 
Be notas extreme in {ubmiffion,as in offence, 
But let our plot go forward: Let our wiues 

| Yet once againe (to make vs publike {port) 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat-fellow, 
Where we may take him, and difgrace him for it. 

Ford, There is no better, way then that they fpoke of, 

Page. How? to fe himword they'll meete him in 
the Parke at midnight ? Fie,fie,he’ll never come. 

Eas You fay be has bin chrownein the Riuers : and 
has bin greeuoufly peaten,as an old o’man:. me-thinkes 
there fhould be terrors in him, that he fhould not come: 

} Me-thinkes his flefh is punifh’d, hee fhall haue no de- 
fires. 

Page. So thinke I too, 

24. Ford, Deuife but how you’l vfe him whé he comes, 

. And let vs two deuife to bring him thether. 

Mif Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne the 
Hunter (fometime a keeper heere in Windfor Forreft) 
Doth all the winter time, at ftill midnight 
Walke round about an Oake,with greatrag’d-hornes, 
And there he blafts the tree, and takes the cattle, 

And make milch-kine yeeldblood,and fhakes a chaine 
Inamott hideous and dreadfull manner, 

You haue heard of {uch a Spirit,and well you know 
The fuperftitious idle-headed-Eld 

Receiu’d, and did deliver to our age 

This tale of Here the Hunter, for atruth, 

Pages Why yet there want not many that do feare 

In deepe of night to walke by this Hernes Oake : 

But what of this? 

Mift.Ford.-Marry this is our deuife, 
That Falstaffe at that Oake fhall meete with vs. 
Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come, 

And in this fhape,when you haue brought hirn thether, 
What fhall be dene with him? What is your plot? 
_  Mift.Pa.Tiatlikewife haus we thoght vpon:& thus: 

Naw Page (my daughter)and my little fonne, 

And three or foure more of their growth,wee'l dreffe 

Like Vrchins, Ouphes,and Fairies, greene and white, 
| With rounds.of waxen Tapers on their heads, 

And rattles in cheir,hands;,vpon a fodaine, 

As Falftaffe, fre, and I, are newly met, 

Let them from forth a faw-pit rath at once 

With fome diffufed fong : Vpon their fight 

Wetwo, in great amazednefle. will flye: 

Then lerthem-all encircle him about, 

And Fairy-like to pinch the vncleane Knight ; 

And aske him why that houre of Fairy Reuell, 

In their fo facred pathes, he dares to tread 

In fhape prophane. 

Ford. And tillhe tell therruth, 

Let the fuppofed Fairies pinch him, found, 

And burnie him with their Tapers. 

Mift. Page. Thetrath being knowne, 

We'll all prefent out felues; dif-horne the {pirit, 
And. mocke him home,to Windfor, 

Ford. The children muft 
Be practis’d wellto this; or tbey’il neu’r doo’t, 

Exa, Lwillteach the children their behaviours: and I 

will be like.alacke-an- Apes, alfo, to burne the Knight 
, with my. Taber, .. eres 
ford. That will beexcellent, -. 
Tle go,buy them vizards, « 
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( _ Mifi.Page. My Nau thallbe the Queene of all the 
| Fairies, finely attired in a robe of white, 
Page. That filke will] go buy, andin thattime 
| Shall M. Slender fteale my Naz away, 
| And marry her at Eaton: go, fend to Falftaffe ftraighr, 
Ford. Nay, Ile to him againe inname of Broome, 
Hee’l tell me all his purpofe: fure lige’l come. 
Mift.Page. Feare not you that: Go get vs properties 
And tricking for our Fayries, 
Euans. Let vs aboutie, 
Itis admirable pleatures, and ferry honeft knaueries, 
Mif-Page.Go Mift.Ford, 
Send quickly to Sir Johz, to know his minde: 
Tleto the Doétor, he hath my good will, 
Andnone buthe to marry with Wan Page: 
That Slender (though well landed) isan Ideot: 
And he, my husband beft ofall affeats ; 
The Doctor is well monied, and his friends 
Potent at Court: he, none but he fhall haueher, 
Though twenty thoufand worthier cometo craueher, 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Hof, Simple, Falftaffe, Bardolfe, Enans, 
Cains, Quickly, 


Hoft. What wouldft thou haue?(Boore) what? (thick 

oy {peake, breathe, difcuffe ; breefe, fhort, quicke, 
| {nap. 
| Simp. Marry Sir, 1 come tofpeake with Si John Fal- 
Staffe from M, Slender, ; 

Hoft.. Thete’s.-his Chamber, his Houfe, his Cafile, 
his Randing-bed and truckle-bed : ‘tis painted about 
with the ftory of the Prodigall, frefh and new:go,knock 
and call: heel. {peake likean Anthropophaginian ynto 
thee : Knocke I fay, 

Simp. There’s an olde woman, a fat woman gone vp 
into his chamber: Ile be fo bold as ftay Sir till fhe come 
downe: I come to fpeake with her indeed, 

Hoft, Ha? A fat woman? The Knightmayberobb'd: 
Ne call. Bully-Knight, Bully Sir Jobs : fpeake fromthy 
Lungs Military: Art thou there? It is thine Hoft, thine 
Ephefian cals. 

Fal. How now,mine Hoft ? 

Host, Heve’s.a Bohemian-Tartar taries the comming 
downe of thy fat-woman : Let her defcend (Bully) let j 
her defcend; my Chambers are honourable; Fie, priva- 
cy ?Fie, 

Fal. There was (mine Hoft) an old-fat-woman cuen 
now with me, but fhe’s gone. 

Simp, Pray you Sir, wast not the Wife-woman. of 
Brainford? 

Fal. I marry wasit(Muflel-fhell) what .would you 
with her ? = ' 

Simp. My Matter (Sir) my mafter Slender fentto her 
feeing her go thorough the ftreets, toknow (Sir) whe- 
ther one Nim (Sir) that beguil'd him of a chaine,had the 
chaine,orno......, aint 

Fal. I {pake with the old woman aboutit, « 

Sim. And what fayes fhe, I praySir? ....., 

Fal. Matty fhee fayes, thatthe very fame man. that 
beguil’d Matter Slender of hic Chaine,cozon’d him of it, 

Simp. I would I could haue {poken with the Were 
er 
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\ her felfe, Ihad other things to haue 
too, from him. - 

Fal, What are they ?let vs know, 

Hof. 1: come: quicke. 

Fal. [may notconceale them (Sir.) 

Hoft, Gonceale them, or thou dif. 

Sim. Why fir, they werenothing but about Miftris 
Mune Page, to know if it were my Mafters: fortune to 
haue her, or no. 

Fal. ’Tis, tis his fortune. 

Sim, What Sir? 

Fal. Tohaueher, or no: goe; fay the woman told 
me fo. 

Sim. May! be bold to fay fo Sir? 

Fal. \Sir:like who more bold. 

Sim. Ithanke your worfhip:I fhall make my Mafter 
glad with thefe tydings. 

‘Hof. Thou are clearkly : thou art clearkly(Sir Joba) 
was there a wife woman with thee ? 

Fal, [that there was( mine Hof )one that hath taught 
me more wit, then euer I learn’d before in my life: and 
I paid nothing forit neither, but was paid for my lear- 
ning. 

Bar Out alas (Sir) cozonage : meere cozonage. 

Hoff, Where be my horfes? {peake well of thena yar- 
letto. 1 

Bar, Runaway withthe cozoners: for fo foone as 
I came beyond Eaton, they threw me off, from behinde 
one ofthem, in aflough of myre; and fet {purres, and 
away; like three Gerisane-diuels ; three Doctor Fan- 
fraffes. 
Hoff. They are gone but to meete the Duke (villaine) 
doe not fay they be fled : Germanes are honeft men, 

Euan. ‘Where is mine Hoff? 

Hoff, Whatisthe matter Sir? 

Ewan. Hauea care of your entertainments: thereis a 
friend of mine come to Towne, telsmeethereis three 
Cozen-lermans,that has cozend all the Hofts of Readins, 
of 2aidenhead 5 of Cole-brooke, of horfes and money.: I 
| tell. you for good will (looke you) you are wife, and full 
of gibes, and vlouting-ftocks: and “tis not conuenient 
you fhouldbe cozoned. Fare you well. 

Cai. Veris mine Hoff de Larteere? 

Hoff, Here(Mafter Doftor)in perplexitie,and doubt- 
full delemma. 

Cai, I cannottell vacis dat: but itis tell-a~me, dae 
you make grand preparation fer a Duke de amanie: by 
my trot: der isno Duke that the Courtis know, to 
come : I tell you for good will : adieu, : 

Hoft. Huy and cry, (villaine) goe: affift me Knight,! 
am vndone: fly, run: huy, and cry (villaine) I am vn- 
done. 

Fal. Ywould allthe world might be cozond, for T 


fpoken with her 


hauebeene cozond and beaten too: ifit fhould come | 


to the eare of the Court,haw I hatie beene transformed; 


and how my transformation hath beene wafhd, and | 


cudgeld, they would melt mee out of my fat drop by 


drop, and liquor Fifhefmens-boots with me: I warrant _ 


they would whip me with their fine wits, till I were as 
creft-falne as a dride-peare: Ineuer profper’d, fince I 
for{wore my felfe'at Primero: well, if my winde were 
but long enough; I would'tepent: Now? Whence come 
you? 10 aol 

Qui. Fromthetwe parties forfooth, 


Fel. The Diuell take one partie, and his Dam the 
other: and fo they fhall’be both beftowed; Thaue fuf- 


| 
| 
| 








conftancy of mans difpofition is ableto-beare, 

Qui, And hauenorthey fuffer'd? Yes Pwarrants{pes 
cioufly one of thems Miftris: Ford( good heart)is beateh 
eles and blew, that yowcannot feea white {pot about 

er, : 

Fal, What tell'ft thou mee of blacke, and blew?’ I 
was beaten my felfe into all the colours of the Raine- 
bow: and I was like to beapprehended for the Witch 


of Braineford, but that my admirable dexteritie of wit, 


my counterfeiting the action of an old woman deliuer’d 
me,the knaueConftable had fet me ith’Stocks,ith’ com= 
mon Stocks, for a Witch. 
Qu, Sir: letme {peake with you in your Chamber, 
you fhall heare how things goe,and (I warrant) to your 
content : here isa Letter wil! fay fomewhat: (good- 


hearts) what a-doe here is to bring you together? Sure, © 


one of you do’s nor ferue heauen well, that youare fo 
crofi'd, 


Fal, Come vp into my Chamber. 











Scena Sexta. 


eee 


Enter Fenton, Hoff. 

Hoft. Matter Fenton, talke not to mee, my minde is 
heauy : I will giue ouer all, : 

Fen. Yetheare me ipeake: affit mein my purpofe,°? 
And (as 1am a gentleman) ile giue thee ‘ 
A hundred pound in gold, more then your loffe. 

Hoft. I will heare you( Mafter Fenton) and Iwill (at 
the leaft) keepe your counfell. 

Fen. From time to time, haue acquainted you 
With the deare loueI beare to-faire Aune Page, 

Who, mutually, hath anfwer’d my affection, 

(So farre forth, as her felfe might be her choofer) 

Even to my with; Thane a letter from her 

Of fuch contents, as you will wonder av; 

The mirth whereof, fo larded with my matter, 

That neitber (fingly) can be manifefted 

Without the fhew of both : fat Fal/taffe 

Hatha great Scene; the image of the ieft fi 
Ie fhow you here at large (harke good mine Hoft:) 
Tonight at Hernes-Oke,iuft twixt twelueand one, 
Muft my. {weet Wan prefent the Faerie Queene : 

The purpofe why, is here: in which difguife 

VVhile other Tefts are fomething ranke on foote, 

Her father hath:commanded her to flip 

Away with S/ender,and with him,at Eaton i 
Immediately to Marry: She hath confented: Now Sir 
Her Mother, (euen ftrong againft that match 

And firme for Do@or Caius) hath appointed 

That he fhall likewife fthuffle her away, 

While other fports aretasking of theirmindes, 

And at the Deanry, where a Prief attends 

Strait marry her: to this her Mothers plot 


| She feemingly obedient) likewife hath 
| Made promife to the Dotter : Now, thus it refts, 


Her Father meanes fhe thall be all in white; 
Andinthathabit when Slender fees his time 


| Totake herby the hand,and bid her g0e, 


She fhalheoe with him: het Mother hath intended 
(The better to deuote her tothe Dottors 
For they muft all be mask’djand vizarded) 


. Shae. 


lea Ea ot ee ee 


a 


: 
fer'd more for their fakes 3: more.then the villanous in- j 


Exenut, 
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at quaint in greene, fhe fhall be loofe en-roab’d, 
With Ribonds-pendant, flaring "bout her head ; 
And when the Doétor {pies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 
The maid hath giuen conient te go with him. 
Hoff. Which meanes fhe to deceiue ? Father, or Mo- 
ther. 
Fen, Both (my good Hoft) to go along with me: 
And heere it refts, that yot'l procure the Vicar 
To ftay for me at Church, ‘twixt twelue,and one,’ 
And in thelawfull name of marrying, 
To giue our hearts vnited ceremony. 
Hoff, Well, husband your deuice; Ile to the Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid, you fhall not lackea Prieft, 
Fen, So fhall I euermore be bound to thee; 


Befides, lle makea prefent recompence. Exeunt 


Aus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


Enter Falftoffe, Quickly, and Ford, 


Fal, Pre’chee no more pratling : go, Ile hold, this is 
the third time ; I hope good lucke lies in odde numbers: 
Away, go, they fay there is Divinity in odde Numbers, 
either in nativiry, chance, or death: away. 

Hai. Veprouide you achaine, and iledowhatI can 
to get youapaire of hornes. 

Fall, Away Ifay, time weares, hold vp your head & 
mince. How now M, Broome ? Mafter Broome, the mat- 
ter will be knowne<o night, or neuer. Bee you in the 
Parke about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you fhall 
fee wonders, . 

Ford. Wentyounot to her yefterday(Sir)as you told 
me you had appointed ? 

Fal. Twentto her (Matter Broome) asyou fee, likea 
poore-old-man, bucI came from her (Mafter Broome ) 
like a poore-old-woman ; that fame knaue (ford hir hut- 

1 band) hath the fineft mad diuell ofiealoufie in him(Ma- 
fier Broome) that euer gouern’d Frenfie. I willtell you, 
he beate me greeuoufly, in the fhape ofa woman:)(forin 
the fhape of Man (Mafter Broome) I feare]nor Goliah 
with a Weauers beame, becanfe I know alfo, life is a 
Shuttle) I amin hatt, go along with mee, Ile tell you all 
(Mafter Broome:) (ince I pluckt Geefe, plaide Trewant, 
and whipt Top, I knew not what’twas to be beaten, till 
lately. Followmee, Iletell you ftrange things of this 
knaue Ford, on whom to night I will be reuenged, and J 
will deliver his wife into your hand , Follow, ftraunge 
things in hand (M.Brcome) follow. Exennt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Page,Sballow Slender. 


Page. Come, come: wee'll couch i’th Caftle.ditch, 
till we fee the light of our Fairies, Remember fon Sien- 
der, my 
Slen, Lforfooth, Lhaue fpoke with her, & we haue 
anay-word, howto know one another. I come to her 
in white, and cry Mum; fhe cries Budget, and by that 


| 


7 


we know one another, 

Shal, That’s good too + But whatneedes either your 
Mum, or her Budget ? The white will decipher her ‘well 
enough, Ic hath frooketen a’clocke, 

Page. Thenight is darke, Light and Spirits willbe. 
come it wel :Heauen profper our fport, No man means 
euill but the deuill,and we fhal know him by his hornes 
Lets away : follow me. Exewnt, 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Mift. Page, Adift. Ford, Cains, 


Mift.Page. Mt Doétor,my daughter is in green,when 
you fee yourtime, take her by the hand, away with her 
to the Deanerie, and difpatch it quickly : go before into 
the Parke: we two muft go together, 

Cai. 1 know vat I haue todo, adieu. 

AAift. Page, Fare you well (Sir:) my husband will not 
reioyce fomuch at the abufe of Fa/faffe, as he will chafe | 
at the Do@ors marrying my daughter : But tis no mat-|_ 


| ter; bettera little chiding, thena great deale of heart- 


breake, 

Mift. Ford. Where is Nan now? and her troop of Fais 
ries? andthe Welch-deuill Herne? 

Mift Page, They are all couch’din a pithard by Hernes 
Oake, with obfeur’d Lights; which at the very inftant 
of Falftaffes and our meeting they will at once difplay to 
thenight. 

Mift Ford. That cannot choofe but amaze him. 

AMift.Page. Ifhebe not amaz'dhe willbe mock’d: If 
he be amaz’d,he will euery way be mock’d, 

Mift.Ford. Wee'll betray him finely. 

Mift.Page, Againftfuch Lewdfters,and their lechery, 
Thole that betray them, do no treachery. 

Adift.Ford, The houre drawes-on :to the Oake,to the 
Oake, Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Eater Euans and Fairies, 

Euans. Trib, ib Fairies: Come, and remember your | 
parts: be pold (I pray you) follow me into the pit, and 
when I giue the watch-’ords, doas I pidyou : Come, 
come, trib, trib, Exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Falftaffe, Miftris Page, Wistris Ford,Euans, 
Anne Page, Fairies ,Page,Ford, Quickly, 
Slender, Fenton Cains, Pistol. 

Fal, The Windfor-bell hath firoke twelue :ithe Mi- 
nute drawes-on: Now the hot-bloodied-Gods affift me: 
Remember lous, thou was’t a Bull for thy Europa,Loue 
fet on thy hornes. O powerfull Loue, thatin fome re- 
{pects makes a Beaft a Man :in fom other,a Man a beaft. 
You were alfo (Lupicer) a Swan, for the loue of Leda; O 

omnipotent | 





omnipotent Louc, hownere the God drew to the com- 
ee: ofaGoofe: afaule done firftin the forme of a 






















in the femblance of a Fowle, thinke on’t (Ioue) a fowle- 
fault. When Gods hauc hot backes, what fhall poore 
men do? For me, lam heere a Windfor Stagge, and the 
fatteft (I thinke) ith Forreft. Send me a coole rut-time 


comes heer¢ymy Doe? 
CU..Ford, Sit ohn? Artthou there (my Deere? ) 
My male-Deere? 


raine Potatoes : Jet it thunder, to thetune of Greene= 
fleeues, haile-kiffing Comfits, and {now Eringoes: Let 
there come a tempett of provocation, I will fhelter mec 
heere. ; 

M. Ford, Miftris Page is come with me(fweet hart.) 

Fal, Diuide me like a brib’d-Bucke,each a Haunch: 
I will keepe my fides tomy felfe, my fhoulders for the 
fellow of this walke ; andmy hornes I bequeath your 
husbands. Am I a Woodman, ha? Speake I like Herne 
the Hunter ? Why, now is Cupida child of confcience, 
he makes reftitution. As Tama true {pirit, welcome. 

M.Page. Alas, what noife? : 

M.Ford. Heauen forgiue our finnes, 

Fal. What fhould this be ? 

MFord.™M.Page. Away, away: 

Fal. Ithinke the diveli wil not haue medamn’d, 
Leaft the oyle that’s in me fhould fet hell on fire; 
He would neuer elfe croffe me thus. 

Ester Fairies, « 

Qwi, Fairies blacke, gray, greene,and white," 
You Moone -fhine reuellers,and fhades of night. 
You Orphan heires of fixed deftiny, 
Attend your office, and your quality. 
| Crier Hob-goblyn, make the Fairy Oyes, 

Pift. Elues, lift your names : Silence you aiery toyes. 
Cricket, to Windfor-chimnies (halt thou leape ; 


There pinch the Maids as blew 4s Bill-berry, 
Our radiant Queene, hates Sluts,and Sluttery. 
Fal. They are Fairiesshe that {peaks to them fhall die, 
Ile winke,and couch; No man their workes mutt eie. 
Es, Wher’s Bede?Go you,and where you find a maid 
That ere the fleepe has thrice her prayers faid, 
Raife vp the Organs of her fantafie, 
Sleepe fhe as found as careleffe infancie, 
But thofe as fleepe, and thinke not on their fins, 


2x, About;about: | 
Search Windfor Caftle(Elues)within,and out, 
Strew good lucke (Ouphes) on euery facredtoome, 
That it may ftand till the perpetuall doome, 
In ftate as whalfome, as in ftate’ tis fir, 
Worthy the Owner, andithe Owner it. otis i 
The feucrall Ghaires of Order;loggge you feowre. 
With iuyceof Balme ; and euery precious fowre, 
Each faire Inftalment, Coate, and feu’rall Creft, 
With loyall Blazon, euermore be bleft, - 
And Nightly-meadow-Fairies, looke you fing 
Like to the Garters-Compaffe,inaring, 
Th’expreflure that it beares: Greeneletitbe, 
Motefertile-freth then all the Fieldtofee; ~~ 
And, Hoty Soit Qui Mal¥-Pence, write 
In Emrold-tuffes, Flowres purple, blew,and white, 
Like Saphire-pearle, and rich embroiderie, 





The Merry Wines of W indfor. 
—  v>_O(DO OO SS 


| Fairies vfe Flowres for their charaéterie, 
ealt,(O Ioue, a beaftly fault: ) and then another fault, — 


(Ioue) or who can blame meto piffe my Tallow? Who. 


Fal. My Doe, with the blacke Scut ? Let the skic. 


Where fires thou find’ft vnrak’d, and hearths ynfwept, © 


_ but his Buck-basket, his cudgell, and twenty pounds of 


Pinch them armes, legs backes,fhoulders, fides,& thins, | 


z rT 4 
bo 
R A 








a | 
Buckled below faire Knight-hoods bending knee; | 


Away, difperfe : But till "tis one a clocke, 
Our Dance of Cuftome, round about the Oke 
Of Herne the Hunter, let vs not forget. (fer: 

Enan.Pray you lock hand in hand:your felues in order 
And twenty glowewormes fhall our Lanthornes bee 
To guide our Meafure round about the Tree, 
But ftay, I {mell aman of middle earth, 

Fal, Heauens defend me from that Welfh Fairy, 
Leaft he transforme me to apeece of Cheefe, | 
e tb Vilde worme, thou watt ore-look’d euen in thy 
irth. 

2m. With Triall-fire touch me his finger end: 
If he be chafte, the flame will backe defcend ; 
And turne him to no paine : but if he ftart, 
Iris the fefh of a corrupted hart, 

Piff. Atriall, come, 

Ens. Come: willthis wood take fire? 

Fal. Oh, oh, oh. 

Qui. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in defire, 
About him (Fairies) fing a fcornfull rime, | 
And as you trip, till pinch him to your time. 


/ The Song, 
Fie on finnefull phantafie > Fie on Luft, and Luxuries 
Luft 3 but a bloudy fire, kindled with unchaste defire, 
Fed in heart whofe flames afprre, 
es thenghts do blow thems bigher and bigher. 
Pinch bins (Fairses) mutually < Pinch bim for bus villanie. 
Pinch him, and burue bim, andturne him about, > 


Tih Canales, & Star-light,@ (Meone-fhine be ont, 





Page. Nay do not flye, I thinke we haue watcht you 
now: VVill none but Herne the Hunter ferue your 
ture? A) sohie} Subi 

M. Page.I pray you come,hold yp the ieft no higher. . 
Now (good Sir Jobn) how like youimdfor wines? > 
See you thefe husband ? Do not thefe faire yoakes © 
Become the Forreft better thenthe Towne? = 

Ford. Now Sir, whofe a Cuckold now?!" 

M' Broome, Falitaffes a Knaue,a Cuckoldly knaue, 

Heere are his hornes Mafter Broomes © °° fk 
And Mafter Broome, he hath enioyed nothing of Fords, | 
money, which muft be paid to M? Broome, his horfes are 
arrefted for it, Mt Broome. PhGMO Lae uue gs 

M4. Ford. Sit Jobn, we haue had ill lucke s\ wee could | 
neuer meete : Iwill neuer take you for my Louc}againe, | 
but I will alwayes count you my Deere. Se : 
‘Fal. do begin to perceine that I am made an Affe. 

° Ford. Vandan Oxetoo* both the proofes are ex-. 
tant. ; . 

Fal. And thefe are not Fairies:: To Qe 

I was three or foure timesin the thought they were nor 
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ou, ‘ 
: Ford. 
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Ford. | will neuer miftruft my wife againe, till thou 
art able to woo her in good Englith... 

Fal, Haue [laid my braine in the Sun, and drideit, 
that it wants matter to preuent fo grofte ore-reaching as 
this? Am I ridden with a Welch Goate toog’Shal Thaue 
aCoxcombeof Frize? Tis time 1 wetechoak’d witha 
peece of toafted Cheefe, fs 

En. Seefe is not good to giue putters your belly is al 
putter. 

| Fal. Seefe,and Putter? HaueTliu’d to. ftand at the 
taunt of one chat makes Fritters of Englith ? ‘This is-¢L 
nough to be the decay of luft and late-walking through 

| the Realme. 

| AMift.Page. Why Sit Joba, do youthinke though wee 

| would haue thruft vertue out of our hearts by the head 

| and fhoulders, and haue giuen our felues.without crus 
pleto hell, that euer the deuill could have made you our 
delight? 

Ford. What,a hodge-pudding ? A bag of flax? — 

Mift.Page. A puft man? i ah 

Page, Old, cold, wither’d, and of intolerable en- 
trailes ? tS right 34 

Ford. And one thatis as flanderous.as Sathan ? 

Page. And as poore as lob? 

Ford. Andas wicked as his wife? 

Euan, And giuen co Fornications, and to Taternes, 
and Sacke, and Wine, and Metheglins, andro drinkings 
and fwearings, and ftarings ? Pribles and prables > 

Fal. Well, Lanryour Theame : you haue the ftart of 
me, I am deiected : [ anynot able co anfwerthe Welch 
Flannell’, Ignorance it felfe is a plummet ore me, vfe me 
as you will. : % -vlam,o 

Ford. Marry Sir, wee'l bring you to Windforto one 
M: Broome, that you haue cozon’d of money, to whom 
youfhould haue bin a Pander; ouer and aboucthat you 
haue fuffer d; Ithinke, to repay that money willbea bi- 

| ting affli@tion. |... 4-~ < 

| Page. Yet be cheerefull Knight: thou fhalt eat 2 pof- 
fet to night atmy houfe, wher 1 will defire theeto laugh 

| at my wife, that now laughes at thee: Tellher Mr S/en= 

| der hath married her daughter. . 

Mift.Page. Doctors doubt that ; 

| If Anne Page be my daughter, fheis (by this) Do@our 

Hgts Wifewniitsar iayanis did 24 tb bal 

|. Slex., Whoahoe, hoe, Father Page. 

Page. Sonne? Hownow ? How now Sonne, 

Haue you difpatch’d ? $98 

Slew. Difpatch’d ? Ile make the beft in' Glofterfhire 
Know en’t: would I were hang’d la, elfe.. 

Page. Of what fonne.?, 4 i 

~ Stes, Vcameyonder at Eaton to marry. Miftris, Anne 
Page, and fhe’s.a greatlubberly boy. If ithad not bene 
ith Church, I wouldhauefwing’dhim, er hee fhould 
haue {wing’dme. IfIdid.not thinke ichad beene Anne 
Page, would might neuer Rirre,and ‘tis a Poft-mafters 
‘| Boy. Sbeic: ym} 
: | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


> r 





» Page. Vpon my life then, you tooke the Wrong, 
Sless What neede you tell me that ?-¥ think {o,when 

Ttooke a Boy fora Girle; IfThad bene married tohim. | | 

(for all he was in womans apparrell) I would net haue| | 

had him, | 
Page. Why this is your owne folly, 

Did not I tell you how you fhould know my daughter | 

By her garments ? i 
Sez, Lwent toherin greene, and cried Mun, and | 
fhe cride budget, as e4mne.and I had appointed,and yet 

it Was not e4nne,but a Peft-matters boy, . 
Mist.Page. Good George be not angry , 1 knew of | | 

your purpofe:turn’d my daughter into white, andin.|| 

deede fhe is now with the Doéter at the Deanrie >» and 

there married. . 
Cai, Ver is Miftris Page : by gar am cozoned, Thy 

married eon Garfoon,a boy; oon pefant,by gar. A boy, || 

itis not ds Page, by gar,lamcozened, 
(M.Page. VVhy? did youtake her in white ? 
Car. I bee gar, and’tisa boy: be gar, Ie raifeall|, 

Windfor. 

Ford, This is {trange : Who hath got the right Anne? || 

Page. My heare mifgiues me,here comes M" Fenton, 
How now Mt Fenton > 

Ane, Pardon good father 

Page. Now Mifttis : 

How chance you went not with Mt Slender? | 
M.Page. Wy went you not with M Door, maid? 
Fen, You do amaze her : heare the truthof depots 

You would haue married her moft fhamefully, . 

Where there was no proportion held in loue: 

The truth is, fheand I (long fince contracted) 

Are now fo furethat nothing can diffolue ys : 

Th offence is holy, that fhe hath committed, 

And this deceit loofes the name of craft, 

Of difobedience, or vnduteous title, 

Since therein fhe doth euitate-and fhun 

A thoufand irreligious curfed houres 

Which forced marriage would haue brought vpou her, 
Ford, Stand not amoz'd, here is no remedie: 

In Loue, the heavens themfelues do guide the ftate, 

Money buyes Lands,and wiues are fold by fate. 

Fal. 1am glad, though you haue tane a {pecial ftand | | 

to {trike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc’d, ~ i 
Page. Well, what remedy ? Fentox, heauen giuethee 

ioy, what cannot be efchew'd, muft be embrac’d, 

rt When night-dogges tun, all forts of Deere °aie 

chac’d. i 
Mift Page. Well, 1 willmufe no furthers: Mt Fenton, | 

‘Heauen giue you many, many merry dayese: 4. 

Good husband, let ys.cuery onc gohome, +)’. 

And laugh this {port ore by a Counsrie fire, 

Sir lobe and all... , 

Ford. Letitbefo(SirJebn:) 72 

To Mafter Brooms, you yet {hall hold your word, 

For hes tonight, fhall lye with Miftris Ford?’ Exes, 


»good my mother pardon 
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; avd sate To one that can my part in him aduertife;" ~ ‘sige. 
Enter Dike, Efcalas Lords, Hold therefore Angelo: 


-[n ottr remoue,be thou at full our felfe ¢ 











Duke, . - Mortallitie and Mercie in Vienna 
PSS CY Scales. | bie Gh | Liue in thy tongue,and heart : Old Efcalsas 
> | py Efe. My Lord. : (fold, | Though ficft in quettion, is thy fecondary. 


i) 


Take thy Commiffion. AR ONES ai 

Ang. Now good my Lord 5 Ne 
Let there be fome more teft,made of my mettle, * 
Before fo noble, and fo great a figure 
Be ftamp’t vpon it. Aes. 

Duk, No more evafion: 
We haue with a leauen’d,and prepared choice’ 
Proceeded to you; therefore take your honors : 
Our hafte from hence is of fo quicke condition, 
That it prefers itfelfe, and leaves ynqueftion’d — 
Matters of needfull value : We fhall write to you 
Astitme,and our concernings fhall importune, 
How it goes with vs, anddoelooketoknow ~ 
What doth befall you here, So fareyou well ; 

To th’ hopefull execution doc I leaue you, 
Of your Commiffiens, : 

Ang. Yet giueleaue{my Lord,) _ 

That we may bring you fomething on the way, 


Dak. Of Gouernment,the properties to va- 
Would {eeme in met affea tpeech & difcourfe, 
Since I am put to know,that your owne Science 
Exceedes (in chat) the lifts of all aduice 
My ftrength can give you: Then no more remaines 
But that, to your fufficiency,as your worth is able, 
And let them worke+ The nature of our Peopte, - 
Our Cities Inftiturions, and the Termes 
For Common Juftice,y are as pregnant in 
| As Art,and practife,hath inriched'any : 
That we remember : Thereis our Commiffion, *' 
From which,we would not have you warpe; call hither, 
I fay, bid come before vs Angelo: 9 
What figure of ys thinke you, he will beare. 

For you muft know, we haue with fpeciall foule 
Elected him our abfence to fupply ; 

Lent him our terror ,dreft him with our loue, 

| And giuen his Depuration all the Organs 

Of our owne powre: What thinke you of it ? Duk, My hafte may not admitit, 

Efe. Ifany inVenna be of worth Nor neede you (on mine honor) haue to doe 
To vidergoefuch ample grace,and honour, | With any {cruple; your fcope is as mine owne, 








Itis Lord Angele. . So to inforce,or qualifie the Lawes’ ~ ee 
; As to your foule {cemes good : Giuc me your hand, 
lle priuily away: Ilouethepeople, 
But doe not like to {tage me to their eyes : 
Though it doe well, I doe not rellifh well 
Their lowd applaufe,and Aues vehement: ~ 
Nor doeI thinke the man of fafe diferetion 
That do’s affect it. Oitce more fare you well, 
Ang. The heauens gine fafery to your purpofes, | 
€fe. Lead forth, andbring you backe in happi- 
neffe. a Exit. 
Dak, Ithanke you, fare you well. elt 
Ejc. 1 fhall defire you, Sir,to giue me leawe 
To haue free fpeech with you ; and it concernes me 
To looke into the bottome of my place: 
A powre I haue, but of what ftrength and nature, 
I am not yet inftructed, pa 
Ang, Tis fo with nie: Let vs with-draw together,\ 
Arid we may foone our fatisfaGtion haue 
Touching that point, . 
Efe. We wait vpon your honor, Excunt. 
F 


Enter Angelo. Rot | 
Duk, Looke where he comes. | 
Ang. Alwayes ebedient to your Graces will, 
| Icome to know your pleafure, 
Dake. Angelo: 





Thereis a kinde of CharaGer in thy life, « 
| That to th’obferuer, doth thy hiftory 
4 Fully vnfold: Thy felfe,andthy belongings ~ 
| Arenot thine ownie fo proper,asto walte 
‘| Thy felfe vpon thy vertues; they on thee: _ 
Heauen doth with vs, as we,with Torches doe, 
Not light them for themfelues : For if our vertues 
Did not goe forth of vs,twere al! alike re 
Asif wehad them not: Spirits arenot finelytonch’d, 
But to fine iffues : nor nature neuer lends Sto 
The fmalleft {cruple of her excelleiice, | 
But like athrifty goddeffe, the determines © <7** 
Her felfethe glory ofa creditout; te tas 3. 


armen, 








Both thanks,and vfe; but I do bed my fpeech o 
wi ; Scceua 


foe CET! gar OH Tes lene sete 
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Enter Lucio, and twoother Gentlemen. — ~~ 
Luc. Ifthe Duke, with the other Dukes, come not to 
compofition with the King’of Auagary,why then alfthe 
Dukes fall vpon the King> Pe Ls 
1.Genr. Heauengrantvs.its péacey-but not the King * 
of Hangaries. 
2.Gent. Amen. s ae 
Lac. Thou conclud’ft like the San@imonious Pirdt) 
that wentto fea with the ten Commandements, but 
{crap'd one out of the Table, Pn 
2.Gent. Thou fhaltnot Steale? 
Luc. I, that he raz’d. 
¥.Geat. Why? twas a commandement, to command 
the Capraine and all the reft from their funétions: they 
put forth to fteale: There’s not aSouldier of ysall, rhat 
in the chankf-giuing before meate,do rallifh the petition 
well, that praies for peace. re ’ 
| 2Gene, Uncuer heard any Souldier diflike ir. 
Luc, I beleeue thee : for Ithinke chou neuer was't 
where Grace was faid. ; “ys 
2.Gent. No? a dozen times at leaft, 
1.Gent, What ? In mecter ? 
Luc. In any proportion, orin any language. 
1.Gent. Ithinke, or in any Religion, 7 . 
Lue. 1, why not ?Grace,is Grace,deipight of all con- 
trouerfie: asforexamples Thou thy felfearca wicked 
villaine, defpight of all Grace. 
1.Gent, Well: there went but apaire of fheeres be- 
tweenevs, 
luc, I grant: as there may betweene the Lifts, and 
the Veluec. Thou art the Lift, 
1.Gent, And thou the Veluet; thou art good veluets 
thou'rt a three pild-peece I warrant thee: Ihadas liefe 
bea Lyft ofan Englith Kerfey, asbepil’d, as chou art 
pild,fora Fretich: Veluct. Dol {peake feelingly now? 
Luc. \thinke thou do ft: and indeed with moft pain- 
full feeling of thy {peech : I will, out of chine owne con- 
_ | feffion, learne to begin chy health; but, whil(t I live for- 
get to drinke after thee. 
1 .Gen.I think | haue done my felfe wrong, hane I not? 
2.Gent, Yes,that thou haft;whether thou art tainted, 
or free, Ester Bawde. . 
Lue.Behold,behold,wherg Madam Aditigation comes. 
Thaue purchaf'd as many difeafés vnder her Roofe, 
Ascometo. : 
2.Gent, To what,I pray? 
Luc. ludge, 
2.Gest. Tothree thoufand Dollours a yeare, 
1.Gent. I,and more, 
Luc. AFrench crowne more, 
1.Gent, Thou art alwayes figuring difeafes in me;but 
thou art full of error,1 am found. 
Luc. Nay, not (as one would fay) healthy : but fo 
found, as things that are hollow ; thy bones are hollow; 
| Impiety has made a feaft of thee. 
1.Gext. How now, which of your hips has the moft 
profound Ciatica? 
Bawd, Well,well :there’s oneyonder arrefted, and 
carried to prifon,was worth fiue thoufand of yowall, 
2.Gent, Who's that] pray’thee?. 
Bawd. Marry Sir,that’s Claudio, Signior (Yandies 


e. 


-22/ | thtee daies his head to bechop’do 
of Art thou fare of this? << 


1.Gent. Clasdie to prifon ? *tis not fo. 7 
Bawd, Naysbut [know ’tis fo. Lfaw. him arrefted 
faw hiaycarried away’: and which . ismore, within thefe 


a 
e 


Luc, But, after all this feoling,1 wouldnet haucit fo: 
. Bawd, 1am too fure of it: and it is for getting Madam 
" Daliettawith childe. “fF ~~ # 
_ Lue, Beleeuc méthis may be she promis’d to meete| | 
— twothowres firice, and he wascuer precife in promife 
. Keeping. sess ET 
/2.Gent, Befides youknow, it drawes fomthing neere| 
to the fpeech we had to fucha purpofe. 
1.Gent. But moft ofall agreeing with the proclamatia, } | 
~ Lc. Away: let’s goe learne the truthofit, Exit, 
Bawa. Thus, what with the war; what with the {weat, 
what with the gallowes, and what with pouerty, 1 am 
Cuftom- facie How now ? whit thenesves with | | 
you. Enter Clowne. = = 4 
Cle, Yonder man is carried to prifong. 
Baw, Well: whathashe done? 
Clo. A Woman, ; 
Baw. But what’s his offence 2 
Clo. Groping for Trowts,in a peculiar Riuer. 
Baw. What? is there.a maid with child by him? | | 
Clo. No: butthere’s a woman with maid by hiti<| | 
you hauenot heard of the proclamation, haue you? 
Baw. What proclamation,man? 
Cow, Allhowfes in the Suburbs of Vieswa mult bee 
pluck’d downe. a 
Bawd, And what fhall become of thofe in the Citie?] | 
Clow. They fhall ftand for feed : they had gon down 
to, but that a wife Burger put in for chem, 
Bawa, But fhall all our houfes of refort inthe Sub 
urbs be puld:downe ? 
Clow. To the ground, Miftris. 
Bawa, Why hcere’s a change indeed in the Commion- 
wealth : what fhall become of me? ; 
Clow, Come: feare not you; good Counfellors lacke 
no Clients: though you change your place, youncede 
not change your Trade: Ile bee your Tapfter ftill ; cou- 
rage, there will bee pitty taken onyou ; you that haue 
worne your eyes almoft out in the feruice, you will bee 
confidered, 
Bawd, What'sto dee heere, Thomas Tapfter ? let's! 
withdraw ? 
Clo. Herecomes Signior C/asdio, led by the Prouoft 
to prifon : and there’s Madam Jw/set. Exennt. 


Se Figs 


Scena Tertia. 
Enter Prouoft, Clandio,Iwliet ,Officers,Luvie cr 2.Gent.. | 
Cla. Fellow,why do’ft thou fhow me thus to th’wogld?} | 

Beare me to prifon, where I am committed. | 
Pro. I do it notin euill difpofition, 

But from Lord .4agelo by {peciall charge. 

Clas. Thus can the demy-god(Authority) 

Make vs pay downe, for our offence, by waight 

The words ofheauens on whom it will, it will, 

On whom it will not (foe) yer ftill’tis iuft. (ftraiot. 
Lue, Why how now Clandiog whence cemes this re- 
Cla. From too much liberty, (my Lacie) Liberty, 

As {urfet is the father of much faft, a 

So euery Scope by the immoderate vie 

Turnes to reftraint : Our Natures dee purfue 3 

ike 











‘Athirfty evil; and whenwe drinke;wedre? ) 0 


4 


Ps Ff 


| Claudio? 
(la. 
Laie. Whats is't'tnavder ? 40°"! 
Cla, No?! 27242010 Moy > 
Lue. Lecherie? 7)". Jeng 
Cla, Callie fo,e?s 90) 9 po atr eet 
Pro, Away, Sit yowmutt ede)" 
(la. One word; good friend’ 

Lucio,a'word with you. 
Luc. A hundred :°*' 


$339 
od , 


Cla. Thus ftandsit with me: vpon a crue contract 
I got pofleffion of Iulietas bed,’ 
You know the Lady; thes faft my wife, 
Saue that we doe the denunciation lacke 
Of outward Order. This we caime‘tot to, 
Onely for propogation of 2 Dowre 
Remaining in the Coffer of her friends, 
| From whom we thought it meet to hide our Loue 
. Till Time had made them for vs: But it chances 
The ftealth 6four moft mutuall entértainment 
, With Character too groffe, is writ on Juliet. 
Luc, With childe, perhaps ? 4s 
“Cla. Vnhappely, euen fo. 
And the new Deputie, now for the Duke, 
| Whether it be the fault and glimpfe of newnes, 
Or whether that the body publique, be 
A horfe whereoi the Gouernor doth ride, 
Whonewly in the Seate, thatit mayknow 
He can command 5 lets it ftrait feele the {pur : 
| Whether the Tirranny be'in his place, 
Orin his Eminence that fills it vp 
Iftaggerin : Buc this new Gouernor. 
 Awakes me all the iurolled penalties 
| Whiclrhaue (like vn-fcowr'd Armor) hung by th’wall 
So long, that ninteene Zodiacks haue gone round, : 
| Andnone of them beene worne; and fora name 
| Now puts the drowfic and negledted AG 
| Frefhly on me:’tis furely for aname. 
| Lue. I warrant itis: And thy head ftands fo tickle on 
| thy fhoulders, thata milke-maid,if fhe bein loue, may 
figh it off Send after the Duke, and appeale to him, 
Cla, Ihaue done fo, but hee’s not to be found. 
I pre’thee (Lucio) doe me this kindeferuice : 
This day, my fifter fhould the Cloyfterenter, 
And there receiue her approbation, ’ 
Acquaint her with the danger of my ftate, 
Implore her, in my'voicé, that fhe make friends’ 
To the ftri& deputie: bid her felfeaflay him, © | 
| Thaue great hope in that: for inher youth 
Thereis a prone and {peechleffe didleeyo! soy 1. . 
Such as moue men : befide,fhe hath profpetous Art. // 
| When the will play withireafon, and difcourfe,: is”: 
| And well the can perfwades 4 law bos ; bi 
, Luc. T pray thee mays afwell for the encouragement 
| of the liké,’ which elfewould Rand ynder greevous ime 
pofition - asfor the enioying of thy life; who I would be 
forry fhould bee thus foolifhly loft java game of ticke- 
tacke: lle toher, Hey hogy wa Idi hing, 
Cla. Ithanke you good friend Lseio. 


ne ee 











Luc. If 1 Gould ‘fpeake'(o wifély vider aware 7. 
would fend'for eertaine of may Creditors : and yet,to fay 
| che truth, I had as diePhiane the foppery of frecdome’, as 


* Like Rats thac rauyn Gowne’ their prope: Bane)” 


| che mortality Of itiptifenment =" what's thyCffence, | 
SiFTPGi DUE, SLY G3 Sif ig 01)9 


Wihit(buibte fpeake of) wauld offend gine, | 


>| 
' 
‘ | Of burning youth. - 


If they'll doe you any good: Is Lechery{o look’ after? 


a PN 
— 





Where youth, and coft,witleffe biattery 





Luc. Withintwo houres. 
(la. Come Officerjaway. © 92 


Scena Quarta. 





om ¥ ) 


Enter Duke and Frier Thowsds. 


Dk, No: holy Father throw away that théught, 
Beleeucnot thatthe dribling dart ofLoue 
_ | Can pierce acompleat bofome : why,Tdefire thee 


To giueme fecret harbour, hatha purpofe eg 
More graue,and wrinkled, thenthe dimes, and ends 


Fri. May yourGrace fpeake ofit? 
Duk; My holy Sir, lone better knowes then you 
How I haue ever lou’d the life remoued 
‘And held in idle pricé,tohaune affernblies | x 
keepes, | 
Thaue deliuerd to Lord «4ngelo" Babee 
(A man of ftri@ure and fire abftinence). °° 8°", 
My abfolute power, and place here in Wieinia, 0” 
And he fuppofes me trauaild to Po/and, 
(For fo I have ftrewd it in the common fare) 


And fo it is receiu’d: Now (pious’Sir)  °* 
You will demand ofme,why I do this, 
Fri. Gladly,my Lord, 


Duk, Wehaue ftrid Starutes,and moft biting Laws, / 
(The needfull bits and curbes to headftrong weedes,) - 


i 
ib 


| 


Which for this foureteene yeares, we haue ict flip, 
Euenlike an ore-growne 'LyoninaCale 
That goes not out to preys Now,as fond Fathers, 
Hauing bound vp the threatning twigs of birch, 
Onely to fticke it in their childrens fight, 
Por terror,not to vfe; in time the rod 
More mock’d,then fear’d : fo our Decrees, 
Dead co infliction, to themfelues are dead, 
And libertie,plucks Iuftice by the nofe; 
The Baby beates the Narfe,and quite athware 
Goes all decorum, ©: . 

Fri, Itrefted in your Grace 
To vnloofe this tyde-vp Tuftice, when you pleaf'd: 
And it in you more dreadful would haue feem’d 
Thenin Lord Aygelo, 

Duk. I doe feare : too dreadful : 
Sith *twasmy fatilt,to giuethe people {cope, 
’T would be my tirrany to {trike and gall them, 
For what I bid them doe: For,we bid this bé done 
When euill deedes haue their permiffiue paffe, 
And not the punifhiment : therefore indeede (my father) 
Jhaue on Angelo impos’d the office, 
Who may in th’ambufh of my name, ftrike home, 
And yet,my nature neuer in the fight 
To do in flander : And to behold his fway 
Fwillsas twere a brother of your Order, 
Vifit both Prince,and People: ThereforeT pre’thee 
Supply me with the habit,and inf@ru@ me 
How I may formally in perfon beare 
Like a true Frier : Moe reafons for this ation 
At our more leyfure,fhaltI render you; 
Onely,this one : Lord Angelis precife, 


Stands ata guard with Enuie : {carce canfefles 


That his blood flowes : or thathis appetite 

Is more to bread then ftone: hence {hall we {ee 

If power change purpofe : what our Scemersbe, vit. 
ee Scana 





Exeunt, 
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Scena Quinta, 


Enter [abelhandkErancifeaa Nita. 


Tfa.- And have you wus no farther priuiledges? 
Nan. Arenotthefe large-enough ? 
Ifa. Yes truely ; I {peake notas defiring more,, - 
ut rather wifhing a moreftriG reftraint 
Vpon the Sifterftood,the Votarilts of Saint Clare... 
oe Lcio within, si 
- Luc, Hoa? peace be inthis place. . 
Lfa; Who's that which cals? Dice 
Nun, Itisa mans.voice; gentle Jfabella 
Turne youthe key,and. know his bufineffe of him; » 
You may ; I may nor: you are yet ynfworne: 
When you haue vowd, you mult nor {peake with men, 
Butin the prefenceof the Prioreffe 5, he? 
| Then if you fpeake,you muft not how your face; 
| Or if you fhow your face,you muft not {peake: 
He cals againe: I pray you anfwere him. 
_ Ifa, Peaceand profperitie: who is’t that cals? 


Luc, Haile Viggin, (ifyou be) as thofe checke-Rofes. 


Proclaime you are no leffe: can you fo 
As bring me to the fight of J/abeda, 
A Nouice of this place, and the faire Sifter 
To her ynhappiec brother Clamdio? * 
Zfa. Why her vnhappy Brother? Let me aske, 
The rather for I now muft make you know 
Tam that Z/abelle, and his Sifter. 


{teed me, 


Luc. Gentle & faire - your Brother kindly greets you; 


Not to be weary with yous he’s in prifon. be 
Ifa. Woeme; for what? 
Lwc. For that, which if my felfe might be his Judge, 
He fhould receiue his punifhment,in thankes - 
He hath got his friend with childe, 
Ja. Sitymake me notyour ftoric. | 
Luc.’Tis true;l would not,though ‘tis my familiar fin, 
With Maids to feeme the Lapwing, and to ieft 
Tongue,fas from heart : play with all Virgins{o¢ 
T hold you asa thing en-skied, and fainted, 
By your renouncement, an imortall fpiric 
And to be talk’d within fincerity, 
As with a Saint. 
Tfa. You doe blafptieme the good, in mocking me. 
nc. Doenot beleeuc it : fewnes,and truth; tis thus, 
Your brother,and his louer haue embrac’d ; 
As thofe that feed, grow full-as bloffoming Time 
That from the feednes,the bare fallow brings 
To teemiug foyfon - euen {fo her plenteous wombe 
Expreffeth his full Tilch,and husbandry. 
| = 4a. Sonie one with childe by him? my cofen Juliet? 
Luc. Is the yourcofen? . 
Ifa. Adoptedly,as {choole-maids change their nemes 
By vaine,though apt affection, 
Lae. Sheicis. 
Ja. Oh, let bim marry her. 
Lac. This isthe point. 
The Dukeis very ftrangely gone from hence; 
Bore many gentlemen (my {elfe being one) 
In hand, and hope of action: but we doe learne, 
By thofe that know the very Nerues of Stare, 
His giuing-our, were of an infinite diftance 
From his true meant defi gne: vponhis place, 


: 


Meafuce 


( And wich full line of hisauthority),..,...,.9. oh 
Gouernes Lord Angele; A man,whofe blood... 
Is very fhow-broth:one, who neuerfecles. ; *. | 
_The wanton ftings,and motions of thefences),.... 
But doth rebate, and blunt hisnaturalledge. 
With profits of the minde ; Studie,and faft...;. 
He (to giue feare to vfe,and libertie, 
Which haue, for long,run-by the hideous law, 
As Myce,by Lyons) hath pickr out an aa, 
Vnder whofe heauy fence, your brothers life _. 
Fals into forfeit : he arrefts him onit, eee 
And followes clofe the rigor of the Statute | > 
To make him an example: all hope is gone, 
Voleffe you haue the grace,by your faire praier 
To foften Angelo: And that’s my pith of bufinefle 
*Twixt you,and your poore brother. 
Ifa. Doth he fo, ' 
Seeke his life ? 
Luc. Has cenfur'd himalready,._ 
Andas I heare,the Prouoft hatha warrane 
For’s execution. 
Ifa. Alas: what poore 
Abilitie’s in me,to doe him good. 
Luc, Affay the powre you haue, 
Ifa. My power ? alas, I doubr. 
Luc. Our doubts are traitors 
And makes vs loofe the good we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt: Goe to Lord Angelo 
And let bim learne to know, when Maidens fue fd 
Men giue like gods : but when they weepe and kneele, | | 
Alltheir petitions, are as freely theirs Ad 
As they themfelues would owe them. 
Tfa. Ye fee what I can doe.., 
Luc. But {peedily.. 
Zfa. Twillabout it ftraits 
No longer flaying,bur co giue the Mother 
Notice of my affaire: I humbly thanke you : 
Commend meto my brother :fooneat night 
He fend him certaine word of my fucceffe, 
Lac. | take my leaue of you. 
Ifa, Good fir,adieu. 


7 A 


Altus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Angelo, Efcalus, and feruants,luftice. 
Ang, We muft not make a {car-crow ofthe Law, 
Setting it vp to feare the Birds of prey, 
And letit keepe one fhape,till cuftome make it 
Their pearch, and not their terror, 
Efe. 1, butyet 
Let vs be keene,and rather cut alittle 
Then fall,and bruife to death: alas,this gentleman 
Whom I would faue,had a moft noble father, 
Let but your honour know / 
(Whom I beleeuc. co be moft ftrait in vertue) 
That in the working of your owne affections, 
Had time coheard with Place, or place with wifhing, 
Or that the refolute acting of our blood 
Could haue attaind th’effeét of your owne purpofe, 
Whether youhad not fometime in your life. © 
Er‘d inthis point, which now you cenfure him, 
And puld the Law vpon you, onal 
Ang. 'Tis one thing to be tempted (Efealew) 
Another | 











Another thing to fall: [notdeny _ 
The Iury paffing onthe Prifonerslife 
May iy the {worne-tweluc haue athiefe,or two 
Guiltier then him they try;what’s open made to Iuftice, 
That Iuftice ceizes ; What knowes the Lawes 

That theeues do paffe oti theeties? "Tis very pregnant, 
The Jewell that we finde, we ftoope,andtake’c, ae 
Becaufe we fee it; but what we doe not fee, 
Wetread vpoa,and never thinkeofit. 

You may not fo extenuate his offence, 

For Thane had {uch faults’; but rather tell me 
When I, that cenfure him,do fo offend, 

Let mine owne Ludgement patterne out my death, 
And nothing come in partial. Sir,he muft dye. 

Enter Prouof. 

Efe. Beit as your wifedome will. 

Ang, Whereis the Prouoff ? 

Pro. Here ifit like your honour. 

Ang, See that Claudio 
Be executed by nine to morrow morning, 

Bring him his Confeffor,let him be prepard, 
For that’s the vtmoft of his pilgrimage. 

Efe. Well’: heauenforgiue him; and forgiue vs all - 
Some rife by finne,and fome by vertue fall : 

Some run from brakes of Ice,and anfwere none, 
And fome condemned fox a fault alone, 
Enter Elbow, Froth, Clowne, Officers. 

Elb, Come,bring them away - if thefebe good peo- 
ple ina Common-weale, that doe nothing buevfe their 
abufes in common houfes, [know no law: bring them 
away. | 

Ang. How 
the matter? : 

Elb. If it pleafe your honour, Tam the poore Dukes: 
Conftable, and my name is E/bow ; 1 doe leane vpon Lu- 
tice Sir, and doe bring in here before your good honor, 
two notorious Benefaétors. 

Ang, Benefactors? Well: What BenefaGtots are they? 
Are they not Malefactors ? 

Elo. \fit pleafe your honour, I know not well what 
they are: Burprecife villaines they are, thac J am {ure of. 
and void ofall prophanation in the world, that good 
Chriftians ought to haue, 

Efe. This comes off well shere’s a wife Officer. 

Ang, Goeto: What quality are they of 2 Etbow is | 
your name ? a 
Why do'ftthou not fpeake E/bow ? 

Clo, He.cannoc Sir: he’s out at Elbow. 

Ang. What are you Sir? 

Elo. HeSirsa Tapfter Sir: parcell Baud : one that 


now Sir, what's your name? And what’s 


wth 


ferues abad woman: whofe houfe Sir was (as they fay) 


pluekt downe in the Suborbs: and now thee'profeffes a 
hot-houfe; which,I thinkeisa very ill houferoo, ©” 
Efe. How know youthat ? sein geet Neer 
Elb, My wife Sir? whom] deteft before heauen, and 
yourhonour, peas, Lak bee 
Efe. Howe thy.wife? tapi E 
Elo, 1Sir: whom I thanke heauen is an honeftwo-. 
man, St Rie 4 
Ec. Do'ft thou deteft her therefore? °°. 
Elb. \ fay fir, 1 will deteft my felfe alfo,as well 
lif, foritisanaughty boule, 
|, Efee How do'ft thou know that, Confabies 7°" 
Elb, Marry fir, by my wife, who,if fhe had bitia wo- 
man Cardinally giuen, 


tN) see 


eR 





Mebfive for Meekfane. 


| of Grapes, where indeede you haue a delighttofirshate |: 
younote } 


7 leceft $ Well s fhie,,| |my 
that this houfe,ifit be not a Bauds houfe,iris pitty of her. | | 
Oe |) Efe. Well fir, what did this Gentleman t6 her ? 


might haue bin accus’din forni- |: purpofe: doth your honor marke his face ? 


“diet, as I told you, 


ifhip. Now Sir, comeon: 





cal cation,adultery,and all vncleanlinéffe there. 


sy 


nal area rere eer 











Efe. By the womans meanes? Stig 
Elb, Lfit,by Miftris Ouer-dons meanes: but as fie Spit 
in his face, fo fhe defide him. eee ae 


(to. Sir, ifit pleafe your honor,this isnot fo, |. 
£16, Proucit before thefe varlets here,thou honoya- || 
ble man, proue it. eo en a ee 
Efe. Doeyouhearehow he mifplaces? 
Clo, Sir, fhe came in great with childe: and longing 
(fauing your honors reverence) for ftewd prewyns; fr, |. 
wehad butrwo inthe houfe, whichat that very difkant ff) 
time ftood, as it were in a fruit difh(a dith offome three .}. 
pencesyour honours haue feene fuch difhes)they arenot |) 
China-dithes, but very good difhes, * Va re 
Ejé. Go too : go too: nomattér for the difh fir, © 
Clo. Noindeede firnot ofa pin; youare therein. in’ | 
the right : but, to the point: As] fay, this Miftris E/bow, |) 
being (as I fay) with childe, and being great bellied,and }, 
longing (as I faid) for prewyns: and hauing but two in | 
the difh (as I faid) Matter Froth here,this very man, ha- 
nia g eaten the reft(as I faid)&(as I fay) paying for them’: 
very honeftly : for,as you know Matter Frorh, 1 could nor, |. 
giue you three pence againe, eee 
Fro, Noindeede. | a pre prfige 3 
Clo. Very well: you being then (if you be rémein— 
bred) cracking the fones of the forefaid prewyns. * | 
Fro. \,fo 1 did indeede. Cn ee 
Clo. Why,very well’: Telling you then (if you‘be 
remembred) that {uch a one, and fuch a one, were paft”|. 


cure of the thing you wot of, ynleffe they hepevery good | 


Fro, All this is true, cuit 
Clo, Why very well then. Se 
Efe, Come: youarea tedious foole ro the putpofe : - 

what was done to E/bowes wife, that hee hath caufe to, 

complaine of? Come meéto what was done to her, |: 
(%. Sir,your honor cannot come to that yet. 

Efe. No fir,nor Imeane it hor, ax aA 
C/o. Sir, but you fhall cometo it, by your lisnonrs 
leaue : And I befeech you, looke into Matter Froth hére 
fir, aman of foure-fcore pound a yeare; whofe father 
died at Hallowmas: Wast not at Hatowimas Mater 

Froth? ; ae 
Fro. Allhallond-Ewe. *~ area SP 
Clo. Why very well: Lhope here be trtithes he'Sir, 

fitting (as I fay) ina lower chaire, Sir, twas in the bunch [ 


acc! r ry pie 


Fro, Thaue fo, becaufe it 
for winter, ; : 

Clo, Why very well then : 1 hope bere be ttuthes. * 

Ang, This willlaft outranightin Rufsia - 


isan open todme,and good | 


When nights are longeft there : Ile take my leaue, 
And leaue you to the hearing of the caufe ; : 
Hoping youle finde good caufe to whip them all. Exit, | 
Efe. Ithinkeno leffe : good morrow to your ’Lord2"| 
What was done to Eibores’ 
wife, once more? . a 
_ Clo, ‘Oncé Sir? there was nothing donétoheronce. | 
Elb. \befeech you Sir,aske him what this man didto | 
wife. A git 
(le. Tbefeech your honor,aske me, 


Clo, I befeech you fir,looke in thisGentlémansface: | 
| good Mafter Froth looke Vpon his honor; *tis for agood | 


eA} 
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Efe. 1 fir, very well. 

(fo. Nay, I befeech you marke it well. 

Efe, Well, doe fo. 

Clo. Doth your honor fee any harme in his face ? 

Efe. Why no, 

Cle, Me be fuppofd vpona booke,his face is the worft 
thing about him: good then: ifhis face be the worft 
thing about him, how could Matter Frerh doe the Con- 
ftables wife any harme? I would know that of your 
honour, 

&fe. He’s inthe right (Conftable) what fay you to it? 

Elb, Firft, andit like you, the houfe is a refpected 
shoufe ; next, this is arefpected fellow; and his Miftris is 
-arefpected woman. 

- (lo. By this hand Sir,his wife is a more refpeSted per- 
fon then any of vs all. 
Gl. Varlet,thou lyeft; thou lyeft wicked varlet: the 
time is yet tocome that fhee was euer refpedted with 
man,woman,or childe. 

Clo. Sit,fhe was refpected with him, before he mar- 
ried with her. 

Efe. Which is the wifer here; Ju/tice or Luiquitie? Is 
this true ? 
Elo, Othou caytiffe: O thou varlet : O thou wick- 
ed Haxnibails 1 refpected with her,before I was married 
to her? Lfeuer was refpected with her, or fhe with me, 
let not your worfhip thinke mee the poore Dukes Of - 
cer: proue this, thou wicked Hannibal, ov ile haue 
mine action of battry on thee, 

Efe. Ifhe tooke you a box ‘oth’eare, you might haue 
your action of {lander too, 

Elb, Marry Ithanke your good worfhip for it: what 
is't your Worfhips pleature I fhall doe with this wick- 
‘Tt ed Caitiffe > 

Efe, Truly Officer, becaufe he hath fome offences in 
him, tharthou wouldit difcouer, if chou couldft, let him 
continue in his courfes, till thou knowft what they are. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your worfhip for it: Thou feet 
thou wicked varletnow, what's come vpon thee. Thou 
art to continue now thou Varlet,thou art to continue, 

Efc. Where were you borne, friend? 

Froth. Here in Hienna, Sir. 

Efe. Are you of fourefcore pounds a yeere ? 

Froth, Yes, and’t pleafe you fir. 

Efe. So: what trade are you of, fir? 

Clo, A Tapfter,a poore widdowes Tapfter, 

&e. Your Miftris name? 

Clo. Miftris Oxer-dox. 

_ Efe. Hath fhe had any more then one husband? 
Clo, Nine, fir ; Over-dow by the laft. 

Efe. Nine ?.come hether to me,Mafter Froth ; Mafter 
Froth, I would not hauc you acquainted with Tapfters ; 
they will draw you Mafter Frozh,and you wil hang them: 
get you gon, and let me heare no more of you. 

Fro. Ethanke your worfhip : for mineowne part, I 
neuer come into any roomein a Tap-honfe, but Iam 
drawne in. 

Efe. Well: no more ef it Mafter Froth : farewell : 
Come you hether to me, M‘. Tapfter: what’s your name 
M‘. Tapfter? 

Clog Pompey. 

Ejc. What elfe? 

Clo, Bum, Sir. : ‘ 

Efe. Troth,and your bum is the greateft thing about 
you, fothat in the beafflict fence, you are Pompey the 





— Meafure for Meahire 


great; Pompey, you are partly « bawd, Pompey; howfe- i 
euer you colour it in being a Tapfter,are you not? come, | ' 





tell me true, it hall be the better for you. 

Clo, Truly fir, I ama poore fellow that would liue, 

Efc. How would you liue Pompey? by being a bawds 
what doe youthinke of the trade Pompey? is it a lawfull 
trade ? 

Clo. If the Law would allowit, fir, 

Efe, But the Law will not allow it Pormpey ; nor it 
fhall not be allowed in Uyeuna, 

Cle, Do’s your Worfhip medne to geld and {play all 
the youth of the City ¢ 

Efc. No, Pompey. 

Clo. Truely Sir, in my poore opinion they will too’t 
then ; if your worfhip will take order for the drabs and 
the knaues, you need not to feare the bawds. 

Efe. Thereis pretty orders beginning I can tell you: 
Iris but heading, and hanging. 

Clo, \fyouhead, and hang all that offend that way 
bur for cen yeare together; you'll be glad to giueouta 
Commiffion for more heads : if this law hold inVsenma 
ten yeare, ile rent the faireft houfe init after three pence 
a Bay: if you liue to fee this cometo pafle, fay Parmpey 
cold you fa, 

Efce Thanke you good Pompey ; and inrequitall of 
your prophefie, harke you :Laduife youlet me not finde 
you before me againe vpon any complaint whatfoeuer; 
no, not for dwelling where you doe ; if I doe Pompey, I 
fhall beat youtoyour Tent, and proue a fhrewd Cafar 
to you: in plaine dealing Pompey, fhall hauc.you whipt; 
fo for thistime, Pompey, fare you well. 

Clo, Ithanke your Worthip for your good counfell; 
but I fhall follow it as the flefh and fortune fhail better 
determine. Whip me? no,no, lec Carman whip his Iade, 
The valiant heart’s not whipt out ofhistrade.° Exit, 

Efe. Come hether to me, Matter Elbow : come hither 
Matter Conftable : how long haue you bin in this place 
of Conftable ? 

Elb. Scuenyeere, anda halfe fir. 

Efe. I thought by the readineffe in the office,you had 
continued in it fome time : you fay feauen yeares toge. 
ther. 

Elb. Anda halfe fir. 

Efe. Alas, it hath beene great paines to you: they do 
you wrong to put you fo off vpon’t. Are there not men 
inyour Ward fufficient to ferue it? . 

lb, ’Faith fir, few of any witin firch matters : as they 
are chofen, they are glad to choofe me for them; I doit 
for fome peece of money,and goe through with all, 

Efe. Looke youbring mee in the names of fome fixe 
or feuen, the moft {ufficient of your parifh, 

Elb, To your Worhhipshoufe fir? 

Efc. To my houfe: fare you well : what's a clocke, 
thinkeyoug 

Inst. Eleuen, Sir, 

Efc. I pray you home to dinner with me, 

Inft, Unumbly thanke you, 

Efe. It grieues me for the death of Clamdio 
But there’s no remedie:, 

Iuft. Lord eAngelois {euere, 

Efe. Icis but needfull. 

Mercy isnot it felfe, that oft lookes fo, 
Pardon is ftill the nurfe of fecend woe; 
But yet, poore Clawdio, thereisnoremedie. 
Come Sir. Exewnt, 
Scans 



























 Meafure for NM alo. OF 


You could not with moretamea tongue defire it: 


. Scena Secunda. 8 Bey os 






Jfab. Mufthe needs die? ih anes 
Ang. Maiden, no remedie. - dove Ag) 
Tab, Yes :1 doe thinke chat you mightpardon him; 





Enter. Pronoit, Seruant, And neither heauten,nor man grieue at che mercy. 
Ser, Hee’s hearing of a Caufe ; he will.come ftraight, Ang, Twill not doe’t. : 
4 Ile tell him of you, _ ‘fab. Butcan you if you would ? 


Ang. Looke what I will not, thar I cannot doe. 
Jao. But might you doe’t & do the world no wrong 

If fo your heart were touch’d with that remorfe ; 

As mine is to him? . tht 
Ang. Hee's fentenc’d, tis too late. 

Luc. Youare too cold, 
Ifab. Too late? why no: Ithat doe fpeak a word 

May call it againe : well, beleeue this 

No ceremony that to great ones longs " 

Not the Kings Crowne; nor the deputed {word, 

The Marfhalls Truncheon, nor the Iudges Robe 

Become them with one halfe fo goodagrace | ox 

As mercie does: If he had bin as you, and you ashe, / 

You would haue flipt like him,buthe like you — 

Would not haue beene fo fterne. 

fag. Pray you be gone. 3 esol | 

Yfab. lwould to heayen Thad yourpotencie, .«" 

And you were //abell : fhould it then be thus? 

No- I would tell whar’twere to bea] udge, 

And what a prifoner, 
Luc. J, touch him; there’s the vaine. ‘ 
Ang. ¥ our Brother is 2 forfeit of the Law : 

And you but wafte your words, 

Tfab. Alas, alas : 

Why all the foules that were, were forfeit once, 

And he that might the vantage beft have taoke, 

Found out the remedie : how would you be, 

If he, which is the top of Iudgement,fhould 

Butiudge you, as you are? Oh, thinke on thar, - 

And mercie then will breathe within your lips 

Like man new made. 

Ang. Beyou content, (faire Maid) 

It isthe Law, not I, condemne your brother, 

Were he my kinfman, brother, or niy fonne, 

It fhould be thus with him : he mut dieto morrow. 

Tfab. To morrow? oh,that’s fodaine, 

Spare him, {pare him: 

Hee’s not prepar d for death ; euen for our kitchins 

We kill the fowle of feafon : thal] we ferue heaven 

With lefferefpe& then we doe minifter ‘ 

To our groffe-felues?good,good my Lord, bethink you; 

Who is it that hath di’d for this offence? 

There’s many haue committed it, 

Luc. 1, well faid. b 
Ang. The Law hath not bin dead,thogh it hath flept 

Thofe many had not dar'dto doe that euill 

| Ifthe firtt, that didth’ Edict infringe 

| Had anfwer’d for his deed . Now ‘tis aweke, 

| Takes note of whatis done; and likea Prophet 

| Lookes ina glaffe that fhewes what futureeuils 

_ Either now, or by remifieneffe, new conceiu'd, - 

_ And fo in progreffe to be hatc’*hd, and borne, 

Are now to haue no furcceffiue degtees, 

But here they liue to end, oe 
Ifab. Yer thew fome pittie. , 

Aug. I fhew it moft of all, when I fhow Iuftice; 

| Forthen I pittie thofe I doe not know, 


| Whicha difmis’d offence, would after gaule 


Pro, ’Pray you doe; Ileknow * 
His pleafure, may be he will relent ; alas 
He hath but as offended in.a.dreame, 
All Sects, all Ages {mack of this vice, andhe 
To die for't? 


Enter Axgelo, 
Ang. Now, what’s the matter Proof? ? 
Pro, 1s it your will Claudso thall die to morrow 2 
Ang. Did not I tell thee yea ¢ hadft thou not order? 
Why do’ft thou aske againe ? 
Pro. Left I might be too rath: 
Vader your good correétion, | haue feene 
. When after execution, Judgement hath 
Repented ore his doome, 
Ang. Goe to; let that bemine, 
| Doe you your office, or giue vp your Place, 
And you {hall well be {par'd. 
Pro, I craue your Honours pardon : 
What fhall be done Sir, with the groaning Jw/iet ? 
Shee’s very neere her howre. 
Ang. Difpofe of her 
Tofome more fitter place ; and that with {peed. 
Ser. Here is the fifter of the man condemn’d , 
Defires accefle to you, 
ang. Hathhe a Sifter2 
Pro. Imy good Lord,a very vertuous maid, 
Andto be fhortlie of aSifter-hood, 
Tfnot alreadie, 
Ang, Well: let her be admitted, 
See youthe Fornicatreffe be remou’d, 
Let her have needfull, but not lauith meanes, — 
There fhall be order for’t. 
: Enter Lucio and I[sbella. 
Pro. ’Sauc your Honour. (will 2 
Ang, Stay a little while: y’are welcome: what’s your 
Jab. Lama wofull Sutor to your Honour , 
*Pleafe but your Honor heareme, 
Ang. Well: what's your fuite. 
Tab, There isa vice that moft I doeabherre, 
And moft defire fhould meet the blow of Juttice ; 
For which I would not plead,but that I muft, 
For which I muft not plead;but thar I. am 
At watre, twixt will, and will nor, 
Ang. Well : the matter?» 
Jfab. Lhaue a brother is condemn’dtodie, 
I doe befesch you lecit be his faule , 
And not my brother. 
Pro, Heauen giue thee mouing graces, 
Ang.Condemne the fault, and not the-actor of it, 
Why cuery faults condemnd ere it be done: 
Mine were the verie Cipher of aFunétion 
To fine thefauits, whofe fine ftands in record, 
And lee goe by the Adtor- 2 
Jfab. Obiutt,but feuere Law: a 
Thad abrether then ; heauen keepe yourhonour.. 
Luc, Giue’tnot ore fo: to him againe, entreat him, 
Kneele downe before him, hang-vpore his gowne;” : 
You are towcold s if youthould needa pin, 
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A eafure for MT éafur aes 


And doc himright, that anfwering one foute'wron g 


| Liues not to actanother, Be fatisfied; 


Your Brother dies to morrow; be contenr, | 

Lfab. Soyou muft be ¥-firfethat gives this fentence , 
Aid hee} chatsfuffers: Oh; ivisexcellent i 
To haueaGiants ftrength» but it is tyrannous 
To vfe it like a Giant. 2 or | 
Luc. That’s wellfaids. voy 5 Se 
Tfabs Gould gteat men thunder 
s Jone himfelie do’s, Jane wouldneuer be quiet ; 


|'For euery pelting petty Officer 
A\W ould vfe his heauen for thunder ; 


\ Nothing bat thunder : Mercifulbheauen’, 


\Thou rather with thy fharpe and:fulpherous bole 
\Splits the vn-wedgable and gnarled Oke, 


]\Then the foft Mertill : Butman, proud man, 


)Dreft ina little briefe authoritie, 
\ Moft ignorant of what he’s moft affur’d, 
(His glafsie Effence) like an angry Ape 
\Plaies fuch phanraftique tricks before high heauen, 
\As.makes the Angels weepe: who with our fpleenes, 
‘Would alkthemfelues laugh mortall. 
Luc, Oh,to him,to bim wench: he will relenc, 


| Hee’s comming : I perceitte’s. 


Pre. Prayheauen fhe win him, 
Tfab. Wecannot weigh our brother wich our felfe, 


} Great men may ieft with Saints stis wit in chem, 


1 Burin the leffe fowle prophanation. 


Luc. Thou'it ith right (Girle) more o'thar, 
Ifab. That ia the Captaine’s buta chollericke word, 


} Which in the Souldier is flat blafphemie, 


Luc. Artauis’do'that? moreon't. 

Ang. Why doe you put thefe fayings vpon me? 

/fab, Becaufe Authoritie, though it erre like others, 
Hath yeta kinde of medicinein it felfe bis 
That skins the vice o’th top ; goe to your bofome, «: 
Knock there, and aske your heart what it doth know 
That’s like my brothers fault: if it confefie 
A naturall guiltineffe,fuch as is his, 


uv 


| Letit not found athought vpon your tongue 


| 


Againft my brothers life. 
Ang. Sheefpeakes, and ’tis fuch fence 
That my Sence breeds with it; fare you well, 
Ifab. Gentleamy Lord, turne backe. 
Ang. I will bethinke me: come againe to morrow. 
1fa.Hark,howlle bribe you:good my Lord turn back. 
Ang, How? bribe me? 
If, T,with (uch gifts that heaven fhall fhare with you. 
Luc, You had mar’d all elfe. 
Tfab. Not with fond Sickles of the tefted- gold, 
Or Stones, whofe rate are either rich, or poore 
As fancie values them: but with true prayers, 
That fhall:be vpat heauen, and enter there 
Ere Sunne rife sprayers from preferued foules, 
From fafting Maides, whofe mindes are dedicate 
Tonothing temporall. 
Ang. Well: come tome to morrow. 
Luc, Goeto'r’tis well saway. 
Jfab, Heauenkeepe' your-honour fafe. > 
Ang. Ameny - >: 1s 2C ois 
For I am that waygoing totemptation , 
Where prayers crofle, 
Jfab, At what hower.tomorrow, 
Shall attend your Lordfhip? 
Ang. Atanysime fore-noone. 
Tab. ’Sawe your Honour. 





ag, From thee ; euen from thy vertue. 
What s this ? what's this? is this her fault, or mine? 
The Tempter,or the Tempted, who fins moft ? ha? 
Not fhe es doth fhe tempt : butit is-J, 
That, lying by the Violet in the Sunne , 
Doeas the Carrion do’s, not a8 the flowre, 
Corrupt with vertuous feafon : Can itbe, 
That Modefty may more betray our Sence ’ “s 
Then womans lightneffe? hating wafte ground enough 
Shall we defire to raze the San€tuary ; 
And pitch our euils there? ohfie, fie, fie: 
What doft thou? or what art thou e4ngele ? 
Doft thou defire her fowly,for thofe things 
That make her good ? oh, let her brother liue: 
Thecues for their robbery haue authority, 
When Iudges fteale themfelues : what, doe Jloucher, 
That I defire to heare her {peake againe? 
And feaft vpon her eyes? what is’t I dreame on ? 
Oh cunning enemy, that to catcha Saint, 
With Saints doft bait thy hooke : moft dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad ys on/ 
To finne, in louing vertue : never could the Strumpet 
Wich all her double vigor, Art, and Nature 
Once ftir my temper: but this vertuous Maid 
Subdues me quite : Euer till how 
When men were fond, I fmild,and wondred how. Exit, 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Duke and Prouoft. 
Duke. Haile to you,Proxof,fol thinke you are. 
Pro. Tam the Prouoft : whats your will, good Frier? 
Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bleit order , 
Tcome to vifite the affligted fpirits 
Here in the prifon: doeme the common right 
To let me fee them : and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes,that I may minifter 
To them accordingly. 
Pro, | would do more then that,if more were needfull 
. Enter [uliet. 
Looke here comes one :a Gentlewoman of mine, 
Who falling in the flawes of her owne youth, 
Hath blifterd her report : She is with childe, 
And he that got it, fentene’d: a yong man, 
More fitto doe another fuch offence, 
Then dye for this, 
Dak, Whenmufthe dye? 
Pro, AsI do thinketomorrow, 
] haue prouided for you, ftay awhile 
And you fhall be condu&ted, “ 
Duk. Repent you (faire one) of the fin you carry ? 
Tul. 1 doe; and beare the fhame moft patiently. 
Ds. Ile teach you how you fhal araign your confciéce |) 
And. try your penitence, ifit be found, and. 
Or hollowly puton, 
Jul, Ile gladly: learne. 
Dek, Loueyou the man that wrong’d you? 
Ini. Yes,as I lane the woman that wrong’dhim. 
Dark, So then it eons moft offence full a& 


Was mutually. committed: ’ 


Ini. Mutually, 0) ‘ 
Dok; Then was your fin of heauier kinde then his. 
Int. 1 doe confeffe it;-and repent it (Father.) 

Ds. Tis 





Ry ene aT 


la te eens a 
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As that the fin hath braughtyonto this fhaniey yi) 2. 


| Which forrowis alwaiestoward our {elifesjnot heaven, 


Showing we would.nos {pareheauensas welloue ity! 
Bue as we ftand in feares <A weil 03 
eda, I.doerepent me,asdtis an euill, 
And take the fhame withioy. 0 modw oT OV 
Duke, -Therereftis,! ne O5 ef bluew od W 


te we ey 


s feu IW: 
wie ¢ <4 


Your partner, (as I heare) muftdie to MOFFOWs! <2 160 
And Iam going withinftrudtion.tohimess i000 i 
t oclt oi Bete 


Grace goe with you, Benedieste. oct 
Jul, Muft.dieto morrow?-chiniurious Loue - 
That refpits me alife, whofexery. comfort. » 
Is ftilla dying horror. sernoig yl eole) edsliguoly | 
fied ident. | 


Pro, ’Tis pitty.of him. 








Scena Quarta! \ 


* Enter Angelo, yoy eniis ) 
An. WhenI would pray,& think, I thinke,and pray 


} To feuerall fubiedts; heaven hath my empty words, 


Whilft my Invention, hearing not my Tongue, 


| Anchors on /faéell: heauenin my mouth, , - 

| Asifidid but onely'chew hisname, =~ 

4 And inmy heart the ftrong and {welling euill 

| Of my conception : the ftate whereon I fludied 

{Is like a goodthing; being often read» 

| Growne feard, and tedious: yea, my Grauitie 

‘| Wherein (letno.man heare me) I take pride, 

] Could I, with boote, change for an idle plume 

] Which the ayre beats for vaine : oh place, oh forme, 


How often deft thou with thy cafe, thy habit 


| Wrench awe from fooles, andtye the wifer foules 
| Tothy falfe feeming ? Blood, thou artblood, 
41 Let’s write good Angell on the Deuills horne 


’Tis not the Deuills Creft: how now ? who’sthere? 
_, Enter Seruant, 
Ser. One Lfabell,a Sitter, defires acceffe toryou. 
Ang. Teachher the way: oh, heauens 


| Why doe’s my bloud thus mufter to my heart, 


Making both it vnablefor it felfe , 

And difpoflefsing all my other parts 

Ofneceffary fitneffe ? 

So play the foolith throngs with one that {wounds, 
Come all to help him, and fo ftop the ayre 

By which hee fhould reuiue: and euen fo 

The generall fubiect to a wel-wifhtKing | 


-{ Quit their ownepart, and in obfequious fondneffe 


Crowd to his prefence,wheretheir vn-taughtloue, of 
Muft needs appear offence ; hownow faire Maid.) A’ 
Enter Tfabella. iti . 
Zab. Lamcometo know your pleafurey.\/ >|, (me, 
An.That youmight know it;wold much berterpleafe | 
Then to demand what’tis : yenr Brother;cannoriliues 
Tfab. Euen fo : heauen keepe your Honor. 
Ang. Yet may he liue.a while: andit maybe. +.» 
As long as you, orl : yerhemuft diez Divs sore 0 T 
/fab, Vnderyour Sentenee?s 22 6% 02a oO 
Ang. Yea. “nod Panes on sad erihi 
‘Ifab, When, I befeech yourthatinhisReprieue 
(Longer, or fhorter) heimay befofitteds< no oo 


| That his foulefickennotysc) {30 


Ang. Haifie,thelefilchy vicescTowereas good 


ekeafire for AA 


| Duk, *Tismeet fo (daugtiter) but leaftyou doxcepent 











To pardon him, that hachfromnatureftelne’ 
Aman already made, astoremit 99>) 2 
Their fawcie fweernes,thatdo.coyne heavens Image” 
In ftamps that are forbid :"tis all aseafie, iTs 


Falfely to cake away alifetruemade, 2° 4) 12 ' 
Astoput mettle inreftrained meanes wi 
Tomakeafalfeone. - «| 3 


Tab. ’Tis fet downe:fo in heauen, but not in earth; 
Ang. Say you {6:then{ fhall poze you quickly. | 
Which had yourather;chatthemoftiut'Law i 
Nowtookeyourbrotherslife,andtoredeemehim:> 
Giue vp yout-body ro fachfweet viicleanneffe 
As the that he hath ftaind ? Ve oS 202 
Ifab. Sir, Deleevethises! yin cai nobise dO 
Thad rather give my body,thenmyfoulen. 6 oi ic 
Ang. Ttalkenot of yourfoule sourcompel’d it) 
Stand more for number, thenfor accompt. tf 
Ifab, How fay you ? b ¢ 
Ang. Nay Ile not warrant that ¢ for Ican {peake 
Againft the thing I fay : Anfwere to this; 
1 (now the vayce of the recorded Law) 
Pronounce a fentence on your Brothers life, 
Might there not bea charitieinfinne, v.) (2. 
To faue this Brothers life 2. helg- on 
‘Ifab. Pleafe you to doo’r, - 
Ile take it:asa perillto my foule, 
Itis no finne at all,but charitie, hat ta 
Ang. Pleaf'd you todoo’t,at perillof your fotile 
Were equall poize of finne,and charitie. ' 
,tfab. That I do beg his life, ific be finne: 
Heauen let me beare its you granting of my {uir, 
If that be fin,Ile makeiemy Morne-praicr, 
To haue it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your anfwere, 
a Nay;buc heare me; : | | 
Your fence purfues normine:either you are ignorant, 
Or feeme fo crafty; and:that'snot good. lov G 
T(ab. Let be ignorant,and innothing good, . 
But gracioufly toknow 1am nobetter, on 
Ang. Thus wifdome wifhes to appeare moft bright, | 
When it doth taxeit felfe -.As thefe blacke Mafques 
Proclaime an en-fhield beauty ten times louder 
Then beauty could difplaied But marke me, 
To be received plaine, Ie fpeake more gioffe : 


amas .oyy' 


4 


Your Brotheris to dyes: 
Liab. So. rin 


Ang. And his offenceis fo,as ic appeares, 
Accountant to the Law, vpon that paine. 
Lfab, True. Bliohe? bow yi 
Ang, Admit no other way to fauehis life |... 
(AsI {ubfcribenot thar,nor'any other, »\; Ao 
But in the loffe:ofqueltion) that you,his Sifter, 


| Finding your felfedefit'd of fuch a perfon, snei2 | 
| Whofe creadit with the Iudge,or owne greatplace, > 


Could fetch your Brother from the Manacles 
Of the all-building-Law: andthattherewere - 
No earthly meane to fauehim,but that either 


‘| You muftlay downe the treafures of your body, 
| | Torhisfuppofed,orelfetolechim fuffer: | 


What would youdoe?®? cee) 

Ifab. As much for my poore Brother,as my felfe; ° 
That is: were I vnder the tearmes ofdeath,) =») 
Thimpreffion of keene whips,J Id,weareas Rubies, 


And ftrip my felfe to death,asto abed,!ie. 1 4 yes 

That longing haue bin ficke forsereF'Id yeeld 

My body vp to fhame, . .. - yd qv onibissyya 
Ang. That 





ae 


eMeafure-for D£eafare. 
a rr pr or 
Avg. Thenmuft your: brother die}.vid no seqo) ) Orelfehe muftnot oneliedie the dearly’ © 2° 
Ifa. And’twer the cheaperways © wher: A | Butthy vakindneffe fhalbhisdeath draw oue A 
| Better it were.abrotherdideatonce» 2 t |  Folingring fufferance s Anfwer'meto morrow, 2! 
| Thenthat a fifter, by.cedeeming him: * <0: | | Or bythe affeftion tharnow guides memoft, 49 vor? 
| Should die foreuers == gaottie resets oo sie” | Tleprouea Tiranttohim. As for you, Dre’) ov #8 snd 
| Ang. Werenot youthenasérucilastheSentence, | Say what youcan! my falfe, ore-weiphsyour crue, Ex 
| That you haue flander’d fo? sociltsolemot | — dfa, To whom fhould keomplaine? Did 1 tell this; 
fax Tgnomic insanfome;and free pardon - | Who would beleeue me ?O periloustnouthes )" 
Are of twohoufes: lawfull mercie, +) ai | That bearein them, one and thefelfefame tongue, ™° |} 
'} Is nothing kin to fowle redemption, hat! ‘! | Either of condemnation,of approofe,” 200 ys) beh 
eAng. Youteem'doflatetomake theLawatirant, | Bidding the Law make curthe to theit will; °° 

































































| And rather prou‘d the fliditig of your brother “| Hooking both right and wrong to th’appetite, 
| Amerriment,thenavice, Shue irc octsrso 2! i} To follow asitdrawes, Ile to my brother, ©: ae | 
| Jfs. Ohpardon me my Lord, it oft fals out *' | Though he hath falne by prompture of the blood,!* | 
| Tohaue, whaniwe would haneso) yo pote. | -Yeehath hein him fuch aminde of Honor; © | : 
i} We {peake not what vvemeane ; pales | That had he twentie heads to tender downe 
| I fomething doexcuferhe thing hate,vi >) On twentie bloodie blockes, hee'ld yeeld them vp, 
| For his aduantage that I dearely loues © >> | Before his fier fhould her bodie ftoope’, 
eAng. Wearealltrailes oe 8 gah | To fuch abhord pollution. fa aan 
Ifa. Elfe lec my brother die; voris sos | Then Sabellliue chafte, and brother die; 
‘| Ifnoc a fedarie but dnelyhestecds oo yoy ). }| More then our Brother, is our Chaftitie. 
-| Owe, and fucceed thy weaknefles iro! ea.ncecoeS |) Tle cell him yet of Angelo’s requeft, 1 | 
| dag. Nay,womeniarefraibstoo> | soa siscis 9) And fit his tninde to death, for his foulesteft,’ “Exit, | | 
Ifa. 1,as the glaffes where they view themfelues, | ; tf 
‘| Which are as eafie broke as they makeformes 2) 
‘| Women? Helpe heauen; mentheir creation: marre 
|| In profiting by them : Nay, call vs tén times'fraile, 
































| Forswe are foft,as our complexions are, °> - 
'} And credulousto falfe prinrsyan os ° 5 Jeups. ; 
| Aag. Ithinkeic wellz:il eit’ od ob LisdT G0) 
| And from this teftimonieof'yourowne fex i3! nose. | 
} (Since I fuppofe-we aremadetabe'no ftrongire «2 | Cla. The miferable have no other medicine i | 
‘Then faults may fhake ourfrarbes) let-me‘bebold; ». || But onely hope : Phaue hope to liue,and am prepar’dto | _ 
| I doarreft your words. Beahicyou-arty guidios oA |} die td | 
That isa woman; if you bemoresyou'rhenel ». 





eA clus Tertius. Scena Prima... 
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Enter Duke, Clandio, and Pronoft. oe a 
Da. Sothen you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo? | 



































Duke. | Be abfolute fordeath : either death or life 
Ifyou be one(as you arowellexprefty <qs>.. co! || Shall thereby bethe fweeter. Reafonthuswithlife: 
By all externall:warrants) dhtwitcnowy: 9) ©: » 2 |sIf¥do loofe thee, Ido loofea thing 
By putting on the deftin’dilimerieson 9.20 t9 0 ~That none but fooles would keepe: a breath thou art, 
Ifa. Uhave notongue bur one; gentle my bord, |~Sernile to all che skyiezinfluences, ; 
Let meentreate you {peakéithe former language, |S That doft this habitation where thon keepft 
Aug. Plainlie conceiue Houe yous oo. ‘/ |.Hourely sffli@ : Meerely, thou art deaths foole, 
~ Ifa, My brother did lone Julie, 1) i> « ~For him thoulabourft by thy flight to thuu, 
And you tellime that he fhall die fisr’t\:. 68". ft. And yetrunfttoward him ftill.: Thou art not noble, 
Ang. He fhalbnot J/abell ifyou give melouce - sFor all th’accommedations that thou bearft, 
Ifa. Lknow your vertue hath ailicencein’t; - ||\Arenurft by bafeneffe: Thou'rt by nomeanes valiant, 
Which feemes a little fouler thenitis, 2 || \For thou doft feare the foft and rerdet forke 
To plucke on others. 2HEISINONS GN BHAT ye |\ Ofa poore worme : thy beft of reftis fleepe, 
“ing. Beleeuemeonmine Honor) 02 362200: |sAnd that thou oft prouoakft, yet groffelie feartt 
My words expreffe my purpofe. mitt '| sThy death, whichis no more. Thou are not thy felfe, \ | 
Ifa, Ha? Little horior, tobe much beleeu’d, = \For thou exifts on manie’a thoufand graines ! 
‘1 And moft pernitious purpofe:Seeming; feeming. \That iffue out of duft, Happie thou art nor, 
‘| I willproclaime thee utagelo;looke fort: 01 >: vil i}. For what thou haft nor, ftill chou ftriu’ft to get, 
| Signe mea prefent pardon'for my brotherjucy oo) 4 | \ And whatthou haf forgetft; ‘Thou art norcertaine, 
Or with an out-ftretcht throateHle tell the world aloud =| \For thy complexion thifts to ftrange effets, 
‘| Whactmanthowart, © @2tiodiot “soy doosi bo) {\ After the Moone? If thou artrich, thou’rt poore, 
: Ang. Whowillbeleeue thee L/abed?iud-lis 0) | Por likean Affe, whofe backe with Ingots bowes $ 
| My vnfoildname;th’aufteereneffe ofmylife,'109 011 |\ Thowbearftthy heauie riches but’aiournie, 
| My vouch againft you, and my place ith State; * |)‘ And death ynloads thee s Friend haft thou none, 
| Will fo your accufation ouér-weigh,) 6. jiu «|| \For thine éwne bowels which do call thee, fire 
| That you fhall ftifle in your ownerepotr,) v6 vac Wl. || (The meere effufiomof thy proper loines 
And fmellofcalumnie. Thauebegun, i. | Docurfe the Gowr, Sapego, and the Rheume 
Andnow I givemyfenfuallrace,thereines»: >) 291 |, For ending thee no fooner. Thouhaft nor youth,nor age 
Fitthy confent tomy fharpe appetite, - | ;But as it wefe an after-dinners fleepe 
Lay by all nicetieyand prolixiousblufhes 9/4». | ;Dreaming on both, forall thy bleffed youth 
That banifh-what they fue for: Redeemerhy. brother, Becomes as aged, and doth begge'the almes 
By yeelding vp thy bodieto my will, jv ybo jOF palfied-Eld:and when thou artold, andrich 
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Fomakethy.riches pleafgnt: what's yet in.this 
(| That beares che: name of life? Yet in this life. 
\W Lie hid moe thoufand deaths; yet death we feare 
(| That makes thefe oddes, alleuen, ...) 
_ la, Thumbliethanke you, 
To fueto liue, I one I oi ~ die, 
And feeking death, finde life : Let it come.on, 
ig iB Seb 30015 ER Atte isi veil 3 
. dfab.W hat hoa? Peace heere; Grace,and good come. 
anic. o1 
- Pro. Who'sthere 2. Come in, the with deferues.a 
welcome:: 4S9 ; 
Duke. Deere fir, ere long Ile vifit you againe. 
_ Cla, : Mok bolic Sir, J thanke you. i 
Lfa...My bufineffe isa word or two with Clandio, 
_. Pra, And veri¢ welcom: looke Signior,here’s your 
fitter. i 
Dake. Prouot,a word with you, 
Pro. As manic as you pleafe. 
Duke. Bring them to heare me fpeak,whereI may,be 
conceal’d. ts att 
Cla, Now fifter, what’s the comfort? 
Ifa. Why, 
As all comforts are: moft good, moft good indeede, 
Lord Angelo hauing affaires to heauen 
Intends you for his fwift Ambaffador, 
Where you fhall be an euerlatting Leiger ; 
Therefore your be{t appointment make with {peed, 
To Morrow you fet on, 
(las. Is there no remedie? 
Jfa. None; but fuch remedie,as to fauea head 
To cleaue a heart in twaine: 
Claw. But is there anie? 
Tfa. Yes brother, you may live; 
There. isa diuellifh mercie in the Judge, 
If you'limplore it, that will free your life, 
Bur fetter youtill death. 
Cla, Perpetuall durance? 
Ifa. Tiuk, perpetual durance, areftraine 
Through all the worlds vattiditie you had 
Toa determin’d fcope. 
Clas. Butin what nature? 
/fa. Infucha one, as you confenting too’r, 
Would barke your honor from that trunke you beare, 
And Jeaue you naked. 
Clas. Let me know the point, 
Ifa. Oh, I do feare thee Clasdio, and I quake, 
Leaft thou a feauorous life fhouldft entertaine, 
| And fix or Guea winters more refpect 
Then aperpetuall Honor, Dar’ft thon die? 
| Thefence of death is moft in apprehenfion, 
| And the poore Beetle that we treade vpon 
In corporall fufferance, finds a pang as great, 
| As when aGiant dies. 
Cla, Why give youmethis fhame ? 
| Thinke you I cana refolution fetch 
| From flowrie renderneffe ? If] mutt die, 
Iwill encounter darkneffe as.a bride, 
And huggcitin mine.armes. 
Afa. There fpake. my brother : there my fathers graue 
| Did yeterfortha voice. Yes,thou mutt die: 
Thowart too noble, co conferuea life ya 
'| Inbafeappliances. This ourward fainted Deputie, 
Whofe fetled vifage, and deliberate word act 
| Nips youth i’ch head, and follies doth emmew 









Thou haft neither heate, affeCtion, limbesnor beautie.. 
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As Falcon doth the Fowle, is yet a diuell: 
His filth within being caft,he would appeare 
A pond, as deepe as hell, A Sar sues: 
cls. The prenzic, Angelo? 
_ Ifa. Oh tis the cunning Liuerie of hell, 
Thedamneft bodieto inueft, and couer. 
In prenzic gardes ; doft theu thinke Claudio, 
If I would yeeld him my virginitic 2 
Thou might ft be freed ? (at 
Cla, Ohheauens, it cannot be, er 
dfa. Yes,he would giu’tthee; from this rank offence | 
So to offend him fill, ‘This night’s the time . 
That I fhould do what J abhorre to name, 
Or elfe thou dieft to morrow, 
Clan. Thou fhalt not.do’s, 
Jfa. O, were it but my life, . 
Pde throw it downe for your deliverance. . 
As frankely as a pin. -, >. 
Clas, Thankes deere Z/abell. PF 
Jfa. Be readie Claudio, for your death so MOLroW., 
(las. Yes, Has heaffe&tions inhim, ' 
That thus can make him bite the Law by th’nofe, 
When he would force it ? Sure it isno finne, 
Or of the deadly feuen it is theleaft. 
Ifa, Which isthe leaft 4 
Cla, Ifit were damnable, he being fo wife, 
Why would he for the momentarie tricke 
Be perdurablie fin’de ?Oh L/abel. ; 
Zfa. What faiesmy brother? ~ 
Cla, Deathisa fearefull thing. 
Ifa, And fhamed life,a hatefull, 
Cla.'1, but to die, and go we knownet 
To lie in cold obftru@ion, and toror, 
This fenfible warme motion, ro become 
Akneaded clod; And the delighted {pirit 
To bath in fierie floods, or to recide 
In thrilling Region of thicke-ribbed Ice, 
Tobe imprifon’d in the viewleffe windes 
And blowne with reftleffe violence round about 
The pendant world : orto be worfe then worg 
Of'thofe, that lawleffe and incertaine thought, . 
Imagine howling, tis too horrible, 
The wearieft, and moft loathed worldly life 
That Age, Ache, periury, and imprifonment 
Can lay onnature, isa Paradife 
To what we feare of death, 
Ifa. Alas, alas. 
Cla. Sweet Sifter, let me liue. 
What finne you do, to fauea brothers life, 
Nature difpenfes with che deede fo farre, 
That it becomes a vertue, 
Lfa, Oh you beak, 
Oh faithleffe Coward, oh difhoneft wretch, 
Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice ? 
Is’t not a. kinde of Inceft, totake life ; 
From chine owne fifters fhame ? What fhould I thinke, 
Heauen fhield my Mother plaid my Father faire: 3 
For fucha warped flip of wilderneffe 
Nere iffu'd from his blood. Take my defiance, 
Die, perifh : Might but my bending downe 
Reprecue thee fromthy fate, it fhould proceede. 
Tle pray a thoufand praiers for thy death, 
No word to faue thee. 
(la. Nay heare me J/abek. 
_ Ifa. Oh fie, fie, fie 
Thy finn’s not accidentall, but a Trade; 
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Mercy to thee would proue it felfea Bawd, © °° 

Tis beft hat thourdieft quickly. - awh 

' Cla. Ohheare me Lfabella, °° Ack anata Sg 
Duk, Vouchfafe a word, yong fifter,but one word, ° 
Ifa. What is your Will. A start 
Dak, Might yoo difpenfe with your leyfure, Twould 
by and by hauefome {peech with you : the fatiffaction I 
would require, is lixewife yourowne benefits ©” 

Ifa. Uhatleno fuperfluous leyfure, my ftay muftbe 
ftolen out of other affaites: but T will attend youa while. 
| 2 Dwkey Sort,Vhaueé ouer-heard what hath paft between 
you & your fifter, Auge/o had neuer the purpofe to cor= 
rupt her ; onelyhe'Hath made an aflay ofher vertue , to 
practife hisiudgement with the difpofition of natures. 
‘She (hauing thetruth of honour in her) hath made him 
that gracious deniall, which he ismoft gladto receive: I 
am Confeffor to Angélo,and I know this to be true, ther- 
fore prepare your felfe to death : do not fatisfie your re- 
folution with hopes that are fallible , to morrow you 
muff die, goe to your knees,and make ready. 

Cla. Let me ask my fifter pardon, I am fo out ofloue 
with life, chac Iwill fue to be rid of ic, 

Duke, Hold you there : farewell . Prono? , aword 
‘with you, Fess 
Pro, What's your will (father ? ) 


‘mea while with the Maid, my ‘minde promifes with my 
habit, no loffe fhall touch her by my company, 
; Pro. In goodtime. : Exit. 
Duk, The hand that hath made you faire , hath made 
you good: the goodnes that 1s:cheape in beauty, makes 
‘beauty briefe in goodnes 3 bur grace being the foule of 
your complexion , fhall keepe the body of it cuer faire: 
the affaule that agelo hath madeto you, Fortune hath 


examples for his falling, I fhould wonder at Angelo: how 
will you doe co content this Subfticute, and to faue your 
Brother? | 

Ifab. Tamnow goingto refolue him: I hedrather 
my brother die by the Law,then my fonne fhouldbe vn- 
lawfullie borne. But (oh) how much is the good Duke 
deceiu'd ine 4ngelo: ifeuer he returne, and I can fpeake 
to him, I willopen my Jipsin vaine, or difcouet his go- 
vernment, ~ A 
Duke. That fhall not be much amiffe: yet,as the mat- 


triall of you onelic. Therefore faften your care on my 
aduifings, te the loue I haue in doing good ; aremedic 
prefents it felfe, Idoe make my felfe beleeuethac you 
may moft vprighteoufly do a poor wronged Lady aine- 
rited benefit; redeem your brother from theangry Law; 
doeno ftaine to your owne gracious perion, and much 
pleafe the abfent Duke, if peraduenture he fhall ever re- 
turne to haue hearing of this bufineffe, 

Jfab, Let me heare you fpeake farther; I haue fpirit to 
do any thing that appeares not fowle in the truth of my 
fpivit.:.." 57 
: Deke. Vertue is bold, and goodnes never fearefull : 
Haue younot heard {peake of Mariana the fitter of Fre- 
dericke the great Souldier, who mifcarried at Sea? 

Ifa. Thaue heard of the Lady, and good words went 
with hername. : 

Dake. Shee fhould this Angelo haue married : was af- 
fianced to her oath,and the nuptiall appointed: between 
which time ofehe contraét, and limit of the felemnitie, 
her brother Fredericke was wrackt at Sea, hauing in thar 


eee ~~ 


Duk. That now'you are come,you wil be gone-leaue | 


‘conuaid to my ynderftanding sand but thas frailty hath 


ter now ftands, he will auoid your accufation : he made | 


Meafire for Meiafiire. 7 


heauily this befell to the poore Gentleworiati, thefé'the | | 


loft anobleand:renowned brother; inhistouétoward | | 
her, euct moft kindg’and natural : with him the portion |_| 
_ and finew of her fortune, her marriage dowry = with 
both, her combynate-husband:, this well-{eeming 
Angelo. : 639 : HiCloui ag 


Tab. Can this be fo ? did Angelo fo leaticher? | 4 

Duke, Left her in her teares, & driednot owe of them | | 
with his comfort: fwallowed his yowes whole,preten. | 
ding in her, difcoucries of difhenor : in few, beftow’d 
heron her owne lamentation; which fhe yet weates'for_ 
his fake ; and he, a marble to her teares, is, wafhed with 
them, butrelenrsitiot. 9. 20°. 2 IB eetin. 

Ifab. Whata merit were it in death to take this poore 
maid from the world? what corruptionin thislife, ‘that 
it will lec this man liue ? But ‘how owt‘of this can fheea- 
uaile? 

Deke. Icis a rupture that you may esfily heale:and the 
cure of tnot onely faues yoarbrother, but keepés you 
from difhonor in doing it. 

Ifab. Shew me how (good Father.) . 

Desk, This fore-named Maid hath yet in her the con- 
tinuance of her firft affection : his vniuft vnkindeneffe 
(that in all reafon fhould haue quenched her loue ) hath 
(like an impedimentin the Current ) made it more vio« 
lent and vnruly : Goe you to Angelo, anfwere his requi- 
ring with a plaufible obedience, apree with his dermands 
tothe point: onely referre your felfe to this dduancage; 
firft, that your ftay with him may not be long : that the 
time may haue all fhadow,and filence in itsand the place 
anfweret@ conuenience : this being granted in coutfe, 
and now followes all : wee fhall aduife this*wronged 
maid to fteed vp your appointment, goe in your place: 
if the encounter acknowledgeit felfe hereafter , it may 
compell him to herrecompence ; andheere , by thisis 
your brother faned , your honor vntainted, the poore 
Mariana aduamtaged, and the corrupt Deputy fcaled, 
The Maid will I frame, and make fit for his attempt : if 
you thinke well to carry this as youimay, the doublenes 
of the benefit defends the deceit from reproofe, ‘What 
thinke you of it ? be Se a 

Jfab, The image of it giues me content already, and I 
truft it will grow to amoft profperous perfection. ° 

~ Dok, Iles much in your holding vp: hafte you {pee- 
dily to Angelo, if for this night he intreat you to his bed, 
giue him promife of fatisfaction : I will prefently to §, 
Lukes , there at the moated-Grange recides this*deie- | | 
ted Adarsana ; at that place call ypon me, and difpatch 
with Angelo, that it may be quickly, of 
Jfab, 1 thank you for this comfort:fare youwell good 
father. ; * Exit, 

Euter Elbow, Clowne, Officers, 9°)! 
lb. Nay, ifthere be no remedy forit, but that ‘you. 
will needes buy and fell men and women likebéafts, we | 
fhall haue all che world drinke browne & white baftard. 

Dwk, Oh heauens,what ftuffeisheere. 9 °° 

Clow. Twas neuer merry world fince of two vfuries | 
the merrieft was put downe,, andthe worfer allow’d by 
order of Law; afur'd gowne to keepe him warme'; and | 
furd with Foxe and Lamb-skinstoo,to fignifie,that craft 
being richer then Innocency, ftands for thefacing! 

Elb. Come your way fir = *bleffe-you good Father 
Friews'' th ve Soteg 

Duk, And yoti good Brother Father 5 what offence 
hath this man madeyou, Sir?’ 


Elb. Marty | 











MM cafure For Meafure. 


Elb, Marry Sir, he hath offended the Law} and Sir, 
wetake him to'bea Theefetoo Sit: for wee haue found 
ivpon him Sir,a ftrange Pick-lock, which we haue fent 
jto the Deputiey: 82 0: 2!t02 KD ey 
Duke. Fie, firrah;a Bawa; awicked bawa, 
The euill thar choucauleftcobedone, S 
That is chy meanes to live.’ Do thou but thinke 
Whiat’tis°to cram a maw, or cloath a backe 
‘From fuch afilthie vice : fay'to-thy felfe, 
‘From their abhotminable and beaftly touches 
| I'drinke, Teate away my felfe,and liue: 
Canft thoubeleeue thy livingis a life, 
| So ftinkingly depending 2Gomend, go mend, 
Clo: Indeed, itdo’s finke in foie fort, Sit: 
But yet Sir bwould prove.) =: Ds eh 
Duke.Nay, ifthe divell have given thee proofs for fin 
Thou wilt proue his. Take hiin to prifon Officer: 
Corredtion, andinftruction muft both worke 
Ere this rude beaft will profit, ° ; 
Elb, Hetmutt before the Deputy Sir, he ha’s given 
him warning :the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-ma- 







he were as good'go a mile on his errand. 

‘Duke, That we were alljas fome would feeme to bee 

From our faults, as faults from feeming free. 
Exter Lucio. 

F/é. His necke will coine to your walt, a Cord fir. 

Cla. Uipy comfort, Ucry baile: Here’s a Gentleman, 
and a friend of mine. 

. Lec. How now noble Pompey? What, at the: wheels 
of Cafar? Art thou led in triumph ? What is there none 
of Pigmalions Images newly made woman'to bee had 
now, for putting the hand in the pocket, and extradting 
clutch’d 3, Whatreply ?, Ha? Whar fait thou to this 
4 Tune, Matter,and Method 2 Is’cnot drown’d i’th lat 
| raine ?Ha? What {aift thou Trot? Is the world.as it was 
Man? Which is the vvay ?Isit fad, and few weds ? 
Or how ? The tricke of it? 920) 

Duke. Still thus, and thus : ftill vvorfe > 

Luc. How doth my deere Morfell, thy Miftris? Pro- 
cures fhe ftill ? Ha ? 

Cla, Troth fir, fhee hath eaten vp all her beefe, ‘and 
fhe is her felfe in the tub, 

Luc. Why'tis good: Itistherightofir: it mutt be 
. fo, Euer your frefh Whore, and your pouder’d Band,an 

vafhun’d confequence, ic maft be fo. Art going to pri- 
fon Pompey? mares 

Clo, Yes faith fir. 

Luc. Why ’cis not amiffe Pompey : farewell: goe fay 
I fent thee thether : for debt Pompey? Or how? 

Elb, For being a baud, for being a baud. 

Luc, Well, then imprifon him? Ifimprifonment be 
the due ofa baud, why’tis hisright. Baud is he doubt 
leffe, and of antiquity too :Baud borne. Farwell good 
Pompey ; Commend me tothe prifon Pompey, you will 
turne good husband now Pompey, you vvill keepethe 
honfe, yGi35 i 

Clo.1 hope.Sir, your good Worhhip wil bemiy baile? 
{ Luc, Noindeed vyil J not Pompey, it is nov the wear: 

Iwillpray (Pompey) covencreafe your bondage if you 
| take itnot patiently: Why; your mettle is the more: 
Adieu truftic Pompey. lie ot 
Bleffe you Friar. 

Duke, Andyou, g} ile stiugtib 

Luc. Do's Bridgerpaitic (till, Pompey? Ha? v6 

E/b, Come youriwai¢s fir, comes 18 280809 0A 





fter : ifhe bea Whore-monger,and comes before him) . 
_ this Angelo vvas not made by Man and Woman, after 
_ this downe-right vvay of Création : 
you 
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| 23 
Clo, You willnot baile methen Sir? °° ~ 
~ Lac. Then Pompey,nornow : what newes abroad Fy;- | 
er? What newes ? aD Hi. boll 
Elb, Come your waies fir, come, >: 
' Luc. Goe to kennell (Pompey) goe: 
What newes Frier of the Duke ? RIGT UO 
- Duke, 1 know none: can you tell me ofany ? a 
Luc. Some fay he is with the Emperor of Refiia:orhiet 
fome, he isin Rome : but where is he thinke your 97st 
Duke. | knownot where: but wherefoeuer, I with! | 
him well. ot # s a 
Luc, Tt'wasamad fantafticall tricke of him to’ fleale 
fromthe State, and vfurpe the beggerie hee was neuer’ 
bornetos Lord Angelo Dukes it well'itthis'abfence : he 
purstranfereffion too't, O 
Duke. He do’s well in’t, i 
Luc. Alittle more lenitieto Lechetie wold’ doe no. 
harme in him: Something too crabbed that way, Frier: ci 
Duk, \tistoo general a vice,and feueritie mutt cureir, |- 
Luz. Yes in good footh,the vice is of 2 great kindreds 
itis vvell allied, but itis impoffibleto extirpeit quire, 
Frier, tilheating and drinking be put downe: ‘They fay 





















































is ittrue, thinke 


Duke, How Should he be made then? 7 
Luc. Some report, a Sea-inaid fpawn’d him, Some,” 
that he vvas begot betweene two Stock-fithes . But it. 
is certaine, that when he makes water, his Vrineis con. 
geal’d ice, thatI know to bee true: and’ he is'a motion’ 
generatiue,that’s infallible, © NS2q 5 : 

Duke. You are pleafant fir,and {peake apace, 

Luc, Why, what aruchleffe thing is this in him, for: 
the rebellion ofa Cod-peece, to take away the life of #: 
man ? Would the Duke that is abfent haue déne this ? 
Ere he vvould haue hang’d a man for the getting ¢ hun- 
dred Baftards, he vvould haue paide for the Narfing a | 
thoufand. He had fome feeling of the fpott, hee knew | 
the feruice, and that inftruéted him te mercié. It 

Deke. I neuer heard the abfent Duke much detected 
for Women, he was not enclin’d that vvay. 

Luc. Oh Sir,you are decein’d, 

Duke. ’Tis not pofiible, 20907 

Lac, Who, notthe Duke? Yes,your beg var of fifty:' 
and his vfe was, to puta ducketin her Clack-aith; the: 
Duke had Crochets in him, Hee would be dranke tooy 
that lec me informe yous ATE T SUT YSid Bie 

Duke, Youdo him wrong, furely, fee 

Lac. Sir,] vvas an inward of his : 2 thie fellow ‘ywas | 
the Duke, and I beleeue I know the cauleof his 'vvith- 
drawing, Ayes: iY 2h HEY 

Duke. What (Iprethee) mightbethecaufe? «| 

Luc. No, pardon: Pisa fecret muftbeelockt with= 
in the teeth and the lippes : but this I can'let you wnder2" 
ftand, the greater file of the fubie¢t held the Duke to be’ 
vite. = 

Dake.’ Wile? Why no queftion bit he was, 

Luc. A very fuperficiall ignorant, ynweighing fellow 

Deke. Bither thisisEnuiein you, Folly, or mifias | 
king: Thevery freame of his life, and the bufineffe he - 
hath-helmed; : muft vppon a warranred neede, gine him 
a better proclamation. Let himbe burreAimonied i 
his owne bringings forch, and hee fhall appeare to the - 
enuious, aScholler, aStatefman, anda Soldier: there>_ 
fore you {peake vnskilfully’: or, if your knowledge bee | 
more, itismuch darkned in yourmalice. == > | 
Luc. | 
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Luc. Sir,I know him,and I loue him...’ 

Duke. Louetalkes with bezcer knowledge,& know- 
ledge with deare loue. 

Lac, Come Sis, I know.whatI know, 

Duke, I can hardly belecuc that, fince you know not 

what you fyeake, Butifieuer the Dukerermmme (as our 
praiers are hemay) let mee defire you to make your an- 
| {wer beforehim : ifit bee honeft you hase fpoke, you 
haue courage to maintaine it; ] am bound to call yppon 
you, aad I pray you your name? 
Luce. Sir my name is Lacio,wel known tothe Duke. 
_.| Dake,, He fhall know you better Sir, if Imay liue to 
report you. ; 
Luc. I feare younot. 
Duke, O, youhope the Duke willrerurne no more: 
or you imagine me to vnhurtfull an oppofite:but indsed 
[I candoe youtittleharme : You'll fer-{weare this a- 
gaine ? 

Luc. Ue be hang dfirft.:. Thouars deceiu’d in mee 
Friar, Butno more ofthis: Can@ thouctell if Claadio 

| dieto morrow, or no? * 

Duke, Why. fhould he dic Sir ? 

Luc. Why,? For filling xbortle with a Tunne-difh : 
Lwould the Duke we talke of were return’d againe: this 
vngenitur'd Agent will yn-people the Prowince with 
Continencie. Sparrowes muft not build in his .houfe- 
ecues, becaufe they are lecherous: The Duke yet would 
haue darke deeds darkelie anfwered, hee would never 
bring them co light: wouldihee werereturo’d, Marrie 
this (/audio is condemned for votruffing.Farwell good 


Friar, Iprethee pray forme :.The Duke (I fayto thee 


againe) would eate Murtoron Fridaies, He’s now paft 
j it, yet (and I fay to thee) hee would mouth wirh a beg- 

ar, though fhe finelt browne-bread and Garlicke ; fay 
that I faidfo;Farewell, ..., Exit. 

Dake. No might, nor greatneffe in mortality 
Can cenfure {cape : Back-wounding calumnie 
The whiteft vertue (trikes. What King fo ftrong, 

Can tie the gall vp in the flanderous tong ? 
But who comes heere ? 
. _ Enter Efcalus, Prouoft, and Bawd. 

Eff. Go, away withher to prifon. 

Bawd, Good my Lord be good to mec, your Honor 
is accounted a.mercifullman : good my Lord. 

&fe. Double, and trebble admonition, and ftill for- 
feite in the fame kinde? This would make mercy fweare 

and play the Tirant. 
| Pro. ABawdofeleuenyeares continuance, may it 
pleafe your Honor. . 

Bawd, My Lord, this is one Lucio’s information a- 
gainft me, Miftris Kate Keepe-downe was with childe by 
him in the Dukes time, he promis’d her marriage : his 
Childe is a yeere and a quarter olde come Philip and Ja- 
cob: thaue kept it my felfe; and fee how hee goes about 
to abufe me, 

Efe. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenfe : Let 
| bim be call’d before vs, Away with her to prifon :Goe 
too,no more words. Prouoft, my Brother .dagelo will 
| not be alter’d, Claudio mult die to morrow: Let himbe 


furnifh’d with Diuines, and haue all charitable preparas | 


tion... Ifmy brother wrought by my pitie, it fhould nor 
be fo with him. i 
| . Pre, So pleafe you, this Friar hath beene with him, 
and aduis’d hin forth’entertainment of death... 

Efe. Good’cuen, good Father.. 
Duk. Bliffe, and goodneile on you. 


ga 


Megfure for Meafure. 


Efe. Of whence are you? cM. a 
Duke,Not of this Countrie,though my chance is now! 
To vie it for my time: 1 ama brother 3 
Of gracious Order, late come fromthe Sea, 

In {peciall bufineffe from his Holineffe, 

Efc.. What newesabroad.ith World ? 

Duke. None, butthat there is fo great a Feauor on 
goodneffe, that che diffolution of it muft cure it. Nos 
ueltic is onely in requeft, and as irisas dangerous tobe} 
aged in any kinde of courfe, as ités vertuous to be con- 
{tant in any vndertaking. Thereis fearferruth enough 
aliue to make Societies fecure, but Securitie enough to 
make Fellowfhips accurft: Much ypon this riddle runs 
the wifedome of the world : This newes is old enoy h, 
yetitis euerie daics newes. I pray you Sir,of what dif- 
pofition was the Duke? 

Efe. One, that aboueall other ftrifes, 

Contended efpecially to know himfelfe. 

Duke. What pleafure was he giuen to? 

Efc. Rather reioycing to fee another merry, thea 
merrrie at anie thing which profeft to make him rejoice, 
A Gentleman of all temperance, But leaue wee himto 
his euents, with a praier they may proue profperous, & 
let me defire to know, how you finde Clandso prepar’d? 
Tam made to wnderftand, that you haue lent him vifita- 
tion. 

Duke, He profeffes to haue received no finifter mea- 
fure from his ludge, but moft willingly humbles him. 
felfe to the determination of Iuftice : yet had he framed 
to himfelfe (by the inftruétion of his frailty) manie de. 
ceyuing promifes of life, which I (by my good leifure) 
haue difcredited to him, and now is he refolu’d to die, 

Efe. Youhaue paid the heavens your Fundtion, and} | 
the prifoner the verie debt of your Calling, I havela-|_ 
bour’d for the paore Gentleman,to the extremett fhore 
of my modeftie,but my brother-Iuftice have I found fo 
fcuereythat he hath fore’d me to tell him, hee is indeede 
Iuftice, 

Duke. If his owne life, 

Anfwere the ftraitneffe of his proceeding, 
It fhall become him well: wherein if he chance to faile 
he hath fentenc’d himfelfe. 

Ffc. Lam going to vifit the prifoner, Fare you well, 

Duke, Peace be with you. 

He whothe fword of Heauen will beare, 
Should beas holy, as feueare ; 
Patterne in himfelfe to know, 

Grace to ftand, and Vertue go: 
More, nor leffe to others paying, 
Then by felfe-offences weighing. 
Shame to him, whofe cruell ftriking, 
Kils for faults of his owne liking : 
Twicetrebble fhameon Angelo, 

To vveede my vice, and let his grow. 
Oh,what may Man within him hide, 
Though Angel on the outward fide? 
How may likeneffe made in crimes, 
Making praétife onthe Times, 

To draw with ydle Spiders ftrings 
Moft ponderous and fubftantiall things ? 
Craft againft vice, I muft applic. 
With Angelo to night thall lye 

His old betroathed (but defpifed:) 
So difguife thall by th’difguifed 

Pay with falfhood, falfe exadting, 
And performe an olde contrating, 








Aétus Quartus. Scena Prima, 









Enter Mariana, and Boy finging. 


Song. Take, ob take thofe lips away, 
that (o fweetly were for[worne, 
And thofe eyes : the breake of day 
lights thar doe'miflead the Morne ; 
But my kilffes bring againe bring againe, 
‘Seales of lone, but feal'd in-vaine, feal din vaine. 
Enter Duke. ‘ 
| Mar Breake off thy fong,and hafte thee quick away, 
, Here comes a man of comfort,whofe aduice 
Hath often ftill’d my brawling difcontent. 
I cry you mercie,Sir,and well could with 
You had not found me here fo muficall. 
Let me excufe me, and beleeue me fo, 
My mirth it much difpleaf'd,but pleaf'd my woe. 
Dak,’Tis good; though Mufick oft hath {uch a charme 
To make bad, good ; and good prouoake to harme. 
I pray you tell me,hath any body enquir’d for mee here 
today; much vpon this time haue I promif{*d here to 
meete. 

Mar, Youhauenot bin enquir’d after: I have fat 

here all day. 
Enter [fabell. 

Duk, I doe conftantly beleeue you ; the time is come 
euennow, I fhall craue your forbearance alittle,may be 
I Mie call vpon you anone for fome aduantage to your 
felfes 82 ah ee 

Mar. Tam alwayes bound to you, 

_» Duk, Very well met,and well come: 
| Whacis the newes from this good Deputie? 

Jjab, He hatha Garden circummur’d with Bricke, 
Whofe wefterne fideis witha Vineyard back’s ; 
| And tothat Vineyardis a planched gate, 

That makes his opening with this bigger Key : 
| This other doth command.a little doore, 
| Which from the Vineyard to the Garden leades, 
There haue I mademy promife, vpon the 
. Heauy midle of the night,to call vpon him. 
‘Duk; But fhall you on your knowledge find this way? 
Tfab. Thauet’ane'a due,and wary note vpon’r, 
With whifpering,and moft guiltiediligence, 
In ation all of precept,he did fhow me 
The'way twice ore. 

Dek. Are there no other tokens 
Betweene you greed concerning her obferuance? 

‘I fab. No : none but onely arepaire ith’ daike,»~ 
And that] haue'poffeit him,my moft ftay rant 
Can be but briefe: for Ihaue made him know, 

Thaue a Seruant comes with meglong | 
That flaies vypon me ;;whofe per{wafion is, ° 
I come abourmy Brother. 

Duk. ’Tis welkborne vp. : Glen 

Thaue not yet made knowneto Afariana’ > | 0x0 

ie Enter Mariamay °° Hx! 
A word of this : what hoa, withinycome forth, | > 
I pray you be acquainted withithis Maid, ©! 200 Liv 
She comes to doe you'good veil S¥7 osdaub vis 
“ Tab. Vdoe' défirethe likey noises = 


Exit. 
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| him by the yeere, and let hinvabide bere with you, ifnot, 
| vfe him forthe prefent, and difmiffehim, hee cannot 


| myfterie. — 


1 turnethe Scale, © yf 





_ Dak, Do youperiwade your felfethat Tretpestyou?: ) 


= eae 
Mar, Good Frier, | know you do, and hate found ir, ! 
Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand 
Who hatha fterie readie for your eare ; 
I fhall attend your leifure, but make hafte 
The vaporous night approaches, . 
Mar. Wilt pleafe you walke afide. “Exit. 
Dzaie. Ob Place,and greatnes : millions of falfe éies 
Are ftucke vpon thee: volumes of report 
Run with thefe falfe, and moft contrarious Queft g 
Vpon thy doings: thoufand efcapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dreame, if 
And racke thee in their fancies. Welcome,how agreed ? 
Enter Mariana and Ifabella. 
Ifab. Shee'll take the enterprize vpon her father, 
If you aduife it. Kae 
Deke. Itis not my confent, 
But my entreaty too, 
Ifa. Little haue you to fay 
When you depart from him, but foft and low, 
Remember now my brother,’ 
Mar, Feareme not. 
Duk, Nor gentle daughter, feare yeunot at all ; 
He is your husband ona pre-contra@ : 
To bring you thus together’ tis no finne, 
Sith chat the Juftice of your title to him 
Doth flourifh the deceit . Come, let vs goe, 
Our Corne’s to reape,for yet our Tithes tofow, Exennt. 





Scena Secunda. 





Enter Pronoft and (lowue. 


Pro, Come hither firha ; can you cut offa mans head? 

Clo. If the manbea Bachelor Sir,J can: 
But ifhe be a married man, he’s his wiues head, 
And I can neuer cut off a womans head, 

Pro. Come fir,leaue me your {natches, and yeeld mee 
a direct anfwere, Tomorrow morning are to die Claz- 
die and Barzardine : heere is in our prifon a common exe- 
cutioner, who in his officelacksa helper, if you willtake 
iton youto affift him, it fhall redeeme you from your 
Gyues :if not,you fhall have your full time of imprifon- 
ment, and your deliverance with an vnpittied whipping; 
for you haue beene a notoriousbawd. > 

Clo. Sir, I haue beene an volawfull bawd;time out of 
minde, but yet I willbee content to be alawfall hang- 
man: I would bee glad to receiue fome inftruGtion from 
my fellow partner. cf 

Pro, What hoa, Abhorfon: where's Abborfon there? 

Enter Abhor fon, A” : 

Abb, Doe you call fir? iW O54 

Pre. Sirha,here’s a fellow will helpe youto morrow’ 
in your execution : if you thinke it mect,compound with 


lead his eftimation with you : he hath beene a Bawd. 
Abb, A Bawd Sir? fie vpon him, he willdiferecivour 


‘Pre, GoetooSir, you waighequallie: a feather will 
rt Exit. 

Clo, Pray fir, by your good fauor : for furely fir, 2 
good fauor you haue,butthat you haue a hanging look : 
Doeyoucall fir,your occupationa Myfterie? 
G2 Abn. 1; 
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Abs. TSiz,a Mifteric. 


Meafure. for Meafure. 


But he muft die to morrow ? 













































































































































































































































































































































































\Cle. Painting Sir, Ihave heard fay, is a Mifteriesand 
your Whores fir, being members of my occupation; ¥= 
fing painting, do proue my Occupation, a Mifteri¢:biue 
what Mifterie there fhould be inhanging, if I, fhould 
be hang’d, I cannotimagine. 

.4bb , Sir, it isa Mifterie,' 

(lo. Proofe, ce 

ebb. Euerie true mais apparrell fics your Theefe. 

Clo. Ifit be roo little for your theefe, your true man 
thinkes it bigge enough. Ifitbee too bigge for your 
Theefe, your Theefe thinkes it little enough : So cuerie 
true mansapparrell fits your Theefe, 

Enter Prouoft. 

Pre, Are youagreed ? 

Cle. Sir, Iwill feruchim : For I dofinde your Hang- 
man is a more penitent Trade then your Bawd: he doth 
oftner aske forgineneffe, 

Pro. You firrah, prouide your blocke and your Axe 
to morrow, fourea clocks. 

Abb, Comeon (Bawd) I will inftructthee inmy 
Trade : follows 

Cle. I do defireto learne fir : and I hope, ifyou haue 
occafion to vie me for your owne turng, you fhall finde 
mey’are. For truly fir, for your kindnefle, lowe you a 
good turne. Ye Exit 

Pro, Call hether Baraardise and-Clandio : 

Th’one has my pitie ; nora iotthe other, 

Being a Murtherer, though he were my brother. 
Enter Claudia. 

Looke, here’s the Warrant (landio, for thy death, 

’Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow 

Thou muft be made immortall, Where’s Barwardine 2 

Cla. As faltlock’d vp in fleepe,as guiltlefle labour, 
When it lies ftarkely in the Trauellers bones, 
He will not wake. 

Pro. Who can do good on him? si 
Well,go,prepare your felfe. But harke, what noife ? ; 
Heauen giue your fpirits comfort: by, and by, 
Thopeit isfome pardon, orrepreeuc . 

Forthe moft gentle (Zasdie. Welcome Father. 


Enter Duke, . 

Duke. The beft, and wholfomft f{pitits of the night, 
-{Inuellop yeu,good Prouoft: who call’d heere of late ?. 
Pro. None fince the Curphew rung, 
Duke. Not [fabell? 
Provdida wd less: . 
Duke. :They will thener’t belong. 
Pro. What comfort is for Clandio? 
Duke. There's fome in hope. 
Pro, Ivis abitter Deputie. 
Duke. Not fo, not fo : his life is paralel’d 
| Euen with the ftroke and line of his g reat Iuftice : 

‘He doth with holieabftinence fubdue 
Thavin himfelfe, which he {purres on his powre 
To qualificin others: were he meal’d with that 
Whichhe corrects, then were hetirrannous, 
But this:being fo, he’s iuft. Noware they come,‘ ; 
This is agentle Prouolt, fildome when x 
T he fteeled Gaoler is the friend of men: a 
How now? what noife 2 That {pirit’spoffeft with haft, 
That wounds th’vnfifting Pofterne with thefe ftrokes, 

Pro. There he mut ftay vneil the Officer 
Arifeto let himin: heiscall’dvp.»:. : : 
Duke, Haue you noicouncermand for (Vaudioyet? 


u 


| 


4 


- Pro, None Sir, none. : 
Duke.’ As neere the dawning Prouoft, as itis; * 
You fhall heare more ere Morning. 
Pro. Happely ery 
You fomething know : yet I beleeue chere comes 
No countermand : no fuch example haue we: 
Befides, vpon the verie fiege of Iuftice, 
Lord Angelo hath to the publike care 
Profeft the contrarie. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Duke. Thisis his Lords man, 
Pro. And heere comes:Clandio's pardon, 
Meff. My Lord hath fent you this note,} 
And by mee this further charge ; 
That you fwerue not from the fmalleft Article of ie, 
Neither in time, matter, or other circumftance. 
Good morrow: forasI take it, it is almoft day. 
Pre. J fhall obey him, 
_ Duke. This is his Pardon purchas’d by fuch fin, 
For which the Pardoner himfelfe is in : 
Hence hath offence his quicke celeritie, 
When itis borne in high Authority. 
When Vice makes Mercie; Mercie’s fo extended, 
That for the faults loue, is ch’offender friended. 
Now Sir, what newes? 
Pro, I told you: 
Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remiffe 
In mine Office, awakens mee \ 
With this vnwonted putting on, methinks flrangely : 
For he hath not vs‘d it before. 
Dak, Pray you let’s heare, 
The Letter, 
What{oener you may beare tothe comtrary, lat Clandio be ex-| | 
ecuted by foure of the clocke and in the afternoone Bernar- 
dine : For my better farisfattion , let mee bawe Clandias 
bead fent mse by fine, Let this be duely performed withe 
thought that more depends on it, then we muft yet deliner, 
Thus faile not to doe your Office, as you will anfwere it a 
your peril, 
What fay you to this Sir? ) 
Duke. What is that Barwardise, who isto be execie 
ted in th’afternoone ? 
Pro. A Bohemian borne: But here nurft vp & bred, 
One that is a prifoner nine yeeres old, 
Duke, How cameit, that the abfenti Duke had not 
either deliuer’d him to his libertie,or.executed him? | 
haue heard it was ever his mannerto do fo. ii 
Pro. His friends ftill wrought Repreeues for him:, 


| Andindeed his fact till now in the gauernment of Lord 


Angelo, came not to.an vndoubrfull proofe, 

Duke. It ishowapparant?.. rhe 

Pro. Moft manifeft; and not denied by himfelfe, 

Duke, Hathhe borne himfelfe penitently in prifon? 
How feemeshetobetouch'd? > = - 

Pro. Aman that apprehends death no more dread- 
fully, but as a drunken fleepe, careleffe, wreakleffe,and 
feareleffe of what’s paft, prefent, or to come : infenfible 
of mortality, and defperately mortal. 

Duke. He wants.aduice, of opel. 

Pro.He wil heare nonezhe-hathi cuermore had the li- 
berty of the prifon:giue him leauc.to efcape hence, hee 
would not. Drunkemany timesa day,ifnocmany daies 
entirely drunke, We haue verieoft awak’d him, as ifto 
carrie him to execution, and fhew'd him a feeming war- 
rant for it, ic hath notimeued himatall. ¥5 fe 

whe. 
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} Deke. Moreofhim anom:>Thereis written in your 
\ braw Prouoft; honeftyandiconftancies iff teadeit not 
|| truly, my.ancient.skill beguiles me::butiivthe boldnes 
‘| of my cunning,-L.willday my felfein hazard > Claudio, 
:| whom heerc you haue-warrant toexecute,;'isao greater 
‘| forfeic co the Law,then. Angelo who hath fentenc’d him, 
‘| Tomake you vnderftand this in a, manifefted effe@, I 
crave but foure daiesre(pit sifor the which, you are to 
| dome botha prefent, and a\dangerous courtefic. 

Vor Pro. Pray Sir,in what?! 9: igSte 

fe Dakeo Inthe delayitig-death, 

Pro, Alacke, how may doit éHauing the houre li- 
| mited, and an-expreffe command, vnder penaltic, to de- 
‘| liver his headin the view of Angelo? I may make my | 
T cafe as Claudio’s, to croffe this in thefmalleft. 

Duke, By the vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 

If my inftruGtions may.be your guide, 
| Let this Baraardine-be thisinorning executed, 

And hisheadborneto 4gelo.. paid 
| Pro. Angelohath feene them both, 
And will difcouer the fauour. 

Duke. Oh, death’s a great difguiler, and'you may 
4 adde to it; Shauethe head sand tie the beard, and fayit | 
'} was the defire of the penitenttobe fo bar'de betore his 
| death: youknow the courfeis' common, -If any thing 
fall to yor vpon this, morethen thankes and good for- 
| tune, by the Saint whom Iprofeffe, I will plead againit 

it with my life. a 
| Pre, Pardonme, good Father, it is againft my oath, 
Duke. Were you {wore to the Duke) or to the De- 
4 putie? 4 7 
} Pro. Tohim,and to his Subftitites, 
: Duke. You will thinke'you haue madeno offence, if 
}-the Duke anpuch theiufticeof your dealing? » 
dor Pro. But what likelihoodisin that? 
>> Duke. Not arefemblance, buta certainty ; yet fince 
‘| I fee you fearfull, that neither my coate, integrity, nor 
}-perfwafion, can with eafeartempt you, I'wil-go further 
| then] meant, to plucke all feares om of you. Looke 
| you Sir, heereis the hand and Seale of the Duke : -you 
“4 know the'Charracter I doubt not, and the Signeris not 
| frangete.you? . 
Jt . Pro. Vknow them both... 
{ Dake. The Contents of this, is the returne of. the 

Duke; yeu fhall anon over-reade it at your pleafure: 
} where you fhall finde within thefe twodaies, he wil be 
heere, This is a thing that. Angelo knowesnot , for hee 
| this. very day.teceines.letcersof ftrange tendf,petchance 
of the Dukesdeath, perchance entering into: fome Mo- | 
4 chaftéries; butiby chance:nothing of what iswrit.Looke, 
4 th'vnfolding Starre calles vp the Shepheagds, pure not 
4 your felfe into amazementyhow thefe thirigs fhould be; 
all. diffculties:are buc:eafie vwhen theyare knowne. Call | 
-yOur executioner, and-off with Barnandines head :1 will 
ugive bir acprefent sniff i and.aduife, him for.a better - 
} place. Yet you are amaz’d, but this fhall abfolutely,re- 
| folue you : Gome away itis alinoftcleere dawne,, Exit. 
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Clo. Lam as well, icquainted:heere; as I was in our | 
houleofprofeffion ; ons would thinkeixivvere Miasis 
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fs “Wea fare for Meafure. 


\ ecuted,and fleepe afterwards. 


We i 5 ( 
Oxer-dons owne houfe, forheere be tmanie-of her olde ‘ 
Cuftomers. Firft, here’syong Mr Raf, Kee’s in for a 
commoditi¢e of browne paper, and olde Ginget, nine 
fcore and feuenteene pounds; of whichhee made fins 
‘Markes readiemoney: marrie then, Ginger was not 
muchinrequeit, forthe olde Women -yvere al] dead. 
Then is there heere one Mt Caper, atthe fuite of Mafter 
Three-Pile the Mercer, for fome foure {uites of Peach~ 
colour’d Satten, which now:peaches him a beggar, 
Then haue wve heere, yong Dizie, and yong Mt Deepe- 
vow, and Mr Copper/purre,and Mr Starue- Lackey the Ra- 
pier and dagger man, and yong Drop-heie'that kild lu- 
Rie Pudding and M« Forthlighr the Tilterjand braue Me 
Shootie the great Traueller, and wilde Haife-Canne that 
ftabb'd Pots,and I thinke fortie more,al] great doers in { 


























our Trade,and arenow forthe Lords fake. 


Exter Abborfon. 
Abb, Sitrah, bring Barzardine hether, vis3 Te 
Clo. M® Barnardize, youmutt rife and be hano’d 
M! Barnaraime. % 308 
bh, What hoa Barnardine, 
Baruardine within, sto 
Bar. A’pox o’yourthroats: who makes\ that noyfe | 
there? What are you? tot sn 
Clo. Your friends Sir,the Hangman: 
You muft befo good Sirtorife,and be puttoideath 
Bar. Away you Rogue, away, 
24th. Tell him he muft awake 
And that quickly toa, 2 
Clo: Pray Mafter Barnardine, awake till youwsareex ~ 


30d 
or tae 
Iam fleepie. fol 
> ; } Yi y 






4b. Goinco him, and fetch him Sur! A 
(/0. He is comming Sir,he is comming: I hearehis 
Straw ruffle, f2sai9 vd teeal 






| 
weet 





Enter Baruatrdine, 925. ; 
Abb, Isthe Axe vpon the blocke,firrah? = 
Clo. Veriereadie Sir... wold « 
Bar. How now Abborfon? 
What's the newes vvith you? ww bess isi 
Abb, Truly Sir, I would defire you to clap into your | 
prayers: bitch age eer Warrantscomies 291) 4 
Bar. You Rogue, Thaue bin drinking-all nighr, 
Tam not fitted fre. i ; 2 = oe OF} 
bie mene better ret for he that-drinkes all night, 
and is hanged betimes jn the @aorning = mavfleepethe | 
founder all the next day. ~ eaaR anya 
Enter Dukes od so ds3cn0 Oh I 
Abh. Looke you Sit, heere comes your ghoftly Fa- {. 
ther : do weieft now thinke you ? era: | 
Duke. Sir,induced by my charitie; and hearing how 


haftily you are to depart, I-am cometo aduife you, ' 





> : 
Sd iteeeed 1s 











efi 
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Comfort you,and pray with you. >» | Nicol | 
Bar. Friar,not 1: | hadebin drinking hard all night, 
and I will haue more time to preparemee, orthey hail 
beat.out niy:braines with billets : ‘I will’not confent to 
die this day, that’s certaine, BF 
Duke Obvfic; you multi and therefore I befeech you 
Looke forward omtheiournie you fhalbgoy: 224 dieti 
Bar. 1 {weare I will notdie te. day for aniemanspere . 
fwafion, soley | bas fn tt bssdeiH | 
Duke. Butheareyous 9 20) sel ON 
Bar Not a word : ifyou haue anie thing to fay tome 
cometo my Ward: for thence will notT to day. Wi 3 i 
diol uo Sajal bas mid o1 fiw 1,0 Exit 
ans Seren PromefoniodiucY saQ } 
Dake. Vofittoliue,ordie :oh grauell heart, .\ 
43 _ After | 
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Were damnable, isin 
Pro. Heere inthe prifon, Father, 
| There died this morning ofa cruell Feanor; 
One Ragozine, a moft notorious Pirate, 
A man of (lawdio’s yeares : his beard,and head 
Luft of his colour. Whatif wedo omit’ + 
| This Reprobate, til he were wel enclin'd, 
And fatisfie the Deputie with the vifage 
| Of Ragozine, mote like to Clandio? 
Duke. Ohi,’tis an accident that heauen prouides : 
} Difpatchitprefently, the houre drawes on 
| Prefizst by Angelo: See this be done, 
And fent according to cominand, whiles I 
Perfwade this rude wrerch willingly to dic. 
Pro. This thall be done (good Father) prefently’: 
But Barnardine mutt die this afternoone, 
} And how {hall we continue Clandia, 
To faue me from the'danger tharmight come, 
if he weré knowne aliue ? ene f 
Duke. Letthis be done, 
Put them in fecret holds} both Barnardine and Clandio, 
| Bre twice the Sun hath made his iournall greeting 
| To yond generation, you fhal finde 
Your fafetie manifefted. 
| Pro, 1am yourfree dependant. Exit. 
| . Dake. Quicke,difpacch,and fend the head to Angelo 
} Now wilI write Letters tovdugelo, 
(The Prowoft he thal beare them )whofercontents 
Shal witheffeto him Tam neere at home: 
And that by great Iniunétions I am bound, 
1 Yo enter publikely : him Iedefire 
Tomect me at theiconfecrared: Fount, =. 
1 A League below the Citie; and from thence,» 
| By cold gradation, and weaté-bailanc’d forme. 
We thal proceed with Angelo, » waits 
a uue sty oy poEnter Fronoft. 
Pro. Heereisthe head, lle carrie it 3 felfe. 
| ‘Dake, Connenientis it ¢Make.a fwitt returne, 
| Bor I would commune with you of hich thing's, 
| Thac wantndeare buryours.. ! >: 13,0 
|. Pro. Memake all fpeed@esiis i +>: 
Tfabell wit bin. 
Ifa, Peace hea, be beere. «. 
‘Duke. Thetongueof /fabed. She's cometoknow, 
| Ifyet her brothers pardon be come hither : 
| But will keepeher ignorant of hér good, 
‘| To makeherheauenly.comfotts of.difpaire, o. 


Exit 


| Whenicis leaftexpe&ed.) + 

] catgts ile bied go'Bate Ifabelied |: | 
|) Ufa. Hoa, by your leaue, 
|: Deke, Good morhing to 
| daughter. nies 2 EeE 
|» Ufa. The better giuen me by foholy aaah}, » 

| Hath yet cheDeéputie fent my brothers pardow?> * 


. 
ad 


¥ 


'| His head is off, and fent to Angelo. : 

| Ifa Nay, butitisnotfe, *” wd aja@ 
duke. Ivis noicther, bis . H : Se feito ee ot ae 

| Shew yout wiledome daughter iwyourclofe patience; 
sdf. Oh,I wil tohim, and plucke out his cies, 

A Duk. You thal notbeadmiteeéd to his fight, 

| Ifa, Yuhappie Clandio, wrerchedilfabelly 7 x30 
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Hee 
at 
as 


Ininrious world, moft damned Angelo. 

Dake, -This nor hurtshim,nor profits yous iot, 
Forbeare it therefore, giue your caufeto heauen, 
Marke what I fay, which you fhal finde 


| By euery fillable a faithful veritic, 


The Duke comes home to morrow : nay dri¢ your eyes, 
One of our Couent, and his Confeffor 
Giues me this inftance : Already he hath carried 
Notice to E/calus and Angelo, : 
Who do prepare to meete him atthe gates, (dome, 
There to giue vp their powre: If you can pace your mit 
Inthat good path that I would with it go, 

And you fhal‘haue your bofome on this wretch, 


| Grace of the Duke, reuengesto your heart, 
; And general Honor. 


Ifa. Lam dire&ted by you. 

‘Duk, This Letter then to Friar Peter giue, 
’Tis that he fent me ofthe Dukes returne 
Say, by this token, I defire his companie 
At Mariana’s houfe to night. Her caufe, and yours 
lle perfe& him withall, and he fhal bring you 
Before the Duke; and tothehead of Angelo . 
Accufehim homeand home. Formy poore felfe, 
Iam combined by a facred Vow, 
And fhall be abfent. Wend you with this Letter - 
Command thefe fretting waters from your cies 
Witha light heart ; trufgnot my holie Order 
If] peruert your courfe : whofe heere ? 

Enter Lucio, 

Luc, Good’ euen ; 

Frier, where’s the Prouoft ? 
Duke. Not within Sir. 


Inc, Oh prettie //abella, Lam pale at mine heart, to | 


| feethine eyes fored : thoumuft be patient; I am faine. 


to dine and fup with water and bran ; I dare not for my 
head fill my belly, One fruitful Meale would fermee | 
too’t : but they fay the Duke will be heereto Morrow, 
By my troth J/aéef I lou'd thy brother, iftheolde fan-' 
taftical Duke of darke corners had bene at home,hehad 
liued. 
Duke, Sir, the Dukeis marueilous little beholding 
to your reports, bur the beitis, he liuesnotjnthem, 
Luc. Friar, thou knoweftnot the Duke fo welas I) 


| do: he’s abetter woodmanthenthoutsk’thimfor. | 


Duke, Well: you'l anfwer this one day.Bare ye well. 
Luc: Nay tartie, Ie goalong with thee, * 1 

Pean tel theepretry tales oftheDuke. | 
Dake, You hauetold metoo manyofhim already ‘fir | 

ifthey be true: ifnortrue,nonewereenoughy | |” 
Lucio. Iwas once beforehim for getting a Wench 


with childe. : 


Deke, Didyoutuch athing? = 28 8 9 oe | 
Lae. Yes martiedid T; bucl was faineto ‘forfwear it, 


by gsom sued ilive thas They wouldelfehaue married meto the roctenMedler. | 
jou, faire, dnde grecious | 


"Dukes Sit your company is fairer then honeft;reftyou 


well: ” 


| orig 
_ || A Ducios By mytroth Tle go with thee tothe lanes end:| 
i || ifbaudy talke offend you,we'el haue very litle of it:nay | 
) Dukes He hath releafd him,Zfabed,fronmethe world, | 


Friar,I am a kind of Burre, Ifhal fticke. Exenst | 


Scena Quarta. 3 


<9 Enter Angele e Efoalse: 


Bie. Buccy Leececthe hadh wri; hach-difueuch'd — : 


sit ry 

















As, Inmoft vneuen and diftrafted manner,his ations 
fhow much like tomadneffe, pray: heauen his wifedome 
bee not.tainted; and: why meet him at the gates andre- 
liuer ou rauthorities.there ? 

Efe. Igheffe not, re. 

Ang, And why fhould wee proclaimeit in an howre 
before his entring, thas if any craueredreffe of iniuftice, 
they fhould.exhibit their petitions in the ftreet ? 

Efc. He fhoweshisreafon for that:to hauea difpatch 
of Complaints, and,to deliuer vs from deuices heerc- 
after, which fhall chen: haue no power to ftand againtt 
Ang. Wells Lbefeech you Jet it bee proclaim’d be- 
times 1’th’ morne, Ie call youat your houfe: giue notice 
to fuch men of fort and fuire as areto mecte him, 

Efe.‘ Vihall fr : fareyouwell. 

wing. Goodnight, | 
This deede vnfhapes me quite, makes me ynpregnant 
And dull toall proceedings. A deflowred maid, 

And by an eminent body, that enfore’d 

The Law againft it? Bur'that hertender fhame 

Will not-proclaime againft her maiden loffe, 

How might the tongue me? yet reafon dares her no, 
For my Authority beares of a credent bulke, 

4 That no particular {candall once can couch 

But it confounds the breather. He fhould haue liu’d, 
) Saue that his riotous youth with dangerous fense 
Might in the times to come haue ta’ ne reuenge 

| By fo receiuing a difhonor’d life 

| With ranfome of fuch fhame : would yet he had liued, 
} Alack,whenonce our grace wehaue forgot, 

Nothing goes right,we would,and we would not, Exit, 


Exit. 





Scena Quinta. 





Enter Duke and Frier Peter. 
Dake. Thefe Letters at fit time deliuer me, 
The Prouoft knowes our purpofe and our plot, 
The matter being afoete, keepe your inftru@tion 
And hold you cuer to our {peciall aif ; 
Though fometimes you doe blench from this to that 
As caufe doth minifter : Goe-call at F/auia’s houfe, 
And tell him where I {tay z.gine the like notice 
To Valencins, Rowland, andito Craffus , © 
Andbid chembring the Trinmpets to the gate: 
But fend me Flanins firfte oii. . ° As 36 
Peter, It {hall be {peeded well. List 
: 0 “Enter Varrine, i 
Duke. 1 thattk chee Vanrine chou halt made good haft; 
‘Come, wenwilliwalke : There’s other of our friends 
Will greet vs heereanon? my gentle Darrits,: Exennt. 


Ke 








bina 


eto te 
Tab. To {peak fo indireétly I amloarhiij’ 
I would fay thetruth,buvtoaccufehimfeiie’ 


| He faies,to waile full purpofes 
_ Mar, Be sulibipy Linn doi) ai ad sah 


tMeafure for «Menfure. | 


- Reuealeyourfelfetohim. © 


| Muf eitherpunifh me,norbeing beleeu’d, 
| Orwring redreffe from you : 88g 
| Heareme: obheore me, heere. 


That is your part, yer Tanvaditis’d wodoeit yi 5 








79° 


Tab. Befides he telis me, that ‘if péraduenture 
He {peake againft me on the aduerfe'fide, 

I fhould not thinke it firange, fortis a’phyficke 
That’s bitter, to fweetrend. reaspal 
Enter Peter, 

Mar. I would Frier Peter 

Tfab. Oh peace, the Frieris come, 

Peter, Come] hauefound you out a ftand mof fit 
Where you may have fuch vantage on the Dake ; 
He fhallnotpaffeyou: 

Twice have the Trumpets founded. 

The generous,and praueft Citizens 

Hauc hent the gates, and very neere ypon 
The Duke is entring : 


Therefore hence away. Exevnt. 


Aéfus Quintus. ScenaPrima, 








a S 
Citizens at feuerall doeres, 


Duk. My very worthy Cofen, fairely met, : 
Our old,and faithfull friend, we are glad to fee you, 
Ang.Efe. Happy returne be to your royall grace, .. 
Derk, Many and hartythankingsto yon Goh: | 
We haue made enquiry of you, and we heare 
Such goodneffe of your Iuftice,that our foule 
Cannot but yeeld'you forth to publique thankes 
Forerunning more requitall. ; 
eng. You make my bonds fill greater, ee 
Dak.Oh your defert {peaks loud, I fhould wrong it 
To locke it in the wards of covert bofoite - = 
When it deferues with chara@ers of braffe 
A forted refidence’gainft the tooth of time, 
And razure of oblivion: Gine we yourhand *” 
And let the Subie& {ee,to make them know 
That outward curtefies would faine proclaime 
Fauours that keepe within : Come €/ea/us, 
You muft walke by vs, on our other hand : 
And good fupporters are you. oe 
Enter Peter and Ifabella. 
Peter. Now is your time oe eae “ 
Speake loud,andkneelebeforehim, = = © 
Tfab. luftice,O royall Duke,vaile your regard “2 
Vpon a wrong’d (I would faine hane faid: Maid) 4 


Exter Duke, Uarritss, Lords,» 4ngelo,€feu hat, bs 


Oh worthy Prince, difhonor not your tye?! 
By throwing it enany otherobieét, = 7°. ; 
Till you haue heard me, in my true complaing, <> 
And giuen me Juftice,Tuftice,luftice,Iuftice, ~~) 

Dak, Relate your wrongs ; i Dicaiey bia ’ A 
In what,by whom? be briefe: ©” diiwi Sat 
Here is Lord Angele fhall piti¢you Taftice, 9 8 


Ifab. Oh worthy Duke, 


| You bid me feeke redemption ofthe divelts” 2 “Wet 
 Heate me your felfe : for that whichI muft (Peake we 


+? 


Ang. My Lord,her wits I feare me are not firme: 
She hath bin a fuitor to me, for her Brother 
Cut off by courfe of Iuftice. 
Tfab. By courfe of Iuftice. egal o pees 
Aug. And the will fpeake moft bitterly and ftrange, 
ROD RLRPE Ufab. Mot 







































































































































































































































































































































































oe eajure for © eafure. 


Tfab, Moft ftrange : but yet moft truely wil L{peake, 
That Angelo's forfworne, is it not ftrange? © »: 
That 4ngele's a murtherer, is’t now ftrange? 
That Angelo is an adulterous thiefe, 

An hypocrite,a virgin violator, 
Is it not ftrange? and ftrange >” 

Duke, Nay itis ten times ftrange ? 

Tfa. \t isnot truer heis Angelo, 
Then this is all.as true,as it is ftrange ; 
Nay, itis ten times true, for yuch is truth 
Toth’end of reckning. 

Duke. Away with her: poore foule 
She {peakes this,in th infirmity of fence. 

Lfa. Oh Prince, I coniure thee,as thou beleew’ft 
There is another comfort,then this world, 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That Iam touch’d with madneffe : make not impoffible 
That which but feemes vnlike, ’cis not impoffible 
But one,the wickedft caitiffe on the ground 
May feeme as fhie,as graue,asiuft,as abfolute : 
As Angelo, even fo may Aszelo 

Inall his drefings,caraéts,titles,formes, 

Be an arch-villaine : Beleeue it,royall Prince 
Ifhe be leffe,he’s nothing, but he’s more, 
Had I more name for badneffe. 

Duke. By mine honefty 
If fie be mad,as I belecue noother, 

Her madneffc hath the oddeft frame of fenfe, 
Such a dependancy of thing,on thing, 
As ere | heard in madneffe, 
_ Ifab. Ob gracious Diske 
| Harpenoton that; nordenotbanith reafon 
) Porinequality, buclet yourreafon ferue 
| To make the truth appeare, where it feemes hid, 
| Aad hide the falfe feemes true, 
|  Dw#k, Many that are not mad 
{ Haue fure more lacke of reafon : 
4} What would you fay 2 iiss 
| I fab, Jamthe Sifter of one Clandio, 
Condemnd vpon the A& of Fornication 
| Toloofe his head, condemn’d by Angelo, 
‘| I,(in probation of a Siftethood ) 
Was fent to by my Brother ; one Lucie. 
Asthenthe Meffenger. ” 

Luc. Thar’s [,and’t like your Grace : 

Icame to her.from (/azdio,and defir'd her, 
To try her gracious fortune with Lond Angelo, 


For her poore Brothers pardon, 
| Jfab. That’sheindeede. .:. 

Duk, Youyyercnot bidtofpeake, 

Luc. No,my goodLord, 
Nor with’d to hold my peace... . 

Dek, 1 with younow then, +.) : a 
Pray you take nore.ofit;,and. when you haue., 
A bufinefle for your felfe’: pray heauen you then 
Be perfec. -sduct vdsrow AO 

Luc. Iwastantyourhonor.. .. 4445. 

Duk. The warrant’s foryour {elfe : take heedeto't.’. ; ; 


Luc. Right. cate stk 

Dak, Ic may be right, but you are i'the wrong 
Tofpeake before your time : proceed, _, 

ip. Iwent.... 


To this pernicious €aititfe Deputie. ae 
Duk, That's fomewhat madly fpoken. 
., Aas Pardonit, cabana iio 6h] 


But at this inftang he is ficke, my Lordiiwi oi - 


The phrafe isto the matter, 

‘Dake. Mendedagaine : the matter : proceed, 

Jfab. In briefe,to fet thencedlefle proceffe by = ° 
How I perfwaded, how I praid, and kneel’d, 
Howhe refeld me, and how I replide 
(For this was of much length) the vild conclufion 
Tnow begin with griefe, and fhame to vrter, 

He wouldnot, but by gift of my chafte bedy 

To his concupifcible intemperate luft 

Releafe my brother ; and after much debatement, 
My fifterly remorfe, confutes mine honour, 

And I did yeeld to him : But thenext morne betimes, 
His purpole furfetting, he fends a warrant 
For my poore brothers head. 

Duke. This is moft likely. Bs 

Ifab, Ob thatit wereaslikeasiciscrue,  ({peak’f, 

Dek, By heanen(fond wretch)} knowft not whatthou 
Orelfe thou artfuborn’d againft his honor 
In hatefull pradtife : firft his Integritie 
Stands without blemih : next it imports né reafon, 
Thar with fuch yehemency he fhould purfue 
Faults proper to himfelfe : if he had fo offended 
He would haue waigh’d thy brother by himfelfe, 

And not haue cut him off: fome onehath fet you on: 
Confefle the truth, and fay by whofe aduice 
Thou cam’ft heere to complaine. 
Ifab. Andis this all? 
Thea. oh you bleffed Minifters aboue 
Keepe me in patience, and with ripeaed time 
Vatold the euill, whichis heere wrapt yp 
In countenance: heauen fhield your Grace from woe, 
As Ithus wrong’d, hence vnbeleeued goe. 

‘Duke. I know you'ld faine be gone: An Officer : 
To prifon with her : Shall we thus permit 
A blafting and a fcandalous breath to fall, 

On him fo neere vs? This needs muft bea practife; 
Who knew of your intent and comming hither? 

Ifa, One that I would were heere,Frier Lodowitk. 

Duk, A ghoftly Father, belike 
Who knowes that Lodowicke? 

Luc, My Lord,\knowhim,’tis amedling Fryer, 

J doenot likethemans hadhebeen Lay my'Lord, | 
For certaine wordy he fpake againft your Grace 
In your retirment, fhad fwing’d him foundly, 

Duke. Words apaintt mee? this ’a good Fryer belik 
And to fetonthis wretched woman here * «1: : 
Againft our Subfticure: Ler this Fryer be fourids ° 

Luc, Butyefternight my Lord, fhe and chat Fryes: 
I {aw themat the prifon ; a fawcy Fryar; 
A very {curuy fellow. sit 2 

‘Peter. Blefled be your:Royall Grace : 

[haue ttood by my Lord,and Thane heard. ’ 
Your royalleareabus d: firfthath this woman. 
Moft merge accus'd your Subfticute, |<» » 


_ | Whoisas free from touch, or fayle with het 


As the from one vngot. 
Duke. We did belecueno leffe, 


cs | Know youthat Frier Ledowick that the {peakes of? 
Ifab, This Gentleman told fomewhat of my Tale, } ; 


Peter. [kaow him fora man diuine and holy, 


| Notfcuruy,noratemporary medler 


As he’s reported-by this'Géntleman : 

And on mytruft, amen chatineneryet Jcoqt ol A) 

Did (as he vouches)-mif-repost your Graces yo) 950° 
Luc, My Lord,mof villanoufly,belecue its: :: 220! 1 


Peter. Well : hein time may come to-cleere hiralelfes 


Of 
ae 








Ofa ftrange Feauor : ypon his meere requeft 
Being come to knowledge, that there was complaint 
Intended’ gainft Lord Angelo, came I hether 
| To fpeake as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and falfe; And what he with his oath 
And all probation will make vp full cleare 
Whenfoeuer he’s, conuented ; Firft for thié woman, 
To inftifie this worthy Noble man: : 
So vulgarly and perfonally accus’d, 
Her fisall you heare difproued to her eyes, 
Till the her felfe confeffe it. 
Duk, Good Frier, let’s heare it : 
Doc younot fmileat this, Lord 4xge/o? 
Oh heauen,the vanity of wretched fooles. 
Giue vs fome feates, Come cofen Angelo, 
In this I'll be impartial :be you Iudge 
Of your owne Caufe: Is this the Witnes Frier ? 


Enter Mariana 


Firft, let her fhew your face, and after, {peake, 
Mar. Pardon my Lord, I will not fhewmy face 
Vntill my husband bid me, 
Deke. What, are you married 2 
Mar, Nomy Lord, 
Duke, Areyoua Maid ? 
Mar. No my Lord, 
_ Dek, A Widow then ? 
Mar, Neither, my Lord. 
Dak, Why you are nothing then: neither Maid, Wi- 
dow, nor Wife? 
Luc. My Lord, fhemay bea Puncke : formany of 
them, are neither Maid, Widow,nor Wife. 


* 


to prattle for himfelfe. 

Luc. Well my Lord. 

Mar, My Lord, I doe confeffe I nere was married, 
AndI confeffe befides, 1am no Maid, 

Thaue known my husband, yet my husband 

Knowes not, that euer he knew me. 

_ Luc, He was drunk then,my Lord,it ean beno better, 
Duk, For the benefit of filence, would thou wert fo to. 
Luc. Wellymy Lerd, 

Duk, Lhis isno witneffe for Lord Angelo, 

Adar. New.J come to’t, my Lord. 

} Shee thar accufes him of Fornication, : 
In felfe-fame manner, doth accufe my husband, 

And charges him, my Lord, with {uch atime, 

When Ile depofe I had himin mine Armes 

With all th effect of Loue, 

Ang. Charges fhe moe then me? 

Mar. Not that I know. 

‘Duk, No? you fay your husband. 

Adar, Why init, my Lord, and that is Angelo, 
Who thinkes he knowes, that he nere knew my body, 
But knows, he thinkes,that he knowes J/abels. 

Ang. Thisis a ftrange abufe: Let’s fee thy face. 

Mar, My husband bids me,now I will ynmaske. 
This is that face, thou cruell Angelo . 
Which once thou fworft, was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand, which with a yowd contraét 
Was faft bélockt in thine: Thisis che body 
That tooke away the match from J/abell, 

And did fupply thee at chy garden-houfe 

InherImagin‘dperfon, 

Duke. Know youthis woman? 

Luc, Carnalliethe faies, 


Meafure for Maeafure. 


Dek, Silence that fellow: I would he had fome caufe | 
















Duk, Sitha, nomore. 

Luc. Enoug my Lord, 

ng. My Lord,I muft confeffe, I know this woman é 
And fiue yeres fince there was fome fpeech of marriage 
Betwixt my felfe, and her: which was broke off, 
Partly for that her promis’d proportions 
Came fhort of Compofition : But in chiefe / 

For that her reputation was dif-valued | 

In leuitie : Since which time of fiue yeres’ 
Ineuer fpake with her, faw he, nor Heard from her 
Vpon my faith, and honor, 

Mar. Noble Prince, 
As there comes light from heauen,and words fxd breath, 
As there is fence in truth, and truth in Vertue, 

Tam affianced this mans wife, as ftrongly 
As words could make yp vowes: And my good Lord, 
But Tuefday night laft gon, in’s garden houfe; 
He knew meas a wife. As this is true, 
Let me in fafety raife me from my knees, 
Or elfe for eucr be confixed here 
A Marble Monument. 
Ag. Idid-but {mile till now, 
Now, good my Lord, giue me the {cope of Iuftice, 
My patience here istonch’d: I doe perceiue 


.Thefe poore informall women, areno more 


But inftrumehts of forme more mightier member 
Thatfetsthemon. Let mehaue way, my Lord 
To finde this practife our. 

Duke. I, with my heart,’ 
And punifh them to your height of pleafure, 
Thou foolith Frier, and thon pernicious woman ‘ 
Compact with her that’s gone; thinkft thou,thy oathes, 
Thoughthey would {wear downe each particular Sainc, 
Were teftimonies againft his worth, andcredit 
That’s fealdin approbation? you, Lord Efcalus 
Sit withmy Cozen, lend him your kinde paines , 
To finde out this abufe, whence ‘tis deriu’d, 
There is another Frier that fet them on, 
Let him be fent for. 

Peter. Would he were here, my Lerd, for he indeed 
Hath fet the women onto this Complaint ; 
Your Prouoft knowes the place wherehe abides, 
And he may fetch him. 

Deke. Goe, doc it inftantly ; 


| And you, my noble and wellewarranted Cofen 


Whomiit concernes to heare this matter forth, 
Doe with your iniuries as feemes you beft 
In any chaftifement ; I fora while 
Wiill leaue you ; but ftirnot you till you haue 
Well determin’d vpon thefe Slanderers, Exit, 
Efe. My Lord, wee'll doe it throughly : Signior Lv- } 
cis, did noryou fay you knew that Frier Ledowickto bea | 
difhoneft perfon? 
Luc. Cucullis non facit AMonachum, honeltin nothin g 
but in his Clothes , and.one that hath {poke moft villa- | 
nous {peeches of the Duke. fg af 
_ Efe. We fhall intreat you to abide heere till he come, | 
and inforce them againft him : we fhall finde this Frier ay 
notable fellow. i = MEO sek | 
Luc, Asany in Vienna, on my Word, ia a Ge bie) 
Efe. Call that fame Z/abe here once againe, I would | 
{peake with hers.pray you, my Lord, giuemee leaue to. 
queftion, you fhall fee howTlehandleher. “ee, 
Lac. Not better then he, by herownereport, 
 €f. Say youd : Whim i 
Lee, Masry fir, I thinke, ifyou handled her re ely 
thee 
























































































































































































































































































































































Se Mesfire for Mesfire. 


a would fooner confeffe, perchance publikely fhe'll be 
afham’d. 


Enter Duke,Prouoft Jfabella. 


Efe. Iwill goe darkeiy to worke with her. 
Luc. That’s the way: for women are light at mid- 
night. . 
Efc. Come on Miftris, here's a Gentlewoman, 
Denies all that you haue faid, | 
Luc. My Lord, here ches the rafcall I {poke of, 
Here, withthe Proso/f. . 
Efe. Invery good time: {peake not youtohim, till 
we call vpon you. 
Luc. Mum. 
Efe. Come Sir, did you fet thefe women on to flan- 
der Lord Angelo? they haue confef'd you did. 
Duk. Tis falfe. 
Efe. How? Know you where youare? — 
Duk, Refpe&to your great place ; and let the diuell 
Be fometime honour’d, for his burning throne. 
Where is the Dake ?’tis he fhould heare me {peake. 
Efe. The Duke's invs: and we will heare you {peake, 
Looke you {peake iuftly. . 
Dak, Boldly,at leaft. But oh poore fouiles, 
Come you to feeke the Lamb here of the Fox ; 
Good night to your redrefle : Is the Dake gone? 
Then is your caufe gone too : The Dee's vniuft, 
Thus to retort your manifeft Appeale, 
And put your triall in the villaines mouth, 
| Which here you come to accufe. 
Luc, Thisis the rafcall : this is he I fpoke of. 
Efe. Why thou voreuerend, and ynhallowed Fryer : 
Is'tnot enough thou haft fuborn’d thefe women, 
To accufe this worthy man? butin foule mouth, 
| And in the witneffe of his proper eare, 
To call him villaine; and then to glance from him, 
To th’ Duke himielfe; to taxe him with Iniuftice ? 
Take him hence;to th’ racke with him : we'll cowzcjyou 
Ioynt by ioynt, but we will know his purpofe : 
1 What ? vninft? 
| Duk, Benotfohot: the Dake dare 
No more ftretch this finger of mine,then he 
| Dareracke his owne: his Subiectam I nor, 
| Nor here Prouinciall : My bufineffe in this State 
| MademealookeronhereinViensa, 
Where I haue feene corruption boyle and bubble, 
| Tillic ore-run the Stew : Lawes, for all faults, 
But faults {> countenanc’d,that the trong Statutes 
Stand like the ferfeites in a Barbers fhop, 
‘As much in mocke,as marke. 
» ° Efe, Slander to th’ State: 
- Away with him to prifonJ “’* 
Ang.What can you vouch againft him Signior Lucie? 
_ Is this the man that you did tell'vs of ? 
| ~< Lae, ’Tishe,my Lord: ‘come hither goodman bald- 
)pate, doc you know me? 
_ -'Dwk, [remember you Sir,by the found of your voice, 
_T met you at the Prifon,in the abfence of the Duke, 
| = Luc. Oh,did you fo? and do youremember what you 
faid of the Duke. RE Yes 
| wk; Moft notedly Sir.) att c 
- Lacs Do you fo Sir: And was the Dike a flefh-mon- 
ger, afoole, and a coward, ’aé' you then reported him 
tobe?! 6. 46 - 


“Duk; You muft(Sir)change perfons'with me,ereyou 
wakethar my reports you indeede fpoke fo of him, and 


ae 


al 
much more, much worfe, 


Exe. Oh thou damnable fellow : did not I plucke thee 
by the nofe, for thy fpeeches ? via | 
Duk, I proteft,I loue the Duke, as Lloue my felfe. 
Ang. Harke how the villaine would clofenow, after 
his treafonable abufes, . 
Efe. Sucha fellowisnotto be talk’d withall: Away 
with him to prifon: Where is the Proof? away with 
hiva to prifon : lay bolts enough ypen him: let him fpeak. 
no more : away with thofe Giglets too.and with the o- 
ther confederate companion. 
Duk, Stay Sir,ftay a while. 
Ang. What,refifts he? helpehim Lucio, | 
Luc. Come fir,come fit,come fir: fohfir, why you 
bald-pated lying rafcall-you muft be hooded muft you? 
fhow your knaues vifage witha poxe to you: fhow your | 
fheepe-biting face, and be hang’d an houre: will’ 
not off ? ) 
Duk, Thouart the firft knaue, that ere mad’ft a Dake, 
Firft Pronof?,lec me bayle thefe gentle three : 
Sneake not away Sir,tor the Fryer, and you, 
Mutt haue a word anon: lay holdon him. 
Luc. This may prove worfe then hanging. 
Duk, What you haue fpoke,I pardon: fit youdowne, 
We'll borrow place of him ; Sir,by your leaue: 
Haft thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 
That yet can doe thee office ?If thou ha’ft 


| Rely-vponic, till my tale be heard, 


And hold no longer out, 

Aang, Oh,my dread Lord, 
I fhould be guiltier then my guiltineffe 
To thinke I can be vndifcerneable, 
When I perceiue your grace, like powre diuine, 
Hath look’d vpon my paffes. Then good Prince, 
No longer Seffion hold vpon my fhame, 
But let my Triall,be mine owne Confeffion: 
Immediate fentence then, and fequent death, 
Is all the grace I beg. 

Dak. Come hither AZariana, 

Say : was’t thou ere contraéted tothis woman? 

Ang. Ywas my Lord. 

Duk, Goetake her hence, and marry her inftantly. 
Doe you the office (Fryer) which confummate} 
Returne him here againe: goe with him Prosoff. Exit, 

Efe. My Lord,lam more amaz’d at his difhonory 

_ Then at the ftrangeneffe of it. 

Duk, Come hither Z/abed, 

Your Frier is now your Prince: As I was then 
Aduertyfing, and holy to your bufineffe, 
(Not changing heart with habit) I am ftll, 
Acturnied at your feruice, 

fab, Oh give me pardon 
That I,your vaffaile, haue imploid,and pain’d 
Your vnknowne Soueraigntie. 

Duk, You are pardon’d Lfabell : 

And now, deere Maide, be you as freeto vs, 
Your Brothers death I know fits at your heart : 
And you may maruaile, why I obfcur’d my felfe, 


_ Labouring to faue his life : and would not rather 


Make rafh remonftrance of my hidden powre, 

Then let him fo be loft: oh moft kinde Maid, 

It was the fwitt celeritie ofhis death, 

Which I did thinke, with flower foot came on, 

That brain’d my purpofe: but peace be withhim, 

That lifeis better life paft fearing death, 

Then that which liues to feare: make it your a 
| ) 


oe, 


menage 










So happy is your Brother... 




















Enter Angelos MariasPeter Preuoft, 
Ifab. I doe my Lord, 
Whofe falt imagination yerhath wrong*d ~ 
Your well defended-bonor :,you muft pardon, .. 
For Afariana’s fake : Bur.as he adiudg’d your Brother, 
Of facred Chaftitie,and of promife-breach ; 
| Thereon dependant for your Brothersilife, . 
| The yery mercy of the Law cries our 
An Angelo for (laudio,death for death : 
Hatfte ttill paies hafte,and leafure,anfwers leafure ; 
[Like doth quit like, and 2¢eafure full for Afeafure : 
Then Augels, thy fault’s thus manifefted ; 
Which though thou would’ft deny, deniesthee vantage. 
Whete Claudio ftoop’d to death, and with like hatte: 
Away with him. oR! OAS 
Mar, Oh my moft gracious Lord, 
Dak, Itis your husband mock’t you witha husband, 
Confenting to the fafe-guard of your honor, 
[thought your marriagefic: elfe Imputation, 
And choake your good to come : For his Poffeffions, 
Although by confutation they are ours ; , 
We doc en-ttate,and widow\youwithall, ice 
Mar. Ohmy deere-Lord, 
I crave no other,nor no betrer man. 
Duke.’ Neuer craue him,we are definitiue, 


Dek, For this new-maried man,approaching here, | 
| Being criminall,in double violation | 
| Moft audible,euen from his proper tongue, | 

We dee condemne thee to the very Blocke | 
Thope you will not mocke me witha husband ? : 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
To buy you a better husband, 

Mar; Gentlemy Liege. 


Duke. You doe but toofe your labour. 
Away with him to death: Now Sir,to you. 

Mar. Oh my good Lord, fweet //abed, take my part, 
Lend me your knees,andall my life to come, : 

I'll lend you all my life to doe you feruice, 

| Duke. Againftall fence you doe importune her, 
Should fhe kneele downe, in mercie of this fact, 
Her Brothers ghoft,his paued bed would breake, 
| And take her hence inhorror, ~ 
| Mar. Ifabell: 
Sweet //abel, doe yet but kneele by me, 
Hold vp your hands, fay nothing : I'll {peake all. 
They fay beft men are moulded out of faults, 
And forthe moft, become much more the better » 
For being alittle bad : So may my husband. 
Oh /fabel: will you not lend a knee? 

Duke. He dies for Clandio’s death. 
| Zfab. Moftbounteous Sir. 

Looke ifit pleafe you, on this man condemn’d, 

Asif my Brother liu’d : I partly chinke, 
A due finceritie gouerned his deedes, 
; Tillhe didlooke on me : Since it is fo, 
j Let him not die: my Brother had but luftice, 
{ Inthat he did the thing for which he dide, 
| For Asgelo,his Act did not ore-take his bad intent, 
j And mutt be buried but as an intent 
4 That perifh’d by the way : thoughtsare no fubieéts 
Intents,but meerely thoughts. 

Mar, Meerely my Lord. 

Duk, Your fuite’s vnprofitable : ftand v 
} Thaue bethought me of another faule. 
\ Promof?, how came it Claudio was beheaded 


p I fay : 


-( Avan ynufuall howre? 





03. 
Pre. Ie was commanded fo, . 8 Oe Soe 

Duke. Had youa {peciall warrant forthedeed? 

Pre. No my good Lord : it was by priuate meflage, 

Duk; For which J doe difcharge you.of your office; 
Giue vp your keyes. ; 

Pro. Pardonme,noble Lerd, 
T thought ic was a faule, bur knew itnor, 
Yet did repent me after more aduice, 
For teftimony whereof, one in the prifon 
That fhould by priuate order effehane dide, . 
I haue referu’d aliue, 
Dak, What’s he? 
Pro. Hisname is Barsardine. 
Duke, T would thou hadft done fo by (Vasdio: 
Goe fetch him hither, let me looke vpon him, 
Efe. Lam forry, one fo learned, and fo wife 
As you, Lord Angelo, haue ftil appear’d, 
Should flip fo groffelie, both in the heat of bloud 
And lacke of remper’d iudgement afterward. 

Ang. Yam forrie, that fuch forrow I procure, 
And fo deepe fticks itin my penitent hearer: - 
That I crane death more willingly then mercy, 
’Tis my deferuing, and I doe entreat Te a hak 

__ Enter Barnardine and Prouoft Claudio, Iulietta. \\. 

Deke. Whichis that Barwardine? 
Pro. This my Lord, (aes, 
Dake, There was a Friar told me of this many)” 
Sirha, thou art faid to hauea ftubborne foule 4 °\9» 
That apprehends no further then this world, 
And fquar’ft thy life according : Thou'rt condemn'd;— 
But for thofe earthly faults, I quit them all, 
And pray thee take this mercie to prouide 
For better times to come ; Frier advife him, 
{ leaue him co your hand. What muffeld fellow’s that? 
Pre. Thisis another prifoner that J fan'd, 
Who fhould haue di'd when Claudio loft isis head 
As like almoft to Clawdje, as himfelfe. * 

Dake. Ifhebelike your brother, for his fake 
Is he pardon’d, and for your louelie fake 
Giue me your hand, and fay you will be mine, 
He is my brother too: But fitter time for that : 
By this Lord Angelo perceiues he’s {afe, 
Methinkes I fee a quickning in his eye : 

Well Angelo, your euill quits yeu well. 
Looke that youloue your wife; her worth, worth yours 
I finde an aptremifhion in my felfe : 

And yet heere’s one in place I cannot pardon, 

You firha, that knew mefor a foole,a Coward, 

One all of Luxurie, an affe, a mad man: 

Wherein haue I fo deferu’d of you 

That you extoll me thus ? 

Lue, ‘Faith my Lord, 1 {poke it but according to the 
trick : if you will hang me for it you may : buc I had ra- 
ther it would pleafe you,I might be whipt. 

Duke. Whipt firft, fir, and hang’d after. 
Proclaime it Prouoft round about the Citie, 
Ifany woman wrong’d by this lewd fellow 
(As I haue heard him {weare himfelfe there’s onc 
whom he begot with childe) let her appeare, 
And he fhall marry her : che nuptiall finifh’d, 
Let him be whipt and hang'd. : 

Lue. I befeech your Highneffle doe not marry meto 
a Whore : your Highneffe faid euen now'I made you a 
Duke,good my Lord do not recompence me,in making 
mea Cuckold. | 


for 
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Duke. Vpon mine honor thou fhal¢marrieher, | ° * |, There’s more behinde that is more gratulate, 
| Thy flanders I forgiue,and therewithall’ | Thanks Prosof? for thy care,and fecrecie, 
“Remit thy other forfeits : take him to prifon, oa - '* We fhall imploy thee in a worthier place. 
And fee our pleafure herein executed. | Forgiue him Axgelo,that brought you home 
Luc. Marrying a punke my Lord,is preffing to'death, | The head of Ragozine for (laudie's, 
Whippingandhanging, Th’offence pardons it felfe, Deete Zabel, 
Duke. Slandering a Prince deferues it. _\ [hauea motion much imports your good, 
She Claudio chat you wrong’d,looke you reftore. | Whereto if you'lla willing eare incline; 















































Toy to you Mariana, louc her Angelo : . What's mine is yours,and what is yours is mine, 
Thaue confes’d her, and kknowher vertue. So bring vs toour Pallace,wherewee'llfhow 
Thanks good friend, E/calus, forthy much goodneffe, — | What's yet behinde,that meete you all fhould know, 














Thomes. é 
Peter. 2. Fri€rs. 


The Scene Vienna. 
























































Elbow, 4 fimpleConflable. 
Thenames of all the Actors. | Froth, fooli(h Gentleman. 
| L Clowne. 
| Vincentio : the Duke Abbor fon, an Executioner, 
_ Angelo, the Depatie. Barnardine,a diffolute prifoner. 
| Efcalus, anancient Lord. Ifabella, fifter ta Claudio. . 
| Clandio, 4 yong Gentleman. Mariana, betrothed te Angelo. 
| Lucio, afantaftique. Juliet beloued of Claudia. 
| 2.Other like Gentlemen. Francifca,a Nun. 
| Prouoft, Miftris Oxer-don, a Bawa. 
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oA us primus, Scena prima. 





Enter the Duke of Ephefus , with the Merchant of Siracufa, 


Laylor aud other atrendaats, 





[am not partial! to infringe our Lawes ; 
4 The enmity and difcord which of Jate 

| Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your Duke, 
To Merchants our well-dealing Countrimen, 
Who wanting gilders to redeeme their liues, 


‘Haue feal’d his rigorous {tatutes with their blouds , 


Excludes all pitty from our threatning lookess 
| For fince the mortall and inteftine iarres 
Twixtthy feditious Countrimen and vs, 
It hathin folemne Synodes beene decreed , 
Both by the Siracufians and our felues, 
To admit no trafficke to our aduerfe townes : 
| Nay more, if-any borne at Ephefus : 
Befeene at any Siracufian Marts and Fayres : 
Againe, if any Siracufian borne 
Come to the Bay of Ephe/us, he dies : 
His goods confifcate to the Dukes difpofe, 
Vnleffe a thoufand markes be leuied 
To quit the penalty, and to ranfomehim : 
, Thy fubftance, valued at the higheft rare, 
Cannot amount vnto a hundred Markes, 
Therefore by Law thou art condein’d to die. 


Mer. Yet this my comfort,when your words are done, 


My woes end likewife with the euening Sonne, 
Duk; Well Siracufian ; {ay.in briefe the caufe. 

Why thou departed{t from thy native home ? 

| And for what. caufethou cam’ft to Ephefis. 


| Then I to fpeake my griefes ynfpeakeable : 
| Yet chat the world may witneffe that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 


Duke. Merchant of Sirac#/a,plead no more. 


The pleafing punifhment that women beare ) , 
Had made pruuifion for her following me, 

And foone, and fafe,arriued where I was: 

There had the not beene long, but fhe became 

A 1oyfull mother of two goodly fonnes : 

And, which was ftrange,the one fo like the other, 
As could not be diftinguifh’d but by names. 
That very howre,and in the feife-fame Inne, 

A meane woman was semi 














Of{ucha burthen Male, twins both alike : 
Thofe,for their parents were exceeding poore, 
I bought,and brought vp to attend my fonnes. 
My wife,not meanely prowd of two {uch boyes, 
Made daily motions for our home returne: 





A league from Epidamsiuns had we faild 

Before the alwaiés winde-obeying deepe 

Gaue any Tragicke Inftance of our harme:; 

But longer did we not retaine much hope; 

For whot obfcured light the heauens did grant, 
Did but conuay vnto our fearefull mindes 

A doubrfull warrant of igmediate death , 
Which though my felfe would gladly haueimbrac’d, 
j Yet the inceffant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what fhe faw muft come, 
And pitteous playnings of the prettie babes 
That mourn’d for fafhion,ignorant what to feare, 
Forft me to feeke delayes for them and me, 

Aad this ic was: (for other meanes was none) 
The Sailors fought for fafety by ourboate, 
And left the fhip then finking ripetovs.._ 

My wife, more carefull for the latcer borhe, 

Had fattned him ynto a finall fpare Malt, 
Such as fea-faring men prouide for ftormes : 

To him one of the other twins was bound, | 
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The children thus difpos’d, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 
Faftned our felues at eyther end the maft, 


Mer.. A beauier taske could not haue beene impos’d, | Whil ft I had baene like heedfull of the other, 


Tle vtter what my forrow giues me leaue, 

| In Syracufa was I borne, and wedde 

| Vato a woman,happy but forme, 

And by me; had not our hap beene bad: 
With her ¥ liu’d in ioy, our wealth increaft 
By profperous voyages I often made 

To Epsdatsinm, till my factors death, 
Andhe great care of goods at randone left, 


‘| Drew.:me from kinde embracements of my fpoufe; 
From whom my abfence was not fixe moneths olde, 


Before her felfe (almoft at fainting ynder 
ae 


And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftreame, 
Was carried towards Corinth, as we thought, 
Atlength the fonne gazing vpon the earth), 
Difperft thofe vapours that offended vs, 

And by the benefit of his wifhed light | 

The feas waxt calme,and we difcouered 

Two thippes from tarre, making amaineto vs: 
‘| OF Corinth that, of Epidarus this , 

| But ere they came, oh let me fay no more, 

| Gather the fequell by that went before. 








Duk, Nay forward old man,doe not breake off fo, - 
or 


Vnwilling Iagreed, alas, too foone wee came aboord, 


OP ee 






































































































































































































































































































































The ( omedie of Errors. 


For we may pitty, though not pardon thee. 
Merch, Ohhad the gods done fo,] had notnow 
Worthily tearm’d them mercileffe to vs: 
For ere the fhips could meet by twice fiue leagues, 
We were encountred bya mighty rocke,: 
Which being violently borne vp, Bs 
Our helpefull thip was f{plitted in the midft ; 
So that in this vniuft diuorce of vs, 
Fortune had left to both of vs alike, | 
What to delight in, what to forrowfor, 
Her past, poore foule, {eeming as burdened 
With leffer waight, but not with lefler woe, ' 
Was carried with more {peed before the winde, 
And in our fight they three were taken vp 
By Fifhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length another fhip had feiz’don vs, 
And knowing whom 1t was their hap to faue, 
Gaue healthfull welcome to their fhip-wrackt guefts, 
And would haue reft the Fifhers of their prey, 
Had not their backe beene very flow of faile ; 
And therefore homeward didthey bend their courfe. 
Thus haue you heard me fever’d from my bliffe, 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 
To tell fad {tories of my owne mifhaps. 
Duke. And for the fake of them thou forroweft for, 
Doe methe fauour to dilate at full, 
What haue befalne of them and they till now. 
Merch. My yongeft boy,and yet iny eldeft care, 
At eighteene yeeres became inquifitiue Fi 
After his brother ; and importun’d me 
That his attendant, fo his cafe was like, 
Reft.ofhis brother, but retain’d his name, 
Might beare him company in the queft of him: 
Whom whil @I laboured of a loue to fee, 
I hazarded the loffe of whom I lou’d, 
Fiue Sommers haue J {pent in fartheft Greece, 
Roming cleane through the bounds of 4fa, — 
And coafting homeward, cameto Ephefus : 
Hopelefie to finde, yer loth to leaue vnfoughe 
Or that, or any place that harbours men ; 
But heere muft end the ftory of my life, 
And happy were I in my timelic death, 
Could all my trauells warrant me they tive. 
| Deke. Hapleffe Egeon whom the fares haue markt 
To beare the extremitie of dire mifhap : 
Now truft me, were it not againft our Lawes, 
Againft my Crowne,my oath,my dignity, 
Which Princes would they may not difanull, 
| My foule fhould fue as aduocate for thee : 
But though thou art adiudged tothe death, 
And paffed fentence may not be recal’d 
Bat to our Honours great difparagement : 
Yet will I fauour thee in what I cans 
Therefore Marchant, Ile limit thee this day 
To fecke thy helpe by beneficiall helpe, 
Try all the friends thou haft in Epbefus , 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make vp the fumme, 
And liue: ifno,then thou art doom’d to die: 
Taylor,take him to thy cuftodie, 
Jaylor. Twill my Lord, 
Merch. Hopeleffe and helpeleffe doth Egean wend, 
| But co procraftinace his liueleffe end. 


Enter Antipholts Evates, a Bfarchant and Dromio. 
Mer, Therctore give ont you are of Epidamium, 
Left chat your goods too foone be confifcate 


Exeunt. 


| IfI returne J fhall bepoft indeede. eget 


This very day a Syracu/ian Marchant 
Is apprehended for a tiuall here, . 
And not being able to buy out his life, 
According to the ftatute of the towne, 
Dies ere the wearie funnefet inthe Welt: | 
There is your monie that I had to keepe. 
Ant. Goe beare it to the Centaure, where we hoft 
And ftay there Dronsio,till T come to thee; ' 
Within chis houre it will be dinner time, 
Till chat Ile view the manners of the towne, 
Perufe the traders,oaze ypon the buildings, 
And then returne and {leepe within mine June, 
For with long trauaile I am ftiffe and wearie. 
Get thee away. 
Dro. Many aman would take you at your word, 
And goeindeede,bauing fo good a meane. 


te 
i 


Exit Drom, 
Ant. A truftie villaine fir,that very oft, 

When J am dull with care and melancholly, 

Lightens my humour with his merry iefts : 

What will you walke with me about the towne, 

And then goe to my Inne and dine with me? 
E.Mar. Lam inuited fir to certaine Marchants, 

Of whom I hope to make much benefit: 

I craue your pardon, foone at fiue a clocke, 

Pleafe you, lle meete with you vpon the Mart, 

And afterward confort you tillbed time: 

My prefent bufineffe cals mefromyounow. 
Ant, Farewell till tien : I will goe loofe my felfe, 

And.wander vp and downe to view the Citie. 
E.Mear. Sir, | commend you to your owne’content, 

Exeunt, 

Ant. Hethat commends me tomine owne content, 

Commends me to the thing ’cannot get : 

Ito the world am like a drop of water, 

That in the Ocean feekes another drop, 

Who falling there to finde his fellow forth, 

(Vafeene,inquifitiue) confounds himfelfe. 

So I,to finde a Mother and a Brother, 

In queft of them (vnhappiea)loofe my felfe, 


Enter Dromio of Epbe[us. 
Here comes the almanacke of my true date: 
What now ? How chance thou art return’d fo foone. | 
E.Dro. Return’d fo foone, rather approacht too lates) | 
The Capon burnes, the Pig fals fromthe {pits } 
The clocke hath ftrucken twelue vponthe bell: - 
My Miftris made it one vpon my cheeke = 
She is fo hot becaufe the meate is colde + | 
The meateis colde, becaufe you comenéthome: ©!) | 
You come not home,becaufe you haue fio ftomacke*. 
Youhaue no ftomacke,hauing broke your fatt : 
But we that know what ‘tis to faft and pray, 
Are penitent for your defatilt to day. ty 
Ant. Stop in your winde'fir,tell me this I pray?!’ | | 
Where haue you left the mony that gaue yous” 
E.Dro. Oh fixe pence that I hada wenfday laft, 
To pay the Sadler for my Miftris crupper? — 
The Sadler had it Sir, keprit not. 
Ant, Lam not ina fportiue humor now : 
Tell me,and dally not,where is the monic? 
We being ftrangers hereshow darftthowtruft » 
So great a charge from thine owne cilftodie. ) mit 
E.Dro. I pray youieftfir'as you fitaedinners: >" | | 
I from my Miftris come to you in poft¢ 
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For fhe will fcoure your fault ypon my pate: 
Methinkes your maw, like mine, fhould be your cooke, 
And ftrike you home without a meffenger. 

‘Ant. Come Dromio,come,thefe iefts are out of feafon, 
Referue them till a merrier houre then this : 
Where is the gold I gauein charge to thee? 
E.Dro. Tome fir? why you gave no gold to me? 
Ant. Come on fir knaue, haue done your foolifhnes, 
And tell me how thou haft difpos’d thy charge. 
E.Dre. My charge was but to fetch you f16 the Mart 
Home to your houfe, the Phanix fir,to dinner; 
My Miftris and her fifter ftaies for you. 

‘Ant. Now sasI3ma Chriftian anfwerme,+ © 

In what fafe place you haue beftow’d my monie; 
Or] fhall breake that merrie {conce of yours 
That ftands on tricks, wlien ] am vndilpos’d: 
Where is che thoufand Markes thou had{t of me? 

E.Dro. Thaue fome markes of yours vpon my pate: 
Some of ny Miftris markes vpon my fheulders: 
} But not athoufand markes betweene you both. 
If 1 fhould pay your worfhip thofe againe, 
Perchance you will not beare them patiently. 
Aat.Thy Miftris markes?what Miftris flaue haft thou? 
E.Dro. Your worfhips wife,my Miftris at thePbanix; 
She that doth faft rill you come home to dinner : 
And praies that you will hie you home to dinner. 
Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus vato my face 
Being forbid?There take you that fir knaue. 
€.Dro. Whatmeane you fir, for God fake hold your 
Nay,and you will not fir, Ue take my heeles. (hands: 

Exeunt Dromio Ep. 

Ant. Vpon my life by fome deuife or other, 
The villaine is ore-wrought of all my monie. 
They fay this towneis full of cofenage: 
Asnimble Iuglers that deceiue the eic : 
Darke working Sorcerers that change the minde: 
Soule-killiug Witches,that deforme the bodie: 
Difguifed Cheaters, prating Mountebankes ; 
And manie fuch like liberties of finne : 
If it proue (0,1 will be gone the fooner : 
Ileto the Centaur to goe fecke this flane; 


I greatly feare my monic is not fafe. Ewit. 


. 


«4 tus Secundus. 








Enter Atlriana wife to Antipholis Sereptis with 
; Luciana her Sifter. 


Addr, Neither my husband nor the flaue return’d, 

¥ Thacin fuchhaftel fent to feeke his Matter ? 

1 Sure Luciana it is two a'clocke. 
Luc, Perhaps {ome Merchant hath inuited him, 

And fromthe Mart he’s fomewhere gone to dinner: 

| Good Sifter let vs dine,and neuer fret ; 

Aman is Mafter of his libertie: 

Time is their Mafter, and when they fee time, 
They'll goe or come; iffo, be patient Sifter. 

|  Adr. Why fhould their libertie then ours be more? 
Luc. Becaufe their bufineffe ftill lies out adore. 
Adr. Looke when I ferue him fo,he takes it thus. 
Luc. Oh,know he is the bridle of your will. 

, Adr. There’snonebut affes will be bridled fos 
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Luc. Why, headftrong liberty is lafht with woe: 
There’s nothing fituate vnder heawens eye, 
But hath his bound in earth, in fea, in skie. 
The beafts,the fifhes,and the winged fowles . 
Are their males fubieéts, and at their controulés : 
Man more diuine, the Matter of all thefe, 
Lord of the wide world,and wilde watry feas, 
Indued with intelleuall fence and foules, 
Of more preheminence then fith and fowles, 
Are matters to their females, and their Lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 
Adri. This feruitude makes you to keepe vnwed. 
Luci, Not this,but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr, But were you wedded, you weld bear fome fway 
‘Luc, Ere | leatne loue, Tle praétife to obey. 
Adr, How if your husband ftart fome other where ? 
Luc. Till he come home againe,I would forbeare. 
Adar, Patience ynmou’d,no maruel though fhe paufe, 
They can be meeke,that haue no other caufe: 
Awretched fovle bruis’d with aduerfitie, 
We bid be quiet when we heare it crie, 
But were we burdned with like waight of paine , 
As much,or more, we fhould our feiues complaine s 
So thou that haft no ynkinde mate to greeue thee, . 
With vrging helpeleffe patience would releeue me 
But ifthou hive to fee like right bereft, 
This foole-beg’d patience in thee will be left. 
Luci, Well,I will marry one day but to trie: 
sere comes your man, now is your husband nie. 


| 


Enter Dromio Eph. 

Adr, Say, is your tardie mafter now at hand? 

E. Dro. Nay, hee’s at too hands with mee,and that my 
two eares can witneffe. 

Ady. Say, didtt thou fpeake with him? knowftthou 
his minde ? 

E. Dro. 1,I,hetold his minde vpon mineeare, 
Befhrew his hand,I fearce could vnderftand it. 

Luc. Spake hee fo doubtfully , thou couldé not feele 
his meaning. 

E. Dro. Nay, hee ftrooke fo plainly, I could too well 
feele his blowes ; and withall fo doubtfully, that I could 
fcarce vnderftand them. 

Adri, But fay,I prethee, ishe comming home? 
Ir feemes he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

E. Dro. Why Miftreffe, fure my Mafter is horge mad. 

Adri. Horne mad,thou villaine ? ee: ieee 

E.Dro. I meane not Cuckold mad, « 

But fure he is ftarke mad: 
When I defir’'d himto comehometo dinner, «. . 
Heask’d me fora hundred markes in golds 
Tis dinner time,quoth l¢my gold, quoth he: : 
Your meat doth burne,quothI: my gold quothhe: 
Will you come, quoth I: my gold, quothhes.. 
Where is the thoufand markes I gaue thee villaine? 
ThePigge-quoth I, is burn’d: my gold,quoth he: 
My miftreffe, fir, quoth I: hang vp thy Miftreffe : 
I know not thy miftreffe, out on thy miftreffe. 
Luci, Quoth who? tel! won 
E.Dr. Quoth my Mafter,I know quoth he,no houfe, 
no wife, no miftreffe : fo that my arrant due vnto my 
tongue,] thankehim,I barehome vpon my Shoulders : 
for inconclufion,he didbeatmethere, 
Adri, Go back againe,thou flaue,& fetch him home. 
Dro. Goe backe againe,and benew beaten home ? 
For Gods fake fend fome other meflenger. 
2 





Adri. Backe 






















































































































































































































































































The Comedie of Errors, 1 
Adri. Backe flaue, or I willbreakethy pate a-croffe. | Vpon whatbargainedo you gluclume? || 


Dro, Andhe will bleffe y crofle with other beating : 

Betweene you,I fhall hauea holy head. 
Adri. Hence prating pefant,ferch thy Mafter home. 
Dro. AmIforound with you, as you with me, 

That like a foot-ball you doe fpurne me thus : 

You fpurne me hence, and he will fpurne me hither, 

IfT latt in chis feruice,you muft cafe me in leather. 
Luci, Fie how impatience lowreth in your face, 
Adri, His.company mutt do his minions grace, 

Whilft lat home ftarue for a merrie looke: 

Hath homelie age th’alluring beauty tooke 

From my poore cheeke? then he hath watted it. 

Are my difcourfes dull? Barren my wit, 

If voluble and fharpe difcourfe be mar’d, 

Vokindneffe blunts it more then magble hard. 

Doe their gay veftmnents his affections baite ? 

That’s not my fault, hee’s mafter of my ftate. 

What ruines are inme that can be found 5 

| By him nor ruin’d? Theais he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed faire, 

A funnie looke of his,would foone repaire. 

But, too vnruly Deere, he breakes the pale, 

And feedes from home ; poore I am but his ftale. 
Luci, Selfe-harming lealoufie ; fie beat ir hence. 


Ad. Vnfeeling fools can with fach wrongs difpence : 


I know his eye doth homage other-where, 
Or elfe, what lets it but he would be here ? 
Sifter,you know he promis’d mea chaine , 
Would that alone,aloue he would detaine, 
So hetwould keepe faire quarter with his bed : 
I fee the Tewell be(t enamaled 
Will loofe his beautie: yet the gold bides (till 
That others touch, and often touching will, 
Where gold and no man that hatha name, 
By falfhood and corruption doth it fhame : 
Since that my besutie cannot pleafe his cic, 
Ile weepe(what’s left away) and weeping die. 
‘Luci. How'manie fond tooles ferue mad Teloufie? 
Exit. 
Enter Antipbolis Evrotis, 
Ant, The gold I gauc to Dromiais laid vp 
Safe at the Cestaur, and theheedfull flaue 
Is wandred forth in care to feeke me out 
By computation and minehofts report. 
Peouldnocfpeake with Drowio, fince at irtt 
I fent him from the Mart? fee here he comes, 
Euter Dromio Siracufia, 
How now fir, is your merrie humor alter’d ? 
As you loue ftroakes, fo-ieft with me againe: — 
You know ho! Centaur? you receiu’d no gold? 
Your Miftrefle fence to haue me home to dinner ? 
My houfe was at the Phesix? Waft thou mad, 
That thus fo madlic thon did:didft anfwere me? 
S.Dro, What anfwer fir ?when fpake I fuch a word ? 
E. Ant/Eusy now ,euemhere,not halfean howre fince. 
S:Dro. I didnot fee youfince you fent me hence 
Home to the (eataur with the gold you gaue me. 
Aut. Villaine, thou didft denie the golds receit, 
1 And toldft me ofa Miftreffejand a dinner, 
4 For which I hope thou feleft I was difpleas’d. 
‘| °S.Dro. Vanvglad to fee-you in this merrie vaine, 
What meanes this jeft,] pray you Mafter tell me ? 


 P" Ait. Yea,dott thou ieere8c fowt mein the teeth 2 


Phinktt ) bet? hold,takethou that;& that. Bests Dro. 
_ 5.Dr. Hold fit, for Gods fake,now your ieft is carnett, 


Vpon what bargainedo you giueitme? 
Antiph, Becaufe that I familiarlie fometimes 
Doe vie you for my foole, and chat with you, 
Your fawcineffe will ieft ypon my loue, 
And make a Common of my ferious howres, | 
When the funne fhines,let foolifh gnats make {port, - | | 
But creepe in crannies,whenhehideshisbeames: | 
If you will ieft with me, know my afpeét , 
And fafhion your demeanor to my lookes, 
Or I will beat this method in your feonce, , 
S.Dro, Sconce call-you it? fo you would leaue batte.| | 
ring, Thad rather haue it a head, and you vie thefe blows 
long # Imuft get a {conce for my head,and Infconce jt} | 
to, orelfeI fhall feek my wit in my fhoulders,but I pray 
fir, why am I beaten? | 
Ant, Doft thou not know? 
5S. Dro, Nothing fir,but that am beaten. 
Ant. Shall I tell you why ? 
" S.Dro. 1 fir, and wherefore; for they fay , 
hath a wherefore, 
Aut. Why firft for flowting me,and then wherefore,| | 
for vrging it the fecond time to me, an 
S.Dro. Was there ever anie man thus beaten outof| | 
feafon, whenin the why andthe wherefore, is neither 
sime nor reafon. Well fir,I thanke you, 
Ant. Thanke me fir, for what? 
5.Dro. Marry fir, for this fomething that you gaueme 
for nothing, 
Ant. Nemakeyou amends next,to give you nothing 
for fomething. But fay fir, isit dinner time? 
5.Dro. No fir, I thinke the meat wants that J haue. 
Ant. \n good time fir: what’s that ? 
S.Dro. Bafting. 
Ant, Well fir, then’twill be drie. 
S.Dro. Ifit be fir, I pray you eat none of it. 
ént. Your reafon? 
5.Dro. Left it make you chollericke,and purchafeme 
another drie bafting. 
Ant. Well fir, learne to ieftin goodtime, there’sa 


euery why 


' time for all things. 


S.Dra. Idurft haue denied that before you yvere fo 
chollericke, 
Anti. By what rule fir? 
S.Dro. Marry fir, by aruleas plaine as the plaine bald 
pate of Father time himfelfe. 
Ant. Let’sheare it. 
S.Dro. There’s no time fora man to recouer his haire 
that growes bald by nature. 
Ant. May he not docit by fine and recouerie ? 
5.Dro. Yes, to pay a fine for.a perewig,, and recouer} | 
the loft haire ofanother man. 1} 
Ant. Why, is Time fuch aniggard of haire , being (as} | 
itis) fo plentifull an excrement ? lf 
S.Dro. Becaufe it isa bleffing that hee beRtoweson| | 
beafts, and what he hath fcanted them inhaire, hee hath] | 
giuen them in wit... . a 
Ant. Why, but theres manie aman hath more haire| | 
then wit. : | 
S.Dro. Nota man of chofe but he hath the witco lofe 
his haire. one 
Ant. Why thou didft conclude hairy men plain dea 
lers without wit. S é 
S.Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft syet heloo- 
feth it in akinde of iollitie. : 
An, For what reafon. ° 
5.Dro. For two, and found ones to. 


ATEN na oh nea An Nay 





. Pr, Nay not found J pray-you. 


S.Dre. Sure ones then. ots 
4n. Nay, not fure in athinig falfing. 
° '§.Dre. Certaine ones then.’ «: 
An. Name them, ds 
S.Dro. The one to fave the money that he {pends in 
trying sthe other;that at dinner they fhould not drop in 
his porrage- eee 
An. Youwould all thistimehaue prou'd,"here isno 
time for all things. 
' $.Dre. Marry and did fir: namely, inno time to re- 
couer haire loft by Nature. « 
An. Butyourreafon was not fubRantiall, why there 
is no time to récouer. 
 §.Dro. Thus I mend it : Time himfelfe is bald, and 
therefore to thé worlds end, will haue bald followers. 
| An. Tknew’cwould bea bald conclufion: but foft, 
who wafts vs yonder. . 


Enter Adriana and Laciana. 


Adri. 1,1, Antipholus,looke ftrange and frowne, 

| Some other Miftreffe hath thy fweetafpedis : 
Jam not Adriana, nor thy wife. 

Thetime was once, when thou vn-vre’d wouldft vow, 
That neuer words were muficke to thine eare, 
) That neuer obie& pleating in thine eye, 

Thatneuer touch well welcome to thy hand, 

That neuer meat fweet—fauour’d in thy tafte, 
| Valeffe I {pake,or look’d, or touch’d, or caru’d to thee. 
How comes it now,my Husband,oh how comes ity 

That thou art then eftranged from thy felfe ? 

Thy felfe I call it, being ftrange to me: 

That vndiuidable Incorporate 

Am better then thy deere felfes better part. 

Ah doe not teare away thy felfe from me; 

For know my loue : as eafie maift thou fall 

A drop of water in the breaking gulfe, 

And take ynmingled thence thar drop againe 
Without addition or diminifhing, 

As take from me thy felfe, and not'me too. 

How deerely would it touch thee to the quicke, 
Shouldft thou but heare J were licencious ? 
| And that this body confecrate to thee,’ 

By Ruffian Luft fhould be contaminate ? 

Wouldft thou not {pit at me, and {purne atme, 

And hurle the name of husband in my face, 

And teare the ftain’d skin of my Harlot brow, 

And from my falfe hand curthe wedding ring , 

And breake it with a deepe-diuorcing vow ? 

Tknow thou eanft, and therefore fee thou doeit. 
Tam poffeft with an adulterate blot, 

My bloud ismineled with thevcrime of luft : 

Forif we two be‘one, and thou play falfe 52.5 

I doe digeft the poifon of thy fleth, 
Being ftramipeted by thy @outagion: 1) 9 
Keepe then faireleague and truce with thy true bed , 
Tiiue diftain’d,thou vndifhonoured: 

“ Antip. “Pleadyow to me'fairedame ? I know younot: 
In Ephefies] am but twe houres old , Poe 
As ftrange wnt your cowne,as'to your talke, 

Who cuery word by all my wit being fcan'd,°"" 
‘Wants witin allone wordto vnderftandy:. | 0\.\.% 


Luci. Fie brother, how the world is chang’d-with you: 


When wereyou wonttoyfe my fitter this?! 
‘She fent for you by Dromiohometo dinners Ao > 


The Conie die of Enyorss 


iz Ant. By ‘Dromio? 
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Drom. By me. 
Adr, By thee,and this thou didft returne ftom him, 


| That he did buffet thee, and in his blowes, ° 


Denied my houfe for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. Did you conuerfe fir with this gentlewoman: 
What isthe courfe and drift of your compad? - 

S.Dre. 1 fir? [neuer faw her till chistime. ; 

Ant. Villaine thou lieft, for euen her yerie words 
Didft thou deliuer to me on the Mart. | z 

S.Dre. [neuer fpake with her in all my life. -: 

Ant. How can fhe chus then call ys by our names? 
Valeffe it be by infpiration. i 

Adri, Howillagrees it with your grauitie 
To counterfeit thus grofely with your flaiiey 
Abetting him to thwart me in my moode sro 9: 
Be it my wrong,you are from meexempr, 
But wrong not that wrong witha more contempt. | 
Come I will faften on this fleeue of thine 
Thou art an Elme my husband, la Vine : 


. 
. 


_ Whofe weakneffe married ro thy ftranger flare, 


Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate: 

If ought pofleffe thee from me, itis droffe, 

V{urping luiec, Brier,or idle Mofle, 

Who all for want of pruning with intrufion, 

lofedt thy fap,and live on thy confufion. 

Aut. Tomec thee {peakes, fhee moves mee for her 
theame ; 

What,was I married to her in my dreame? 

Or fleepe I now,and thinke I heare all this ? 

What error drives our cies and eares amiffe ? 

Votill I know this fure vncertaintie, 

Ile entertaine ihe free’d fal lacie. 
Luc. Dromio, goc bid the feruants {pred for dinner. 
S.Dro. Oh formy beads, I croffe me for a finner, 

This is theFairie land,oh {pight of {pights, 

We talke with Goblins, Owles and Sprights; 

If we obay them not, this will infue: 

They'll fucke our breath, or pinch vs blacke and blew. 

_ Lac. Why prat’ft thou to thy felfe,and anfwer’t net? 

Dromie,thou Dromie,thou {naile,thou flug;thou for. 
S.Dro. Yam transformed Mafter,am I not ? 
efit. I thinke thou art inminde,and foam I 
S.Dro, Nay Mafter,both in minde,and in my fhape, 
eat. Thou haft thine owne forme. Tko 
S.Dre.. No,Iam an Ape. Noe 
Luc. If thou art chang’d to ought, 'tistoan Affe, 
S.Dro. ‘Tis true the rides me,and I long for graffe. 

Tis fo,lam an Affe,elfe it couldncuer bey VF vi. 

ButI fhould know her as wellias fhe knowesmeé. 

Adr. Come,come,no longer will [be afoole, ” 

To put the finger in the eie and weepe; 

Whil’ft man and Mafter laughes my woes to {corne ? 

Come fir to dinner, Dromsokeepe the gate : 

Husband Ile dine aboue with youto day, 

And fhriue you ofa thoufand idle prankess / 

Sirra,ifany aske you for your Mafter, 

Say he dines forth, and letno creature enter : 


| Come fifter, Dromio play the Porter wells 


ent. Am1 in earth,in heauen,or in bell?’ 

Sleeping or waking ,mad or well aduifde : 

Knowne vnto thefe, and to my felfedifguifde 2 

Ile fay as they fay,and perfeuer fo: 

And in this mift at all aduentures go. d 0G 
S.Dro. Mafter,thall I be Porter at the gate ? 
‘Adr. J,and letnone enter;leaft ] breake your pate. 
Luc. Come,come, Antipbolus,wedinetolate: » ' 
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eA ttus Tertius. Scena Prima. 





: 


Enter Antipholns of Epbefus , bis mas Dromio, Angelo the 
—— Goldfratth, and Balthafer the Merchant. 


E. Anti, Good fignior Angelo you muft excufe vs all, 
My wife is fhrewifh when I keepe not howres ; 
Say that Llingerd with youat your fhop 
To feethe making of her Carkanet , 
And that to morrow you will bring it home. 
But here’s a villaine that would face me downe 
He met me on the Mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg’d him with athoufand markes in gold, 
And that Idid denie my wife and houfe; 
Thou drunkard thou, what didft chou meane by this? 
E.Dro, Say what you wil fir,but I know what I know, 
That you beat me atthe Mart I haue your hand to fhow; 
If} skin were parchment,& ¥ blows you gaue were ink, 
Your owne hand-writing would tell you what I thinke. 
E. Ant. I thinke chou art an affe, 
E.Dro. Marry fo it doth appeare 
By the wrongs J fuffer, and the blowes I beare, 
I fhould kicke being kickt,and being arthat pafle, 


| You would keepe from my heeles,and beware of an affe, 


E. An, Y’arefad fignior Balthazar ,pray God our cheer 


| May anfwer my good will,and your good welcom here. 


Bal.{ hold your dainties cheap fir,& your welcom deer. 
E. An. Oh fignior Balthazar, either at fefhor fith, 

A table full of welcome,makes {carce one dainty difh. 
Bal. Good meat fir is: cémon thareuery churle affords, 
Anti. And welcome more common,for thats nothing 

bur words, i 
Bal, Small cheere and great welcome, makes a mer- 
_ vie feaft. 
Anti, 1;to aniggardly Hoft,and more {paring guelt: 
But though my cates be meane,take them in good part, 


| Better cheere may you haue,but not with berter hare 


But foft, my doore islockt; goe bid them ler vsin. 


E.Dro\ Maud, Briget Marias,Cifley,Gillian, Gin. . 
S.Dro. Mome,Malthorfe,Capon, Coxcombe , Idi- 
ot, Patch, 
Either get thee from the dore,or fit downe at the hatch: 


‘| Doft thou coniure for wenches,that y caltt for fuchftore, 
_| When oneis one too many, goe get thee from the dore. 


E.Dro. What patch:is made our Porter ? my Mafter 
ftayes:in che ftreet. 

$.Dre. Let him walke from whence he came,left hee 
catch cold on’s feet. - 

&.Ant. Who talks within there ? boa open the dore. 

S.Dro, Right fir, Uertell you when, :and you'll tell 
me wherefore. 

Ant. Wherefore? formy dinner : I hauenot din'dto 
day. 

S Dus: Mes today here you muft not come againe 
when you may. 

Anti. What art thouthat keep’{t mee out from the 
howfe lowe? 

S.Dre, The Porter for this time Sir; and my name is 
Dromis. 

E, Dre. O villaine,thou haft ftolne both mine effice 
and my name, 


Theonenere got me creditsthe othermickle blame: 
| Wfthowhadft beene Dromio:to day in my place, - 


The Comedie of Errors. 


- { Thou wouldft hauechang’d thy face foranamey ox thy], 


eens 





name for an affe. 
Enter Luce. : a: 
Luce. Whatacoileis there Dremsio ?:- who are thofe. 
at the gate? : 
E.Dro.- Let my Mafter in Luce. 
Luce. Faithne, hee comestoo late, and{o tell your 
Mafter. = - ni 
E.Dro, O Lord ¥ muft laugh, haue at you with a Pro} 
uerbe, ee 
Shall I fecin my ftaffe. | 
Luce. Haueat you with another, that’s when? can} 
you rel? 
5.Dro, Ifthyname be called Lece,Lnee thou haftan- | 
f{wer'd him well, 
Anti. Doeyouheare you minion, you'll let ys inI} 
hope?» : / 
Luce. I thought to haue askt you. 
S.Dro. And you faid no, 
E.Dro. So come helpe, well ftrooke, there was blow} 
for blow. 
Anti, Thou baggage let mein. 
Luce, Can you tell for whofe fake? 
E, Drom. Mafter, knocke the doore hard. 
Lue. Lethimknocke till it ake, 
Anti, You'll crie for this minion , if] beat the doore 
downe. 
Luce. What needs allthat,and a paire of ftocks in the 
towne? 
















Enter Adriana. 
Adr, Who is that atthe doore y keeps all this noife? 
5.Dro, By my trothyour towne is troubled with yn] 
ruly boies. 
enti. Are youthere Wife? you might hane come 
before. 
Adri, Your wife firknaue? go get youfrom the dort, 
&, Dro, If you went in paine Mafter,this knaue wold 
goe fore. 
Angelo, Heere isneither cheere fir, nor welcome, we 
would faine haue either. sf 
Baltz. In debating which was bef, wee.fhall part 
with neither, 
E.Dro. They ftand atthe doore, Mafter, -bidthem 
welcome hither, 
e4nti, Thereisfomething in the winde,that we can- 
not getin. iM 
&.Dre. You would fay fo Mafter, if your garments 
werethin, ; 
Your cake here is warme-within : you ftand here in the 
cold. 
It would makea man mad.as.a, Bucke to-be fo, bought 
and fold. 
Ant. Go fetch me fomething,Ile break ope the gate. 
S.Dro. Breake any breaking here,and Ile breake your, 
knaues pate. olde 
E.Dre. Aman may breakea word with your fir, and. 
words are but winde : a 
I and breake it in your face, fo he break it not behinde. 
S.Dro.J feemes thou. want'ft breaking out ypon chee | 
hinde. 35% sud mel enisdet a 
E.Dre. Htre’stoo much out vpon thee,] pray thee let 
me in. 
S.Dro. Z »when fowles haueno feathers,and fith have 
nofin. id: 
Ant. Well; He breake in:ge borrowme.a.crow. | 
E.Dro.A crow without feather;Mafter.meanc sents } 
or 












(| Tis double 






Fora 


(Being compagt oferedit) xhatyowlond v4): Ware ' 


Ant. | et thee gon, fetch me an iron Crow, » 
Balth.Haue patience fir, oh letitnot be fo, 
Heetein you warre againft your reputation, 


“And:draw-withia the compaffe of {ufpedt.. | 
‘Th’'vnuiolated honor of your wife: 

| Once this your long experience of your wifedome, 
‘Her fober vertue; yeares, and modeftic:, 


Plead on your part fomecaufe to you vnknowne ; 
And doubt nos fie, but fhe.will wellexaufe 


| Why atchis time the dores are made againit you. 


Be rul’d by me, departin patience, 
And let vstothe Tyger'albro dinner, 
And about euening come your felfe alone, 
To know the reafon of this firange reftraine 3 
If by ftrong hand you offer to breake'in 
Now inthe ftirring paflage oftheday,. »’ 
A vulgarcomment will be made ofit; 
And that fuppofed by the common rowt 
Againft youryer vngalled:eftimation, 
That may with foule intrifion enter in, 
And dwellvpon your graue when you are dead ; 
For flander liues vpon {ucceffion; 
For eucr hows’d, where it gets poffeffion, 
Anti, Youhaue preuail’d,i will depars in quiet, 
And in defpight of mirth meane to be merrie: 
I know.a wench of excellent difeourfe , 
Prettie and witrie; wilde, and yet too gentle ; 
There will wedine: this woman that Lmeane 
My wife(but Iproteft without defert) 
Hath oftentimes vpbraided:me withall:: 
Toher will weto dinner, get youhome 
And fetch the chaine, by this I know ‘tis made, 


| Bring it] pray you to the Porpentine , 


For there’s the houfe: That.chaine willl beftow 
(Beit for nothing but to fpight my wife) 

Vpon mine hofteffe there, good fir makehafte : 
Since mine owne doores'refufeto entertaine me, 


Ile'knocke elf{e-where, to.fee if chey’ll difdaine me. 


Ang, Ile meet you at that place fome houre hence. 
Anti, Do fo,this ieft fhall coit me fome expence. 
Exeunt, 
Enter Inliana, with Antipholus of Siraculia. 
Talia. “And may it be that you hate quite forgot 
A husbands office? hall Antipholus 
Euen in the {pring of Loue,thy Loue-{prings rot ? 
Shall loue in buildings grow.fo ruinate? | 
If you did wed my fitter for her wealth, 
Then for her:wealchsefake vfeher with nrere kindneffe : 
Or ifyou like elfeswhere docit by ftealth , 
Muffle your falfeloue with fome fhew.of blindneffe : 
Let not my fifter readitiinyour eye : nT 
Be not thy tongue thy.owne fhames Orator::, 


| Looke {weet, fpeake faire,:become difloyaltie: 
| Apparellwicelikevertuesharbenger? . . 


Beare a faire prefence,thoughyour heartibe tainted; «| 


| Teach finne the carriage ofa holy Saint , 


Be fecret falfe: whatneed:the be acquainted? 

What fimple thiefebrags ofthis awne attaine? » 

Wrong to.truantwithyoutbedy. « 
And let herveadit in thydbokesatbgords iii. 
Shame hatha baftard fame,well managed, 

Illdeeds isdoubled withan euilliword a0 

Alas poore women make wsnotibelecuts! gen 


= 


fith withouta finne;ther’'sa fowle without afether, 


Though others haue the arme, fhew vs the fleeue: 
Ifa crow helpvsin firra, wee'llplucke acrow:together. 


Wein your motion turne, and you may maueys, 
Then gentle brother get youin againe; 

Comfort my fifter, cheere her, call her wife; 

Tis holy {port to be a little vaine, 

When the fweet breath of flatterie conquers ftrife. 


Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine: 

Leffe in your knowledge, and your grace you fhow not, 

Then out earths wonder, more then earth divine, 

Teach medecre creature how to thinke and {peake : 

Lay open to my earthie groffe conceit : 

Smothred inerrors, feeble, fhallow,weake, 

The foulded meaning of your words deceit: 

Againft my foules pure truth,why labour you, 

To make it wander inan voknowne field? 

_ Are youa god? would you create me new? 
Fransforme me then,and to your powre Le yeeld. 

Bur if chat daa I, then welll know, 

Your weeping fifter is no wife of mine, 

Nortoherbed nohomagedoeIowe: 

Farre more,farre more,to you doe I decline: » 

Oh traine me not {weet Mermaide with thy note, 

To drowne me in thy fifter loud of teares: , 

Sing Siren for thy felfe,and I will dote: 

Spread ote the filuer waues thy golden haires ; 

And asa bud Ile take thee,and there lie: 

And in that glorious fuppofition thinke, 

He gaines by deach, that hath fuch meanes to dies | 

Let Loue,being light,be drowned ifthe Gnke. 


"Lee. Ieisa fault that fpringeth from your ie. 


Mine eics cleere eie, my deere hearts deerercheart 5: 
My foode,my fortune,and my {weer hopesdimes |. on 
My fole earths heauen,and my heauensclaime. - 


Thee will I loue, and with thee lead my life; 
Thow haftno husband yet,nor Ino wifes.) . 
Giue me thy hand, . ry. ; 

. Lue. Oh foft fir,hold you till s sane 
Ile fetch my fitter to get her goodwill... 


Ant. ThowartDromio, thou art my man, thou ast 


| One that claimes me,onethat hauntsme, one that will 
haueme. eee A ec bei a7 


























































S. Anti. Sweete Miftris, what your name is elfe J 
know not; 


Luc, What are you mad,that you doe reafon fo? 
ent. Not mad,bur mated, how I doe nat knows. 


Ant. For gazing on your beames faire fun being by. 

Lxc. Gaze when you fhould, and that will cleere 
. your fight. bear ) 

Ant. As good to winke {weet loue,as looke on night, 

Lac, Why call you me loue? Call my fitter fo. ° 

Ant. Thy fitters fitter. . i vst 

Lwc. That’s my fifter. i finiteness law 

Ant, No: itis thy felfe,mine owne felfes\hetter part: | 


Luc. Allthis my fifteris,orelfefhouldbe,, .... 
Ant. Call thy felfe fifter fweet,for I amthee:. 


Exit, 
Enter Dromio, Sirac#fia. AV 
eAur. Why hownow Dramio, where run'ft thou fo 
{4Pb?: 9902-04 omisly | Qiao bitingicts 
5.Dro. Doc youknow.me fir? Am Drowio? Am] 
your man? Am Imy felfe,?. i 


frithy Selfe..:\..2:07-2 en 991 seme lida 
Dro. Laman affey Lama womansman, and befides 
of umy felfe. btirhunigtwss Batis: 4. Tesh j 
Ant. What womans man? and, how. befides thy 4 
Selfe2 is oo! t Ylsasisag.gail Or aa 
Dro. Martie fir,befides my felfe,I.am ducto a woman: | 


6auG HIM Veet a 
Ant, Whar: 























































































































































































































































































































































































































|_92 o 
- | Anti. What claimc laies fhe to thee? = 
Dro, Marry fir,fuch claime as you would lay to:your’ 
horfe, and fhe would haue meas a beaft, northat I bee- 
ing a beaft fhe would haue me, but that fhe being a ve- 
rie beaftly creature layes claime to me, | 

Anti, What is fhe? NG 399% 

Dro, Avery reuerent body: Ifuchaone, asaman 
may not fpeake of, without he fay fir reverence, 1 haue 
but leane lucke in the match, and yet is fhe a wondrous 
fat marriage. 

Anti. How doftthou meane a fat matriage ? 

‘Dro. Marry fir,fhe’s the Kitchin wench, &al greafe, 
and I know not what vfe to put her too, butto make a 

| Lampeof her, and run from her by herownelight. I 
warrant, her ragges and the Tallow inthem} will burne 

- a Poland Winter : If (he liues till doomefday, fhe'l burne 
a weeke longer then the whole World. 

Anti. What complexion is the of? 

Dro: Swartlike my fhoo, but her face nothing like 
fo cleane kept: for why? fhe {weats a man may goc o- 
_ uer-fhooes inthe grime of it. 

Anti, That’sa fault chac water will mend. 

Dro. Nofir, tis in graine, Noahs flood could not 
| doit. - 
Anti, What's her name ? 

Dro. NekSir: buther name is three quarters, that’s 
an Elland three quarters ,will not meature her from hip 

to hip. 

Asti, Then fhe beares fome bredth ? 

Dro. No longer from head to foot, then from hippe 


to hippe: theis {phericall, like a globe: 1 could find our; 


’ Countries in her. 

Anti, Io what part of her body ftands Ireland ? 

‘Dro. Marry firin her buttockes,' I found it out by 
the bogges, Q S3 

Ant, Where Scotland? ° 

Dro, 1 found it by the barrenneffe, hard in the palme 
ofthe-handi°°''" > 

Ant. Where France? . 

Dro. Inher forhead, arm’d and reverted, making 
warre againft her heire, : 

Ast, Where England >: 

Dro, Tlook’d for the chalkle Cliffes, but IT could find 
| no whireneffein them, Bur I gueffe,it ftood in her chin 
by the falerheume that ranine berweene France, and it. 
Ast. Where Spaine? 

Dro: Faith I fawit not: burl felt ichorin lier breth. 

Ant. Where America, the Indies? 

Dro, Oh firy vpomher nofe; all'ore embellifhed with 
Rubies, Carbuncles, Saphires, declining their rich Af- 
pe&to the hot breath of Spaine, who fent whole Ar- 
madoes of Carreéts to be ballaft at her nofe. 

_ Anti. Where ftood Belgia, the Netherlands? 
2 Dro. Of fie, did not lookefolow, To conclude, 
this drudge or Diuiner layd claime to mee, call’d mee 
Dromio, {wore I was affur'd' to her, told me what priuie 
markes Ihad about mee, ’ a$'the marke of my fhoulder, 
7 the Mole ifiniytiecke, the creat Warton my left arme, 
| chac | amaz’d ranne from her asa witch.. And I thinke,if 
tmy bieit had not beetié made of faith, andimy heart of 
ftecle, fre had transform’d inc to a Curtulldog,& made 
\ me dirne? th wheeles 9 Oe Vu : 
1 Anti. Gohie thee prefently, poft to the rode, 
1 Andifthe winde Blow any wayfrom fhore, ec'). 
1 J will norharbodrin this Towne-tonight, «> 20>: 
1 Ifany Barke put farth, come to the Mart, 


‘Fhe (Comedie of Errors. | 
oo \) Where I will'walke till thou rerurne tome : 
' Ifeuerie one knowes vs, and we know none, > 


"Tis time Ithinke to trudge, packe,and be gone, 
Dro. As froma Beare aman ‘would run for life, 

So flie I from her that would be my wife. Exp 
Anti, There’s none but Witches do inhabite heere, || 


_ And therefore’tis hie time that I were hence ::. 


She that doth call:me husband, even my foule 
Doth fora wife abhorre:. But her faire fifter 
Poffeft with fucha gentle foueraigne grace; > 
Of fuch inchanting prefenceand difcourfe; 94 
Hath almoft made me Traitor to my felfe: 

But icaft my felfe be guilty ro felfe wrong;: 

Ile ftop mine eares againft the Mermaids fong: 


Enter eAngele with the Chaine. 
e4ng. MF Antipholus, 6 
Anti, I that’s my name. 
Ang. J know it well fir, loe here’s the:chaine, 
I thought to haue cane you at the Porpentine, 
The chaine vofinifh’dimademe ftay thus long. 
e4futi. Whatis your will that ] fhal do with this? 
e4ng. What pleafe your felfe fir: Lhaue made it for 
you. 
— Anti. Madeit for me fir, I befpokeitnot. 
; eng. Notonce, nor twice, but twentie times you 
aue: . 
Go home with it, and pleafe your Wife withall, 
And foone at {upper time Ilevifityou, 
And then receiue my money for the chaine.' 
Anti. I pray youfir receiue the money now, 
For feare you ne're fee chaine, nor mony more. 
Ang. Youarea merry man fir, fare youwell. Exit, 
Ant. What I fhould thinke of this, I cannot tell ; 
But this I chinke, there’s no man is {o vaine, 
That would refufe fo faire an offer'd Chaine. 
I fee aman heereneeds not line by thifts, 
When inthe ftreets hemeetes fuch Golden gifts:: 
Ile to the Mart, and there for Dromio fay,. 


If any fhip put our, then ftraight away. Exit. 


Aftus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter a Merchant ,Goldfmith, aud an Officer. 


Mar.’ Youknow fince Pentecoft the fum is due, 
And fince] hauenot much importun’d you; 
Nor now I had not, but that Jam bound. 
To Perfia, and want Gilders for my voyage =: 
Therefore make prefent fatisfaction, ‘ 
Or Ile attach you by this Officer. 
Gold, Euen iuft the fum that Ido owe'to you, 
Is growing tome by Antipbolus, ; 
And in the inftantthat I met with you, 
He had of meaChaine,-at fide.a-clocke 
I fhall receiuethe money forthe fame a... . |», ty 
Pleafeth you walke with medownetohishoufe, ’ » 


I will difcharge my bond, and thanke you too. : 


Enter eAstipholus Ephe{Dromio froms the Conrtizans. 
Offi. That labour may you faue: See where he comes, 
e-4nt. While I gototheGoldfmiths houfe, go chou 

; . And’ 


280 i ee 













And buy aropes end, that will I beftow 
Among my wife, and their confederates, 
For, locking me out of: my doores by day: 
But foft I fee the Goldfmith; get thee gone, 
Buy thoua rope, and bring it home to me. 
Dro. I buy a thoufand pound a yeare, I buya rope. 
Exit Dremis 
Eph. Ant,, Amanis well holpe vp that truftsto you, 
I promifed your prefence, and the Chaine, 
But neither Chaine nor Gold{mith came to me: 
Belike you thought our loue would laf too long 
Ifit were chain’d together : andtherefore camenot, 
Gold. Sailing your merrie humor : here’s the note 
How much your Chaine weighs tothe vernoft charegty 
The fineneffe of the Gold, and chargefull fafhion, 
Which doth amount to three odde Duckets more 
Then I ftand debted to this Gencleman, 
I pray you fee him prefently difcharg’d, 
For he is bound to Sea, and ftayes bur for it. 
Anti, Lam not farnith’d with the prefent monie: 
| Befides I have fome bufineffe in the towne, 
€ood Signior take the {tranger tomy houfe, 
And with youtake the Chaine,and bidmy wife 
Disburfe the fumme, on the receit thereof, 
Perchance I will be there as foone as you, 
|. Gold, Then you will bring the Chaine to her your 
| {elfe. . 
j dati, Nobeareit with you, leaft I come not time e- 
nough. 
Gold. Well fir, I will ?Haue youthe Chaine about 
ou? i 
: efat. AndifI hauenot fir, Lhopeyou haue: 
| Orelfe you may returne without your money, 
| Gold, Nay come pray you fir, giue me the Chaine : 
| Both winde and tide ftayes forthis Gentleman, 
And Iteo blame haue held him heere too long. 
efuti, Good Lord, you vfe this dalliance to excufe 
Your breach of promife to the Porpentine, 
lifhould haue chid you for not bringing ir, 
{ Butlike athrew you firft begin to brawle. 
{ ar. The houre fteales on, I pray you fir difpatch, 





Ant. Why giue it tomy wife, and fetch your mony. 
Gold. Come, come, you know I gauc it you euennow, 
Either fend the Chaine, ot fend me by fornetcken. 

{  e4at, Fiepnow yourun this humor out of breath, 

Come where's the Chaine, I pray youletmefeeit. 

| Mar, My bufineffle cannot brooke this dalliance, ; 

| Good fir fay, whe’r you'lanfwer me, or no : j 
Ifnot, Ile leaue him to the Officer. 

| Ant. Tanfwer you? What thould I anfwer you, 

Gold, The monie that you.owe me for the Chaine. 
Ant, Lowe you none, till I receiue the Chaine. 
Gold, Youknow I gaueityou-halfe an houre fince. 
| . 4st. Yougauemenone, you wrong mee muchto 
fay fo. ; 
| Gold. You wrong me more fir indenying it. 
Contfider how it ftands vpon my credit. 
| Mar. Well Officer, arreft him atimy fuice, 

Offi. ‘Ido; and chargeyou'in the Dukes name to.o- 
ey me, M3390! fp HOY 25 . 
Gold, This touches meinreputation:. © 
| Eitherconfentto pay this fum forme, ©: 
| Or Lattachyou by this Office.) 6 o> = 
|. “tat. Confent topay theethatIneuerhad: 
| Atreft me foolifh fellowifthioudar fe: 2-09 





oe 





The Comedie of Errors. : 


_ That ftaies but till her Owner comes aboord, 


"You fent me tothe Bay fir, fora Barke, 


Gold. Youheare how he importunes me,the Chaine, | 


| Mighr’ft thou perceiue aufteerely in his cie,. 






eae 
Gold. Heere is thy fee, arreft him Officer. 
I would not {pare my brother in this cafe, 
Ifhe fhould {corne me fo apparantly, 
Offiie. 1 doarreft you fir, you heare the fuite; 
Ant. I doobey thee, till T gine thee baile. 
But firrah, you fhall buy this {porcas deere, 
Asall the mettall in your fhop will anfwer. 
Gold, Sir,fir, I fhall have Lawin Ephefis , 
To your notorious fhame, I doubt it not. 




































































Enter Dromio Sira. fromthe Bay. 
Dro. Matter, there’s.a Barke of Epidaminw,, 


Andthen fir fhe beares away. Our fraughtage fir, 
Thaue conuei’d aboord, and I have bought 
The Oyle, the Balfamum, and Aqua-vire, 
The fhip is in her trim, the merrie winde 
Blowes faire from land : they fay for nought at all, 
But for their Owner, Mafter,and your felfe, 
An. How now? a Madman? Why thow peeuith fheep 
What thip of Epidaminm Qtaies for me. 
5.Dro. A thip you fent me too, to hier waftage. 
4st. Thou drunken flaue, I fent thee for a tope, 
And told thee to what purpofe,and what end, 
S.Dro, Youfent me fora ropes end as foone, 


Ant. Twill debate this matter at more Icifiire 
And teach your eares to lift me with more heede: 
To edriana Villaine hie thee ftraight: 

Giue her this key, and tell her in the Deske 

That’s couer'd o’re with Turkifh Tapittrie, 

There isa purfe of Duckets, let her {end it; 

Tell her, I am arrefted in the ftreete, 

And that fhall baile me: hie thee flaue, be gone, 

On Officer to prifon, till it come, Exeunt 
S. Dromie, To eAdriana,that is where we din’d, 

Where Dowfabell did claime me for her husband, 

She is toobigge I hope for meto compaffe, 

Thither I muft, although againft my will: 

For feruants muft their Mafters mindes fulfill, 





Exit 


Exter Adriana and Luciana. 
Adr, Ah Luciana, didhe tempt thee fog 


That he did plead in earneft, yea orno: 
Look’d he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What obferuation mad’ft chew in this cafe 2 
Oh, his hearts Meteors tiltin gin his face. 
Luc. Firfthe deni?de you had inhimno right. 
4dr, Hemeant he didme none: the more my fpight 
Luc, Then {wore he that he was a ftranger heere, . 
Adr. And true he {wore, though yet forfworne hee 
were, 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 
4dr, And what faid he? i 
Luc. That loue] bege’d for you, he bege’d of me. - 
. dr, With what perfwafion did he tempt thy loue ? 
Luc.With words, that in an honeft {uit might moue.. 
Firft, he did praife my beautie,then my fpeech, 
Adr, Did ft{peake him faire? ereLE 3 
Luc. Haue patience I befeech. 
Adr, I cannot, nor Lwillnot hold me ill, 
My tongue, though not my heart, thall haue his will, 
He is deformed, crooked, old, andfere, 
Ill-fac’d, worfe bodied, fhapeleffe every where: 
Vicious, yngentle, foolith, blunt, vnkinde, . 





Stigma- | 





























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































| 94. in making w orfe in minde, 
Luc. Who would be iealous then of fuchaone ? 
No euill loft is wail’d, when it is gone. 
Adr.. Ah but] thinke him better then I fay : 
And yet would herein others cies were worfe: 
Farre from her neft the Lapwing cries away 
My heart praies for him,though my tongue doe curfe. 


Enter S.Dromio. 

Dro. Here goe: the deske,the purfe,fweet now make 
hafte. 

Lac. How haft thou loft thy breath? 

S.Dro. By running faft, 

Adr. Where is thy Matter Dromsio? Is he well ? 

S.Dro. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worfe then hell: 
A diuell in an everlafting garment hath him; 
On whofe hard heart is button’d vp with ftcele : 
A Feind,aFairie,pittileffe and ruffe : 
A Wolfe,nay worfe, a fellow all sn buffe: 
A back friend,a fhoulder-clapper, one that countermads 
The paflages of allies creekes,and narrow lans: 
A hound that runs Counter,and yet draws drifoot well, 
One that before the Iudgmét carries poore foules to hel. 

Adr, Why man,what is the matter ? 

S.Dro: Idoenot know the matter, hee is refted on 
the cafe. 

Aadr. Whatis he arrefted? tell me at whofe faire? 

S.Dro. Tknow not at whofe fuite he is arefied well; 
but is in a fuite of buffe which refted him,that can I tell, 
will you fend him Miftris redemption, the monic in 
his deske. 

Aadr. Go fetchit Sifter: this I wonder at. 

Exit Luciaua. 

Thus he vnknowne to me fhould bein debe : 
Tell me,was he arefted ona band? 

S.Dro, Not onaband,buton a ftronger thing : 

} A chaine,a chaine, doe you not here it ring. 

Adria, What,the chaine ? 

$.Dro. No,no,the bell, ‘tis time that I were gone: 
It was two ere I left him,and now the clocke {trikes one. 

Adr. Thehoures come backe, that did I neuer here. 


S.Dro, Ohyes,ifany houre mecte aSericant,a turnes . 


backe for verie feare. 
Adri, Asifcime were in debt: how fondly do’ft thou 
reafon? 
S.Dro.Time is a verie bankerout,and owes more then 
‘he’s worth tofeafon. 
Nay, he’s a theefe too :haue you not heard men fay, 
That time comes ftealing on’by night and day? 
‘WT bein debe and theft,and:a Serieant in the way, 
Hath he not reafon to turne backean houre ina day? 


Exter Luciana, | 
Adv. Go Dromia, there’s the monie,beare it ftraight, 
And bring thy Mafter home imediately. 
Come fifter, Lam preft downe with conceit: 
Conceit,my comfort and my iniurie. Exit. 
| Enter Antiphelws Siracufan. 

‘There’s not a man I meete bur-doth faluteme 
As if L were their well acquainted friend, ©" 
And eucrie one’doth call me by my name : 

Some tender monie tome, fomeinuite me; 

' Some other giue methankes for kindneffes ; 
} Some offer me Commodities to buy. 
1 Euen now atailorcal’d mein his fhop, 


The Comedie of Errors. 


And fhow’d me Silkes thache had bought for me, 
And therewithall tooke meafure of my body. 
Sure thefe are but imaginarie wiles, 

And lapland Sorcerers inhabite here. 


Enter Drewio.Sir. 

S.Dro. Mafter,here’s the gold you fent me fer :.what 
haue you got the pidture of old Adam new apparel d? 

edat. What goldisthis? What e4dam deft thou 
meane? 

S.Dre. Not that 4dam that kept the Paradife: but 
that Adam that keepes the prifons hee that goes inthe 
calues-skin, that was kil’d for the Prodigall: hee that, 
came behindeyou fir, like an euill angel,and bid you for- 
fake your libertie. 

Ant. T vnderftand thee not, 

S.Dro. No? why’tisa plaine cafe: he that went like 
a Bafe-Viole in acafe ofleather; the man fir, that when 
gentlemen are tired giues thema fob, and refts them: 


he fir,that takes pittie on decaied men, and gives them | | 


fuites of durance: he that fets vp his reft to doe more exe 
ploits with his Mace,then a Moris Pike. 
ent. What thou mean ft an officer? 

S.Dro, | fir,the Serieant of the Band : he that brings 
any man to anfwer it that breakes his Band: one that 
thinkes aman alwaics going to bed, and faies,God giue 
you good reft, 

Ant. Wellfir,there reft in your foolerie = « 

Is there any thips puts forth tonight? may we be gone? 

S.Dro. Why firl brought you word an howre fince, 
thatthe Barke Expeditions put forth to night, and then 
were you hindred by the Serieant to tarry for the Hoy 
delay: Here are the angels that you fent for to deliuer 


you. 

Ant. The fellow is diftract,and fo am I, 
And here we wander in illufions : 
Some bleffed power deliuer vs from hence. 


Enter a Curtizay. 
“Cur. Well met, well met, Mafter «4mtipbolss : 
1 {ee fir you haue found the Gold-{mith now: 
_ Isthat the chaine you promis’d meto day. 
Ant. Sathan auoide,] charge thee tempt menot. | 
S.Dro. Mafter,is this Miftris Saban? 
Ant. Icis the diuell. 

‘S.Dro. Nay, the is worfe,fheis the diuels dam: 

And here fhe comes in the habit of a light. wench, and 
thereof comes,that the wenches fay God dam me, That's 
as muchto fay, Godmake mealight wench: Ic is writ 
ten,they appeare to men like angels oflight, lightis an | 
effect of fire,and fire will burne : ergo,light wenches will || 
burne,come not neere her. | 
Cur. Yourman and you are maruiailous merrie fir. 

Will you goe with me,wee'll mend our dinner hese? 

S.Dro. Matter, if do expe& fpoon-meate, or beipeake 
along {poone, i 

Ant. Why Dromio? 

S,Dro. Marrie he mufthaue along fpoone that mutt 
eate with the divell. 

‘Ant. Auoid then fiend, what tel’? thou.me of fup- 
Thou art,as you are all a forcereffe: (ping? | 
I coniure thee toleaue me,and be gon, ) 

Car. Giue me the ring of mine you hadatidinner, 

Or for my Diamond the Chaine youpromis’d, 
And Ile be gone fir,and not trouble you, |: 


S.Dro.Some diuels aske but the parings of ones veils 
a 


of 




















sruth, a haire, 2 drop of blodd, 'apin, anut, a cherrie- 

fone : bur fhe more'couetous, wold haue a chaine: Ma- 

fter'be wife, and if you giue it her; the dincll will fhake 

herChaine,and fright vs'with it. 
Cur. Ipray you fir my Ring, or elfe the Chaine, » 

[hope you donot meane to cheate me fo ? 

Ante Auantthou witch: Come Dromiolet vs go. 

S.Dro. Flie pride faies the Pea-cocke, Miftris that 

youknow. Exit. 
Cur.’ Now out of doubt Antipholus is mad, 

Elfe would he neuer fo demeane himfelfe, 

ARing be hath of mine worth fortie Duckets, 

And for the fame he promis’d me a Chaine, 

Both one and other he denies me now : 

The reafon that I gather he is mad, 

Befides this prefent inftance ofhis rage, 

Isamad tale he told to day at dinner, 

Of his owne doores being fhut againft his eatrance, 

Belikehis wife acquainted wich his fits, 

On purpofe fhut the dootes againft his way : 

My way isnow to hie home to his houfe, 

And tell his wife, that being Lunaticke, 

Heruth’d into my hottfeyand tooke perforce 

My Ring away. This courfe J fitteft choofe, 

For fortie Ducketsis too much to loofe. 


Enter Antiphole Epbef. with a laslor. 


An. Feare menot man, I will not breake away, 
Tle giue thee ere I leaue thee fo much money 

To warrant thee as I am refted for. 

My wife is ina wayward moodeto day, 

And wilfnot lightly truft the Meffenger, 

That I fhould be attach’d in Ephe/us, 

I tell you ‘twill found harfhly in her cares. 


- Enter Dromio Eph with a ropes end. 
Heere comesmy Man, Ithinke he brirgs the monie. 
How now fir? Haue you that I fent you for? 
| E.Dre. Here’sthat I warrant you will pay them all. 
Anti, But where’s the Money ? 
E.Dro. Why fir, I gaue the Monie forthe Rope. 
Ant, Fiue hundred Duckets villaine for a rope ? 
E. Dro: Ie ferue you fir fiue hundred at the rate. 
Ant. To what end did’ Tbid thee hie thee home? 
E.Dro. Toaropes end fir, and to that end'am Ire- 
Wirid, | (RB OI SIE OVING 
¢ dat, And to'that endfr, tT will welcome you- 
Off. Good firbe patient. — PRET 
6 E. Dro. Nay “tis Opie to be patient, I amin aduer- 
Big) 12. aIeA WOT haha 
~ Off.°Good nowholdthytongue. © * 
E. Dre. Nay, rather perf{wade him to hoid his hands. 
Anti, Thou whorefonfenfeleffe Villaine. 
_ E. Dre. Ywould 1 were fenfeleffe'fir, that I might 
{not feele your blowes. ° huipcahe ate : 
enti. Thou art fenfible in nothing but blowes,and 
fo isan'Affe. 102 9303 9°) 
__ £.Dro. Tam an Affe indeede, you may prooue it by 
“my longéares. I hauefetued him from the houre of avy 
ativitictothis inftant, and haue nothing at his hands 
for my feruiée but blowes: Wheii T'atn' cold, he heates 
me with beating s when I am Waritiehe cooles me with 
‘beating’ Tam wak'd with it when'Tfleepes rais’d with 
| itwhenT fic, driven otirof dootes with it whén I goe 
‘frombhonie, weléom'd home with ic when I recurne,nay 


The Comedie of Error’: 


I beareit on my fhoulders, as a begger woont her brat : 
and I thinke when he hath lam’d me, I fhiall begge with 
it from doore to doore.: 











der. 


ther the prophefie like the Parrat,beware the ropes end. 


Good Do&tor Pinch,you are a Coniurer, 
Eftablifh him in histruefenceagaine, 
And I will pleafe you what you will demand. 


pulfe. 


To yeeld poffeffion to my holie praiers, 


mee. 


ed ae 


Enter eAdriana, Luciana, Courtizan, and a Schoole- 
mafter, calld Pinch, 


ent. Come goealong, my wife is comming yon- 
E.Dro. Miftris refpice finem, refpe& your end, or ra- 


Anti. Wiltthou ftill talke? Beats Dro. 
Cart. How fay you now? Is not your husband mad ? 
Adri, His inciuility confirmes no leffe ; 


Lac. Alas how fiery, and how fharpe he lookes. 
Cur. Marke,how he trembles in his extafie, 
Pinch, Giue me your hand, and let mee feele your 


ent. There ismy hand, and letit feele your eare. 
Pinch. I charge thee Sathan,hous d within this man, |. 


And to thy ftate of darkneffe hie thee ftraight, 
I coniure thee by all the Saints in heauen. 
Anti. Peace doting wizard, peace ; lam not mad. 
Adr. Oh that thou wer’t not, poore diftreffed foule. } 
Anti. You Minion you, are thefe your Cuftomers? } 
Did this Companion with the faffron face 
Reuell and feaft itat my houfeco day, 
Wilt vpon me the guiltie doores were fhut, 
And I denied to enter in my houfe. 
Adr.O husband, God doth know you din’d at home | 
Where would you had remain’d vntill this time, - 
Free from thefe flanders, and this open fhame. 
Anti, Din'd athome ? Thou Villaine, what fayeft } 
thou ? 
Dre. Sir footh to fay, you did not dine at home, 
Ant, Werenot my dooreslockt vp, and I fhut out? 
Dro, Perdie, your doeres were lockt, and you fhut 
out. | : 
Anti, And didnot fhe her felfe reuile me there? 
Dro. Saas Fable, fhe herfelfe reuil’d youthere,~ _ 
Anti, Didnot her Kitchen maideraile, taunt, and 
fcorne me? , 

* Dro. Certis the did, the kitchin veftall fcorn’d you. 
Ant, And didnot in rage depart from thence ? 
Dro. Inveritie you did, my bones beares witneffe, 

That fince haue felt the vigor of his rage. 
Adr. {st good to footh him in thefe crontraries? 
Pinch, Itisno fhame, the fellow finds his vaine, 

And yeelding to him, humors well hisfrenfie, 

Ant, Thou haft fubborn’d the Goldfmith to ‘arreft 





Adr. Alas, 1 fent you Monietoredeeme you, 
By Dromioheere, who came in haft for it. 
‘Dros Monie by me? Heart and good will you might, 
But furely Mafternotaragge of Monie, 
Ant. Wentftnot thou toher fora purfe of Duckets, | 
Adri. He came tome, andI delitierd it, i 
Luci, And I anrwitneffe with ker that fhe did: 
Dre. Godand the Rope-maker beare me witnefie, — 
ThatI was fentfornothing butarope, se 
Pinch. Miftris, both Mah and Mafteris poffeft, - 
I know it by their paleand deadly lookes, 





They 
















































































































































































































































































































































































96 The.(omedie of Errors. 


i muft be bound and laide in fome darke roome. 

Ant Say wherefore did{t thou locke me forth to day, 

And why doft thou denie the bagge of gold? _ 
Aadr. \did not gentle husband locke thee forth. 
Dre. And gentle M' I receiu’d no gold : 

But I confeffe fir, that we were lock’d out, 
Adr. Diffembling Villain, thou {peak’ft falfe in both 
‘dnt. Diffembling harloc, thou art falfe in all, 

And art confederate witha damned packe, 

To make a loathfome abieét fcorne of me : 

But with thefe nailes, Ile plucke out thefe falfe eyes, 

That would behold in me this fhamefull {port 


Enter three or foure, and offer to binde him: 
Hee ftrines. 
Adv, Ohbinde him, binde him, lethim not come 
_ Neere me. 
Pinch,More company, the fiend is ftrong within him 
Luc. Aye me poore man, how pale and wan he looks. 
Ant, What will you murther me, thou Iailor thou ? 
Tam thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them to make aref- 
cue? 
Offi. Matters let him go : heis my prifoner, and you 
fhall not haue him. 
- Pineh. Go binde this man, for he is franticke too. 
e4dr. What wilt thou do, theu peeuith Officer ? 
Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and difpleafure to ‘himfelfc? 
Offi. He is my prifoner, if I lec him go, 
The debt he owes will be requir’d of me. 
Adar. Iwill difcharge thee ere I go from thee, 
Beare me forthwith vnto his Creditor, ‘ 
And knowing how the debr growes I will pay it. 
Good Mafter Doétor fee him fafe conuey’d 
‘Home to my hovfe, oh moft wnhappy day. 
+ eAat, Oh moft vohappie trumpet. 
Dre. Mafter, Lam heere entred in bond for you. 
Ant. Ouconthee Villaine, wherefore doft thou mad 
mee ? 
Dro. Willyou be bound for nothing, be mad good 
Matter, cry the diuell, 
Luc. God helpe poore foules, howidlely doe they 
talke, 
Adr, Go beare him hence, fifter go you with me: 
Say now, whole fuite ishe arrefted at? 
Exeunt. Manet Offic. e4 dri, Lucé.Courtizan 
Off. One eAngele a Gold{mith, do you know him? 
Adr. know the man : what is the fumme he owes? 
Off. Two hundred Duckets.. 
Aadr. Say, how growes it due. 
Off. Due for a Chaine your husband had of him. 
Adr, He did befpeake a Chain for me,but had it not. 
~ Cur, Whenas your husband all in rage teday, 
Came to my houfe, and tooke away my Ring, . 
The Ring I {aw vpon his finger nowy 
Straight after did I meete him with a Chaine.' 
Adr, Itmay be fo, but Idid neuer fee it. 
Come lailor, bring me where the Goldfmithis, 
I long to’know the truth heereof at large. 


Enter Antipbolus Siracufia with bis Rapier drawne, 
avd Dromio Sirac.: 
Luc. God for thy mercy, they are loofe againe. 
Adr, Andcome with naked {words, 
Let’s call more helpe to haue them bound againe, 


Runue all out. 


_ Off. Away, they'lkill vs, 


, Exesint omnes, as faft as may be, frighted | 
S.ent. I {ee thefe Witches are affraid of eee 
5.Dro. She that would be your wife, now ran from 

you. a 
eft. Cometo the Centaur, fetch our ftuffe from 


thence: 


Ilong that we were fafe and found aboord,’ 

| Dro, Faith ftay heere this night, they will furely do 
vs no harme : you faw they {peake vs faire,giue vs gold: 
me thinkes they are fucha gentle Nation, that but for 
the Mountaine of mad flefh that claimes mariage of me, 
I could finde in my heart to ftay heere ftill, and ture | 
Witch. 

Ant. Iwillnot ftay to night for all the Towne, 

Therefore away, to get our ftuffe aboord, Exceunt 





Aftus Quintus. Scena Prima, 





Enter the Merchant and the Gold{mith, 


Gold. 1 am forty Sir that I haue hindred you, 
Buc ! proteft he had the Chaine of me,, 
Though moft difhoneftly he doth denie it. 
Mar. How is the man efteem’d heere in the Citie? 
Gold, Of very reverent reputation fir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belou’d, 
Second to none that liues heere in the Citie: 
His word might beare my wealth at any time. 
(Mar. Speake foftly yonder as I thinke he walkes. 


Enter Antipbolus and Dromio againe, 

Gold. Tis fo: and that felfe chaine about his necke, 
Which he forfwore moft monftroufly to haue. 
Good fir draw neere to me, Ile fpeake to him : 
Signior Antipbolus, { wonder much 
That you would put me to this fhame and trouble, 
And not without fome fcandall to your felfe, 
With circumftance and oaths, fo to denie 
This Chaine, which now you weare fo openly. 
Befide the charge, the fhame, imprifonment, 

You haue done wrong to thismy honeft friend, 
Who but for ftaying on our Controuerfie, 
Had hoifted faile, and put to fea to day: 
This Chaine you had of me, ean you deny it? 
Ast. IthinkeI had, I neuer did deny ic. 
Mar. Yes that you did fir,and forfwore it too. 
Ant. Who heard me to denice it or forfweare it ? 
Mar.Thefe eares of mine thou knowft didhear thee: 
Fie on thee wretch, ‘tis pitty that thouliu’t _ 
To walke where any honeft men refort. ie 
Ant. Thou arta Villaine toimpeach me thus, 
Ile proue mine honor, and mine honeftie 
Againft thee prefently, if thou dar’ft ftand: 
Mar. I dare and do defie thee for avillaine, 


They draw. Enter Adriana,Luciandy Courtexanycy others 
Adr. Hold, burt him not for God fake, he is mad, 

Some get within him, take his {word away : 

Binde Dromio too, and beare them to my houfes , 
S.Dre. Runne mafter run, for Geds fake take ahoule, 


|. Thisis fome Priorie, in,or we are {poy!’d, 


_ Exennt to the Prieris. 
Enter 


aod. dgiw Enter Ladie Abbeffe? 






Ab, Be quiet people, wherefore throng you hither ? 
Aadr. To fetch my poore diftra&ted husband hence, 
Let ys come in, that we ay binde him faft, 
And beare hia home for his recoucrie, 
Gold, J knew he vvas not in his perfect wits, 
Mar. Lam forry now that I did draw on him. 
Abs How long hath this poffeffion held the man. 
Addr. This weeke he hath beene heauie, fower fad, 
And much different from the man he was: 
But till chis afternoone his paffion 
Ne're brake into extremity of rage. 
Ab. Hath he not loft much wealth by wrack of fea, 
Buried fome deere friend, hath not elfe his eye 
Stray’d his affection in valawfull loue, 
AGnne preuailing much in youthfull men, 
Who giue their cies the liberty of gazing. 
Which of thefe forrowes is he {ubiect too ? 
Adv. Tonone of thefe, except it be the laft, 
Namely, fomeloue that drew him oft from home. 
Ab, ‘You fhould for that haue reprehended him. 
Adr. Why fo I did. 
Ab, \butnot rough enough. 
Ady, As roughly as my modeftic would let me. 
Ab. Haply in private. 
Adr, Andin affemblies too, ._ 
Ab, ¥, but not enough. toe 
Adr. It was the copie of our Conference. 
In bed he flepenot for my vrging it, 
Atboord he fed not for my vrging it: 
Alone, it was the fubie&t of my Theame: 
In company I often glanced it: 
Still did I tell him, it was vilde and bad. 
Ab, And thereofcame it, chat the man was mad. 
The venorhe clamors ofa iealous woman, 
Poifons more deadly then a mad dogges tooth, 
It feernes his fleepes were hindred by thy railing, 
And thereof comes it chat his head is light. 
‘Thou faift his meate was fawe'd with thy vpbraidings, 
Vnquiet meales make ill digeftions, 
| Thereof the raging fire of feauer bred, 
And what’s a Feauer, but a fit of madneffe? 
Thou fayeft his fports were hindred by thy bralies. 
| Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth enfue ~ 
| But moodie and dull melancholly, 
| Kinfman to grim and comfortleffe difpaire, 
Andather heeles ahuge infectious troope 
| Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to life? 
In food, in fport, and life-preferuing reft 
‘| Tobe difturb’d, would mad or man, or beaft: - 
The confequence is then, thy icalous fits 
Hath fear’d thy husband from the vfe of wits. 
Lac. She neler reprehended him burmildely, 
When he demean’d himfelfe,rough,rude,and wildly, 
| Why beare you thefe rebukes, and anfwer not? 
Adrj. “She'did betray me to my ownc teproofe, 
Good people enter,and lay hold on him. 
-4b, No, not 4 creatureenters in my houfe. 
4d, Then Jet your ferdants bring my husband forth — 
Ab. Neither: he tooke this place for fan@uary, 
And it thal! priviledge him-from your hands, * - 
Til Thauie brévehthim tohiswits pale, ** 
Orloofe my labour in affayingic. 
_ Adr. Twillattend ai y hissband, be his hurfe, 





vin as Denne 


seiieestiaibieteeietetaenn en ron 


— 








_ Therefore depart, and leaue him heere with me.* 


_ By rufhing in their houfes : bearing thence 





Diet his fickneffe, for it is my Office, 

And will haue no atrurney but my felfe; 

Aad therefore lecme have him home withmeé. ~~ 
Ab. Bepatient, for I will not let him ftirres 

Till I haue vs’d the approoved meanes I haue, 

With wholfome firrups; drugges,and holy prayers 

To make of hima formall man againe : 

Itis a branch and parcell of mine oath, 

A charitable dutie of my order, 


dr, J willnot hence, and leaue m 
And illit doth befeeme your holineffe 
To feparate the husband and the wife. © : 

Ab. Be quiet and depart, chou fhalt not hare him. ‘|! 

Luc, Complaine vnto the Duke of this indignity. } 

Adr, Come go, I will fall proftrate at his feete, 
And neuer rife vntill my teares and prayers 
Haue won his grace to come in perton hither, 

And take perforce my husband from the Abbeffe; 

Mar. By this Ithinke the Diall points at fine: 
Anon TPme fare the Duke himfelfe in perfon 
Comes this way to the melancholly vale; 

The place of depth, and forrie execution, 
Behinde the ditches of the Abbey heere. 

Geld, Vpon what caufe ? 

Mar, Tofeea reuerent Sirac#fian Merchant, 
Who put vnluckily into this Bay 
Againft che Lawes and Statutes ofthis Towne, * 
Beheaded publikely for his offence. 

Gold. See where they come,we wil behold his death 

Lac. Kneele to the Duke before he pafle the Abbey. 


y husband heert: | 


we 


Enter the Duke of Ephefiss,and the Merchant of Siracnfe 
bare head, with the Head{man, c other 
Officers. 


Duke. Yet once againe proclaime it publikely, 
Jfany friend will pay the fumme for him, 
He fhall not die, fo much we tender him. \ 

Adr, Iultice moft facred Duke againftthe Abbeffe. 

Duke. Sheis a vertuous and a reuerend Lady, 
Tt cannot be that fhe hath done thee wrong. 

Adr.May it pleafe your Grace, Antipbolus my husbad; 
Who I made Lord of me, and all I had,’ i 4 
At your important Letters this ill day, 
A moft outragious fit of madneffe tooke him: 
That defp rately he hurried through the ftreete, 
With him his bondman, all as mad as he; i ; 
Doing difpleafure tothe Citizens, = 7° i 





Rings, Tewels, any thing his rage didlike. 
Once did J gethim bound, and fent him home,“ — 
Whil'ft to take order for the wrongs I went, 
That heere and there his furie had commitred, - 
Anon wotnot, by what frong efcape ifn 
He broke from thofe that had the guard of him, 
And with his mad attendant and himfelfe, 
Each one with irefull paffion; with drawne fwords. 
Met vs againe, and madly bent on vs 
Chac’d-vs away : till raifing of more aide"! - 
We came againe to binde them : then they ficd 
Into this Abbey, whether we purfi’d them, © 
And heere the Abbeffe thuts the gatcs of vs; — 
And will not fufter vs to fetch him aut, 
Nor fend him forth, that we may beare him 
I 


Henees 
Therefore | 





















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































The Comedie of Giron 


Therefore moft gracious Duke with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth,and borne hence for helpe. 
Duke, Long {ince thy husband feru’d mein my wars 
And Io thee ingag’da Princes word, 
When thou did{t make him Mafter of thy bed, 
To do himall the grace and good I could, 
Go fome of you, knocke at the Abbey gate, 
‘And bid the Lady Abbeffe come to me: 
{ will detersnine this before { ftirre. 
: Enter a Meffenger. 
Oh Miftris, Miftris, fhift and {aue your felfe, 
‘My Mafter and his man are both broke loofe, 
Beaten the Maids a-row, and bound the Dogor, 
: Whofe beard they hauc findg’d off with brands of fire, 
And ever as it blaz’d, they threw on him 
‘Great pailes of puddled myreto quench the haire ; 
My M' preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with Cizers nickes him like a foole : 
And fure (vnleffe you fend fome prefent helpe) 
Betweene them they will kill the Coniurer. 
Ady. Peace foole, thy Mafter and his man are here, 
And thatis falfe thou doft report to vs, 
Mef. Mittris, vpon my lite I tel you true, 
Thauenot breath’d almoft fince I did {ce it. 
He cries for you, and yowes ifhe can take youy 
To fcorch your face, and to disfigure you: 
Cry within. 
Harke, harke, I heare him Miftris: flie, be gone. 
Darke. Come ftand by me,feare nothing: guard with 
Halberds." 
Adr, Ay me,itismy husband : witneffe you, 
That he is borne about inuifible, 
| Even now we hous’d him in the Abbey heere. 
And now he’s there,paft thought of humanereafon. 


Enter eAntipholus, and E.Dromio of Epbefxs. 
(ftice, 
E.Aat. luftice moft gracious Duke,oh grant me iu- 
Euen for the feruice that long fince I did thee, 
When I befrid thee in the warres, and tooke 
Deepe {carres to faue thy life; euen for the blood 
That then I loft for thee now grant me iuftice. 
CMar.Fat. Vuleffe the feare of death doth make me 
dore, I fee my fonne Antiphalus and Droxio. 
E. Ant. Inftice({weet Prince)againft y Woman there: 
She whom thou gau'{tto meto be my wife; 
| That hath abufed and difhonored me, 
Euen in the ftrength and height of iniurie : 
| Beyond imagination is the wrong 
| That the this day hath fhameleffe throwne on me. 
} Duke. Difcouerhow,and thou fhalt finde me ivft. 
E. Aut, Thisday (great Duke) fhe fhut the doores 
vponme, . : 
| While the with Harlots feafted in my houfe. 
| Dake. A greeuous faule: fay. woman, didft thou fo? 
Adr. No my good Lord., My felfe,he,and my fitter, 
| To day did dine together ; fo befall my foule, 
As this is falfe he burthens me withall. 
| Lue, Nete may I looke on day,nor fleepe onnight, 
But fhe tels to your Highneffe fimple truth. 
Gold. O periur’d women! They are both forfworne, 
In this the Madman iuftly chargeth them, 
‘| E, Ant. My Liege, I am aduifed what I fay, 
Neither difturbed with the effect of Wine, 
“| Nor headie-rafh prouoak’d with raging ire, 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wifer mad. 


This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner; 


_ That Goldfmith there, were he not pack’d with her, 


Could witneffe it : for he was with me then, 

Who parted with meto go fetch a Chaine, 
Promifing to bring it to the Porpentine, 

Where Baltbafar and I did dine together. 

Our dinner done, and he net comming thither, 

I went to feeke him. In the ftreet I met him, 

And in his companie that Gentleman. 

There did this perivr’d Gold{mith {weare me downe, 
That I this day of him receiu’d the Chaine, 
Which God he knowes, I fawnot. Forthe which 
He did arreft me with an Officer. 

I did obey, and fent my Pefant home 

For certaine Duckets: he with none return’d. 
Then fairely I befpoke the Officer 

To go in perfon with me to my houfe. 

By 'th’way, we met my wife,her fifter,and arabble more} 
Of vilde Confederates : Along with them 

They brought one Pinch,a hungry leaneefac’d Villaine; 
A meere Anatomie, a Mountebanke, 

A thred-bare lugler, anda Fortune-teller, 

A needy Rebowicey st arpedenkingnmcisys 


A liuing dead man. This pernicious flaue, 


: 


| Forfooth tooke on him asa Coniurer: 


And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulfe, 
And with no-face (as"twere) outefacing mes 
Cries out, I was poffeft. Then altogether 
They fell vpon me, bound me, bore me thence, 
And ina darke and dankith vault athome 


’ There left me and my man, both bound together, 
. Till ay with my teeth my bonds in funder, ’ 


I gain’d my treedome ; and immediately 


- Ran hether to your Grace, whom I befeech 
. To give me ample fatisfaction 


For thefe deepe thames, and great indignities.’ 
Gold. My Lord, intruth, thus far ] witnes with him; 


| That he din’d not at home, but was lock’d out. 


Duke, But had he {uch a Chaine of thee,orno? 
Gold. Hehad my Lord,and when he ran in heere, 


| Thefe people faw the Chaine abouthis necke. . 


Mar. Befides,1 will be fworne thefe cares of mine, 
Heard you confeffe you had the Chaine of him, 
After you firft forfwore it onthe Mart, 
And thereupon I drew my {word on you: 
Andthen you fled into this Abbey heere, 
From whence] thinke you are come by Miracle, 
E.s4nt, Lneuercame within thefe Abbey wals, 
Nor cuer didft choudraw thy fwordon me: 
I neuer faw the Chaine, fo helpe me heaven: 
And this is falfe you burthen me withall, 
Duke. Why what an intricate impeach is this? 
I thinke you all haue drunke of Cerces cup : 
If heere you hous’d him, heere he would haue bia,’ 
If he were mad, he would not pleade fo coldly. : 
You fay he din’dat home, the Goldfmith heere 
Denies that faying. Sirra, what fay you? 
E. Dro. Six he din'de with her there,at_ the Porpen* 
tine. ) é 
Cur. Hedid,and from my finger {nacht that Ring. 
&. Anti, Tis true (my Liege) this Ring | had ofher. | 
Duke. Saw’ thoubimenter at the Abbey heere? 
Curt. Asfure(my Liege) as Ido fee your Grace. | | 
Duke. Why this is ftraunge : Go cal] the Abbefie hie 
ther. aT yf 
I thinke you are all mated, or ftarke mad... 
iene Exit | 




































Exit netathe Abbe. 


Fa. Moft mighty Duke,vouchfafe me {peak a word 
Haply I fee a friend will faue my life, .. 
_And pay the fum that may deliuerme. . : 
Duke. Speake freely Stracufian what thou wile, 
Fath. Is not your name fir call’d eAstipholns? 
And is not that your bondman Dromio.? 
E. Dro. Within this houre I was his bondman fir, 
Buthe I chanke him gnaw'd.intwo my cords, 
Now am 1 Dromio, and his man, ynbound. 
Fath. 1am {ure you both of you remember me, 
Pro. Our felues we doremember fir by you : 
For lately we were bound as you are now, 
| You are not Pinches patient, are you fir? 
Father. Why looke youftrangeon me? you know 
me well. " 
E, Aut. I neuer faw you in my life till now. 
Fa.Oh! griefe hath chang’d me fince you faw me laft, 
And carefull houres with times deformed hand, 
Haue written ftrange defeatures in my face : 
But tell me yer, doft thou not know my voice ? 
Ant, Neither. 
Fat. Dromio,nor thou ? 
_Dre, No truft me fir, nor I. 
Fa. 1am fure thou doft? 
E.Dromio, I fir, but lam fure I donot, and whatfo- 
euler aman denies, you are now bound to beleeue him, 
Fath. Not know my voice, oh times ¢ tremity 
Haft thou fo crack’d and fplitted my poore tongue 
_| Infeuen fhort yeares, that heere my onely fonne 
‘| Knowes not my feeble key of vntun’d cares? 
_ | Though now this grained face of mine behid 
In fap-confuming Winters drizled fnow, 
And all the Conduits of my blood froze vp : 
Yet hath my night of life {ome memorie : 
My wafting lampes fome fading glimmer left ; 
My dull deafe eares a little vfe to heare: 
All thefeold witneffes, I cannot erre. 
Tell me, thou art my fonne e4ntiphelus. 
ent. J neuer faw my Father in my life. 
Fa. But feuen yeares fince, in Siracu{a boy 
Thou know’ft we parted, but perhaps my fonne, 
Thou tham’ft to acknowledge me in miferie. 


| Can witneffe with me that it is not fo. 

(| Tne’re faw Seracu/ain my life. 

| _ Duke, tell thee Siracufian, twentie yeares 
| HaueIbin Patron to eAntipholus, Sys 
_| During which time, hene’re faw Siracufas 

_| Ife thy age and dangers make thee dote. 


Enter the Abbeffe with eAntipholus Siraeufay 


and Dromio Sir. 


}  Abbeff. Moft mightie Duke, behold aman much 
|} Wrong’d. 


All gather to fee thems. 


| , Duke. One of thele met is genta to the 
i And fo of thefe, which is the naturall man, 
i} And which the {pirit ? Who deciphers them? 
+ Dromio. I Sir am Dremio, command him away. 
\ E. Dro. 1Siram Dromio, pray let me ftay. 
| , 5. dat. Egeonart thou not? or ele his ghoft. 


x The Comedie of Errors. 


f 
&g 
S. Drom. Oh my olde Mafter, whohath bound him 


Ant. The Duke, and all that know meinthe City, . 


___ fdr. I feetwo husbands, or mine eyes deceiue me. 
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heere ? 3% 
Abb. Who euer bound him, I willlofehis bonds 

And gaine a husband by his libertie : ’ 

Speake olde £geon, if thou bee’(t the man 

That hadft a wife oncecall'de4milia, 

That bore thee at a burthen two faire fonnes? 

Oh if thou bee’ft the fame Egeon, fpeake: 

And {peake vnto the fame e£pmilia. ; 
Duke. Why heere begins his Morning ftorieri ght: 

Thefe two Antipbolus,thefe two fo like, 

And thefe two Dronsio’s, one in femblances 

Betides her vrging of her wracke at fea, 

Thefe are the parents to thefe children, 

Which accidentally are met together, 
Fa, If I dreame not, thou are eZ milia; 

If chou art the, tell me, where is that fonne 

That floated with thee on the fatall rafte. 
Abb. By men of Epidaminm, he,and I, 

And thetwin Dropsio, all were taken vp; 

But by and by, rude Fifhermen of Corinth 

By force tooke Dromio, and my fonne from them, 

And me they left with thofe of Epsdaminm. 

What then became of them, I cannot tell: 


I, to this fortune that you fee mee in. i 


3 ; 
y 
That by this fimpathized one daies error : 
I And 


Duke. Antipholusthou cam’ft from Corinth firft. 
S. aut. No fir, not], I came from Siracufe. 
Deke. Stay, ftand apart, I know not which is which. 
E. dnt. I came from Corinth my moft gracious Lord 
E.Dre. And I withhim. 
E.Ant. Brought to this Town by that moft famous 
Warriour, ; 
Duke Aenaphon, your moft renowned Vnckle. 
Adr, Which of you two did dine with me to day? 
S.Ant. 1, gentle Miftris. 
Ady, And are not you my husband? 
‘E. Ant. No, I fay nay to that. 
S.Ant, And fodo I, yet did the call me fe: 
And this faire Gentlewoman her fifter heere 
‘Did call me brother. What I told you then, 
ThopeI fhall haue leifure to make good, 
Ifchis benocradreamel fee and. heare. - 
Geld/mith. That isthe Chaine fir, which you had of 
mee, 
S. Ant. Ithinke it be fir, I denice itnot. 
E. Ant. And you fir for this Chaine arrefted me, 
. Gold. {thinkel did fir, I deny it nor. 
Adr. J fent you monie fir to be your baile 
By Dromie, but I thinke he brought itnot, 
€.Dro. No,noneby me, ee 
* SAate This purfe of Duckets I receiu’d from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me: 
I fee we fill did meete each others man; 


oe And I was tane for him, and he for me, 


Andthereuponthefeerrorsarearofe, 
&.Ant. Thefe Duckets pawne I for my father heere. 
Duke. It fhall not neede, thy father hath his life. 
Cur. Sit I muft haue that Diamond from you. 
E.Ant. There take it,and much thanks for my good 

cheere. . ; 

“Abb: RetSwned Duke, vouchfafe to take the paines 

To go with vs into the Abbey heere, 

And heare at large difcourfed all our fortunes, 

And all that are affembled in this place: 


Haue fuffér’d wrong, Goe, keepe vs companie, 
2 





4 
’ 
4 








| And we fhall mike full atsQion. 
Thirtie three yeares haue [ but gonein erailhite 
Of youany fouridsyand till this prefent hore 
My heauie burthea are delivered : 
The Duke my husband and my children both, 
And youthe Kalertders Sex heit Natiuity, 
1 Gotoa Goffips fea! %, and go with mee, iatithe ie 








¢ 


1 After fo long preéfe {uch Nativitie, 
Deke. Wah all my heate, le Goffip at this feaft. 

















Exum onsnes. (Manet the tvoo Dromis’s and < Dre. Weel draw Cuts cos the $i gnidr, cill then 
: two Brothers. “4 lead thou firft. : " 


S.Pre. Math fhall Pfetcly your ftuffe from fhipbord? E.Dro, Nay then thus: 
E. An. Dromio,what ttuffe of mine haft thouimbarke | We came into the world like brother and sess $ 


S.Dre.Your goods that lay at hoft firiathe Centaur, | And now let’s go hand in hand, not one before another, 
S.Ant. Heipeakes to 38 Tam your mafter Dremio. Exein, 
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eA ius primus, Scena prima. 


Enter Leenato Gouernonr of Meffina, Insegen bis wife,Be- | 
robis daughter, aad Beatrice tors Ne eece, witb. A et aE 
_. Leonato. 
SIO) eLearne inthis Letter, that Don Peter of Arra- 
| SAI Paes 20%, comes this night to Meffina. 
ah ie Afelf. He is very necre by this : he was not 
es three Leagues off when I letthim. 
Leow, How many Gentlemen haue you loft in this 


1 Leow. A victoric is twice it felfe, when the atchieuer 
| brings home full numbers : I finde heere, that Don Pe- 

ter hath beftowed much honor ona yong Florentine al 
| led Claudio. 

Meff.Much deferu’d on his part, ind equally remem- 
| bred by Don Pedro, he hath borne himfelfe beyond the 
| promife ofhis age, doing in the figure ofa Lambe, the 
| feats of a Lion, he hath indeede better bettred expecta- 
tion, then you muft expe& of me to tell you how 
|| Leo, Hehathan Vackle heere in Meffina,wil be very 
"| much glad of it. 

Me. [haue alreadie delivered him letters, and there 

| appeares much ioy in him, even fo much, that ioy'could 
| not fhew it {clfe modeft enough, without a badg of bit- 
terneffe. 

Leo. Didhe breake ont into teares ? 

Meff. In great. meafare. . 

. Leo, Akinde ouerflow ofkindneffe, there ate no fa- 
| ces truer, then thofe that are fo wafh'd, how much bet- 

‘terisitto weepe at iey.then, toloy at weeping? 
| Bea. I pray you, is Signior Monntante rcvurh ‘dfrom | 
the warres, or no? 

1 Adel. T know none of that name, Lady,, there was 
none fuch in the armic ofany fort. 

Leos. Whatis he thatyeu: aske for ‘Neéée? : 

Hero. My goufin means Signior I Benedick of Padua | 
1 Ae. Ole e.gceturn'd *d, and : as plealanca as cur ‘he was. 

Beat. He fet vp his bils here in Adeffina,& challeng’d 
Cupid at the Flight: and my Vackles foolefeading the 
Challenge, fubferib’ d fost pid, and. challcig’d bit ac 
theBurbolt,, I pray you, h . ‘maby 7 tiath hee kil’d and 
Saree 2 thefe war 1¢3? Buc he 10% ymany hath be kid? for 
Andee dt Pars oe to cate all ‘Oehis killing. 

Leon. Path N eece, you taxe Sie gnior Betiedicke’ too 
much, but heg'lbe meet with you,I doubt it not. 

“Mel. Hehath'done good feruice Lady in thefe wars. 
oel Beat. You had, mufty viGtuall,, and he hath holpe to 
eascit he's avery valiant Treacher-man, } hee, Bath an 
sorelicn gomiacke. is 


OTM tre tira: 


} adtion? 
{  Aef: But few of any fort, and none of name.’ 


L 
be 
| 
a 
" 


Mef. Anda good a fouldiet too Lady. 

Beat. Anda good fouldier to a Lady. Bur whatishe 
toa Lord ? 

Mef. A Lordtoa Lord, amantoa man, fute with 


all honourable vertues. 


Beat, Itisfo indeed, he is no leffe then a Ttofe man: 
| but for the ftuffing well, we are all morrall. 

Leos. You mutt not (Gr) miftake my Neece, there is 
akind ofmersy war betwixt Signior Benedick, Scher : 
tite neuer meet; but chere’s a skirmifh of wit betw ten 
them, 

Bea. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our laft cor- 
Aig, foure ofhis fiue wits went halting off, and now is 
the whole man gouern’d with one : © fo thatifhee haue 
wit enoughto keepe himfelfe warme, let him beare j 
- fora difference berweene himfelfe andl his horfe: For it 
is all the wealch chat he hath left, co be knowne a reafo~ 
nable creature, Who is his companion now? He hath 
euery month a new fworne brother. ’ 

Meff. I’st poffible ? 

Beat. Very cafily poflible : he weares his faith but as 
the fafhion of his har, it euer changes wich 9 next block. 

Me. fee (Lad y) the Gentleman is not-in your. 
| bookes. 

Bea. No,and he were, I sea butvi my frady? But 
I pray you, whois his companion ? Isthereno young 
- {quarer now,” that will make a voyage with hirn to abe! 
. diuell > 

Mel, Heis molt inthe company of the fiahe noble 
Claudio. 

Beat. O Lord, he will hang vpon him like a difeate: 
he isfooner caught then the “peltilence, -and the raker | 


‘{) rans prefently mad. God helpe the noble Claudio, ifhee ° 


have caught the Benedict, it will coft aise a i gece 
| pound ere he'be curd. 

Me. Iwilthold friends with you fina 

Bea. Do good friend. : 

Leo. You ne’re runinad Neece, 

Bea. No, nottili a hor Ianuary, 

Meff. Don Peslrsi is approach’d. 


Enter don Pedro ,Clandio,Benedicke, altbafar, 
and lobn the baftard. ; : 
Pedro, Good Signior Leanato, you are come'to meet” 
your trouble : the fafhion of a worldis to avoid coft, 
and you encouster it. a3 eS: le 
thin, Neuét'came ould my houfein'the likenes 
of your Grace: for trouble being gone, comfort fhould 
remaine: but when you depart from nic, forrow abides, 
and bas takes his leaue. 7 


oa ee Bede: 


















































































































































































































































































































































































































































Much adoe abous Nothing, 


Pedro. Youembrace your charge too willingly: 1; 


thinkethisisyourdaughter. = 
Leonato. Het mother hath many times told me fo. 
ened. Were youin doubt that you askcher ? 
Leonate. Signior Benedicke, no, for then were you a 

childe. ~ 

| Pedro. You haue it full Benedicke,we may gheffe by 

this, what you are, being a man, truely the Lady fathers 

her felfe: be happie Lady, for you are like’an honorable 

father. 

Ben. IfSignior Leonato be her father, fhe would not 
haue his head on her fhoulders for al Meffina,as like him 
as fheis. 

Beat. Twonder that you will ftill be talking, fignior 

| Benedicke,no body markes you. 
Bes. What my deere Ladie Difdaine ! are you yet 
iuing ? 

Beat. Isit poffible Difdaine fhould die, while thee 
hath fuch meete foode to feede it,as Signior Benedicke? 
Curtefic it felfe mutt conuert to Difdaine,if you come in 
her prefence. 

Bene. Thenis curtefie a curne-coate, but it is cer- 
taine Iam loued of all Ladies, onely you excepted : and 


I would I. could finde in my heare that] had notahard | 


heart,for truely I loue none. 

Beat. A deere happineffe to women,they would elfe 
haue beene troubled wich a pernitious Suter, 1 thanke 
God and my cold blood, I am of your humour for that, 1 
had rather heare my Dog barke ata Crow, than aman 
{weare he loues me. 

Bene. God keepe your Ladithip ftill in that minde, 
fo fome Gentleman or other fhall {cape a predeftinate 
{cratcht face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe,and ‘twere 
fuch a face as yours were.’ 

Bene. Well,you are a rare Parrat teacher. 

Beat, A bird of my tongue, is better chanabeaft of 

our. 
, Ben. 1 would my horfe had the {peed of your tongue, 
and fo good acontinuer, but keepe your way a Gods 
} name,! haue done. 

Beat. Youalwaies end with aladestricke, I know 
you ofold. ; 

Pedro. This is the fumme ofall: Leonato,Ggnior (Van~ 
dio,and fignior Benedicke ; my deere triend Leosate, hath 
J inuited you all, tell him we fhall tay here, atthe leaft 
4 moneth, ‘and he heartily praies fome occafion may de- 
taine vs longer : I dare {weare hee isno hypocrite, but 
praies from his heart. : 

Leon, If youfweare, my Lord, you hhall not be for- 
| fworne, let mee bid you welcome, my Lord, being re- 
conciled to the Prince your brother: I owe you all 
ductie, 
| fobs, Uthanke you, Iam not of many words, but I 

thanke you. 

Leon. Pleafeit your graceleadeon? 

Pedro. Your hand Leoxate,we will goe together. 

Exeunt. Adanet Benedicke and Clandio. 
Clan. Benedicke,didtt thou note the daughter of fig- 
niorLeonato? _. 
Bene. Inoted hernot,but I lookte on her. 
Clan. 1s fhenot amodeft yong Ladie ? . 
Bene. Doe you queftionme as an heneft man fhould 
| doe, for my fimple crue iudgement ? or would you haue 
mef{peakeafter my cuftome, as being a profeffed tyrant 
to their fexe ? 


Claw. No, pray thee fpeake in fober iudgement. 
Bene; Why yfaith me thinks fhee’s too low for a hie 


-| praife,too browne for a faire praife, and toolittle for 


great praifc,onely this commendation I can affogrd her, 


“that were fhee other.then fhe is, the were vohandfome, 


and being no other,bucas fheis,I doenot like her. 

Clas. Thou think’ft Tam in {port, I pray thee tell me 
trucly how thou lik’® her. 

Bens, Wouldyou buie her, that you enquier after 
her? 

(lax, Can the world buie fuch a iewell ? 

Ben. Yea,and acafeto put it into, but fpeake you this | 
with a fad brow? Or doe you play the flowting iacke,to 
tellvs Cupid isa good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare 
Carpenter: Come, in what key fhall aman take you to 
gocin the fong? . } 

Clas. Inmine eie, fhe is the {weeteft Ladie that euer, 
Tleokt on. 

Bene. 1 can fee yet without fpeCtacles, and I fee no} 
fuch matter : there’s her cofin, and fhe were not poffef 
witha furie, exceedes her as much in beautie, as the fick 
of Maic doth the laft of December : but I hope you haue 
no intent to turne husband ,haue you? : 

Clan, | would {carce truft ly et, though J ha 
{worne the contrarie,if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. 1 come to this? in faich hath not the world one 
man but he will weare his cap with fufpition? fhall Ine- 
uer {ee a batcheller of three {core againe ? goe to yfaith, 
and thou wilt needes thruft thy necke into a yoke, weare 
the print of it,and figh away fundaies: looke, den Pedro 
is returned to feeke you. 


Enter don Pedro,lobn the baftard. 

Pedr. What fecret hathheld you here, that you fol-| 
lowed not to Leonatees ? 

Beued, 1 would your Grace would conftraine mee to 
tell. 

Pedro, Y-charge thee en thy allegeance, 

Bex, You heare, Count Claudio, I can be fecret' 953 
dumbeman, I would have you thinke fo (but on my al-| 
legiance, marke you this, on my allegiance) hee is in 
louc, With who? now that is your Graces part : marke 
how fhort his anfwere is, with Hero, Leonatoes fhort 
daughter, 

Clan. If this were fo,fo were it vttred. 

Bened. Like the old tale,my Lord, it is not fo,nor twas 
not fo : but indeede,God forbid it fhould be fo. 7 

(lau. lf my paffion change not fhortly, God forbidit] 
fhould be otherwife. 

Pedro. Amen, ifyouloue her, for the Ladieis veri¢ 
well worthie. 

Clan. You {peake thisto fetch mein,my Lord. 

Pedr, By my troth I {peake my thought. 

(lau, And in faith my Lord,I {poke mine. 

Bened, And by my two faiths and troths,my Lord, ] 
{peake mine. aise . 

Clas. That! loueher, I feele. 

Pedr. That fhe is worthie,I know. — 

Bened. That J neither feelehow thee fhould belo-| | 
ued, nor know how fhee fhould be worthie, is the 
opinion that fire cannot melt out of me, I will dic in it a 
the flake. — a 

. Pedr, Thou waft euer an obftinate heretiquein the de- 
{pight of Beautie, ; 

Cla. And neuer could maintaine his part, buc in the 

force of his will, : oe 
Bene. That 









Bew-Lhat a woman conceiued me, I chanke her : that 
fhe brought mee vp, Iikewife giuc her moft humble 
thankes: but that I will haue a rechate winded inm 
| forchead,tor hang my bugle in an inuifible baldricke,all 
women {hall pardon me: becaufe I will not do them the 
wrong tomiftruftany, Iwill doe my felfe theright to 
truft none; and the fine is, (for the which I may goethe 

finer) I willliue a Batchellor. 
Pedro. \fhall.{ee thee ere I die, looke pale with lone, 
Bene. With anger, with fickneffe, or with hunger, 
my Lord, not with loue- proue that cuer 1 loofe more 
blood with loue, then I will get againe with drinking, 
picke our mine eyes witha Ballet-makers penne, and 
hang me vp at the doorcof a brothel-houfe tor the figne 
of blinde Cupid. 
Pedro, Well, if ever thou dooft fall from this faith, 
ou wilt proue a notable argument, 
ig oh Ft do, hang me ina bottle likea Cat,& fhoor 
atme, and he that hit’s me,lerhim be clapton the fhoul- 
der, and cal’d Adams. 
‘| Pedro. Well,astime fhalltrie: In time the fauage 
Bull doth beare tne yoake, } 
Bene, Thefauage bullmay, butif ever the fenfible 
Benedicke beare it, plucke off the bulles hornes, and fet 
them in my forehead, and let me be vildely painted, and 
infuch great Letters as they write, heere is good horfe 
tohire : let chem fignifie vnder my figne, here you may 
fee Benedicke the married many 
Clan. If this fhould euer happen, thou wouldft bee 
horne mad. 33 28 
Pedro, Nay,if Cupid haue noc {pent all his Quiuer in 
4 Venice, thou wilt quake for this thortly. 
Bene, I looke for an earthquake too then. 
Pedro. Well, you will temporize withthe houres, in 
the meane time, good Signiox Benedicke, repaire to Litoe 
natees; commend me to him, and-tell him I will nocfaile 
‘| him at fupper, for indeedehe hath made great prepara- 
jtion. gaily 
| Bene, Thaue almoft matter enough in me for fuch an 
Embaffage, and fo I commiryou. ’ 
| Clan, Tothe tuitionof God. From my houle, if I 
had it. 
Pedro. The fixt of Iuly. Your louing friend, Benedick. 
Bene. Nay mocke not, mocke not} the body of your 
difcourfe is fometime guarded with fragments, andthe 
J guardes are but flightly bafted on neither, ere you flout 
oldends any further, examine your confcience, and fo. 
leaue you, Exit. 
{ Clan, My Liege; your Highneffe now may doe mee 
ood. 255. 
hg Pedro, My loue is thineto teach,teach it but how, 
} Andthou hale (ee how aptit isto learne 
{ Any hard Leffon that may dothee good, 
- Clan, Bath Leonatoany fonne my Lord? 
| _. ‘Pedro. \No childebut Hero, fhe’s his onely heire, 
| Doft thou affed her ( Jando? ; 
Clan Oy Lordy!; siod {ivi lusadT volsnas 
en youwent onwardon this ended ation,t 
| Tlook’dvpon her with a fouldiers eie, <<, 
That lik’d, but had atougher taske in hand, 
Than to driue liking tothename ofloue:: 
Butnow:} amreturn’d, and that warre-thoughts 
Haue lefetheir Places vacant: in their foomes, = ons) 











Come throniging {oft and delicare’defires, aut 
Al Prompting mec how faire yong Here is, 
| Saying I lik’a het ere] went'to wares!) 


— ” 


_ And ftrong incounter of my amorous tale: 


_ that fhe may be the better prepared for an an{wer,ifper- 


: | thus out of meafure fad?’ 


4b gethic? 


_ borne vnder Satwrne ) goeR about to apply amoral! me- | 


_ arm: Tmuftbee {ed when} haue caufe, and {mile atio | 


_ mans bufineffe,laugh when I am merry,and claw no man 








Pedra. Thou wilt be like-a louer prefently, 
Andtirethe hearer with abooke of words: 
Ifthou doft loue faire Hero, cherith it; 
And I will breake with her: waft notto:thig end, 
That thou beganft to twift fo fine a ftory ?. 

Clas, How {weetly doe you minifter to loue, 
That know loues griefe by his complexion ! 

But left my liking might too fodaine feeie, 

I would hane falu’d it with a longer treatife. ony 
Ped. Whatneed § bridge much broderthen the flood? | 

The faireft graunt is the neceffitie : é 

Looke what will {erue,is fit :’tis once,thou loueft, 

And I will fit thee with the remedie, 

I know we fhall have revelling to night, 

I will affume thy part infome difguife. 

And tell faire Hero lam Claudio, 

And in her bofome Ile voclafpe my heare, 

And take her hearing prifoner with the foree 


























Then after, to her father will I breake, 
And the conclufion is, thee fhall be thine; 
In practife let vs put ir prefently, Exennt | 
‘Enter Leonate and an old man brother to Leonato, 

Leo. How now brother, where js my colen your fon: 
hath he prouided this muficke ? bet aes i 

Old. Heis very bufie aboutit, but brother, Tcan tell | 
you newes that you yet dreamt not of. . 

Lo. Are they good? : 

Old, Asthe euents ftamps them,but they haue a good | 
couer : they fhew well outward, the Prince and Count |. 
Clawdio walking ina thick pleached alley inmyerchard, | 
were thus ouer-heard by aman of mine: the Prince dit, 
couered to Candie that hee loued my niece your daugh= 
ter, and meant to acknowledgeit thisnight’in adanic , | 
and ifhee found heraccordant » hee meant to take tise 
prefenttime by the top’; and inftantly breake with you } 
ofins.2 5 nt 

Lee. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this? ) 

Old. & good tharpe fellow, I will fend for him y and | 
queftion him your felfe. “i 200 

Leo, No,no; wee will holditasa dreame, till it ap- 
peare it felfe: but I will acquaint my daughter withall , 





















aduenture this bee true: poe youand tell herofit: coos 
fins, you-know what you haueto doe, OT crie you mer- 
cie friend , goeyou with mee and] will vfe your skill, } 
geod cofin haue a care this bufietime. o< .” Exeunt, 
Enter Sir lobn the Baftard,and Conrade bes Companion, | 
Con. Whatthe good yeere my Lord, why are you: | 












Joh, There isno meafure in the occafion that breeds, | 
therefore the fadneffe is without limit. 
Con, You fhouldheare reafon. 

- Ioha. And when Ihaueheard it, 









what bleffing brin- 






Con. Ifnoca prefent remedy, yet a patient fufferance, | 
Toh. I wonder that thou (being as thou {aif thou art, 







dicine, toa mortifying mifchiefe : Teannothide what I} 







mans iefts, eat when I haue ftomacke, and wait for no | 
mans|eifure : fleepe when Tam drowfie, and tendon no | 







imhis humor. Vor 4 
Con. Yea, but you muft not make the fulfhow ofthis. | 
till you may doe it without controllment,. you haue: of |’ 
late : 













































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































late ftood out againft your brother , and:hee hathtane 
‘you newly into his grace,» where it is impoflible you 
' fhould take root,but by the faire weather that youmake 
your felfe,it is needful that you frame the fealon for your 
-owne harueft. tee 
| Jobn, Lhadrather be a canker ina hedge, thena refe. 
in his grace,and it betterfits my bioud to be difdain’d of 
‘all,then to fafhion a carriage to rob louefrom any:in this 
'(though I cannot be faid tobe:a flattering honeft man ) 
‘Pemult not be denied but I ama plaine dealing villaine,I 
-am trufted with a muflell, and-enfranchifde witha clog, 
therefore I haue decreed, norte fing in my cagevifPhad 
‘my mouth,I would bite: if1 had my liberty,1 would do 
‘my liking : in themeane time, letmebe thatL am, and 
‘feeke not to alter me. 2m 

Con, Can you make no vie ef your difcontent ? 

Tobx, 1 willinake all vfe of it;for I vfe it onely. 
Who comes here ? what newes Borachio? 


Enter Borachio. 93.72 
Bor. \cameyonder from agreat fupper, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained by Leonato,and] can 
_ give you intelligence of an intended marriage. 
Jobu. Willit ferue for any Modell to bu:ld mifchiefe 
on? Whatisheefora foolethatbetrothes: himfelfe to 
 ynquietneffe ? ; 
Bor, Mary itis your-brothers right hand, 
Joba, Who,the moh exquifite Clandio? 
Bor. Euen he. Asi 
Joba: A proper {quier, and who,and whe, which way 
lookes he? 2 | 
Bor. Mary on Here, the daughter and Heire of Leo- 
WAL, 0 898: i 
Tobn.. Avery forward March-chicke, how came you 
tothis 2 hsv sn ib t 
_ Bor. Being entertain’d for a perfumer,as Lwas{moa- 
king amufty roome, comes me the Prince and Clandio, 
hand.in hand in fad conference: A whipt behind the Ar~ 
“| ras,and there heard it agreed vpon,thatthePrince fhould 
wooe Hero for himfelfe , aud having obtain'd her, give 
her to Count Clamdio. |. ia 
Tohn. Come,come,let vs thither, this may proue food 
te my difpleafure, that young ftart-vp hath all che glorie 
of my ouerthrow,: if I. cau crofic him any way,..Fblefle 
my felfe euery way, youare both fire, and will affitt 
4. mee? sit iA 
Cour, Tothe death my Lord. cane 
Jobe. Lecysto the great fupper, their cheere- is the 
greater chat am (ubdued, would the Cocke were of my 
minde: {hall we goe proue whats,tabe done? 
Bor. Weell wait vpon yout Lordfhip. 


Exewnts = 


eA bus Secundus....o.0: 


; 


| Enter Leonate, bis brazher, bis wife, Hero bis danghter, and 
= Beatrice hes wceceand-akinfran. oo Due 


- Leonato. Wasnot Count Jobahere at flipper?! 
. . Brother. Vfawhim nots: Looe (ios Rud. 
~ Beatrice. How tartly that Gentleman Jookes;: Tineuer 
can fee him;bucI-am heart-burn’dan howre after. 
. Hero. Heis.ofavery melancholy difpofition.. 
: j 


n 


0 DV uch adoe about Nothing. 


Beatrice. Hee were an excellent man that were made 
iuft in the mid-way betweene him and Benedicke,the one 
is too like aw image and faies nothing, and the other tog: 
like my Ladies eldeft fonne, euermore tatling, 

Leon. Thenhalfe fignior Benedicks tongue in Count 
Tehns mouth, and halfe Count Jobns melancholy in Sie. 
nior Benedicks face, As sou % 

Beat. With a good legge,antd a good foot vnckle,and’ 
money enoughin his purfe, fuch a man would winneany| 
woman in the world, if he could get her good will, 

Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt neuer get thee a 
husband, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue.” op 

brother. [faith fhee’s too curtt. | 

Beat. Too curftis more then curft,] fhall leffen Gods 
fending that way: for itis faid , God fendsa curft Cow 
fhort hornes,but toa Cow too curfthe fendsnone, . 

Leon, So, by being too curft, God will fend you no 
hornes, 

Beat, luft, ifhefendmeno husband, forthe which 
bleffing,I am at him vpon my knees euery morning and 
evening : Lord, I could not endure a husband witha 
beard on his face,I had rather lie in the woollen. 

2 pe You may light ypon a husband that bathno 
card. 

Batrice.. What fhould I doe with him ? dreffe him in 
my apparell,and make him my waiting gent!ewomanthe 
that hath a beard,is more then a youth : and he that hath 
no beard, is leffe then aman: and hee that is more thena 
youth, is not for meezand he that is leffethena man,] am 

- not ferhim: therefore J will ewen take fixepence in car- 
' neftof the Berrord,and léade his Apes into hell. 

Leon. Wellthen,goe you into hell, ij 

| Beat. No, butcothe gate; andthere will the Deuill. 
teere mee like'an old Cuckold with hornes on his head, 
andfay,get youto heauen Beatrice, get youto heauen, 
heere’s no place for you maids, fe deliuer I vp my Apes, 
and away to §.Peter : for che heauens, heefhewes mec: 
where the Batchellers fit, and thereliuc wee as merryas 
the day is long. 

Brother, Well neece, Itruft you will be rul’d by your 
father. : 

Beatrice. Yes faith, it is my cofens dutie to make corte 
fie,and fay, as it pleafe you: but yer for all that cofin, let 
him beahandfome fellow, or elfe make an other eurfie,, 
anid fay, father,as it pleafe me. si 

' Leonate, Well necce,I hope to {ee you one day fitted 
witha husband, fis abn big 

Beatrice. Not till Ged make men of fome other mete 

_ tallithen earth, would it not grieue a womian to be ouer-| 
_ maftred with a peece of valiant duft 7 tomake accountot 
 herlifetoa clodofwaiwardmarle ?no-wnickle, ilendue: 
| Adams fonnes are my btethren,and truly 1 héldicafinne: 
to match in my kinred. y lot baed yt 
_ Leon, Daughter, remember-wharl told you , if the | 
' Prince doc folicityou in thavkinde, you know your’an-) 
| fwere. Wal) 199 Fo ITs NOL | 
| Beatrice. The fault will be inthe muficke cofin;ifyou 
| benot woed ingood time : ifthe Prince bee too.impor-| 
cant, tellhim there.is meafure in euery thing, & fo dance 
out the anfwere, for heare me Hero;wooing,wedding, & 
| repenting, isasaScotch ijgge,# meafure;and acinque- 
pace: the firft fuice is hot andvhafty like a Scocchniygg® 
- (and full as fantafticall ) the wedding: manerly modelt, 
| (asameafure) fullofftace 8eaunchentry,andithen comes 
repentance, and withhis bad legs fallsintoithecingi 
pace fafter and fafter, tillhefinkes into his one. 4 oy 
EOUALVs 
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gata Cofin you apprehend —Feonatay Colin you apprehend paffingfirewdly. | »>-Bears- {Krewdly. 
ene Thane ; _~ vnckle, i can fee a Church 
| by daylight 
anon The eu — are —e brother, se ase good 


! ceegyphia 


| Enter Pied Pedro, Claudio ead Benelckesand Balthafar, 

or dumbe Tobe, Maskers binhia: arms.) 

it  Pedro. Lady, will you walke about ick your friend? 
1 Heron So you walkefoftlyjaad looke fweetly,and fay 

| nothing,Lanv yours forthe: walker and aipovially when J 

-~ away. 

|. oupedroo With mein your company! 

Hero. may fay fo when pleafe. 

fow Pedro. And when pleafe you to fay fo? 

A Heron When like your fauour, for’ God defend the 

il guutelfhotldibe like the cafes: 

Pedro. My vifor i is Philemons roofe, within the houfe 
is Loutors 

Jooe Hera. Why then yourvilor fhould bie dinate, 

Pedro, Speake low if you fpeake Loue, 

Bene. Well, I would: you did like me. 

" UMar, So wouldnée Lfor your owne fake,for I haue 

Augvanie ill qualities. 

o SBene.. Whichis one ? 

Mar. Vay my prayers < ra? 

‘Ben. Tloues you the better,the hearers may cry Amen. 

mar. God-tnatch me witha good dauncer, 

Balt “Amen. 

1 Mare And God keepe him sued ing fight whenthe 

{*daunceis done: anfwer Clarke. 

‘| Balt. Nomore words,the Clarke is'anfwered, 

|  Vrfala Vknow x well ravowseinyed are Signior An- 

[thonio.* * 

Anthe Ava subd Taninot, 
Vrfula. i know you by the tabi wey your head, 
Anth. To tell youtrue,? cabneetfer him. 

ifs. ‘You could néuer doe him fo ilwell, voleffe 

| |'you were the very man’: pene s ies =e hand vp & down, 

‘| yoware: he; youare he. ‘ 

Anth. Ataword Tamiict. \ 

Orfila. Come, comejdoe you chine abe not know 

| you by your excellent wit? can vertue hide’ ic felfe 2 poe 

{| to, mumime, you are es — will appeare, and there’ s 

(| an rend, 

» Bear Will you'not tell'me'who told you fo? ? 

“ Bene! No, you fhall pardon mes’ (627 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me whe = are’y 

” Bened, Not now, 

[oe Beat That Pwas difdainfull, and chee? had'my good 

i “wit out of the hundred merry tales’: KE pu was Sigmi- 

| Or Benediche thartaid’to, 

i= too What s he re 


nese 


i... ‘ty oA 
f mi t Why he fs the Prinices ieattet avery ail Jott, 


‘onely i iS biftis'; in devifing imposible Manders: Hone 
an but iibertines d delight'indiim, and the cénitiendation is 


not inhis witte, 


Bath oa ‘then’ atid then they lad har hires and 
|) “beat hint’: Tamturendis fn the Fleet’, 
{ boorded me. sim) 
_) Benes When 


ig i 


uno thie GeiitlenmaajTie cell hie ia 


¥oH3 ti ,bre DIA LF .yi 


but in his villanie, for hee both: ‘pleateth i 
woilld’he bad 


4 
= 
| 


Wh ich noe nbouts = __ eA ieh alloc abourNoohing: 





pee 
“Beat: Do, do, heel but breake a comparifon or two 
on me, which: peraduenture(notmarkt, or not laugli’d 


vat) ftrikes him‘inco melancholly, and then there’s a Par. 
‘tridge wing faued, for the foole will cate no eps that 


night, Wemuft follow the Leaders, 

“Ben. In euery good thing, 

Bea. Nay, ifthey leade to any ill, Iwill ieatesbets 
atthe next turning. i hg 

Mouficke for the dance. -\ 
~ Lohw. Sure my brother is amorous on Bero, and haat 
withdrawne her father to breake with him abourit: the 
Ladies follow her,and but one vifor remaines. - 

Borachio.And that is (landio,1 know him ey his bees 
ring. 

dabin Arenot you fignior Benedicke? 

Clas. You know nie well, Iam hee 

Zebu. Signior, you are verie neere my Brother in'his — 
loue, he is enamor’d on Hero, I pray you diffwade him 
from her, fhe is no equall for his birth : you may do the 
part ofan honeft manin it. 

Clazdio. How know you he loues heel > 

Tohn. Theard him fweare his affeQtion; 

Bor, Sodid I too, and he fworehe would marrié hee 
tonight. 

Tole. Come, let vs to tlie bandquet: Ex.manet C1 lan, 

Clas, Thus anfwere lin name of Benedicke; 
Buthearethefe ill newes with the eares SPE Iinidbio? 

Tis certaine fo, the Prince woes for himfelfe: 

Friendthip is conftant in all other things, 

~Sauein the Office and affaires of loue: 

Therefore all hearts in loue vie their owne ten guess 

Let euerieeye negotiate for it felfe, 

And truftno Agent : for beauticis a witch, 

Againft whofe charmes, faith melrethintoblood : 

This is. an accident of hourely proofe, 

Which Tiniftrufted not. Farewell therefore Here. 
Enter Benedicke, 

Bes. Cotine Claudio. 

Chan. Yea,the fame. 

Ben. Come, will you go with nie? 

Claw. Whither ? 

Ben. Evento the next’ Willow, — youre own bu- 
fineffe, Coune. What fathion will you'weare the Gate 
land off? About your nécke, like an Viurets chaine ? Or 
vnder your arme, like a Tiauseniaes fcarfe ? You muft 
Weare it one way, forthe Prince hach got your Here. 

(Clase Twith him i ioy of her. 

‘Ben, Why thar’s fpoken like an honett Drouier, fo. 
they fel Bullockes : but did youthitikethe Prince wold. 
haue ferued you thus? 

‘ Claw, Ipray you leaue me, 6 

Ben. Honow you ftrike like the blindman, twas die 
boychar ftole your meate, and you'l beat the pont. 

Claw. Tf it will not be, Tle leaue you. Exit. 

Ben, ‘Alas poore hurt fowle, now will he creepe into 


“fedges:. Bur that my Ladie Beatrice fhould know me, & 


not know me : the Princes foole! Hah? It may bed goe 
vnder that title, becaufe J am meirie? yea butfe'l am 
aptto do my felfe wrong: Tam not foreputed, itis the 
bafe (hough bitter) difpofition of Beatrice, that putt’s 
the'world into her perfon, and fo pinesttie ‘out: well, ue 
be retenged as I may. 


Hig + ok Raver tbe Priiee: us; 
pete? Now Signior, Where's the Count, - aid you 
fechints of 
ih é Ben } 




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































—¢Much adoe about Nothing. 


Bene. Troth my Lord,] haueplayed the part of Lady 
Fame, | found him heere as melancholy asa Lodge ina 
Warren,| told him,and I thinke,told him true,that your 
grace had got the will of this young Lady, and I offered 
him my company to a willow tree, either to make hima 
garlatid,as being forfaken,or to binde himarod, asbe- 
ing worthy to be whipt. 

Pedra, Tobe whipt,what’s his faulc ? 

Bene. The flat tranfgreffion of a Schoole-boy, who 
being ouer-ioyed with finding a birds neft, (hewes it his 
‘companion, and he fteales it. 

Pedro, Wiltthou make a truft, atranfgreffion ? the 

tranfgreffionisin the ftealer. 

Ben, Yerit had not beene amiffe the rod had beene 
made, and the garland too, forthe garland he might haue 
worne himfelfe,and the rod hee might haue beftowed on 
you,who(asI take it )haue ftolne his birds neft. 

Pedro, 1 will but teach them to fing, and reftore them 
to the owner. 

Bene. 1f their finging anfwer your faying,by my faith 
you fay honeftly. 

Pedro, The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrell to you, the 
Gentleman that daunft with her, told her fheeis much 
wrong’d by you. 

Bene, O fhe mifufde me paft the indurance ofa block: 
| an oake but with one greene leafe on it, would haue an- 
fwered her: my very viior began to affume hfe,and {cold 
withher : fheetotd mec, not thinking I bad beene my 
felfe, that I was the Princes lefter, and that ] was duller 
thena great thaw, hudling ieft vpon ieft , with {uch im- 
poffible conueiance vpon me, that | ftood like aman ata 
marke, witha whole army fhooting at me : thee {peakes 

oynyards, and euery word ftabbes : if her breath were 
| as terrible as terminations, there were no living neere 
| her, fhe would infe&cothenorth ftarre : Ewouldnot 
marry her,though fhe were indowed with all that dam 
had left him beforehe tranigreft, fhe would haue made 
Hercules have turnd fpit, yea, and haneclefthis club to 
"make the fire too: come, talke not of her, you fhall finde 
her the infernall Ate in good apparell. I wouldto God 
fome {choller would coniure her, for certainely while the 
_ js heere, aman'may live as quiet in hell,asin a fan@uary, 
and people finne vpon'purpofe, becaufe they would goe 
thither, fo indeed all difquiet, horror , and perturbation 
followes her. 


Enter Claudio and Beatrice,Leonato, Here. 

Pedro. Looke heere the comes. 

Bene. Wall your Grace command mee any feruice to 
the worldsend ? I will goe on the flighteft arrand now 
to the Antypodes that youcan deuifeto fendmeon; I 
willfetch youatooth-pickernow from the furtheft inch 
of Afia: bring youthe length of Prefter Jobns foot:fetch 
you ahayre off the great ( bams beard doe youany em- 
baffagetothe Pigmies, rather then hould three words 
conference, with this Harpy : you haue no employment 
for me? 

Pedro. ‘None,butto defire your good company, 

Bene. ‘O-God fir ,heeres a difh Ilouenot,I cannot in- 
dure this Lady tongue. Exit. 

Pedr. Come Lady, come, you liaue loft the heart of 
Signior Benedicke. 

Beatr. Indeed my Lord, hee lent it mea while, andl 
gaue him vie for it,a double heart for a fingle one, marry 
once before he-wonne it of mee,with falfe dice, cherefore 
your Grace may well fay 1 haue loftit. 


Pedre.. You haue put him downe Lady,you haue put: 
him downe, 5y 

Beat. Sol would not he fhould do me; my Lord, le 
1 fhould prooue the mother of fooles : I haue brought 
Count Claudio,whom you fent me to feeke. | 

Pedro, Why how now Count; wherfore are you fad? 

Claud. Notfad my Lord. 

Pedro. Howthen? ficke? 

Cland, Neither,my Lord, : » phys 

Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor ficke, nor merry, 
nor well: but civill Count,ciuill asan Orange,and fomes 
thing of aicalows complexion. 

Pedro. Ifaith Lady, Ithinke your blazonto be true; 
though Ile befworne, ifhee be fo, his conceit isfalfe:| |] 
heere Cla#dio, I haue wooed inthy name, and faire Hero | |] 
is won, I haue broke with her-father, and his good will’ 
obtained, mame the day of marriage, and God giue 
thee ioy. | 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter, and withher | 
my fortunes : his grace hath made the match, & all grace 
fay, Amen to it. 

Beatr. Speake Count, tis your Qu, 

Claud. Silenceis the perfecteft Herault of ioy, I were | |) 
but little happy ifI could fay, how much ? Lady, as you| |) 
are mine, ] am yours, I giue away my felfe for you, and| |] 
doat vpon the exchange. "| 

Beat, Speake cofin, or (if you cannot) ftop his mouth 
witha kiffe, and let not him{peake neither. 

Pedro. Infaith Lady you hauea merry heart. 

Beatr. Yeamy Lord Ithanke it,poore foole it keepes 
on the windy fide of Care,my coofin tells him in his care. 
that he is in my heart, 

Clan. And fo the doth coofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thus goes euery one 
tothe world but f,and J am fun-burn’d,] may fit in a core 


ner and cry, heigh ho fora husband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, 1 will get you one. 

Beat. lwould rather haue one of your fathers getting: 
hath your Gracene’re a brother like you? your father 
got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them, 

Prince. Willyou haue me? Lady. : 

Beat. No,my Lord, voleffe 1 might have another for 
working-daies, your Grace 1s too coftly to weare eueric 
day : but | befeech your Grace pardon mee, I was borne 
to {peake all mirth, and no matter, | 

Prince. Your filence moft offends me, and to bemer- | 
ty, beft becomes you, for out of queftion,you were born 
in amerry howre. 

Beatr, No {ure my Lord, my Mother.cried, but then 
there was a ftarre daunft,and vnder that was J borne:¢o- 
fins God giue youioy. 5 . 

Leonato, Neece,will you looke to thofe rhings J told 
you of? . 

Beat. Icry yowmercy Vacle,by your Graces pardon. | 

: Exit Beatrice, 

Prince. By my trothapleafant {pirited Lady. 

Leon, There’s little of the. melancholy element in het 
my Lord, fhe is neuer fad,but when fhefleepes, and not 
euer fad then:for I haue heard my daughter fay, fhe hath 
often dreamt of ynhappineffe, and wake her felfe with 

Pedro, Shee cannot indureto heare tell ofa husband. 
~-Leonato.. O, by no meanes, fhe mocks all her wooers 
out of faite. — 


. Prince. She were.an excellent wife for Bemedick,.« 


Leonate. O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a weeke 
) miarried). 








| married, they would’ talke themfelues madde. 

Princes Counte Clandio ;;when meane you togoe to 

yo ae morrow iny Lord, Time goes on crutches, 
i haue all his rites. .b93 

essere Nortill monday, my deare fonne, which is 
hence aiuft feuen night,and atime too briefetoo,to haue 
all things anfwer minde. — 

Prince. ‘Come, you fhake:the head at fo long a brea- 
thing, but J warrant thee C/azdvo, the time fhall not goe 
dully byvs, Lwillin the interiws , vndertake one of Her- 
cules labors, whichis, to bring Signior Benedicke and the 
Lady Beatrice into a mountaine of affection, th’one with 
chother, would faine haueit a match, and I doubr not 
burto fafhion it; if you three will but minifter fuch affi- 
ftance as I hall giue you direGtion. . 

Leonata, My Lord, lamtoryou, though it coftmee 
tennights watchings, 

Clasd. AndI my Lord, 

Prin, And you to gentle Hero? a 

Hero. 1 will doe any modeft officeymy Lord, tohelpe 
my cofin to a good husband. 

Prin. And Bexedickis not the vnhopefulleft husband 
that I know: thus farre can I praife him, hee is of a noble 
ftraine, ofapproued valour,and confirm’d honefty,| will 
teach you how to humour your cofin, that thee fhall fall 
inloue with Benedicke, and I, with your two helpes, will 

























wityand his queafie ftomacke,hee fhall fallin loue with 

Beatrice; 1f wee can doe this, Cupid is no longer an Ar- 

cher, his glory fhall be ours, for wee arethe onely loue- 

gods, goc in with me,and I willcell you my drift. Exit, 

Ester Iobn and Borachio, 

Tob. It is fo, the Count Clawdso fhal marry the daugh- 

ter of Leonato, 

“Bora. Yea my Lord,but I can croffe ic. 
Iehn. Any barre, any croffe, any impediment, will be 

medicinable to me, I am ficke in difpleafuretohim, and 

whatfoeuer comes athwart his affection , ranges cuenly 

with mine, how canft thou croffe this marriage ? ¥ 

Bor. Notloneftly my Lord, but fo couertly, that no 
difhonefty fhall appeare in me. 

| Tobn. Shew me breefely how. 

Bor. Ithinke I cold your Lordfhip 3 yeere fince,how 

| muchl am in the fauour of Margaret,the waiting gentle- 

_ | woman to Hero, | pods: 

| Tobe. Tremember. | tty 

| Bor. Teanat any vnfeafonable inftant of the bight, 

Appoint her to look out at her Ladies chamber window. 

| John. What life is in that,to be the death of this mar- 

tage? TAG 1S 

~ Bor. The poyfon of that lies in you to temper, gee 

youto the Prince your brother,(parenot to tell him, that 

hee hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 


qi 


Contaminated ftale,fuch a ote 2s Herc. 
| Tobe. What prooféi{hiall] make of that?” 


Clandio,to vndoe Here, and kill Leswato, ldoke you for a- 


thing, | = : 
Bor. Goe thea finde méamecte howre;'to draw on’ 
Pedro and the Count (Vandi alone, tell’them that you' 
know that Hero loues me, intend a kinde of zeale both 


ey 


arate ina 


| Mich adve about Nothing. 


» honor who hathmade this match 
- tation, who isthus like to becofen’d with the fernblance 


~ ly beleeue this withour triall: offer them inftances which 


Afopractife on Benedicke , that in defpight of his quicke | 


be of what colourit pleafeGod, ‘hah! the Prince and 


Cundio, whofe eftimation doyou mightilyholdvp,toa | 


Bor. Proofe énough;: to-mifule thePrince, to'vexe | Yea ( RRill’e 
| As hufht oti purpofe to grace harmonie. \"'* 


| Wee'll fit the kid-foxe with a penny worth. — 





‘tothe Prince and Clawdio (4s in a loiie of your brothers | 











































Pt 
)and his friends rep u- 





of a maid,that'you haue difcouer’d thus:they will fearce- 


fhall beare ‘no-lefle hkeliiéed, than to fee mee at her 
chamber window,heare me call (Margaret, Here; heare 
Margaret terme me Claudio , and bring them to fee this 
the very night before the intended wedding, for inthe 
meanetime, I will fo fafhion the matter, that Hero thall 
be abfent,and there fhall appeare fuch feeming truths of 
Heroes difloyaltie, that iealoufie fhall beeal’d aflutance . 
and all the preparation overthrowne. 

Tohn, Grow this to whataduerfe iffue itcan, T will. 
putit in practife: be cunning in the working this, and 
thy feeisa thoufand ducates. ‘ 

Bor, Bethou conftant in the aceufation, and my cun- 
ning fhall not fhame me, 

Toba, 1 will prefentlie goe learne their day ofmarri- 
age. "Ex. 


Exter Benedicke alone. 
Bene. Boy. Bae S 
Boy. Signior. : 
Bene. ln my chamber window liesa booke, bring it 
hither co me in the orchard. 
Boy. Lamheerealready fir, - Exit. 
Bene. 1know that, bur I would have thee hence, and 
heere againe. I doe much wonder , thatone man fecing 
how much another man isa foolé, when he dedicates his 
behauiours to loue, will after hee hath Jaught at fuch 
fhallow follies inothers , become the argument of his 
owne {corne, by falling in lowe, & fych a man is’ Claudio, 
Thaue known when there was no miuficke with him but 
the drumvand the fife, and tiow had hee rather heare the 
taber and the pipe: I haue knowne whenhée would ha ue 
walkt ten mile afoot, to feea good armor, and now will 
he lie ten nights awake caruing the fathion of anew dub- 
let: he was wontto fpeake plaine,& to the purpofe (like 
an honeft man & a fouldier) and now is he tura’d orthe-. 
graphy, his words area very fantafticall banquet, iuft fo: 
many ftrange difhes : may 1 be fo conuerted, & fee with. 
thefe eyes ? Icannortell , Pthinkenor : Twillnot bee 
{worne, but loue may transforme me to an oyfter,but Ue. 
take my oath on ir, till he haue made an’ oyftcr ofme, he 
fhall never make me fuch a foole: one woman is faire,yet 
Tam well: another is wife,yet 1am well : another vertu. 
ous, yet} am well; bur till all graces be in one woiman, 
one woman fhall not come in my grace: tich fhee'fhall. 
be,that’s certaine : wile,or enone vertuons,or I le ne- 
uer cheaper her : faire,or Ile neuer looke on her: milde, 
or comenot necre me: Noble, or not for an Angell : of 
good difcourfe :an excellent Mufitian,and her haire thal, 


Monfieur Loue, Twill hide me ji the Arbor. 2 


Enter Prince: LeonardiCladlio: aud Tacke Wilfon, / 
Prix, Come, thall we heare this muficke ? ai 
Cland.. Yea my good Lord : how ftill the euening is, 
Prin. See you where Benedicke hath bid bifelfe? 
Clan. O very well my Lordsthe muficke ended, 


Prince. Come Balthafar,wee’ll heare that fong again. 
_ Balth, © good my Lord,taxe nat fo bad a voyce, 
To flander muficke any more then once.» | 
Prin, Itis the witneffe ftill ofexcellency : i 


To! 














































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































To flander Muficke any more then-once,'.. 
Prince. Ivis the witneffe Rill of excellencie, 
To put a ftrange face on his owne perfection, » 
I pray thee fing,and let me woe no more. 
Balth. Becaufe youtalke of wooing, | will fing, 
Since many a wooer doth commence his fuir, 
To her he thinkes not worthy, yethe wooes, 
Yet will he f{weare he loues. ; 
Priace, Nay pray thee come, 
Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
1 Doe it in notes. 
Balth. Note this before my notes, 
Theres not a note of mine that’s worth the noting. 
|. Prince. Why thefe are very crotchets thathe {peaks, 
Note notes forfooth,and nothing. 
Bene. Now diuine aire,now is his foulerauifht, is it 


| not ftrange that fheepes outs fhould hale foules out of 


| mens bodies ? well, a hornefor my money whenall’s 
: done. 
The Song. 


Sigh no more Ladies, figh no more, 
Aden were deceiners ener, 

_ One footein Sea, and one on {hore , 
To one thing conftant newers | 
Then figh not fo, but let thens goey 
And be 502 blithe and bonnie, 
Conuerting all your founds of wee, 


Into hey noxy uony.. 


Since fammer juft was leany, 
Then figh not for Gc. 


Prince. BY my troth a good fong. . 
Balth.. And au ill finger,my Lord. 


| hit. 


;| ter it, 


we would haue it atthe Lady Heroes chamber window,, 
‘| Balth, ThebeftI can,my Lord. . Exit Batthafar. 
- Prince. Do fo, farewell. Come hither Leonate, what 


‘twas ic youtold me of today, that your Niece Beatrice 


'jwasin loue with fignior Benedicke ? 
H+: Cla. OF, ftalke on, ftalke on,the foule fits. I didne- 


i] uer thinke thatLady would hauclousd anyman. 


1 Leon. No,nor I ncither,but moft wonderful,that fhe 

| fhoild fe.dote.on Signior Renedicke, whomfhee hath in 
all outward behauiours feemed cuer to abhorre. 

4 Bene, Ist poffible ? fitsthe winde in that corner ? 

} Leo. Bymy troth my Lord, I cannot tell what to 

| thinke of it, burthar fhe loues him with an inraged affe- 
Aion, itis palt the infinite.of thought. _, 

‘| Prince. May be fhe doth but counterfeit, . .~ 

') Claud. Faith like enough. . ipsa 

Leon, O God ! counterfeit ? there was newer counter- 
| fei of paflion,came fo necre the life of paffionas the dif. 
‘|ecouersit.  . caren or 


« 


Prince. Ha,no, no faith, thou fing well enough fora 


|. Bes. And he had been adog that fhould hauehowld 
‘| thus, they would haue hang’d him, and I pray God his 
| badvoyce bode no mifchiefe, [had as liefe haue heard 
the night-rauen, come what plague could haue come af- 


‘|. Prince, Yea marry, dott thou heare Baltha/far ? I pray 
| thee get vs fome excellent mnfick ; for to morrow night 


Prince. Why what effeéts of paffion fhewes the? 

Cland; Baite the hooke well, this fifh will bite, 

Leon. What effects my Lord? thee will fic you, you 
heard my daughter tell youhow. | 

Clan, She did indeed. 

Prin, How, how I pray you ? you amaze me,] would 
hauc thought her fpirit had beene inuincible againft all 
affaults of affection. 

Leo. [would haue fwerne it had, my Lord,efpecially 
againft Benedicke, 

- Bene. 1 fhouldthinke this a gull, butthat the white- 
bearded fellow {peakes it : knauery cannot fure hide 
himfelfe in fuch reuerence. 

Clamd. He hath tane thinfeétion,held it yp. 

Prince, Hath fhee made her affection known to Ben. 
dicke 2 Song 

Leonato, No, and fweares fhe neuer will, that’s he: 


torment, 
Chand. "Tis true indeed, fo your daughter faies : thal] 


| I, faies the,that haue fo oft encountred him with {come, 


write to him that I loue him ? 

Leo, Thisfaies thee now when fheeis beginning to 
writeto him, for fhee'll be vp twenty times a night, and 
there will fhe fit in her f{mocke, till fhe haue writ a thee, 


} of paper: my daughter tells-vs all, 


Clas. Now you talke ofa theet of paper,J remember 
a precty ieft yourdaughter toldys of, . 

Leon, Owhen fhe had writ it, & was reading it ouer, 
fiae found Benedicke and Beatrice betweene the fheete, 

Clas. That. mitt 

Leon, O the tore the letter into athoufand halfpence, 
raild at her-felf,thar fhe fhould be fo immodef to write, 
to one that fhee knew would flout her : I meafurehim, 
faies fhe, by my-owne {pirit,for I fhould flout him ifhee 
writ to mec,yea though I loue hins,I fhould, 

Clan. Then downe ypon her knees fhe falls, weepes, 
fobs, beates her heart, teares her hayre,praics, curfes, O 
{weet Benedicke, God giue me patience. 

Leon. She doth indeed, my daughter faies fo, andthe 
extafie hath fo much ouerberne her, that my daughteris 
fomtime afeard fhe willdoe a defperate out-rage to her 
felfe, itis very true, 

Princ. It were good that Benedicke knew of it by fome 
other, if fhe willnot difcouer it. « 

Clas, To what end? he would but make a fport of it, 
and torment the poore Lady worfe, ta 

Prin. Andhe fhould, it were an almes to hang him,| 
thee’s an excellent fweet Lady, and(out ofall {ufpition,) 
fhe is vertuous, ; 

Clandio. And.fheis exceeding wife. | 

Prince, In every thing,but inlouing Benedicke. ef 

Leon, O my Lord, witedome and bloud-combating in 
fo tender a body, we haucten proofes to one,that bloud 
hath the vitory, Iam forry-for her, as I haue iuft caufe,} 


| being her Vacle,and her Guardian... \ 


Prince, 1 would fhee. had beftowed this dotage on 
mee, I would haue daft all other refpects, and made her} 
halfe my felfe: I pray you tell Benedicke of it, and heart} 
whathewillfay,. . . ) eed a). 

Leon. Were it good thinke you? NORE 

(as. Hero thinkes furely the wil die,for fhe faies fhe) 
willdie, ifheelouehernot, and fhee will die ere fhee} 
make her loue knowne, and fhe will die ifhee wooe her, | 
rather than {hee will bate one breath of her accuftomed | 
crofieneffe. ». ni Sai seul SANK ser WORN 

Prin. She doth well, if the fhould make. tendensh her} 

Come oue, | 






























































knowall) hatha contemptible fpiric. 
Clan. Heisavery-proper man. . * 
Prin. Hehath indeed a good outward happines. 
clan. "Fore God, and in my minde very wife. 
Prin. He doth indeed fhew fome fpatkes that are like 
! eee And I take him to be valiant. 
Prin, As Heitor, affure you, and in the managing of 
uarrels youmay fee heeis wife, for either hee auoydes 
tick with great difcretion, or yndertakesthem witha 
Chriftian-like feare. 
Leo, \fhee doe feareGod,a muft neceffarilie keepe 
peace, if hee breake the'peace, hee ought toenter into a 
uarrell with feareand trembling. — 
| Prin. ‘And {fo will he doe, for the man doth fear God, 
howfocuer it feemes not in him,by fome large ieafts hee 
will make: well 1 am forry for your niece, fhall.we goe 
fee Benedickeyand tell him of her loue, 
| Claud, Neuer tell him, my Lerd, let her weare it out 
with good counfell. 
4 Leow. Nay that’s impoffible,fhe may weare her heart 
‘Four firft, . 
| Prin. Well,we will heare further of it by your daugh- 
‘frer, let it coolethe while, Iloue Benedieke well, and I 
could wifh he would modeftly examinehim(elfe, to fee 
| how much he.is vnworthy to haue fo gooda Lady, . 
Leos. My Lord,will you walke?dinner isready. 
Claw, Ifhe do not doat on her ypon this, I wil neuer 
‘|itutt my expectation. 
| \Prins Levthere be the fame Net fpread for her, and 
{that muft your daughter and her gentlewoman carry: 
‘| the {port will be, when they hold one an opinion of ano- 
thers dotage,and no fuch matter, that’s the Scenethat I 
| would fee,which will be mecrely a dumbe thew: let vs 
{fend her to call him into dinner, Exeunt. 
Bene. This can behotricke,the conference was fadly 
| borne, they have che truth of this from Hero, they feeme 
{to pictiethe Lady: it feemes her affections haue the full 
bent: loueme? why it muft be requited :] heare how I 
am cen{ur'd, they fay I will beare my felfe proudly, if I 
| Perceiue the loue come from her : they fay too, that the 
will rather die chan giue any figne of affe@tion: I did ne- 
uer thinke to marry, I muft not feeme proud, happy are 
they that heare their detraGtions , and can put them to 
mending + they fay the Lady is faire, ’tisatruth, Ican 
bearethem witneffe: and vertuous, tisfo , I cannot re- 
Prooueit, and wife, but for Jouing me, by my trothicis 
no addition to her witte, nor no great argument of her 
folly; for I wil be horribly in loue with her,I may chance 
aue fome odde quirkes and remnants of witte broken 
onmece, becaufe I haue rail’d fo long againft marriage : 
utdoth not the appetite alter ?aman loues the meat in 
is youth, that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips 
and fentences, and thefe paper bullets of the braine awe 
aman from the careere of his humour ? No, the world 
muttbe peopled. ‘When I {aid I would diea batcheler,I 
didnot think I fhould liue till I were maried,here comes 


Beatrice : by this day, thee’s a faire’ Lady,I doe fie fome 
markes of loue in her. 


Enter Beatrice. 


Beat, A 
dinner, 


Bainft my wil Yam fent to bid you come into 
Bene, Faire Beatrice, 





Ithanke yéu for your paines. 


Much adoe about Nothing. : 
| {oue, ‘tis very poffible hee'l fcorne it, for the man(‘as you Beat. Ttookeno more 


 Peare you not my part of the Dialogue. 





But] perfwaded thém;if they lon’d Benedicke, 
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paines for thofe thankes,then 
you take paines tothanke me, if it had been painefull, I 
would not hate come, 

Bene. Youtake pleafure then in the meffage. 

Beat. Yea iuft fo much as you may take vpon a kniues 
point,and choake a daw withall : you haue no ftomacke 
fignior, fare you well. Exit. 

Bene. Ha, againft my will am fent to bid you come 
into dinner: there’s a double meaning in that: Itooke 
no more paines for thofe thankes then you tooke paines 
to thanke me, that’s as much as to fay,any paines thar I 
take for you is as eafie as thankes : if 1 donot take pitty 
of her I ama villaine, if !doe not loue her lamalew, I 
will goe get her piture. Exit. 


=r tyacarrassnaieenitade oe 5 
ef clus Tertius, 


rte 





Enter Hero aud two Gentlemen, Margaret, and V; rfula. 


Here. Good Margaret runne thee to the parlour, 
There fhalt thou finde my Colin Reatrige ' 
Propofing with the Princeand Claudio, 

Whifper her eare, and tell her and Vrfala, 

Walke inthe Orchard,and our whole difcourfe 

Is all of her, fay that thou ouer-heard(t ys ; 

And bid her fteale into the pleached bower, 

Where hony-fuckles ripened by the funne, 

Forbid the funne to enter : like fauourites > 

Made proud by Princes,that aduance their pride, 

Again(t that powerthat bred it,there will fhe hide 

To liften ovr purpofe, this is thy office, 

Beare thee well init, and leaue vs alone, 
Marg. emake her come } warrant you prefently, 
Hero. Now Vrfla, when Beatrice doch come, 

As we do trace this alley vp and dawne, 

Our talke mutt onely be of Benedicke , 

When I doe name him, let it be thy pare, 

To praife him more then euer man did merit - 

My talke co thee muft be how Benedicke 

Is ficke in loue with Beatrice : of this matter , 

Is little Cupids crafty arrow made, 

That onely wounds by heare-fay:now begin, 

Enter Beatrice. ee 
For looke where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs 
Clofe by the ground, to heare our conference, 

Vif. The pleafant’t angling isto fee the th 

Cut with her golden ores the filuer {treame, 
And greedily deuoure the treacherous beite: 
So angle we for Beatrice, who euen now, 
Is couched in the wood-bine couverture, 


her, 


Her.Then go we neare her that her eare loofe nothing, 
Of the falfe {weete baite that we lay forit: 
No truely /rfula,the is too difdainfull, 
I know her fpirits are as coy and wilde, 
As Haggerds of the rocke. 
Urfela. But are you fute, ’ 
That Benedicke loues Beatrice fo intirely ? 
Her. So faies the Prince,and my new trothéd Lord, 
Vrf- And did they bid you tell her of it,Madam ¢ 
Her. They did intreate me to acquaint her of it, 
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So rarea Gentlemanas fignior Benedicke. 




















_| For thape,for bearing argument and valour, 




























































































Mi ach adoe about Nothing. 


To wifh him wraftle with affection, . 
And neuer tolet, Beatrice know of it. 


Vrfsla. Why did you fo,doth not the Gentleman. 


Deferue as full as fortunatea bed, 
As euer Beatrice fhallcouchvpon?. +: «. 
Hero. O God of loue!{ know he doth deferue, 

As much as may beyeeldedtoaman: _, 

But Nature neuer fram’d awomansheart, ° 

Of prowder ftuffe then that of Beatrice : 

Difdaine and Scorne ride {parkling in her eyes, 
‘Mif-prizing what they looke. on,and her wit... 
: Values it felfe fo highly, that to her 
- All matter elfe feemes weake: {he cannot loue, 

Nor take no fhape nor proie& of affection, 

Shee is fo felfe indeared. 

Vrfwla. Sure\ thinke fo , 

And therefore certainely it were not good 

She knew his loue,left the sake {port at it. 
| Hero. Why you fpeake truth, I neuer yet faw man, 
‘How wife, how noble,yong,howrarely teatur'd. 

But fhe would fpell him backward: iffaire fac’d, 

She would {weare the gentleman fhould.be her fifter ; 

If blacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke, 

Madea foule:blot:iftall,alaunceill headed: . 
_Iffow, an agor very vildlie cur: ee 
If fpeaking,why avane blowne with all windes: 
‘Tf filent, why a blocke moued with none, . ., 
_ Soturnes fhe euery man the wrong &de our, : 
‘Andneuer giues to Truth and Vertue, that 
. Which fimplenefle and merit purchaleth, ; 


Vrfu. Sure, fure,fuch carping isnot commendable... 
Here. No,not to be fo odde,and from all fafhions, , 


As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable,, 
But who daretell her fo ? if [ fhould {peake, 


She would mocke me into.ayre,O fhe would laugh me - 


Out of my felfe,preffe me to death with wit, 

Therefore let Benedicke like couered fire, 

Confume away in fighes, watie inwardly : 

I were a better death, to.die with mockes ,. 

Whichisas bad as die withtickling.. 
Urfi. Yer tell her of it,heare what thee willfay. 
Hero. No,rather ] will goe to Benedicke , 

And counfaile him to fight againft his paflion, 

And truly Ile deuife fome honeft flanders, 

To ftaine my cofin with,one doth not know, 

How much an ill word may impoifon liking, 
Urfa. O doe not docyour cofin fuch a wrong, 

She cannot be fo much withour truc iudgement, 

Hauing fo fwift and excellent a wit 

As fhe is prifde to haue, as to refule 


Hero. He is ghe onely man of Italy, 
Alwaies excepted, my deare Claudio. 

Vrfu. \ pray you be not angry with me,Madame, 
Speaking my fancy: Signior Benedicke, 


Goes formoft in report through Italy. 
Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 
OUrfu. His excellence did earne it ere he had it: 
When are you matried Madame? , bs 
Hero. Why cuerie day to morrow,comegoein, + 
He thew thee fome attiressand haue thy counfell, 
Whichis the beft to furnifh me to morrow. 
Vrfu. Shee’s tane I warrant you, 
Wehauecaughther Madame? | 


Hiro, Vfitproue festhen louing goesby haps, 


Some Capid kills with arrowes,lome with taps. Exp 
Beat, What fireis in mine cares? canthis betrue?., . 


| Stand I condemn’d for pride.and {corne fo much? 
! Contempt, farewell,and maiden pride, adew, 
No glory lines behindethe backe of fuehs 
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And Benedicke,loué on, will requitethee, | -' 
Taming my wilde heart to thy louing hand: 

If thou doft loue,my Kindenieffe fhall incitethee 
To binde our loues vp.inaholy batids 19. 
For others fay,shou-doft deferue,-and Toro. 
Belecue it better then reportingly, 


Euter Prince, ( landso, Benedicke, ana Leviate,..\ 
Prince. 1. doe but ftay till your marriage be confum.| | 
mate, and then go] toward Arragons:: tue it Vy 
Clan. Webring youthither my Lord, if you'l veuch.| | 


. fafe me. 


Prin, Nay,that wouldbe as great a foyle-in the new | 
gloffe of your marriage,as to thew a childe his new cost 
and forbid him to weare it ,:.1 will onely bee bold with 
Benedicke for his companie, for from the. crowne of his 
head, to the fole of hisfoor,he is all mirth,he hath ewice 
or thrice cut Capids bows ftring and the little hang-man 
dare not fheot at him, he hath a heart-asfound as a bell, 
and his tongue isthe clapper, for what his heart thinkes, 
his tongue {peakes, | 

Bene. Gallants,I am not.as J haue bin, 

Leo, Sofay I,methinkes you are fadder: ’ 

“Claud. Lhope he bein Joue. 

Prix. Hang him truant,there’s no true drop of bloud 
in himto betruly.coucht with loue,ifhebe fad, he wants 
Moneys os 

Bene. Uhauethe tooth-ach, 

Prin. Draw it. 
Bene, Hang it. 
Claud, You muft hang it firft,and draw it.afterwards, 
Pria., What? figh forthe tooth-ach,, | 
Leow, ‘Where is but abumour ora worme.) ey 
‘Bene. Well,euery one cannot mafter a griefe,but hee 
that hasit..- ts 
Clan. Yet fay I,heis in loue, 
Prin. Thereis no appearance of fanciein him,volefle 
it be a fancy that he hath co ftrange difguifes,as to bees 
Detchman to day,a Frenchman to morrew:: valeffehee 
hanea fancy to this foolery, as it appeares hee hath, hee 
iene foole for fancy , as you would haue.i¢ to appeate 
eis, 394 
Claw, Ifhe be notin love wvith forme yvoman, there 
is no beleeving old fignes,a brufhes his hat a morning’, 
What fhould that bode?, ath 
Prin. Hath any manfeene him atthe Barbers 2) »:,. 
Clan, No,but the Barbers man hath, beene feen with 
him, andthe olde ornamentof his checke hath alreadie 
ftuft tennis balls. ya 
Leon, Indeed helookes yonger than hee did, by the 
loffe ofa beard. ) | 
Prix. Nay arubs himfelfe vvith Civit,can you {mel 


_ him eur by that? i 


_ loue. 


Clan. That's as much as to fay, the {weet youth's is 


Prin. The greateft note ofitis his melancholy. 
Claw, And vvhen vvashe vvont to vvath his face? 
Priv. Yea,or to paint himfelfe ? for the which I heate 


vvhat they, fay.of him. 


b] 
! 


Clan. Nay,buthisiefting fpirit, vwhich is now crept) | 
into alure-ftring,andnow. gouern’d by ops. | 













prin, Indeed that tels 
heisinfoue. a ge 
Clan? Nay, but know who loues him! 


knowes him not, : ap 
Cla. Yes,and his ill conditions,and indefpight of all, 
dies for'him. ae ia > 
Prin, ‘Shee hall be buried with her face vpwards, 
~~ Bene? Yer is this no charme for the toothi-ake, old figs 
Inior, walke afide with mee,] haue ftudied eight ornine’ 
wife words to fpeaketo you, which thefe hobby -horfes 
muftnot Heare. — LONE ven . booaw 
Prin. For my life to breake with hi about Beatrice 


played their parts with Beatrice,and thenthe two Beates’ 


s 


will not bite ons another when they meete. 


_. Enter Iohn the BaStard, oF 

Baft. My Lord and’brother,God faue you, 

Prin, Good denbrother. <p 

Baft. Ifyour leifure feru’d, 1 would fpeake with you. 

Prince. ‘Inprinuate? 

Bat. Ufit pleafe you, yet Count Clandto may heate, 
for what I would {peake’of,concernes him. 

Prin. What's the matter? 

Bafta. Meanes your Lord(hip to be martied to mor- 
tow? 

Pris, You know he does. 

Baft, Tknow notthat when he ktiowes what] know. 

Claw, Ifthere be any impediment, Tprayyou difco- 
Wer it. ; 


hereafter, and ayme beter at me by that I now will ma- 
nifeft, formy brother (Ithinke,he holds you well,andin 
deareneffe of heart ) hath holpe to effeet your enfuing 
marriage : furely fute ill {pene; and labour ill beRowed. 

Prin. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Bafard. \ came hither to tell you, and circumftances 
fhortned, (for fhe hath beene too long atalking of ) the 
Lady is difloyall. . 

Clan. Who Hero ? 

Baft. Euen fhee, Leowatoes Here, your Hero, 
mans Hero, 

Clas, Difloyall ? 

Baft. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
neffe, I could fay the were worfe, thinke you of a worle 
title, and I will fit her to it: wonder not rill further war- 
rant: goe but with mee to night, you thal fee her cham- 
ber window entred, euen the night before her wedding 
day, if you loue her, then to morrow wedher : But it 
would better fit your honour to change your minde. 

Claud. May this be fo? 

Prine, Twill not thinke it. 

. Bast. Ifyou dare not trust that you fee, confeffe not 
that you know ! if you will follow mee, Iwill fhew you 
enough, and when you hauefeene more, & heard more, 
proceed accordingly, © °° 

Clas, If 1 fee any thing to night, why I fhould not 
marry her to morrow in the congregation, where i fhold 
wedde, there will I thame her. 

_ 27%. Andas I wooed for thee td obraineher | Twill 

loyne with thee'to difgraceher, © HOw 

since . vad difparage het no farther; till you are a4 
€syDeare it coldly buctillaicht iffue 

fhow ic felfe =: a hanbeen seit ps oe a 

_ Prin. O day vatowardlytutiied #2! !o22: 


euery 


Mccabe 


aheauy tale for him: conclude, 


Price: That would knowtoo, I warrant onethar 


_ them,ifthey fhould haue any allegiance in them, being | 
| chofen for the Princes watch. . . 


Dogbery. 
Claw. ’Tiseuen fo, Hers and Atargaret haue by this’ || 
» to be Conftable > 

‘ | they'can write and reade, 


_ bleft you with a good name: to be a wel-fauoured man, 
_ isthe gift of Forcune, but to write and reade, comes by 


_ thought heere to be the moft fenfleffe and fit man for the 
 Conttable of the watch 


Raft. You may thinke I loue you not,let that appeare | 


_ thanke God you are ridde of a knaue. 


| tollerable, and not to be indured, 

















‘Nothing. Tt 
‘Cland. O mifchiefe frangelie thwarting) Sf 
Baftard. O plague right well pretiented ! fo will you 

_ fay,when youhauefeenethefequele. Exit. 


_ Enter Dogbery and his compartner with the watch. 

Deg. ‘Are you good menand true? ni 
Verg. Yea, or elfe it were pitty but they fhould fuer. 

faluation body and foule. Beas. 
Dogh, Nay, chat were a punifhment too good for | 


Verges, Well, giuethern theit charge, neighbour™ 
& J ; 

Deg. Firft, who thinke you the moit defartleffe man, 

Watch. Hugh Ote-cake fir y or George Sea-coale , fot 


Dogb. Come hither neighbour Sea-coale, God hath 


Nature. 

Watch 2, Both which Mafter Conable 

Dog. You haue:] knew it would be your arifwere : 
well,for your favour fir,why gine God thankes, & make 
no boaft of it, and for your writing and reading, let that 


- E © ; 
appeare when there is no need of {uch vanity, you are 


: therefore beare you the Jan- 
thorne: this is your charge: You fhall comprehend al] 
vagrom men, you arete bid any man ftand in the Prin’ 
ces name. 
Watch 2. How ifa will not Rand? ie 
Degh. Why then take no note of him, but let him go, f 
and prefently call the reft of the Watch together, and 


Verges. The willnot and whenhe ig bidden, hee is 
none ot the Princes fubie&s, 

Dogb. True , and they are to meddle with none but 
the Princes fubie@ts ; you fhall alfo make nonoife inthe 
ftreetes : for,for the Wartchto babble and talke, is mofi 


Watch. Wewill rather fleepe thantalke, wee know 
what belongs toa Watch. 

‘Dog. Why youfpeake like an ancient and moft quiet 
watchman, for I cannot {ce bow fleeping fhould offend : 
onlyhaue a care that your bills be nor ftolne: well, you 
areto call at ali che Alehoufes, and bid them that are 
drunke get them to bed, 

Watch. Howif they will not? on 

Dogb. Why then let them alone till they are fober,if 
they make you not then the berter anfwere,you may lay, 
they are not the men you tooke them for. 

Watch, Well fir. 

Dogb. Ifyoumect a theefe,you may fufpeét him, by 
vertue of your office, to benotrueman : and for fuch 
kinde ofmen, the leffe youmeddle or make with them, 
why themore is for your honefty. 
~ Watch. If wee know him to be athiefe;thall wée nor 
lay hands on him. — , 

Dogs. Truly by your office you may, but I think they 
that touch pitch will be defil’d : the moft peaceable way 
for you, if you doe take atheefe,is, to let him fhew him- 
felfe what he is, and fteale out of yotit company. 

Ver. You haue bin alwaies cal’d a merciful ma partner, 
"Dog. Truely I would not hang adog by my will,thuch 
more a man who hath anic honeftie in him, 
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heare vs? 

Dog. Why then depart in peace, and let-the.childe 
wake her with crying, forthe ewe that, will, not. heare 
her-Lambe when it baes, will neuer anfwere a.calfe when 

he bleates. { 

Verges. "Tis vyerie true. A 

Dog. This isthe endof the charge: you.conftable 
are to prefent the Princes owne perfon, if you meete the 
‘Prince in the night, you may ftaie him. » 

Verges. Nay birladie thatI thinke 2 cannot. 

_ Dog. Fiuefhillings to one.on’t with ani¢ man that 
‘knowes the Statues,he may ftaichim, marrienot with- 
out the prince be willing,forindeed the watch.oughtro 
offend no man,and it is an offence to ftay.aman againi 

his will... ‘ 

Verges. Birladie, Lthinkeit be fo, 

Dog, Ha,ahha, well mafters good night,andthere be 
anie matter of weight chances, call ypme, keepe your 

fellowes counfailes, and your owne, and good night, 
‘come neighbour. " 

‘Watch. Well matters, we heare our charge,let vs go 
‘fit here vpon the Church bench tilltwo, and then all to 
bed. iv 

Dog. One word more, honeft neighbors... | pray you 
watch about figniorL covatoesdaore,for the wedding be- 
ing there tomorrow, there is a great coyle-ta night, 
adiew,be vigitant I befeechyou, Exeust, 

Enter Borachio and {onvades 

Bor. What, Conrade?. 

Watch. Peace, ftir not. 

Bor. Conrade I fay. ) 

Con. Here man,I am at thy elbow. 


a fcabbe follow. air 

Con. I willowethee an an{were for that, and now 
forward with thy tale. 

Bor. Stand thee clofe then vnder this penthoufe,for it 
driffels raine, and J will,like a true drunkard,veter all to 
thee. 

Watch. Some treafon maflers,yet ftand clofe. 

Bor. Therefore know, [haue earned of Dow John a 
thoufand Ducates. 

Con. 1s it poffible that anie villanie fhould be fo deare? 

Bor. Thouthould’ft racher.aske if it were poffible a- 
nie villanie fhould be fo rich?for.when rich villains haue 
neede of poore ones, poore ones may make what price 
they will. 

Cov. I wonder atit. 

Bor. That fbewes thou art vnconfirm d,thou knoweft 
that the fafhion ofa doublet,or a hat,or acloake, is no- 
thing toa man. 

(on. Yes,it is apparel, 

. Bor. I meane the fathion. 

‘Con. Yes the fafhion is the fafhion. ae 
... Bor. Tuth,Imay as well fay the foole’s the foole,but 
feeft thou not whata deformed theefe this fafhion is? 

Watch. Uknow.that deformed,a has bin a vile theefe, 
this vii. yeares,a goes vp. and downe likea gentle man: 
Irememberhisname.. 2... 

“Bor, Did’{t thou not heare fome bodie? 
Con, No, twasthe vaineonthehoufe... 
. Bor. Seeft thou not(I fay.) what a deformed thiefe 


ef uc 3 


| this fafhion isshow.giddily a turnes about all the Hot. 





| blonds bersgpeng foureseens fcfiue 8 sbitie,Comctiqes 
t 


fathioning 


em like Phrases fouldionrs in the rechiel 


painting, fometime like god Bels priefts, im the: eld | 


Church window, fometime like the {hauen Hercules in | 
the imircht wormeeaten tapeftrie, where his..cod-peccel} 


| feemes, as maffieas.his club, 


~ Con. Allthis I fee,and fee that the fathion weares out | 
moreapparrell then the man;but arr. not thou-thy felfe } 


_ giddie with the fafhion.tea that thou haft fhifted. ourof | 


thy tale into relling me,ofthefafhion2... .. » 
»¢ Bor, Not foneither, but know.that I haue to. night | 
wooed Margaret the LadyHerots gentle-woman,by the 


_ name of Hera, fhe leanes meoucat her miftris chamber. 
_ wvindow,bidsmeathoufandtimes good nights, I tell 
| this tale vildly. I fhould firft tell thee how the Prince 
| Claudio and my Mafter planted,and placed,and pofleffed 


by my Mafter Dox lohn, faw afar off in the Orchard this 


, amiable incounter. 


Con. And thought thy A¢argaret was Hera? ».« 
Bor. Two of them did,the Prince and Clandio, butthe 


_ diuell my Mafter knew the was:Margaret, and partly by 


his oathes,which firftpoffeft them, partly by the darke 
night which did deceiue them,but chiefely,by my villa- 


nie,which did confirme any flander that Dov Jobn had| | 
| made, away vvent Clamdso enraged, {wore hee yvould 


meere her as he was ap oiated next morning at the Tem- 
ple,and there, before the whole congregation fhame her 
with vvhat he faw o’re night,.and fend her homeagaine 


} vvithout ahusbaud. |; 


Watch.1,.Wecharge you inthe Princes name ftand, 
Watch.2.Call vp the right mafter Conftable,yve have 


_ here recoucred che moft dangerouspeece of lechery,that 
| ever yvas knownein the Common-wealth. 


Watch.1. And.one Deformed is one of them, I know. 


<i _ him,ayveares.alocke. 
Bor. Masand my elbowitcht,l thought there would | 


Cgnr. Mafters,matters.. . 
Watch.2, Y oule be made bring deformed forth I war- 


|} rantyou, 


Conr. Mafters neuer {peake,vve charge you, fet vs 0- 
bey you to goe vvith vs. 

Bor. Wearelike to prouea goodly commoditie,be- 
ing taken yp of thefe mens. bils. 

Coxr, Acommoditie in gueftion I warrant you,come 
vvecle obey you. Exennt, 

Enter Here ,and Margaret and Urfula.. 

Hero. Good Vrfala wake my cofin Beatrice, and de- 
fire her torife.. 

Urfa. Lwill Lady. 

Her. Andbid her come hither, 

Vrf. Well. | 

Mar. TcothI thinke your other rebato were better, 

Bero/ No pray thee good Adeg, le vveare this. 

Marg.By my troth’s not fogood,and I vyarrant yout 
cofinvvill fay fo. se we t 

Bere. My cofin’sa foole, and thow art, another, ile} 
vvearenone but this. Sel oe peer bre: 

Mar. Like thenewtire vvithin excellently, if the 
haire vvereathought browner::and your.gown’s a mot 
rare fafhion. yfaith, I faw, the Dutchefle of Adillaines 
gowne that they praife fo... Se Aisiad 

Bero.. Oxhat exceedes theyfay.... | ...; | 

Mar, By my troth’s but,anight-gownein refpect. of 
yours,cloth a goldand curs,andlac’d withfiluer fee with 


| pearles,downe flecues, fide fleewes,and skirts,round vor 


derborn with a blewifhtinfel,but for a fine queint grace 


full and excellent fathion,yours is worth.ten op’t- 
Bero, God} 





















































i Hera.. God giue mee ioy to weare it, for my heare is 

ing heauy. ei Lessa niga) 

ee Twill be heauicr foone, by the waight ofa 

soe Fie vpon thée, art not afham’d % 

Marg. Of what Lady? of {peaking honourably ? is 

not marriage honourable in a beggar ?4s not your Lord 

1 honourable without marriage? I thinke you would haue 

me fay, fauing your reuerence a husband : and bad thin- 

king doe not wreft true {peaking, Ie offend no body, is 

there any harme in the heavier for a husband? noneI 

| thinke, and it bethe right husband) andthe right wife, 

otherwife ‘tis light and not heauy,aske my Lady Beatrice 
elfe,here fhe comes. 


Exter Beatrice. 


Here. Good morrow Coze, 

Beat, Good morrow fweet Hero. 

Here. Why how now? do you {peake in the fick rune? 

Beat. I am out of all other tune,me thinkes: 

Mar. Clapsinto Light a loue , (that gocs withouta 
burden,) do you fing it and Ile danceit. 

Beat, Ye Light aloue with your heeles, thenif your 
husband haueftables enough, you'll looke he thall lacke 
no barnes.. . 

Mar. Oillegitimate conftrution ' {corne that with 
my heeles. 


were ready by my troth Iam exceeding ill,hey ho. 
Mar. Fora hauke,a horfe,or a husband? 
Beat. For the letter that begins them all,H. 
Mar. Well, and youbenot turn’d Turke, there’s no 
more fayling by the ftarre. 
Beat, What meanes the foole trow? © : 
Mar. Nothing I, but God fend cuery one rheir harts 
defire. thai 
Hero. Thefe gloues the Count fent mee , they are an 
| excellent perfume. 
| Beat. Lam ftuft cofn, I cannot fmell. 
Mor. Amaidand ftuft! there’s goodly catching of 
colde. 
| Beat: OGodhelpe me,God help me,how long haue 
{ you profeft apprehenfion ? | 
Mar. Euer fince you leftit,doth not my wit become 
merarely ? . Mw 
| Feat. Itisnot{eene enough, you fhould weare it in 
} your cap, by my troth Iam ficke, | 
| Mar, Get you fome of this. diftill’d carduus benediitus 
| and lay it toyour heart, itis the onely thing for a. qualm. | 
| Aero. Therethou prickfther witha thiffell, 
| Beat. Benedittus, why benedittys? you haue fomemo- 
| tall in this beneditt ne, aotatt 
| . Mar. Morall?no by my troth,Ihaueno morall mea- 
| ning, Imeane plaine holy. thiffell , you may thinke per- 
chance that I thinke you,are intoue,nay birlady I am not 
| fuchafooleto thinke what I lift, nor [liftnot to thinke 
iwhat] cansnor indeed I can... thinke, if IT would thinke | 
4 My. hart our of thinking,th,. you.are in lowte,or that you | 
| Willbein loue,or that you can bein loue 2 yet Benedicke 
| was fuch another, and now,is.he become aman,he {wore | 
| hee would neuer marry, and yet now in defpight of his | 
} heart he eates his mean without grudging, andhowyou , 
| may beconuerted | know not,but methinkesyouleoke 
; with your cies as other women doe. Sissi re P idisod { 
| i Beat, What paceis this that thy, tongue keepes.,.-- | 


OE ’ 38 


_eMeauchadoe about Nothing. 


| nior Benedicke, Don John, and all the gallants of the 


Beat. Tis almoft fiueva clocke cofin, ’tis time you 








Mar... Nota falfe gallop. 5... jn. )sn5 1990 


Exter, Brfilie sus *barinsl sis + »y] 
Vrfwla. Madam, withdraw,the Prince,the Count, Gg. 













towne are come to fetch you to Church. 
Hero. Helpe to dreffe mee good coze, good (Meg, | 
good Prfila. s ; 


Enter Leonato, and the Conftable, andthe Headbarough, 
‘ Leonato. What would you with mee; honeft neigh | 
our > ve j 
Conf?.Dog. Mary fit I would haue fome confidence ‘{ 
with you, that decernes you nearely, : ; 


; Ed er ae 
Leow. Briefe Inray you, for you fee it isa bufie time. 
with me, ' 


( onft. Dog. Mary this it is fir, 

Headb. Yes in truth it is fir, 

Leon. Whatisitmy good friends? . 

Con.Do. Goodman Verges fir {peakes a little of the. 
matter, an old man fir, and his wits are not {6 blunt, as” 
God helpe T would defire they were, but infaith honett 
as the skin betweene his browes. Se eee : 

Head. Yes \ thank God, I am as‘honeft as any-man li- 
uing,that is an old man,and no honefterxhen.l.... 


Con.“Dox. Compariforis are odorous,palabras,neigh- 
bour Verges. 


Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. ... oS 
Cow.Dog. It pleafes your worfhip to fay fo,but we are. 
the poore Dukes officers, but truely for mine,owne part, 
if] were as tedious as a King | could findean my heart to 
beftow itall of your worthip, Tob viietnenr| 
Leon. Allthy tedioufneffe on me,ah PN a : 
Conft.Dog. Yea, and ’twere a thoufand.times, more 
than ‘tis, for I heareas good exclamation on your Wor- 
fhip as of any man in the Citie,,. and though bee butva. 


0 Magi t 


poore man, fam glad to heareit, 1 ids sens 
Head, Andfoam 1, coshot vissteA 
Leon. I would faine know what youhaueto fay. » 
Head. Marry fir our watchto night, ;¢xcepting your 
worfhips. prefence, haue tane a couple, of as.arrant. 
knauesasany in Meffina,  ~ ; ye 
Con.Dog, A good old man fir , 
they fay,when the ag¢cisin.the witis out,God helpe. vs, 
itisa world to fee ; 
well, God’sa good man, andtwo men rideof a horfe, : 


S199. (Exit. 


44 


Leon. Drinke fome wine ere you goe fare you well. 






rrant you: 
heeres: 


Dogb.. Wee will {pare for no witte ¥, we 
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114. 


heere’s that fhall driue fome of them to anon-come, on- 
ly get the learned writer to fer ‘doyne our excommuni- 
cation, and’ meet 'me at the Tailé. Exeunt. 


| CA dus Quartus. 





'| Enter Prince, Bastard, Leonato, Frier, C. laudio; Benedicke, 


Hero, and Beatrice. 


Leouato, Come Frier Francw, be briefe, oncly to the 
plaine forme of martiage,and you fhal recount their par- 
| ticular duties afterwards. 

Fran. You come hither,my Lord,to marry this Lady. 

Clas. No. 

Leo. Tobe married to her: Frier, you come to mar- 
‘tie her. 

Frier. Lady, you come hitherto be mattied to this 
Count. 

Hero, doe. 

Frier. Ifeither of you'know any inward impediment 
why youfhould not be cottioyned,! chatge you on your 
foules to vtter ic. stabi 

Claud, Know you anie, Hero ? 

Hero, None my Lord, 

Frier. Know you anie, Count ? 

Leon. I dare make his anfwer, None. 

‘Claw, O what men dare do! what men may do! what 
‘| men daily do! 

Bene. How now ! interie&tions? whythen, fome be 
of laughing, as ha, ha,he. — 

Claw. Stand thee by Frier, father, by your leaue, 
Will you with free and ynconftrained foule 
Giue me this maid your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely fonne as God did giue her me. 

Cla. And what haue I to giue you back,whofe worth 
May counterpoife this rich atid precious'gift? 

‘Prin, Nothing, voleffe your render her againe. 

Clan. Sweet Prince,you learn me noble thankfulnes: 
There Leowato, take her backe againe, ~ 
Giue not this rotten Oresige to your friend, 
| Shee’s but the figne and femblance of her honour : 

{| Behold how like a maid fhe bluthes heere ! 
‘1 O what aithoritie and fhew of truth : 
Can cunning finne couer it felfe withall! 
| Comes not that blotd;ias modeft evidence, 
‘| To witneffe fimple Vertue’? would you not {weare 
1 All you that fee her, thatflie'wereamaide, — » " 
By thefe exterior fhewes ? But fhe is none: ” 
She knowes the heat of aluxtirious bed: 
_| Her bluth is guiltineffe; ot modeftie. § °° 
Leonato What doe you meane, my Lord? * 
Clas. Not to be married’, ' Sie sie. aca 
| Not to knit‘my foule to an approued wahtoa. 
1 Leon. Deere my Lord3if you in your owne proofe, 
| Haue'vaiiquitht the refiftanceofheryonth,) = °° 
| ‘And made defeat ofthervirginitie. <° °° Cher, | 
Clan. 1 know what you would fay! iff hanéknowne - 


Tneuer techpted het with w6rd too larpes © ° 
| Bucasa brother to his fifter,fiewed'"*9 ©? Wor | 
Bafhfull finceritie and comely toue,! O84. oye 

“Hero. ‘Kod fee’ aT eet orherwiferdyou>® 9 


me 


And fo exteritate the forehand finne: No-Leonato, >’ 


os Se eae 


«Much adoe about Nothing. 


Claw, Out on thee'feeming, I will write againgtir, 
You feeme to me as Diane in her Orbe, 
As chafte as is the budde ere it be blowne : 
But you are more intemperate in your blood , 
Than Venus, or thofe pampred animalls, 
That rage in fauage fenfualitie, 
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth fpeake fo wide? 
Leon. SweetePrince, why fpeakenot you? i 
Prix, What fhould I {peake? | . 
I ftand difhonour’d that haue gone about, 


| Tolinke my deare friend to a common ftale. 


Leow, Are thefe things fpoken, or doe] but dreame? 
Baft. Sir,they are {poken, and thefe things are true, 
Bene. This lookes not like a nuptial, 
Hero. True,OGod! 
Clan. Leonato, ftand] here? 
Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ? 
Is this face Heroes ? are our cies our owne? 
Leon, All this is fo,but what of this my Lord ? 
Claw. Let me but moue one queftion to your daugh- 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, (ter, 
That you haue in her, bid her anfwer truly. 
Leo. I charge thee doe,as thou art my childe, 
Hero, O God defend me how am] befet , 
What kinde of catechizing call you this ? 
Cla#, To make you an{wer truly to your name. 
Hero, Is it not Hero ? who can blot that name 
With any iuft reproach ? 
Clawd. Marry that can Here, 
Heroit felfe can blot out Heroes vertue, 
What man was he,talke with you yefternight, 
Out at your window betwixt twelue and one? 


“Now if you area maid, anfwer to this. 


Hero. Icalkt with no man at that howre my Lord, 
Prince. Why then youare no maiden. Leenato, 
Tam forry you muft heare: vpon mine honor , 
My felfe, my brother, and this grieued Count 
Did fee her, heare her, at that howre laft night, 
Talke with a roffian at her chamber window, 
Who hath indeed moft like a liberall villaine, 
Confett the vile encountersthey haue had 
A thoufand times in fecret, if 
Iohn, Fie, fie, they arenottobenamedmy Lord, 
Not to be fpoken of, . ek 
There is not chaftitie enough in language, 
Without offence to vtter them: thus pretty Lady 
Tam forry for thy mach mifgouernment.' «' 
Claud, O Hero! what a Herohad{t thou beene 
Ifhalfethy outward graces had beeneplacéd 


About thy thoughts‘and’counfailes'of thy heart ? 


But fare thee well ,moft foule moft faire, farewell 
Thou pure impiety, and impious puritie, 

For thee Ile locke vp all the gates of Loue, 

And on my eie-lids fhall Coniedture hang , 


| Toturne all beauty into thoughts of harme; ”' 


And neuer fhall it more’be gracious. Di) 
“ Ieon. Hath no mans dagger herea point for me?> | 


| °° "Beat. Why how now cofin,wherfore fink you down? 


“ Baft. Come,let vs go:thefe things come this to light,, 


“Smother het fpirits vp, °° 
You will fay, fhedidimbtacemeasahusbaid, |} J ; 


4 isi? “Bera, why H : ; : : ‘rier ; 
ow S07 inate: O Fate'l take not away chy héauy hand,“ | 
| Death is the faireft cower for her fhame* °°? 8" 
| Thacmay be Within 2897 #10 &5>0q zee 


Bene. How doth the Lady? 0%" fount *f | 
Beati*Dead I thinke;helpe vacle;’ 9995-0" 
Viicle, Signor Benedieke, Frier. 


Fd 
;¥ 


seat. How}. 


osama rer rmmrsinn ie new Se - 





































|. Beatr; How now cofin Here? +: 
|. Pri. Have-comfert Ladie, 
‘Leon. Doftthou looke vp? | 

Fvier.. Yea, wherefore fhould fhenor? 

Leow. Wherfore? Why doth not every earthly t 
Cry fhame vpon her ? Could the heere denie 

"The ftorie chat is printed in her blood ? 
| Do not line Hero, donot ope thine eyes: 
For did I thinke thou wouldft not quickly die, 
Thought I thy fpirits were ftronger chen thy fhames, 
My felfe would on thereward of reproaches 
Strike arthy life. Grieu’d I, I had but one? 
-Chidl, for that at frugal Natures frame? 
O one too much by thee : why had J one? 
Why ever was't thou louelie in my eies? 

Why had Inot with charitable hand © 

| Tookewp abeggars iflueat my gates, 

Who fmeered thus, and mir'd with infamie, 

Imight haue faid, no part of jt is mine : 

This (hame deriues it felfe from vnknowne loines, 
But mine,and mine I lou’d, and mine I prais’d, 

And mine thac I was proud.on mine fo much, 

| That I my felfe, was tomy felfe nor mine: 

_| Valewing ofher, why fhe, O theis falne 

{Into apit of Inke, that the wide fea 

_| Hath drops too few to wafh her cleane againe, 

1 And fale too little, which may feafon giue 

| Toher foule tainted fleth: 
Ben. Sir, ir, be patient : for my part, am fo attired 
{in wonder, i know not what to fay. 

Bea? O onmy foulemy cofin is belied. 

Ben, Ladie,were you her bedfellowlatt night? 
Bea. Notruly: nov although vneill lat night, 

I haue this tweluemonth bin her bedfellow. 

| Leon. Confirm’d ,confirm’d,O thats ftronger made 
_| Which was before barr’d vp with ribs of iron. 
Would the Princes lie, and :¢/andio lie, 

Who lou’d her fo, that {peaking of her foulneffe, 
Wath’dit with teares ? Hence from her; let her die. 

Fri. Heare ine alittle, for Ihave onely bene filent fo 
long, and giuen way vnto this courfe of tertune, by no- 
ting of the Ladie, I haue markt. 
| Athoufand blufhing apparitions, 
|| To flare theo her face, athoufand innocent fhames, 
|| In Angel whitenefle beare away thofe blufhes, 

And in her’éie there hath appear’d afire 
| To burne the errors that thefe Princes hold 
‘| Againft her maiden truth, Call'me afoole; 
|| Truftnotmy reading nor my obferuations, 
|| Which-with experimental feale doth'warrane 
|| The tenute of my bookestruft not my age, - 
|| Myreuetence, callingynof diuinitie, 
| Ifthis fweer Ladie lye not guiltleffe heere, 
| Vader'forne biting errors 1891 
‘Leo? Friar it'cannot beg ier) |. 
| Thou feeft that all the Grace that fhe 
+] Is; that fhe'wilno 


hing 





hath left; * 2.2% 
taddetoherdamnation, - s 
| A finne ofperiury, fhe not denies:it’ © 
| Why feel’ thou then'to couer withexcufe, 
i} That Whiehappearesiit' proper nakedneffe? 
\_. Fri. Ladie, what man isheyouvate acetis’d of 9 

., Heto! They kriovs that do'actufeitie, Hkhow tidne + 


1 JfI know More of any man aliue vasa . 
4 Meg that whi thwarrant; 
[pct allimy fitines tacke thbvey::‘O miyFather 8" 
| Prete yotdBatany onda weiioee ore 


t¥ fe 
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ich maiden modeftie dé 
Cany nian withime conuert,® 





Much adooabiou 





tN orhing. 
At houres vnmeete, or that I yefternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 
Refufe me, hate me, torturemetodeath. 
Fri, There is fome ftrange mifprifion in the Princes, 
Ben, Two of them haue the verie bent of honor, 
And if their wifedomes be mifled in this : 
The praétife of it liues in /obz the baftard, 
Whole fpirits toile in frame of villanies.. 
Leo. 1know not: if they fpeake but truth of her, 
Thefe hands fhall reare her : Ifthey wrong her honour, 
The proudeft ofthem fhall wel heare of it, ’ 
Time hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine, 
Nor age fo eate vp my inuention, 
Nor Fortune made fuch hauocke ofmy meanes, 
Nor my bad life reft me'fo much of friends, 
But they fhalil finde, awak’d in fuch a kinde, 
Both ftrength of limbe,and policie ofminde, 
Ability in meanes, and’choife of friends; 
To quitme ofthem throughly. 
Fri. Paufe awhile : 
And let my counfell {way you in this cafe, : 
Your daughter heere the Princeffe (left fordeady 
Let her awhile be fecretly kept in, 
And publifh it, that fhe is dead indeed: 
Maintaine a mourning oftentation,t 
And on your Families old monument, 
Hang mournfull Epitaphes, and do all rites, 
That appertaine vnto a buriall, wa 
Leon, What thall become of this? What wil this de? 
Fri. Marry this wel carried, fhall on her behalfe, ° 
Change {lander to remorfe, that is fome good, ° 
But noc for that dreame I on this firange courfe, 
But on this trauaile looke for gteaterbirth;’ °°? 
She dying, as it mauft be fo maintain’d, | 
Vpon the inftartt that fhe was accus’d, 
Shal belamented, pittied, and excus’d 
Ofeuery hearer : for it fo fals out, 
That what we haue, we prize not tothe worth, 
Whiles we enioy it; but being lack’d and loft, 
Why then we racke the value, then we finde 
The verttte that poffefsion would not thew-vs 
Whiles it was ours, fo will it fare'with Claudio: 
When he fhal heare fhe dyed vpon his words, 
Th'Idea of her life fhal{weetly Cresent 
Inte his ftudy of imagination.’ ; 
And cuery lonely Organ of her life, 
Shall come apparel’d if more precioiis habite : 
| More mouing delicate, and ful of life, 
Into the eye and profpect of his foule | 
Then when the liu’d indeed: then fhalhe m 
| Ifeuer Loue had intereft in his Liver; 8° << 
| And with he had not fo aecufedher :-" 
| No, though he thought his accufation true: 
Let this be fo, and doubt not but fuccefle ¢ 
‘Wil fafhion the euent in betrer fhape, 
| ThenT can lay it downe in likelihdod.: 
But if all ayme bur this be leuelld falfe, 
| The fappofition ofthe Ladies death, - 
j Will quench the wonder of herinfamie. 
And if it fort not well,you may concealé her, 
‘As belt befits her wounded reputation, 
In fome reclufiue and religious life , 
| Out of all eyes, tongnes,mindes and iniuties, 
] Bene. Signior Leonato,let the Frier aduife you, 
| And though you know my inwardneffe and loue 
| Is very much ynto the Prince and (/andie. 
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«Much adoe about Nothing. 


Yet, by mine honor, I will deale in this, 
As fecretly and uftlie, as your foule 
Should with your bodie. 

Leon. Being that | flow in greefe, 
The fmalleft twine may lead me. 

Frier. "Tis well confented,prefently away, 

For to ftrange fores, ftrangely they ftraine the cure, 
Come Lady, die to live,this wedding day 
Perhaps is but prolong’d,haue patience & endure. Exit. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice bauc you wept all this while? 

Beat. Yea,and I will weepe a while longer. 

Bene. willnot defire that, 

Beat, You haue no reafon, I doe it freely. 

Bene. Surelie I do beleeue your fair cofinis wrong’d. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deferue of mee 
that would right her! 

Bene, Is there any way to fhew fuch friendfhip? 

Beat. A verie euen way, but no fuch friend. 

Bene. May aman docit? 

Beat. It isa mans office,but not yours, 

Bene. I doeloue nothing inthe world fo wellas you, 
isnot that ftrange ? 

Beat, As ftrange as the thing I knownot, it were as 
poffible fot me to iay,I loued nothing fo well asyou,but 
beleeue me nor, and yet I lienot,I confeffe nothing, nor 
Ideny nothing, | am forry for my coufin. 

Bene. By my {word Beatrice thou lou’ft me. 

Beat. Doenot {weare by it and earit. 

Bene. I will{weare by it that you loue mee,and Iwill 
make him eat itthat fayes I loucnot you, 

cat, Will you not eat your word 2 

Bene. With no fawce that can be deuifed tot, I pro- 
teft I loue thee. 

Beat. Why then God forgiue me. 

Bene. What offence {weet Beatrice ¢,_ 

Beat, You haue ftayed me ina happy howre,I was a~ 
bout to proteft I loued you, ; 

Bene. And doc it with all thy heart. 


Beat. 1 loue you: with fo much of my hearr,that none 


} is left to proteft. . 

Bened. Come, bid me doe any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kalk Claudio. ) fa 

Bene. Ha,notforthe wide world. - 

Beat. Youkillmeto denic,tarewell. 

Bene. Tatric {weet Beatrice. 

Beat. 1am gone, though I am heere, there is no lone 
in you, nay I pray youlet me goc. | 

Bene, Beatrice. 

Beat. InfaithI will goe. 

Bene, Weel be friends firft - 

Beat. Yowdare eaficr be friends with mee, than fight 
with mine enemy. . 

Bene, 1s Claudio thine enemi¢? 


Beat. Is anotapproued inthe height a villaine, that 


hath flandered,{corned,difhonoured my kinfweman ?.0 
that I were aman)! what, beareher in hand yntill they 


come totake hands, and then with publikeaccufation 


yncouered flander,ynmittigated rancour? OGod that] 

werea man! I would eat his heart inthe.market-place. 
Bene. Heareme Beatrice... eee 
Beat. Talke with aman out at, a window’, .a:proper 

faying. 163 iieuaann 

Bene. Nay but Beatrice, - _.- ’ 

| fhe is vndone. 

Bene, Beat? 


~accufe thefemen: 


_ | kates of Don Zobo for accufing the: Lady Here. yws09 


: i full 


Beat. Princes and Counties ! furelie a Princely teQj.: 
monie, a goodly Count, Comfe&, a {weer Gallant fure. 
lie, O that I were aman for his fake! orthatLhad an 
friend would be a mah for my fake/But manhood is mej. 
ted into. curfies, valour into complement, and men are 
onelie turned inte tongue,and trim ones too : he is now 
as valiant as Herew/es,that only tells a lie,and {weares jt: 
I cannot be aman with wifhing,therfore I will die a wo- 
man with grieving. 

Bene. Tatty good Beatrice,by this,hand I lone thee, 

Beat, Vie it for my loue fome other way then fwea. 
ring byit. | 

Bened, Thinke you in your foule the Count Clandie 
hath wrong’d Hero? 

Beat. Yea, as {ure as] havea thought,or a foule, 

Bewe. Enough,I am engagde,] will challengehim, | 
will kiffe your hand,and fo leaue you : by this hand Clag. 
dio {hall render me a deere account : as you heare of me, 
fo thinke of me: goe comfort your coofin,I muft fay fhe 
is dead, and fo farewell. 


Enter the Conftables, Borachio,. and the Towne Clerke 
an gownes. 


Keeper, 1s our whole diffembly appeard? 

Cowley, Oa ftoole and a cufhion for the Sexton, 

Sexton, Which bethe malefa&tors 2 

Andrew. Marry that am], and my partner. 

Cowley. Nay that’s certaine, wee haue the exhibition 
to examine. | 

Sexton, Bur which are the offenders that are to be ex. 
amined, let them come before mafter Conftable. 

Kemp. Yeamarry,let them come before mee, what is 
your name, friend? 

Bor. Borachio, 

Kem. Pray write downe Berachio, Yours firra. 

Con, Yama Gentleman fir,and my nameis Courade. 

Kee. Write downe Matter gentleman Comrade: mai- 
fters, doe you ferue God : maitters, it is proued alreadie 
that yoware little better than falfe knaues,and it will goe 
neere to be thought fo fhortly, how anfwer you for yout 
felues ? 

Con, Marry fir, we fay wearenone. 

Kemp. A maruellous witty fellow I aflureyou, but I 
will goe about with him :eome you hither ficra, a word 
in your eare fir, Ffay toyou, it is thought you are falle 
knaues. 

Bor. Sir,I fay to you,we are none. iit 

Kemp. Well, ftand afide, fore God they-are. both in 
a tale: haue you writ downe that they are none? 

Sext, Matter Conftable, you'goe not the way to ¢x- 
amine, you muft call forth the-watch that are their ac- 
cufers. ee sOrt 309W! 

Kemp. Yeamiatry, that’s the efteft wayjletthe, watch 
come forth : mafters, I charge you inthe Princes. name, 

watch i. Thisman faid fir, shat Dos Jobn the, Princes 
brother was a villaine. wise | 

Kemp, Write down,Prince.Joha'a laine: why this 
is flat periurie,tocalla Princes brothe’, laine... 
Bora. Matter Conftable.: .-- bad 


_ | sKemp. Pray theefellow peace, Edo notlike thy looke 
pO | Ipromife thee. dial tei 
Beat, Sweet Hero, theis.wrong’d, fheeis-flandered, _ 


Sexton..What heard youhitn {ay elfe ? , ; 
Watch 2. Mary thavhe had seceiued a.thoufand Dus ; 


Bry 
Cm. 





Kemp. Flat Burglarieas.ewer was cormmi 
Sexton, Wat elfe fellow 252... 5 


words, to difgcace Hero beforethe wholeaffembly, and. 


hotmarry hers... 
Jafting redemption for thiss 5.5) 5) p see) 
» Sexton. Wharelle? «5 sid», ! 

1 Warch. This salle. 


__Sexton, .Andthisis more mafters themyou can deny, | 


Prince Joh is this morning fecretly ftolne away : Hero, 
was inthis manner.accus’d ,.in‘this,yery manner refus d, 
andypon the griefe.of this fodainely died: Mafter Con- 
ftable, let chefe men. be bound, and broughtto Leonate,, 
L.will. goe before,and fhew him their examination.., 
|, Cont. Come, let them be opinion’d,; |... 
_ Sex. Lecthembe inthe haads of (oxcombe, 
|. Kem. Gods my life, where's the Sexton?ler him write 
downe the Princes Officer Caxucombe's come,binde them, 
thou naughty varlet., .,.. 0; mrt 
|, Conley, Away, youare anaffe, you areanafle, 
|. Kemp. Doft thou norfufpedt my place? doft thou not 
fufpect my yeeres. ? O.chat hee were heereto write mee 
idowne an affe ! but mafters,remember that [aman affe ;, 
ithough it‘benot. written down, yet forgetnot PI am an 
Jaffe:No thou villaine,¥ art full of piety as fhall beprou’d 
lypon thee by. good witnefle; I ama wife fellow, and 
| which is more,an.officer,and which is, more,a houfhoul- 
der,and which is more,as pretty apeece of flefhas any.in 


Meflina, and one that knowes,the Law,goetto, & arich | 
{fellow enough,goe to, anda fellow that hathhad loffes, | 


andonethathath two gownes., and every thing hand- 
fome about him: bring himaway:O that] had been writ 
downe anaffe/ Exit. 


- eA tlus Quintus. 


Enter Leonato and his brother. 

Brother. If you goe onthus,you will kill your felfe, 
And 'tis not wifedome thus to fecond griefey 
Againftyourfelfe. 

Leon, I pray thee ceafe thy counfaile, 

Which falls into mine eares as profitlefle,, 

Aswater in a fiue: giue not me counfaile, 

Nor let no comfort delight mine eare, 
But fuch a one whofe wrongs doth fute with mine. 
Bring mea father that fo lou’d his childe, 

Whofe ioy of her is overwhelmed like mine, 

And bid him {peake of patience, 

Meafuré his:woe the length and bredth’of mitic, 

And let itanfwere every ftraine for ftraine , 
| Asthus forthus, ahd fuch a griefe for fuch:, - 

Incuery lineament,branch,fhape,and forme : 
Iffuchadnewill fmileand ftroke his beard, 
And otrow, wag ge, criehem,when hefhould grone,: : 
Patch grieferwith prouerbs, make misfortune drunke, 
With candle-wafters: brin ghimyectome, i 
And Tofhim will gather patiencess yd potiis 

But thereis nofuch mans fer brother, men: 

ee counfaile,and {peake comfort to that griefe, 

Which they themfelues tive feele, bit rafting ic, 

heir Counfaile turnestorpaffion, which before, 


ot Woy 339008 Lig Lo 
_~ Kemp, O villaine!chou wilt be condemn’d into eners, 


| Make thofe that doe offend you, fuffer too, 


~ Would give preceptiall medicine to rage, 


) Fetter frong madneffe ina filkenthred,. . 


y 140.38: su, 96) | Charmeache with ayre, and agony with words 
“Watch 1. Andshat Count Claudio did meane ypon his "| po peake patios, 


No,no, tis all mens office, to tpeake patience. - 


: Tothofe that wring ynder the load of forrow: 
Butnomansyertue nor fufficiencie 

_ Tobe fo morall, when he fhall endure _ 

_ The like himfelfe : therefore giue me nocounfaile, 
| My griefs cry lowder then aduertifement. 


Broth, Therein domen from children nothing dilten 


Leenato. I pray thee peace,I.will be ficth and bloud , 


For there was neuer yet Philofopher, 


_ That could endure the tooth-ake patiently, 
| How euer they haue writ the ftile of gods, 
_ And made. pufh at chance and fufferance, 


Brothers, Yet bend not all the harme ypon your felfe, 


Leon. There thou {peak ft reafon,nay I will doe fo, : 


| My foule doth tell me, Hera is belied , fe xt 
) And that hall (Zandio know,fo thali the Prince, 
| Andallofthem that thus difhonourher,... . 


Enter Prince and Claudio... 

Brot. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haftily, .: 

Prin, Good den,good den. 7 

Claz. Good day to both of you, 

Leon, Heareyoumy Lords?) 5, 

Pria. We haue fome hafte.Leonato...)),) 5 

Leo, Some hafte my Lord! wel,tareyouwel my Lord, 
Are youfo hafty now? well,allisone......0¢ | 

Pris. Nay,do not quarrell with ys,good old man. 

Brot. Ifhe could rite himéfelfe with quarrelling, 
Some of vs would lie low, 9 

Claud. Who wrongs him? Et: © © 

Leon, Marry ¥ doft wrong me, thou diffembler,tuov: 
Nay, neuer lay thy hand vpon thy {wordy wg) =} 
I feare thee not. 

Claud. Marry befhrew my hand, 
If it fhould giue your age {uch caufe of feare, . 


_ Infaith my hand meant nothing tomy fword, 


Leonato., Tuth,tufh,man, neuer fleere and ieft at me, 
I fpeake not likes dotard, nor afoole, 
As vnder priviledge of age to bragge , wi 
What I haue done being yong,or what would 4985) 63 
Were I not old, know C/audiotothyhead,, >. 
Thou haft fo wrong’d my innocent childe and Wey. 55 
That I am fore’d tolay my reuerence by, 
And with grey haires and bruife of many daies, 
Doe challenge thee totriall ofaman, . ©, 
T fay thou haft belied mine innocent childe. :- 


'| Thy flander hath gone through and through her heart, : 


And fhe lies buried with her anceftors:. 
O ina tombe where neuer {candall flepr, 
Saue this of hers, fram’d by thy villanie, 

Claud. My villany? . , 

Leonato.. Thine Claudio, thine] fay. 

. Prin, You fay notright. old man, | 

Leon, My Lord, my Lord, 
Ile proue it on his body ifhe dare, 
Defpight his nice fence,and his ative pra@tife,. | 
His Maie of youth, and bloome of Iuftihood.... ...,4 
|: Claud. Away, lwillnothauetodowithyou. . 

Leo. Canft thou fo daffe me?thou haft kild my child, 
Ifthou kilfime,boy,thoufhalt killaman.: 

Bro. He fhall killtwo of ys, andmen indeed, 
But that’s nomatter, let him kill one firft : 

a Win 

























































































































































































































































































































































































‘Win me and weare me,lethim anfwereme, 
Come follow meboy,come firboy,comeé follow me!” 
Sir boy,ile whip you from your foyning fence,” 
‘Nay,as I ama gentleman, 1 will. ott 46 

Leon. Brother. +e , IOS 

_ Brot.Content your felf,God knows I lou’d my neece; 

| And the is dead, flander’d to death by villaines, 

That dare as'well'anfwer a man indeede, 

-AsId aretakea ferpent by the tongue, 
Boyessapes;braggarts, lackes,milke-fops. 

Leon. Brother Anthony. 

Bret. Hold youwcontent,what manz] know them,yvea 
And what they weigh,euento the vemoft {cruple, 
Scambling ,out-facing ,fafhion-monging boyes, 

That lye,and cog and flout, depraue,and flander, 
| Goe antiquely,andfhow outward hidioufneffe, 
And {peake of halfe a dozen dang’rous words, 
| How they might hurt their enemies, if chey durft. 
And this is all. 
1 Leos, Butbrother Asthorie, 
{ Ant, Come;tisno matter, 
Donor you meddle, let me deale in this, 
{1 PricGentlemen both,we will not wake your patience 
| My heartis forry foryour daughters death : . 
| But on my honour fhe was charg’d with nothing 
| But what was true,and very full of proofe. 
| Leow. My Lord,my Lord. 
Prin. I will not heare you. 
: _ Enter Benedicke. 
Leo. No come brother,away,t will beheard. 
Exeunt ambo, 
Bre. And fhall,or fome of vs will {mart for ir. 

Prin. Sec, {ee, here comes the man we went to {eeke. 

Claw, Now fignior, what newes ? 

Bex, Good day my Lord. | 

Pris. Welcome fignior, youare almoft come to part 
almoft a fray. é . 

Clan. Wee had likt to haue had our two noles fnapt 
| off with cwo old men without teeth. 
| Prix. Leonato and his brother, what think’R thourhad 
wee fought, I doube we fhould haue beenc teo yong for 
em. 
s Ben.’ Ina falfe quarrell there is no true valour,I came 
| to feeke you both. 

(law, We haue beene vp and downeto fecke thee, for 
weare high proofe melancholly,and would faine haue it 
beaten away, wilt thou vfe thy wit? 

Bea, Icisininy {cabberd,fhall I draw it? 

Prin, Docft thou weare thy wit by thy fide? 

Clan, Newer any did fe,though verie many hauebeen 
béfide their wit,! will bid thee drawe,as we do the min- 
fixels draw to pleafure-ys. 

Prin, As {aman honeft man he lookes'pale, art thou 
ficke,or angrie? 

Claw. What,courage man: what though care kil’d a 
cat,thou haft mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bex. Sir, 1 fhall meete your wit in the careere ,tand 
you charge itagainft me, I pray you chufe/another fub- 
iect. v 

Claw. Nay then giue him another ftaffe, this laft was 
broke croffe. ; 

Prin. By this light,he changes more and'more,I thinke 
| She be angrie indeede, . 
Clan. Ifhe Be,he knowes how to turne his girdle. 

Ben. ‘Shall I {peake awordimyour care? > 

Clan. Godbleffe me from achallenge. 


eM uch adoe about Nothing. 


Ben. You area villaine;Tiett not,I willmake it Baba 


how you dare, with what you dare,and when youdare, 
do me right,or I will proteft your cowardife! you haue 


kill'da fweete Ladie,and her‘death fhall fall heauie on 
you,let meheare from you. : a 
Clan. Well,I will meete you, fo I may haue goog 


 cheare; 


Pring What,a feaft,a feaft ? 1g Ab Zieh) 
Clas. 1 faith Ithanke him,he hath bid me toa calues} 
head and a Capon, the which if I deenot carne mof cy. |. 
rioufly, fay my-knife’s naughit, fhall J not findea wood. | 
cocketod?”’"° ; 4) 
Ben, Sit,your wit ambles well, it goes eafily, 
- Prin. Metell thee how Beatrice prais’d thy wit the o-4| 
ther day: I faid thou hadft a fine wit:true faies the,a fine 
little one :nofaid I,a great wit: right faies thee, a great 
groffe one: nay faid I, agood wit: iuft faid'the,it hurts 
no body : nay faid], the gentleman is wife : certain {aid 
fhe, a wife gentleman : nay faid I, he hath the tongues: 
that I belecue faid fhee, forhee {worea thing to me on 
munday night which he forfwore on tuefday morning: 
there’s a doubletongue, there’stwo tongues : thusdid 
fhee an howre together tranf-{hape thy particular yer. 
tues, yet at laft the concluded with afigh, thou wattthe 
propreft man in Italie. 

Claud. For the which the wept heartily, and faid thee} 
car’d not. { 

Prin. Yeathat fhe did,but yet for all that,and if thee 
did not hate him deadlie, thee would loue him dearely, 
the old mans daughter told vs all. 

Claw. All,all,and mereouer, God faw him yvhen he 
was hid in the garden. | 

Prin. But when fhall we fet the fauage Bulls hornes 
onthe fenfible Benedicks head? ; ; 

Clan. Yea and text vnder-neath, heere dwells Bene- 
dicke the married man, 

Ben, Fare you well, Boy, you know my minde,I will 
leauc you now to your goffep-like humor, you breake| 
icfts as braggards do their blades, which God be thank. 
ed hurtnot; my Lord,foryour manie courtefies I thank 
you, I muft difcontinue your companie, your brother 
the Baftard is fled from Meffina : you haue among you, 
kill’d a {weet-and innocent Ladie; for my Lord Lacke- 
beard there,he and I fhall meete, and till then peace be 
with him, 

Prin. He is inearneft. 

Claz. In moft profound earneft, and Ile warrant you, 
for the louc of Beatrice. 

Prin. And hath challeng’d thee. 

Claw. Moft fincerely. 

Prin, What a prettie thing man is,when he goes in his 
doublet and hofe,and leaues off his wit. 


Enter Conftable,Courade,and Borachio. | 


Clas. He is then.a Giant to an Ape,but then is an Ape 
a Doétor to fucha man. 

Prin. But foft you,let me be,plucke vp my heart,and 
be fad,did he not fay my brother was fled? 

Conf? Come you fir,ifiuftice cannot tame you,thee 
fhall nere weigh more reafons in herballance, nay, and 
you bea curfing hypocriteonce,you muft be lookt to. 

Prin. How now,two of my brothers men bound? Bo- 
rachio ones ras sles 

Clan,. Harken after their offencemy Lord, 


Prin, Officers,what offence haue thefe men done? 
Con. Marrié } 





ge Sl a, a - oe : i 
Much adoonboueN orbing.. ee 
(Cow. Marrie fir, they:haueicommitted falfereport, { I vvould bend vnderanicheauie vvaight, 
proreouer.they haue fpoken: vattiuths, fecondatily they } That heele enioyne meto. . 
are landets,. fixt andlaflly,> they hauebelyed aLadie, | Leong 1 cannot bid you bid my daughter liue, 
'| shirdly,they haue verified vninft things,andto conclude |}. That vvereimpoffible,but I praie you both, 
they are lying knaues. 7 “ow || Poffeffe the people in Atefina here, 
| Prin. Fit aske thee: what they haut done, thitdlie | - How itinocent fhe died,and if your lowe 
'} Can labour aught in fad inuention, 
|. Hang her an epiraph vpon her toomb, 
‘| And fing it to her bones, fing it to night: 
To morrow morning come you to aiy houfe, 
And fince you could not be my fonnein aw, 
Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a daughter; 
Almoft the copie of my childe that’s dead, 660 fF 
And the alone is heire to both of ys, ohne 
Giue her theright you fhould have giwahercofin, 
And fo dies my revenge. Tou 
Clas, O noble fir! 
Your overkindneffe doth wring teares from me,” gy 
I do embrace your offer,and ditpofe 
For henceforth of poore (Vaudio, 
Leon, To morrow then [ will expe& your comming, 
Tonight | take my leaue,this naughtie man \ 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who I belecue was packt in all this wrong, 
Hired toit by your brother. ee EO 
Bor, No by my foule fhe was not, 
Nor knew-not what fhe did when the {poke to me, 
Butalwaies hath bin iuft and vertuous, see: 
In anie thing that I do know by her. rosttuaey 
Conft. Moreouer fir;which indeéde is not vnder'white 


charge.’ ‘ri iM bersciga) 







hane deceived euen your veriecies: vvhat your wife- | 
domes could not difcouety\thefe fhallow fooles haue | 
brought tolight, vvhointhenight onerheard me con- | 
feffing tochis man, how Dex Joby your brother incenifed | 
ineto flander the Ladi: Hero, how: youcwere brought | 
intothe Oréhard,and fawane court Margaret in Heroes | 
garments; how yon difgracid hervvhen’ you fhould 
marie her: my villanie they hauc vpon'tecordsvvhich | 
Ihad rather feale vvith my death, then repeace ouer to 
my fhame : the Ladieisdead vpon mineandmy miafters | 
falfe aceufation : and briefelie, Idefitenothing but'the | 
rewardofavillaine, edinrouitifivy j bead 
| Prin. Runs notthis fpeech like yron througl: your 
bloud? ¥ vd 


Clas. Thaue drunke poifon whiles he vtter'd it: 
Prine. But-did my Brother fet thee on to this ? 
Bor, Yea,and paid me richly for the practife of it, 





and black, this plaintiffe here, the offendour did call mee 
affe, I befeech you let it be remembred in his penifh- 





ment,and alfo che vvatch heard themealke ofone tg 

Prin, He iscompas’d andfram’d of treachérie, med, they fay he wearesa keyin his eare and alock hat g- 
And fied he is vpomthis villanie.® 9 { yore 37 ing by it,and borrowesmonie in Gods name, the which, 

Cla. Sweet Hero,nowthy image doth appeare he hathvs’d fo fong,and neuer paied,that now men gtow 


Inthe rare femblance thav J lou'd it firtt. hard-harted and will lend nothing for Gods fake : praic 
\ 





Conft. Come,bring away the plaintiffes,by this time you examine him vpon that point, 
our Sexton hathreformed Sigaior Leonato of the matter : Leon, | thanke thee for thy care and honeft paines. 
andmafters,do not forget to fpecifie when time & place Conffe Your vvorthip {peakes like a moft thankefull 
fhall ferue,that I aman Affe. and reverend youth,and I praife God for you. 
_ Con.2. Here,here comes matter Signior Leonato, and Leon. There’s for thy paines. 
the Sexton too. : | Conft. God {aue the foundation. 
| Leon. Goe, I difcharge thee of thy prifoner, and ] 
| thanke thee, : 
| Conf? 1 leaue anarrane knaue vith your vvorthip, 
| which I befeech your worthip to correét your félfe, for 
| theexample of others: God keepe your vvorfhip, | 
with your worthip well, God reftore you to health, 
Thumblie giue you leaue to depart, and if a mer- 
rie meeting may be wifht, God prohibite it : come 
neighbour. 
Léon. Vutillto morrow morning, Lords, farewell, 
. Exeunt, 
Brot, Farewell my Lords,vvelooke for you to mor- 
| TOW. 
| Pris. We will not faile. 
Clan, Tonightile mourne with Hero: 
Leon. Bring you thefe felloweson, weeltalke yvith 
Margaret how her acquaintance grew yvith this lewd 
fellow. Exennt, 


Enter Leonato. 







Leow, Which is the villaine? let me fee his cies, 
That when I nore another man like him, 
| I may auoide him svvhich of thefe is he? | 
Bor.1f you vvould know yout wronger,looke on me. | 
|» Leon,. Art chou thoutheflaue that with thy breath | 
haftkild mine innocent childe ? | 
Bor. Yea,euen alone, . 
Leo. No, not fo villaine,thou belieft thy felfe, | 
| Here ftand a paire ofhonourablemen, 
_ | Athirdis fledthat hada hand init: 
Tthanke you Princes for my daughters death, 
Record it with yourhigh and worthie deedes, 
was brauely done, if you bethinke you of it. 
Clan. V knownoe how to pray your patience, 
Yet muft{peake,choofe your reuenge your felfe, 
Impofe me to what penance your inwention edt 
Cawlay Vponmy fitne,yerfina’d Inots! °°: 
But in'miftaking, . 305)... ral or 
Prin, By my foulenor Bj 77 207 thaws. 
Andyereg fatisfiethis poodold mans: Hi 


Enter Benedicke and Margaret. : 
_ ‘Ben. Praie thee fweete Miftris Margaret, defertic 
_ -wellat my hands, by helping mee tothe fpeecleof Bea- 
rice, - : 
. Mar. Will 











































































































































































































































































































eM uch adoe about Nothing. 


Mar. Willyou then write me a Sonnet in praife of 
my beautic ? 


Bene. Infohigh a ftile Afargaret, that no man liuing 


fhall come ouer it, for in moft comely truth thou defer- 


uct it. 
Mar, Tohaue no man come cuer me,why, fhall Ial- 
waies keepe below ftaires ? 


Bene. Thy wit is as quicke asthe grey-hounds mouth, | 


it catches. 

Mar .And yours,as bluntas the Fencers foiles,which 
hit, but hurt note 

Bene. Amoft manly wit 24argaret, 1¢ willno* hurt a 
woman ; and fo pray thee call Beatrice, I giue thee the 
bucklers. 

Mar, Giuevs the fwords, wee haue bucklers of our 
owne. 

Bene. Ifyou vfe them Margaret, youmutt put inthe 
pikes witha vice, and they are dangerous weapons for 
Maides, 

Mar. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I thinke 
hath legges. Exit Margarite. 

Ben. And therefore will come.The God of loue that 


fits aboue,and knowes me, and kaowes me, how pitti- , 


full I deferue. I meane infinging, bucinlouing, Lean- 
der the good {wimmer, Troilous the firft imploier of 
pandars, and a whole booke full of thefe quondam car- 
pet-mongers, whofe name yet runne fmoothly in the e- 
uen rode of ablanke verfe, why they were neuer fo true- 
ly turned over and ouer as my poore felfe in loue: mar- 
tie I cannot fhew it rime,I have tried,I can finde out no 
rime to Ladie butbabie, an innocent rime: for fcorne, 
horne, ahard time : for {choole foole, a babling time: 
yerie ominous endings, no, I was not borne vnder ari- 
ming Plannet, for I cannot wooc in feftiuall tearmes : 
Enter Beatrice. ; 
fweete Beatrice would’{t thou come when I. cal’d 
thee? 

Beat, Yea Signior,and depart when youbid me. 

Bene, O ftay but till then, 

Beat. Then,is fpoken : fare you well now,and yet ere 
T goe,let me goe with that I came,which is, with know- 
ing what hath paft betweene you and Claudio, 

Bene. Onely toule words, andthereuponI will kiffe 
thee. 

Beat. Foule words is but foule wind, and foule wind 
is but foule breath,and foule breach is noifome, there- 
fore F will depart vnkift. 

Bene. Thou haft frighted the word out of his right 
fence,{o forcible is thywit, but I muft tell thee plainely, 
Claudio vndergoes my challenge,and either I muft fhort- 
ly heare from him, or J will fub{cribe him a coward,and 
I pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts didft 
thou firft fall in loue with me ? 

Beat. Forthemall together, which maintain’d fo 
politique aftate of euill, thar they willnot admit any 
good part to intermingle with them: but for which of 
my good parts did you firft fuffer loue for me? 

Bene, Suffer loue! a good epithite,! do fuffer loue in- 
deede, for I loue thee againft my will. 

Beat. In fight of your heart I think,alas poore heart, 
if you{pightit for my fake, will {pight it for yours,for 
I will neuer loue that which my friend hates. 

Bened. Thou and J are too wife to wooe peacea- 
blie. 

Bea.lt appeares not in this confeffion,there’s not one 
wife man among twentie that will praife himfelfe. 


Bene, Anold, anoldinftance Beatrice, that liwd in 
thetime of good neighbours, ifaman doe not ereétin 
this age his owne tombe ere he dies, hee {hall livene 
longer in monuments, thenthe Bels ting,& the Widdow 
weepes, 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you? © 

Bex, Queftion,why an hower in clamour and a quar. 
ter inrhewme,therfore is it moft expedient for the wife 
if Don worme (his confcience) finde no impediment to 
the contrarie, to be the trumpet of his owne vertues, ag 
Iam to my felfe fo much for praifing my felfe,who] my 
felfe will beare witneffe is praife worthie, and now teil, 
me, how doth your cofin ? ui 

Beat. Verieill, 

Bene. And how doe you? 

Beat, Verieilltoo. 


Enter Unfila 


Bene. Seruce God,loue me,and mend, there will] Jeaue 
you to, for here comes one in hafte. 

Vif, Madam, you muft come to your Vacle, yon- 
ders old coile at home, it is proouedmy Ladie He. 
ro hath bin falfelie accufde, the Prince and Candin 
mightilie abufde, and Dow Jobn is the author of all, who 
is fled and gone: will you come prefentlie ? 

Beat. Willyou go heare this newes Siguior? 

Bene. 1 will liue in ethy heart, die in thy lap, and be bue 
ried in chy cies: and moreouer, I wil! goe with'thee to 
thy Vacles. Exewnt| 


Entér Classdio,Prince and three er fenre with Tapers. 


Clan. Ysthisthe monument of Leonato? 
Lord, It is my Lord. Epitaph. 
Done to death by flanderons tongues, 
Was the Hero that bere lies 
Death in guerdon of ber wrongs, 
Gines her fame which newer dies 3 
So the life that dyed with fhame, 
Lines in death with glorions fanse. 
Hang thou there vpon the tombe, 
Pratjing ber when I ans dombe. 
Now mutlick found & fing your folemn hymne 


Song. 
Pardon goddeffe of the might, 
Thofe that flew thy virgin knight, 
For the which with fougs of woe, 
Round abont ber tombe they goe : 
Midnight affift our mone helpe vs ta figh and grone. 
Heauily, heauily. 
Graues yawne and yeelde your dead, 
Till death be uttered, 
Heauenly heavenly. 
(this right, 
Lo. Now vnto thy bones good night,yeerely will I do 
Pris, Good morrow matters, put your Torches opt, 
The wolues haue preied,and looke,the gentle day 
Before the wheeles of Pheebus,round about 
Dapples the drowfie Eaft with fpots of grey: 
Thanks to you all,and leaue vs, fare you well, 
(lan. Good morrow mafters,each his feuerall way. 
Prin. Come let vs hence,and put on other weede: 
And then to Leonatoes we will goe. ; 
Clas. And Hymennow with luckier iffue —— 
en! 
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Although againft her willas it appeares, 
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The Prince. and. C/audie promis’d by this howre.. 
To vifit me,you know your office Brother, 
Youmutt be father to yourbrothers daughter, 
And giue herito young (landia. 












































Bene. Fricr,1 muft increat your paives;] thinke, 
Frier, To'doe what Signior ? PIES SSegn 
Bene, To binde mejor vndoe me,one of them: 

Signior Leonaro, truth itis good Signior,: » 

Your neece regards me with an eye of fauout. . 

Leo, Thateyemy daughter lenvher, ’tis moft true, 

Bene. And I doe witlvan eye of loue requite her. 

{> Leo. The fight whereof Ethinke you had from me, 

{From Claudie,and the Prizce,but what’s your will? 

Bened, Your anfwer firis Enigimatically sii) 

| But for my will, my willis, your good will” 

| May ftand with ours, this day to be conioyn’d, 

\Inthettate ofhonourable marriage, 

| In which(good Frier)I fhall defire yourhelpe, 

| Leow. My heartis wich yourliking.x 
Frier. Andmyhelpe.”  -90 ret 

Enter-Prince and Claudio, with attendants: 

Prix, Good morrow to thisfaire affembly. 

Lea, Good morrew Prince,g60d mortow Claudio: 
Weheere attend you,are you yet determin’d , 
To day tomarry with my brothers daughter? > 

Claud. Sle hold my minde were fhe an Ethiope. 

Leo, Callher forth brother,heres the Frier ready. 

Prin. Good morrow Benedike,why what's the matte:? 
Thatyou have fuch a Februarie face, 

So full of froft, of ftorme,and clowdineffe. 

(land. Y thinke he thinkes vpon the fauage bull : 
Tuth, fearenotiman, wee'll tip tpy hornes with gold, 
Andall Europa fhall reioyce at thee , 
| As once Europa did at lulty Zone, | 
When he would play the noble beaftin loue. 

Ben, Bull Zowe firyhadanamiableiow, © 

| And fome fuch ftrange bull leapt your fathers Cow, 

A gota Calfe in that fameneblefeat, ve 

Muchliketo you, for you haueiutt his bleat. 

Enter brother,Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Vrfila 

Cla. For thisTowe you:here comes other recknings. 
Whichiisthe Lady I muft feize vpon? on lliw 266) 

Leo. Thigfamveis fheyand I doe giueyou her. |: 

Cla, Why then the’s mine, {weet let me fee your face. 

Leon. Nothatyou fhal notytill you take-her hand, 
Before this Friet,and {weareto marry hers onic) | 

an. Giteine your hand before thisholy:Frier, es: 

Tam your husband af youhke oftmele v7 2adi siods 91!) 
mn ov Andwhen Tliu'd Iwas:your other wifeyr.< 0 | 

And when ou lou'd, youwere my otherhusband. 5. /. 

Clase. erHere?., be y2a'45 llavy we H sO 


vs 


ii Que ¢ 
wre Oe oe As + 


eh, | Prin: The Foriner Hire, Ferothat dead. 
wy ir Leos, Shee died my Lord, but whiles ef Mlarider liu’d. 
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“not Exennt Ladies) |) 
Old. Which Iwill doenwith confitm’d countenance. | 


_ Forheresa paper written imhis band, iv wwene 10” 


| Containing heraffestion-vnto Bewédieke, 5059 5.01 


| Andbrought with armed men backe to CAddfinas! 





Hero. Nothin g certainer, 


but I doctiue, 


oh Oo 


~ \Frie7? All this amazement can T quatifie- 
When after that the holy rites are ended, 
? lletelliyou largely of fairéHerees death : 
» Meane'timne tet wonder fedme familiar ‘ 
~ Abd tothe chappéll let vsprefently, 
Ben, Soft and faire Frier,which is Beatrice? 
~ Beat. L an{wer to tharname, what is your-wil 2-— 
Bene, Doe not you loue me? 
‘Beat. Why no,no more then reafon, : 
_...Bene. Why then your Wncle,and the Prince, & Clau- 
dio, haue beene deceived, they {wore you did, 

Beat. Doenot you loue mee ? 

Bene. Froth no, no more'then reafory ss 

Beat. Why then my Colin Margaret and Orfula 
_ Are much deceiu’d,for they did fweare you did. 
Bene. They {wore you were almoft fieke for me. 
Beat, They {wore you were wel-nyé déid for me, | 
Bene, "Tisno matter,then you doe notloueme? . 
Beat. Notruly,butin friendly recompenee, 
Leon. Come Cofin,! am fure ye € 






aed 








en Set 
you louethe-gentlerna. 
(lau. And Tlebe fworne vpon't, thathedoues her, T 
| Ahalting fonnet of his owne pure braine) 2. 9260 be / 
. Fafhionedta:Beatrice, . O79 J sustid sicisisc'} 
| Hero. Andheeres another) 1. Ate ge s1ew 22 
~ Writin my cofins hand; ftolne'from her’pocket; ba 


red [ 
A 
ial wwO 


t 


Bene. A miracle, here’s our owne hams Seain oit 
hearts : come I willhauethée!but by thislight I take | 
theeforpittic. 4 iui otoutislqmsiios bis line 

Beat. I would not denie you, but by this goodday I 
yeeld vpon grearperfwafiony & partly to faue-your life, 
for Iwas told; you were in aconfumption;s © ol 30M 

Leon. Peace i will ftopyour mouth, 020 5 ose) 

Prin. Howdoft thou Benedicke che married tran? > 

Bene. Nerell thee what Prince : aColledye of witte- 
crackers cannot flout mee out of my humour; doft thou 
think I care fora Satyre or an Epigram ? no; if aman will 
be beaten with braines,a thail weare nothing hand{fome | 
about binvsin briefe,fince:] do purpofe to marry, I will 
thinke nothing to any purpofe thar the world can fay a- | 
gainftit, and therefore never flour ame; for have {aid - 
againft ic: for manisa giddy thing, and this is my con- | 
clufion: for thy part Claudio, 1 did thinke to hane beaten 
thee, but in that thou art like robe my kinfman, hue vne |} 
bruis'd, and loue ty coufins!>: rq 23 Hp 

Cla. Lhad well hop’d ¥ wouldft haue denied Beatrice 
I might haue cudgel’d thee out'ofthy fingleliféjtomake | 
thee a double dealer; which out of queftié thou wilt be, 
if my Coufin do notlooke exceeding narrowly to thee. | 

Bene. Comejcome, we are friends, let’s haue a dance qe 
ere we are married,that we may lighten ‘ouriown hearts, 
and our wiues heelesji'o! 202 Hinsmow soos son AS 

Leon. Wee ll haue dancing afterwards oqod | iyi vi | 

Bene. Firlt,ofmy vvord,therfore play mufick, Prince, 
thou art fad, get thee a wife,gertheea wvife, therelisno 
Gaff more reuerend thenone tipt with hort, €xter, M6/,, 

Meffen. My Lord, your brother John isitane in flight, 


- 


' Bese, Thinke not onhimtil}to morsow', iledenife, 
thee braue punifhments for him! ftrike vp PiperssDance. 
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Enter Ferdinand King 
Dumané; Diig t3tH3 


oF eedinands 13 it ae 
2A Bae Et Fame, thatallhunt after inebeir liues , 
Oey Lime regiltred:vpop our brazen T ombes, 
ret FD 
eA al 
ni YA 


And make vs heyiresiofall eternitie! to tecnc! 
Therefore braue Conquerours, for fo.youare, bi 


That warre againft your gwieaffections 
| And thebugeArmiieof ithe worlds defires.s 


Our late edi& fhall ftrongly ftand in force, 
Nanay hall be che wonder of the world. 


+ Our Court fhall be alittle Achademe ,, 
‘} Still and contemplatiue in living Art. 


1 Sub(cribe to: your deepe oathics, and keepe it to. 

q ite Louganill, Lamrefolu’d, 'tis but-a three yeeres faft: 
# The minde hall banquet; thoughthe body pine, 

| Fat paurichesihaueleane patess: and dainty bits, : 


| cs: Dumane, My louitig'Lord;Dumane is mortified, « 
| ‘The groffermanner of thefe worlds delights , 
| He throwes vponthe groffe.worlds bates flaues : 


¢ 
F 


| Withall thefe lining inPhilofophie. 


| So much,deare Liege Dhauc already {worne,. 
| ‘That issto live and ftudy heere three yeeres. 


“| 
' 
‘ 


§ 
. 


b 
{ 


i 
» 


| And not befeene to.winkeefall the day. 
«Wher waswont tothinkeno harme all night ,- 3% 


‘ 


‘ 
; 


‘| Youth ree, Berowne »Dumainesaac Longaniil, 


Hate (wornefor three yeeres terme,to live with me: 
My fellow Schollers,andto keepethofe itacutes 
That are recorded in this-fcedule heere, : 

Your oathesare paft,agdnow fubfcribe your names: 
That his owne hand may {trike bis honour downe, 
That violates the finalleft branch heereins- 

If youare arm'dto.doe,yas fwerne todo, 


Make rich thé ribs, but bankerourthewits. - 


"To loussto-wealth,to pompe,I pine aid die, 


Berownes: can butfay their proteftation ouer , 


Butshere are other ftrictobferuances : 

Asnotto fee a woman in that terme, 

Which I hope well isnarenrolled theres: 
-Ayid One day:in.a weeketo touch no foode: | 
And but one meale ofreuery day befides 
‘The which hope ismonenrolledthere.: 
And thentodleepeburthree houres inthe. night, 


t 


Andmake aidarke night tdo.of halfe theday = 


x 


of Navarre, Berownes Long anill; and | 


Andthep. grace va in the difgrace’of death: 

when {pight,of cormorant deuouringTime, 
| Toendewoon ofthis prefent-breath may bir + 
| That honour whiclu fall bate his fythes keeneedge 5 


+ 
{ 
{ 
! 
gi 


te 
3 
| 


| 
: 
| 
| 


; 
S 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 


== LouesLabourslot | 


Which I hope well is not:enrolled there. 

Q, thefe.are- barren taskes;too:hard to keepe, 

Notto fee Ladies, ftudy, faftnetfleepe. 7) |, 
Ferd. ‘Your oath is paft;to paffe away from thefe. 
Berow. Let me fay no my Liedge,and if you pleafe, 

I onely {wore to-ftudy with your grace, 

And ftay heere in your Court forthree yeeres{pace, . 
Longa, You {wore to that Berowne,and tothe refts | 

Berow.By yea and nay fir, than I {wore in ieft, 

Whatis theend of ftudy,lecme know?) | 
Fer, Why that to know which elfe'wee fliould not 

know. > 2 Y ehaaet 
Ber. Things hid & bard(you meane)fr6 cémon fenfe, 
Ferd, I,thatis ftudiesigod-like recompence. 

Bere. Comeonthen; I willfweare to ftudie fo, 

To know the thing Jam forbidto know:. : 

As thus, to ftudy where] wellimay dine, 

When I co faft expreflely am forbid. 

Or ftudie where ro meet fome Miftreffe fine, 

Wher Miftreflesfrom common fenfe are hid. 

Or hauing fworne too hardakeeping oathy.: ) 

Studie to breake it, and not breakeany troth, « ) 

If ftudies gaine be thus,and this be fo, 

Studie knowes that which yet ic doth not knows: 

Sweareme to this,and I will nerefay now ya 
Ferd Thefe beghe {tops that hinder ftudie quits, 

And traine our intelleéts to.vaine delight..co<) oi 4 
Ber. Why? all delights are vaine,and that. moft vain 

Which with paine purchas'd,doth inheritipaine 5 |!) 00 

As paihefully to poare vpon.a Booke, pan’ \ 

To feeke the light oftryth, whiletruththe while’ 

Doth falfely blinde theeye-fight of his lookes* |: ha! 

Light feeeking light,dothlight oflight beguiles i021 

So ere you finde where lighitin-darkenefleliesy::! 2/7 

Your light growes darkeby lofing of your Eyes. >. 

Studie me how to pleafethe ¢yeindeede s/20) sero anh 

By fixing’it vpon a fairer eye, nis) 

Who dazling fo, that eyefhall be bis heed, ub 

And give him light thar it was blinded byes 0S. 

Studic is lke the heauens glorious Suangs's20 5 

That will not be deepe fearch’d with fawcylookes:. 

Small haue continuall plodders euer wonne, 

Saue bafe authoritie from others Bookesi: » 

Thefe earthly Godfathers of ieavens lights,“ 

Thar giue a name'toreneryfixedStatre, 9104 e090 

Hauc no.thore profit oftheir fhining nightsy ee) 

Then thofe that walke and wat not whatéhey ares 1" 

Too muchto-know;istoknow nought but fames:- 

And every Godfather cangiweaname,,| vow 0 

Fer, How well hee’s readorealonagaiattreding 


fit 


woah 
aioe 










Dum, Proceeded well, to ftop all good preceeding. 
weedings cs 8 vt END 
Ber, The Spring is neare when greene geeffe ate a 
breeding. 9) «|: Re. ach 

Dum. How followesthat? 

Ber. Fit inthis place and time. 

pum. Inxreafon nothing, | 

Ber. Something then in rime. 

Ferd. ‘Berowne is like an enuious {neaping Froft, 
That bites the firft borne infants of the Spring, 




















Before the Birds haueany caufe to fing? 

Why fhould Lioy in any abortiue birth ? 

AcChriftinas I no more defire a Rofe, 

Then with a Snow in Mayes new fangled fhowes: 

But like of each thing that in feafon growes, 

So you to ftudie now itis too late, 

That were to clymbe ore the houfe to vnlocke the gate. 
Fer, Well, fit you out : go home Berowne ; adue. 

Ber. Nomy good Lord,] haue {worn to ftay with you. 

And though I haue for barbarifme {poke more, 

Then for that Angell knowledge y.ou can fay, 

Yer confident Le keepe what Lhaue{worne, 

And bide the pennance of each three yeares day.. 

Giue me the paper, lec me reade the fame, 

And tothe ftricteft decrees Ile write my name. 

Fer. How well this yeelding refcues thee from fhame. 

Ber. Item. That no woman fhall come within a mile 

of my Court. 

Hath this bin proclaimed ? 

Lon, Foure dayes agoe, 

Ber, Let’sfee the penaltie. 

On paine of loofing her tongue. 

Who deuis’d this penaltie ? 

Lon. Marry that did I. 

Ber. Sweete Lord, and why ? ’ 

Los. Tofright them hence with that dread penaltiec, 

A dangerous law again({t gentilitie. 

Item, \fany man be {eeneto talke with a woman with- 

inthe tearme of three yeares, hee fhall indure fuch 

ae fhame as the reft of the Court {hall poffibly 
evtife, 

Ber. This Article my Liedgeyoug felfe muftbreake, 

For well you know here comes in Embaffie 

The French Kings daughter;with your felfe to {peake : 

A Maide of grace and compleate maieftic, 

About furrender vp of Aquitaine : 

Toher decrepit, ficke,and bederid Father: 

Therefore this Article is made in vaine, 4a 

Orvainly comes th’admiredPrinceffe hithers i: 

| Fer.What fay you Lords? «:. »: Te Ne 

‘Why,this was quite forgot. * 

Ber. So Studie euermoré is ouerfhot, 

Whileit doth ftudy to hatewhatit would, . 

It doth forger'to doe the thingit fhould: 

| Andwhen it hath the thing it hunteth moft, 

#18 Won as townes with fire, fo won, fo loft. 

{2 Pers Weimntt of force difpence with this Decree, 

She mutt lye here on meere neceffitie. >: 

)__, Ber. Neceffity willmakewsallforfworne:! . 

Three thoufand times withiri this thtee yéeres {paces 

For everyman with hisaffe@sisborne;s ou 

iNos bysmight mattred,bue by {peciall grace. >» 

eo breake faith, this word {hall breake for me; 2.2 

! am forf ome onmecreneceffitic..:) 1.) ovr) 

























































Lewes Labour's lof. 


Lon, Hee weedestthe,corne, and ftill lets grow the. 


But I beleeue although I feeme fo loth, 


Ber. Wel,fay Lam,why fhould proudSummer boaft, | 





|. flefh. 


123 
So to the Lawes at large I write my name, 

Andhe that breakes chem in the leaft degree, 

Stands in attainder of eternall fhame. 

Suggeftions are to others as to me: 


Tam the laft that will laft keepe his oth. 
Butis there no quicke recreation granted? 
Fer, [that there is,our Court you knowis hanted 
With a refined trauailer of Spasne, 
Aman in all the worlds new tafhion planted, | 
That hath a mint of phrafes in his braine : 
One,who the muficke of his owne vaine tongue; 
Doth rauifh like inchanting harmonie : 
A man of complements whom right and wrong 
Haue chofe as vmpire of their mutinie. 
This childe of fancie that Armado hi ght, 
For interim to our ftudies fhall relate, 
In high-borne words the worth of many a Knight: 
From tawnie Spaine loft in the worlds debate, 
How you delightmy Lords, know nor I, 
But I protet{t I loue to heare him lie, 
And I will vfe him for my Minftrelfie. 
Bero. Armado isa moftilluftrious wight; 
A man of fire,new words, fafhions owne Knight. 
Lon. (oftard the {waine and he,thall be our fpert, 
And fo to ftudie, three yeeres is but fhort. 


Enter a Conftable with Coftard with a Letter. 


Conf. Which is the Dukes owne perfon. 

Ber. This fellow, What would’ft ? 

Con. I my felfe reprehend his owne perfony for Iam f. 
his graces Tharborough:But I would {ee his own perfon 
in fefh and blood. 

Ber. This is he. 

Con, Signeor Arme,»4rme commends you s 
Ther’s villanie abroad,this Jerter will tell you more. 

Clow. Sir the Contempts thereof are as touching 
mee, 

Fer. Aletter from the magnificent Armade. 

Ber. How low foeuer the matter, 1 hope in God for 
high words. 

Lon. A high hope for a low heauen,God grant vs pa- 
tience. 

Ber, Toheare,or forbeare hearing, 

Lon. To heare meckely fir,and to laugh moderately, |) 
or to forbeare both. raid Toaseh 

Ber. Wellfir, beit asthe file hall giuevs caule to } 
clime in the merrineffe. 3 ] 

Clo, The matter is to me fir,as concerning Jaquewetta, 
The manner of itis, 1 was taken with the mainer. 

Ber, In what manner ? ny 4 

C/o.In manner and forme following fir all thofe three. 
I was feene with her in the Mannor houfe, fitting with 
her vpon the Forme, and taken following her into the 
Parke: which put to gether, is in manner and forme 
following. Now fir for the manners It isthe manner } 
of a man to {fpeaketo a woman, forthe forme in foine 
forme. 





_s Ber. For the following fir. 


Clo. Asit thall follow in my corre&tion,andGod de- 
fend the right. ' it aE 
Fer. Will you heare this Letter with attention? . 
Ber. As we would heare n Oracle. 
clo, Suchis the fimplicitie of man to harken after the 


L2 F cr. Great 




























































































































































































































































































































































































e. Ferdinand. ay 
| Boe Deputie, the Welkins Vicegerent; and {ole domi~ 

B nator of Nauar, my fonles earths God, and bodies fo- 
firing patrone : 

Coff. Nota vvord of (effard yet. 

Ferd. Soitis.. 

Coft. It may be. fo: but ifhe fay itis fo,heis in telling 

true: butfo, , ; 

Ferd. Peace, - 

Clow. Beto me,and.euery man that dares not fight. 

Ferd. No words, 

Clow. Of other mensfecrets I befeech you. 

Ferd. Sot is befieged with fable coloured melancholie, 1 

did commend the blacke oppreffing humour to the molt whole- 
Some Phy ficke of thy health-giuing ayre: Andaslama Gen- 
tleman, betooke my felfe to walke : the time When ? about the 
fixct houre, When beafis moff grafe, birds beft pecks, and men 
fit downe to that novrifloment which v called {upper : Somuch 
for the time When, Now-for the ground Which ? which I 
meane I walkt upon, it is ycliped, Thy Parke. Then for the 
place Where? where I meane I did encounter that ebfcene and 
_ mof? prepofterous exent that draweth from my fnow-white pen 
the ebon coloured Inke, which heere thou vieweft, beboldeff , 
furuayeft, or feeft. But to the place Where ? It Standeth 
North North-eaf and by Eaft from the Weft corner of thy 
curious knotted garden ; There did I fee that low [piri- 
ted Swaine , that bafe Minow of thy myrth, (Clown. Mee?) 
that vnletered (mall kwowing foule,{Clom Me?) that {hallow 
vaffall (Clow, Still mee ?) which as 1 remember, bight Co= 
| ftard, (Clom.O me) foried and conforted contrary totby e- 
frablifhed proclaymed Editt and Continet, Cannon : Which 
with, 6 with, but with this I paffion to fay wherewith : 

Clo. Witha Wench. 

Ferd. With a childe of our Grandmother Eue, a female; 
| or for thy more {weet underftanding awoman : him, I (as my 
eutr efteemed dutie prickes me on) haue fent to thee, to receiue 
the meed of puni{lment by thy fweet Graces Officer Anthony 
Dull,a man of good repute, carriage, bearing , & eStimation. 

Aunth, Me,an’t fhall pleafe you? I am Anthony Dal. 

Ferd. For laquenetta (fo us the weaker veffell called ) 
which I apprebended with the afore{aid Swame , I keeper her 
a & veffell of thy Lawes furie, and fhallat the leaft of thy. 
Sweet notice, bring her te triall. Thine in all complements of 
deuoted and beart-buriing heat of dutie, 

> Don Adriana de Armado. 


Ber. Thisis not fo well as {looked for, but the beft 
thateuer Iheard, ... ». 
Fer. Ithe beft, for the worft. But firra, What fay you 
tothis 2». 
_ Cla, Sir confeffe the Wench. 
Fer, Did youheare the Proclamation? 


- Clo, *) doe confefle much of the hearing it; but little | 


ofthe marking of ir. 


Fer. It was proclaimed a yeeres imprifoment to bee: 
taken with a Wench. 
Clow. Twas taken with none fir,I was'takenvvitha 
Damofell, C7.2H 
Fer. Well,it was proclaimed Damofell. 
Clo. This was no Damofell neyther fir, fhee wasa 
Virgin: p 
Fer. tis fo varried to,for it was proclaimed Virgin. 
Clo, Tfit were, I denie her Virginitie>: Iwas taken 
with a Maide. ; 
Fer. This Maid will not ferue your turne fir. } . 
Clo, This Maide will ferue my turne fir. 


Kin. Si] will pronounce your fentence : 
fafta Weeke ith Booung ar Be 
Clo, 1 had rather pray a Moneth with Mutten and 
Porridge. 
Kin. And Don Armado thalt be your keeper. 
My Lord Berewne, fee him @eliuer’d ore, ©’ 
And goe we Lords to putin practice that, 
Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworne. 
Bero. Vie lay my headto‘any good mans hat, 
Thefe oathes and lawes will proue an idle fcorne. 
Sirra, comeon, 
Clo, 1 fuffer for the truth fir: for true it is, Twas ta.| 1 
ken with Jagnenetta, and Laquenettais a trne girle; and] || 
therefore welcome the fowre cup of profpetitie, afflidis 
on may one day {mile againe, and vntill then fit downe 
forrow. Exit, 
Enter Armado and Moth his Page. 
etrma. Boy, Whatfigneis it when aman of great 
{pirit growes melancholy ? | 
Boy. A great figne fir, that he willlookefad. |. 
Brag. Why? fadnefie is one and the felfe-fame thing 
deare impe. : 
Boy. Nono, O Lord firno, 
Brag. How canft thou part fadnefleand melancholy 
my tender Ja#enail? 
Boy, By a familiar demonftration of the working my 
tough figneur. 
Brag. Why tough figneur? Why cough figneur? 
Boy. Why tender Junenall? Why tender Jnnenall? | 
Brag. {poke it tender Junenall, as. a congruent apa 
thaton, appertaining to thy young daies, which wemay 
nominate tender, 
Bey. And cough figneur,as an appertinent title to 
your olde time, which we mayname tough. ail 
Brag. Pretty and apt. | 
Bey. How meane you fir,! pretty,and my faying apt? 
or I apt,and my faying prettie ? 
Brag. Thou pretty becaufe little. 
Boy, Little pretty, becante little: wherefore apt? ! 
Brag. And therefore apt, becaufe quicke. \ 
Boy. Speakeyou this immy praife Mafter? 
Brag. 1a thy condigne praife, i Sit : 
Boy. I will praife an Eele with the fame praife.. 
Brag. What 2 that an Eele isingenuous. 
Boy, Thatan Eeeleis quicke. 
Brag. I doe fay thou artquicke im an{weres, Thou 
heat’ft my bloud. i 
Boy. Tam anfwer'd fitis ers. 6 ohn out 
Brag. 1 loue not to be croft. (isi 
Bey. He fpeakes the meere contrary, croffesloue not | 
Br I haue promis’d.to ftudy inj. yeres withthe Duke} 
Boy. Youmay doe it inanhoure fir, A ting 
Brag. Impofhible. 
Bey. How many isene thricetold? .>: ‘ 
Bra. L amill atreckning;icfits the fpirit ofa Tapfter- | 
Boy. Youarea gentlemananda gamefterfir, «>| 
Brag. I confeffe Both » they are both the'vamnifhof 4} 
compleat man. Gh amiss wowss Vowels 
Bey. Then 1 am fure you know how muchthe grofle 
fumme of deuf-ace amounts to, © © 212)! oy) eld 
Brag. Itdothamounttoone more thentwo, | 
Boy. Which the bafe vulgar call threw oi) 20! |} 
Br. True. Bey. Why firisthis fuch:apeeceof ftudy?} | 
Now here’s three ftudied,ere you'll thtice winkyschow'|, | 


| eafie it is coputyeresto the Word three; and Rudy thite | 


yeeres in two words, the dancing horfewilitell:you. | | 


P __ Brag. A 








Brae A moftfine Figures! 210! ure ¥ ted te IO 9 Boy. And that’s great maruell. louin: a li he wench; 
Bop. To proué you aCypheti: 90) 07 19way fel Brag. Wfayfing.. ne Rs ° : 
Brag. 1 will heereupon confeffe lam inloue: anda’ Bey. Forbearetill this compariy be paft. 





| bafewench. If drawing my fword againftthe humour Enter C1 lovene ,Conftable, and Wench. 


| thought ofir, I wouldtake Defire prifoner, andranfome | .»Coxft, Sir;the Dukes pleafurejis chat you keepe Co- 
him toany French Courtiérfor anew deuis'd curtfie, | tard {afe, and you muft let him takeno delight; nor no 
thinke {corneto figh, me thinkes I fhould out-iweare | penance, buthee muft faft three daiesa weeke: for this | 


Cupid, Comforeme Boys: What greatmemhauebeene | Damfell,I muftkéepe her at the Parke, theeis alowd for 4 


in loue? intténo> Ht the Day-woman.° Fare you well. ay Ne | 

. Boy. Hercules Mafters o4'e1 e22900! in aniagi ont Brag. I do betray my felfe with blufhing: Maide. ! 
Brag. Moft {weere Heréulet x:more authority deare Maid, Mane.22>: aoa i off 100 

Boy, name mores and fweermychilde let them-be men Brag. I wil vific theeat theLedge, | votsc ot 

of good reputedndscarriaged rin: 2 02 cori) asdizo OAT Maid. That’s here by: noifeetiag lie 10 
Boy. SampforMafter,hewasamanofgoodcarriage, | Brag. [know where itis fitnate, ‘otter 

preat carriage y for hee carried the Towne-gates:on his | Mai. Lord how wife you are!” nth 

backe like a Porrerzand he wasindoue. -*:*2 295° ; Brag. I will tell thee wonders. penwon og 
Brag. O well-Knit Sampfonftrong iaynted Sampfon; | Ua, Withwharface? § 96ceu vr oxmaal” 

I doe excell thee inmyrapier,asamuch as thou didf{t mée Brag. llowe thee: Se Sa Bti eg val Top! 

in carrying gates. Lam in loue too, Who was Samp/ons Mai. So Theardyottfay,iior'? by ye giver ha 

loue my deare Afath? d gnweo 39! “ : “Brag. And fofatewell. MSC HNC aoe 
Boy. A Woman,Maftery cise » OG OSH ced Mai. Faire weather after'you.” HUBS O61 FOR VBOIKs & 
Brag. Of what complexion? > i. Clo. Come Jaquenetia, away. Vo 006 - Edennt. f 
Boy, Ofall the foure, or the three, or the two, or one Brag. Villaitie; thou fhalefatt for thy offences ere | 

| ofthe foure. E wad thou be pardoned. fay oness.c3 Sotg fel ms I hh 

Brag. Tellme precifely of what complexion? | , Clo. Welllir, Phope when deeit,I thall'déeiton a | 
Boy, Of the fea-water Greene fir. ° vi ’ full Romacke,29i 40 plivey ada gist wey paibaag! af 
Brag. Is that one of the foure complexions ?. Brag. Thou fhalt be heauily punifhieds! ©2 Woe ted F 
Boy. As I haue read fir,and the beft of theniteo, Clo. lam mote bound to you chen your fellowes, for { 


Brag. Greene indeed isthe colour of Lovers: but to DOE 3! 
hauea Loue ofthat colour,methinkes Sampfor had {mall 
reafon for it. He furely affected her forher wit; 
Boy. It was fo fir; for fhe had a.greene wit. * 
Brag. My Loucis moft immaculate white and ted. - 
Boy, Moft immaculate thoughts Mafter, aremask’d 
vnder {uch colours. 
| Brag; Define,define,well educated infant,’ 
Boy, My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue affitt 


they are but lightly rewarded." Ny 
Clo. Takeaway this villaine,fhiue him'vpsioaieg Tp 
Boy. Come'you tranfgrefling flausaway.nrrre Oh 
Clow. Let meenot bee pentvp tit’, I will fat being | 
loofe. - % me POIMIOLTEC ISIS sw SIOtsa, 
Bey, No fir, that were faft-atid loofe:thowfhialt to 
prifon. <wBy awe oPsnidmor. wey to i 
Clow. Well, ifenerI do feethe metry dayesofidefo> | 
lation that I hauefeene, fome fhalhfee. 9 i 


mee. enn yA 2 512 Boy. What fhallfome fee ?"* "= WG Sips? ae) 
«Brag. Sweet invocation of achilde; moftpretty and Clow. Nay nothing , Mafter Agoth , burw: atthey | 

|patheticall.cs o8icuso) coven stone? sss | lookeypon. Itis not ferprifonersto be filenetin their 

Boy. lf fheebe made of white and red,; 9) 1 words,and therefore I will fay nothing /I thanké Godt 


Her 'faults.will nerebe knowne: avy Die 
{For bluth-in cheekes by faults are bred, 


Atid feates by palewhitefhowne:” “Brag. Vdoeafke&t the'very ground (which is bafey 





| Then if thefearejorbe to blame,o> Toy os aera where her fhooe ( whichis bafét) puided by het foote’ 
| By this you fhall horkriowy:-i 2.08) 6 eco oe (which is bafeft)doth tread. I fhallbe forfworn(which 

Forftill her cheekes poffeffethe fame}: 6 oor jaa great argument of falfhood )ifl ove. And how ean 
| Which native fhetdothowerev 260 6 9014 


| A dangerous time mater againift the reaféh of white 
Jandreddesi 2 setivy aicrangietqidt cd wof ww 
| Brags Is therenot a ballet Boy, of the Xing and'the 
Begger? rong gHord faint sabolwood vid wotressdl AY 
Boy. The world was very guilty offucha Baller fome 
three ages fincejbur I thinke now “tis not tobe found: ér 
| if ic were, it would neither feruefor the writingmorthe 
j Cune, Bisd snichoteosi mobs sg 
Brag. will hauethat fubie@ hewly writ ore,that 
may example mydipreffion byifome mightyprefident. 
Boy, I doe loue that Countrey:pitlesthat I.cooke: in 
the Parke withthe tationall hinde Co/favd!: fie deféfues 


ate 


, thall turne Sonnet. ‘Deuife Wits write Pen, for Pam for | 


wel Vivi naw acdisoneolsisliiveuoY et | wholewolumesinféliog 96:7 Some? vel vod Ts. 5eyie, E 
: dt j : : i ey fot 2 ; fnpein TY 2. 4p i 
Boy. To bee-whip'S «iand yet'a betterloudther my 1 e¥/OIR VSI 88 ASW OHeHw Bb vil THOU oe | 
Maftereotsvdond titoy dive sonebl ron biCivmesd ~~ t Fines Atius Primus, ©2.22000 0 or % 
cect Biticae wo oe 


4 my v7 5 
i MOU IR GGT Loty SSN DOT 9a FAB Als 
~ . ‘ ~ . Ww > 


L Abin 





. Brag. Sing Boysiny ipizit grows ticauy/intFouey? 




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Atlus Secunda 


| Enter the Princelfe of Frauce ,. with three attending Ladies, 
aad. three Lords, nuoy : 


} . Beyet.; Now Madam{ummon vp yourdeareft {pirits, 
' Confider who the King your fatherfends: . ~~. 
To whom he fends, and what's his Embaffie. 

F Your felfe, Held precious in the worlds efteeme, 

. To parlee with the fole inheritour 

: Of all perfeétions that a man may owe,” 

| Matchlefle Manarre,the plea of no leffe weight 

| Then Aquitaine,a Dowrie for a Queene, | 

Be now as prodigall of all deare grace, 

+ As Nature was in making Graces deare, 

. When fhe did ftarue the generall world befide , 

; And prodigally gaue them all to yous... 

Queen. Good L.Boyer,my beauty though but mean, 
' Needs not the painted flourifh of your praife: 

» Beauty.is bought by iudgement of the eye, 

: Not vetred by bafe fale.of chapmens tongues : 

: Tam lefle proud to heare you tell my worth, 

‘ Then you.much wiling to be counted wife, 

| In {pending your wit in the praife of mine, 

} But now to taske the tasker, good Boyét,. - 

|... Prig. Youare notignorant.all-telling fame 

‘ Doth noyfe abroad Nazar hath.madeavow, 

_ Till painefull Rudie thall.out-weare three yeares, 
: No woman may approach his filent'Gourt: - 

' Therefore to’s feemeth ica. necdfull courle, 

» Before we enter his forbidden gates , 

: To know his pleafure, and.in that behalfe 

‘Bold of your worthineffe, we fingle you, 

: As our beft mouing faire foliciter : 

* Tell him,the daughter ofthe King of France, 

On ferious bufineffe crauing quicke difpacch, 

; Importues perfonallconference with his grace. 
‘ Hafte, Gguifie fo much while we attend; 

- Likehumble vifag’d{uters his high will. 
. Boye Proudof imployment, willingly I goe. Exit, 
: Prin. Allpride is willing pride,and yours is {o:,.; 

, Wha are che Votaries my louing Lords, that are vow~ 
" [ fellowes,withthis vertuous Duke? -. ~ . 
| Lor. Longauill is ones, sf 

: Prine, Know youthe man?, pert yg BI 
1 Lady. Vknow him Madame at aimatriage feat, 

' Betweene L, Perizort.and. the beautious heire , 

_ Of Tagnes Fanconbridge folemnizeds >: ss. 

In Normandie law Lthis Longapill ,- 27 3°) ; 

_ Aman of foueraigne parts heisefteem’d : 

; Well fittedin Arts, glorious in Armes 3. 

‘Nothing becomies-him illthat he would well., 
The,onely foyle ofhis faire vertues gloffe, 

[fwertues gloffe will Raine withanyfoile, © n-- 5: 
Asatharp.witmatch3d with too blunt aWilbs.: 2) 3)01. 
: Whofeedge hath power ro.cut whofe, will fill wills, ;;; 
! Ic fhould none fparetharicome within his powers: {1/)) A 
! ... Prins Somemerry mocking Lord belike,ift lov 10.) 


| Prin. Such fhort liu’d wits do wither as they grow. 

+ Who are the ret? wasieh ri. eek 
2.Lad. The yong Damaine,a well accomplifht youth, 
Sy oJ 


Tot" 
Ee + 


Of all that Vertue loue, for Vertiie lowed. 


| Moft power to doe moft Harme, leaft knowing ill; 
_ For he hath wit tomakeanill fhape good, : 
| And fhape'to win grace though the hadnowit, 


I faw himat'the Duke Alanfors once, : 

And much too little of that good Ifaw, 

Is my report to his great worthineffe. 
Ref: Another of thefe Students ac that time, . 

Was there with him; as I haue heard a truth. 

Berowne they call him, but‘a merrier man, 

Within the limit of becomming mirth, 

Ineuer fpentan houres talke withall, 

His eye begets occafion forhis wit ; 

For euery obiec that theone doth catch, 


| Theotherturnes toa mirth-mouing ieft. 
| Which hisfaire congue (conceits expofitor ) 


Deliuers:in fuch apt and gracious words , 
That aged cares play treuant at his rales, 
And yonger hearings are quite rauifhed. 
So {weet and voluble is his difcourfe. ) 
Pris. God bleflemy Ladies,are they all inloue?.. 
That euery one her owne hath garnifhed 
With {uch bedecking ornaments of praife. 
Ma. Heere comes Boyer, 


| Enter Boyet. 


Prin, Now, what admittance Lord > 
Boyet, Nauar had notice of your faire approach ; 
And heand:his competitors in oath, ». . 
Were alladdreftto meete you gentle Lady 
Before I came: Marrie thus much I hauelearnt, 
He rather meanes to lodge you in the field, 
Lake one that comesheere to befiegehis Court, 
Then feekea-difpenfation for his oath: ’ 
Tolet you enter his vnpeopled houfes 


Exter Nawar, Lenganill, Dumaine and Berowwt,, 


Heere comes Nanar. : 
Nam, Faire Princefle,welcom to the Court of Nanar.| | 
Prin, Faire I giue you backe againe , and welcoiel 
hauenot yet :, the roofe of this Court istoohightobet| | 
yours, and welcome to thewidefields, toobafetobe| | 
mine. as o:t o 
Nan. You fhall be welcoine Madam-to my, Court, 
Prin. I wil be welcome then,Conductme thither.!” 
Nas. Heare me deare Lady,Ihanefworne an oath;' 
Prin. Our Lady helpe my Lord, he'll be forfworne,! 
Nau. Not for the world faire Madam sby. my will. 
» Prin. Why; will thal breake it-will,and nothing els. | 
Naz, Your Ladifhipis ignorant what it ise" | | 
Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wilt, 
Where now his knowledge muit proue ignorances. 
Theare your grace hath fworne out Houfeckeeping! 
"Tis deadly finneto keepe that oath myLord, 9." 
Anddinne:to:breake itis... bluow ats 
But pardon me, am too fodaine bold, 
Toteach'a Teacher ill befeemeth'me. Catt 
Vouichfafeto'read the purpofeofmy.comming, » > 
And fodaidly sefoluemein my-faite.) cio) 0b) yo 


) | couave Madam}l.will,iffadainly I may. 9° 2):29°' 
Ead,x1.1 They fay fomoft,that mofthis humorsksiows | 


Pris.. You willthefooner that Iwereaway, 62!" 

For you'lbprovepeciuridifyoumakeimeftay.i yo 

BerowsDid not I dance with you in Brabant once ts) 

Refas Did noc] dance with yawin Binbant a 
ere 
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| Ber. know you dide::- \ soy sone voy sehen 
{ Rofa, How needleffe was it chento, ask the queftion? 
Ber. Youmultnorbefoquicke.’ 9.0) 6 ann 
Rofa. "Tis long of you y {purme. with fuch queftions. 
Ber. Your wit’s too hot,it {peeds too faft, ’ewill tire. 
Rofa. Not till it leaue the Rider in the mire. 
Ber. What time a day ?. liv 
-Rofits The howre that fooles fhould aske. 
Bers Now faire befall your maske, 
Rofaa:Faire fall the’ face it couers.. - . 
Ber. And {end you many louers, 
Rafa. Amen,fo you benone. 
Fer. Nay then will I be gone. ; 
» Kim Madame,yout father heere doth intimate, 
| The paiment of a huadved thoufand Crownes, 
Being but ch’one halfe, of an intire fumme, 
Disburfed by my father in his warres, 
But fay that he, or we, asneither haue 
|Receiu’d that {umme ; yet chere remaimes vnpaid 
| Ahundred thoufand more: in furety of the which, 
| One part of Aquitaine'is bound to ys, 
Although not valued.tothe moneys worth, 
Ifthen the King your father will reftore 
But that one halfe which is vniatisfied, 
| Wewillgiuevp ourright in quitaive, 
And hold faire friendthip with his Maieftie : 
But that it feemes he lictke purpofech, 
| For here he doch demand to haue repaie, 
- Anhundred thoufand Crownes, andnot demands 
One paiment of a hundred thoufand Crownes , 
| To haue his title liue ine 4quitaine. 
Which we much rather had depart withall , 
And haue the money by our father Lents. 
Then efqwitane, fo guelded as it is. 
Deare Princeffe, were not his requefts fo fatre 
From reafons yeelding, your faire felfefhould make. 
A yeelding ’gainft fomereafon in my breft, 
And goe well fatished to France againe, ah 
Prin, You-doe the King my Father toomuch wrong, 
| And wrong the reputation of your name ; 
-In fo vnfeeming to confeffe receyt 
Ofthat which hath fo faithfully beenepaid. ~.4 
Kin. Udoe proteit [never heard of it , 
And if you proue it, Ile repay:it backe, 
Oryeeldvp Aquitaine. 
» Prin. We arreft your words «> 
| Boyer; you can produceacquittances. 
‘For fuch a fumme, from {peciall Officérs, ». 
OF Charles his Father. ig ou 
| > Kino Satisfie me fo. ud: 
 Boyet. So pleafe your Grace,the packet is not come 
Where-that and otberfpecialties are bound, 
To morrow you fhall haue a fight of them. 
* Koay Yethall fufficemes at which emerview, 
Allliberall reafon would Iyeeld vnto: Sank 
Meatictime, receiue fuch welcome atmy band, >. 
As Honour, without breach of Honour may > 6 9 91.02 
| Maketender of, tothycriteworthineffe. © yo! 
You may not come faire Princeffe in my.gates, 
| But heere without youthall beforeceiu'd; of 
_ Asyou thall deeme'yout felfe lodg'd in my heart,:/ 
Though fodeni’d farther harbourin my houfe =<! 
Your owne goodthoughts excisfeme,and farewell , 
‘Tomorrow we thallivificyouagaines.\ nf 


ee) 


4 





"owed Dabonts lf 


Prix, Sweet health & faire defires‘confort your grace. 
‘Kin, Thy own with with f thee;imevery place.Exit, | 
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Bey. Lady, 1 will commend you.te my owne hea; 
La.Ro. Pray you doe ice ly nit 

I would be glad to feeit. tae 
Boy. Iwould you heard it grone.. ,.. 

Ls. Ro. Is thefoule ficke?. Foviat 
Bey. Sicke at the heart. 
 LaRe. Alacke,letitbloud, oP 
Boy.. Would that doe it good ? 
L£a.Ro. My PhifickefaiesI, 
Bey. Will you prick’t with your eye. 
La.Ro. No poynt, with my knife, 
Bey. Now God fauethy life. 
La.Ro. And yours from long living, - yon 
Ber. I cannot flay thank{-giuing, - , Exit. 
Enter Dumane. a ano J | 
Dum. Six, | pray you a word: What Lady.is that fame? | 
Boy. The heire of Alanfon;Rofalinhername. — - | 
‘Dam. A gallant Lady, Mounfier fare you well. 
Long. I befeech youa word:what is fhe in the white? 
Boy. A woman fomtimes, if you faw her in thelight, 
Long. Perchance light in the light :1 defire hername. 
Boy, Shee hath but one for her felfe, were 

To defirethat wereafhame, onthe 

Long. Pray you fir, whofe daughter ? 
Boy. Her Mothers, I have heard. 
Long. Gods bleffing a your beard. 

Boy. Good fir be not offended , 

Shee is an heyre of Fanlconbridge, 
Long. Nay, my chollerisended: ~~ ry 

Shee isa moft {weet Lady. Exit.Long, 
Boy. Not volike fir, that may be. 


Enter Berenne. 

Ber. What's her namein the cap, 
Boy. Katherine by good hap. 
Ber... Is fhe wedded; or no. ery % 
Boy. Toher will fir, or fo, 
Ber, You are welcome fir, adiew. ; 

_. Boy. Fare well tome fir, and welcome to you: Exit, 
La.Ma, That laft is Beroune,the mety mad-cap Lord, : 

Not a word with him, butateft... trent 
Boy. And euery ieftbut a word, ood 
Pri. It was well done of you to take bim at his word. 
Boy. I wasas willing to grapple,as he was to boord. 
La.A4a. Two hot Sheepes marie :, Ae | 
And whereforenotShips? 6 fos es coos Clips.’ 
Bey. No Sheepe( {weet Lamb) vnlefle we feed.on your 
La. YouSheep & 1] pafture : thall chat finifhthe ich? 
By. So you grant pafture for mee). oon) aly, 
La. Not fo gentle beaft. sini yd 300! ay Hud) 

My lips are no Common, though feuerall they bes - ..' : 
Bo. Belongingtowhom? = uo) ) 

. La. Tomy fortumesandme. 35/5. 


Prin. Good wits wil beiangling, but. gentlesagree, 


1G’ 3 


This.ciuill warre of wits were much-better-vfed.. ; 
On Nawar and his bookemen, for heere’tis abus’d, ..  . 
Be. Itmy: rR Ip veryfeldomelies.;..., 
By the hearts till rhetoricke,difclofed with eyes), », 
Deceiue me not new, Wasar isinfected, 
Prie. With whatdiise3:) Jo 1 srasg-vin, yo e0% 
Bo. With that which we Louersintitle affected, 
Prin. Your reafomisi 2) }iodwiddoli ofl coh 
Bo. Why all his behauiours doesake their retire, 
Tothe court of his eye,peeping thorough defire. 5 
His hart like an Agot-with your print imprefied, a3 bas 
Toud 


poramane-e Aare essasss ir oes 


ty cause 
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Proud with his fornie;in his eié' pride exprefféd. 
His tongue all intipatient to fpeake and nor fee; 
{ Did ftumble with hafte in his eie-fight to be, 
All fences to that fence did make their repaire, | 
To feele onely looking on faireft of faire : 
1 Me thought all his fences werelockt in'his eye, 
| As Tewels in Chriftall for fome Princeto buy. ~ (glatt, 
| Who tendring their own worth from whence they were 
} Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 
| His faces owne margent did coate fuch amazes, 
{ That alleyesfaw his eies inchanted with gazes. 
Ile giue you Aquitaine,and all thatis his, 
; ae you give him'for my fake,but one louing Kiffe. 
i} erin, Cometo ant Pauillion » Boyer is dilpofde. 
Bro.But to {peak that in words swhich his cie hath dif 
Tonelie haue made a mouth oF his Cie, (clos’d. 
| By adding a tongue, which I know will not lie, 
Lad.Ro.Thow art an old Loue-monger,and {peakeft 
} skilfully. 
| Lad. Ma. Heis: Cupids Grandfather,and learnes news 
| ofhim. 
Lad.2. ThenswasVenvs like ber mother, for her fa- 
theris but grim: °- 
| Boy. Doyouheare my mad wenches ? 
La1. No. 
Boy. What then sdoyou fee?» 
Lad.2. I, our way to be gones 


Boy. You are too hard for mes Exednt omnes. 





Actus Tertius. 





Enter Deopgare a Boy. 


Son 

Bra. Warble ehlldejcolee pai onate my fenfe of hea- 
ring. 

ae, Concolinel. 

Brag. Sweete Ayer, potenderneffe of yeares: take 
'| this Key, giue enlargement to the fwaine, bring him fe- 
"| ftinatly hither: I mut imploy him in a letter tomy 
'4 Loue. 
> Boy: Willyou win your louewith a French braule? 

Bra, How weaneft thou,brauling in French? 

Boy. Nomy compleat matter, butto ligge offa tune 
[atthe tongues end, canarie roit with the feete; humour 
_ }ivwieh turning vp your cie :figh anote and fing anote, 
fometimethrough the throate: if you fwallowed loue 
| with finging, loue-fometime: through: nofe as if you 
"| {nuft vp loue by {melling loue with your hat penthoufe- 
like ore the fhop Gf your cies, with your armes croft on 
your thinbellie doublet , like a Rabber ona {pit,or your 
‘| hands in your pocket, like a manafter che old painting, 
atid keepe not roo:long in one tune,buwa {nip and away: 
thefe are complements, thefe are humours, thefe betraie 

nice wetiches'that would be betraied without thefe, and 
| make them mer ofnote: doy yous note men that moh are 
affected tothefe?'» 

Brag. Howhaft thou surehivied sis experience? 99 

— By my penne of obferuation.: 2: 

~ BurO,burO.>. > 
; The Hobbie-horfei is forgot. 
e* Cal’ thon: my loue Hobbi-horfe, 


Boy. No Matter;tht Hobbie-horfeis abuts Cot, and | - 


a ale ‘Loue — aHacknie: 


eee 


as pee: 


But haue you forgot your Loue? Ab hiss aL sae 
Brag. Almoft Thad, Hols Bi 
Boy. Negligent ftudent sJeaitehier by betes 
Brag. By heart, and in heart Boy. 

’ Bey. And out of heart Mafter : all thofe eo I will 
proue. 

Brag, What wile thou proue ? 

Boy. Aman,ifT lite(and this)by;in,and vitheiefip 
on the inftant ; : by heart you loue her,becaufe your heart 

cannot come by her: in heart you loue her, becaufe your | 
heart is in loue with her : and out of heart you louether, 
being out of heart that you cannot enioy her. & sip 

Brag. Iam all thefe three. 

Bey. And three timesas much more,and yet vain 

at all. 

Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, ‘he muft carrie’ meea 

letter. 

Boy. Ameflage wellfim pathis: d,-a Horle te be ems} 
bafladour for an Affe, 

Brag. Ha,ha, What faieft thou? 

Boy. Marrie fir,you muft fend the Affe vpon the Hate 
for heis verie flow gated : but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but fhort,away, ry nod 

Boy. As {wiftas Lead firs 

Brag. Thy meaning prettie ingenious, is not ead a 
mettall heauie,dull,and flow ? 

Boy. Minnime honekt Matter;or rather Mafter na, 

Brad. I fay Leadis flow. 

Boy. You are too fwift fir to fay fo. 
Is that Lead flow whichis fir'd froma Gunne? 

Braz. Sweete {moke of Rhetorike, 

He repuces mea Cannon,and the Bullet that’s he: -, 

I fhoote thee at the Swaine, 

Boy. Thump then,and J flee. 

Bra, A moft acute luuenall ,voluble and free ofgract, 
By thy tauour {weet Welkin,I muft figh in thy face. 
Moft rude melancholie, Valour giues thee place. 
My Herald is recurn’d, 


Enter Page and Clowne. 


Pag. Pe wonder: Matter, here’s. a Coftard brokoed ina 
Ine 

Ar. Some enigma, iaine riddlé,. come, aby Lowy 

begin. 

Clo. ND egma,noriddle,no lens}, no fatue, - in thee 
male fir, Or fir, Plantan, a plainePiantan : no deny 0 
lennoy,no Salue fir,but a Plancan.: 

Ar, By veriue thou inforceft lau ghter, thy. Gillie 
thought,my fpleene,the heauing ofimy lunges prougis 
me to tediculous fmyling=:O pardon me my ftarsydoth 
the inconfiderate take falne for Uemuay and the wins tlitd 
uoy for a falwe? 

Pag. Doethe wile thinke them other, is net ‘lenny a 
falue? “= fplaine, | 

Ar. No Pagejitisan epilagie or ‘ikoonnen ro make 
Some obfcure precedence thathathtofore binfaine: 
Now will I begin your morrall, apdido you es: wih 

my lenuoy Fei 1 yae 

The Foxe,the Apejand the Humble-Bee, oisod 

Were till atoddes,beitig bucthree.: | ; 
Arm. VotilltheGeofe came'out of doore, :'« 
Staying the oddes by adding foures:.  « 

Pag. A good  Lemoy ending i in the Goofe: would you 

: defiremore?) >); : 

Clay: ‘The se hath fold him abikgiionaG Goole | 





Sir,your petiny-worth is good,and yout Goofebe fat. 
To fell a bargaine well is 4s. cunning as faft and loofe: 
Lee me fee a fac Lewuoy that’s a fat Goofe. 
Ar. Comehither,come hither : 
How did this argument begin? iT %e 
. Boy. By faying that a Coffard was brokenina fhin. 
Then cal’d youfor the Leswoy : 
Clow. Trite,and I for a Plantan : 
Thus came your argument in : 
Then the Boyes fat Lensoy, the Goofe that you bought, 
And he ended the market. 
Ar, Buttell me: How was there a Cofard broken in 
afhin? yraig 9 

Pag. Iwill tell you fencibly. 

(low, Thou haft no feeling of it AZoth, 
I will fpeake that Lensoy. 
I Coftard running out,that was fafely within, 
Fell ouer the threfhold,and broke my fhin. 

Arm. Wewilltalke no more of this matter. 

Clow. Tillthere be more matter in thefhin. 
. Arm: Sirra Coftard,t will infranchife thee. 
"Clow. O, marrie me to’one Francis, i {mell fome Len- 
woy, {ome Goofe in this. 
_ Arm, By my {weete foule,I meane,fetting thee at li- 
bertie, Enfreedoming thy perfon: thou wert emured, 
re(trained,captiuated,bound. 

Clow. True,true,and now you will be my purgation, 
and let me loofe. 

Arm, I giue thee thy libertie, fet thee from durance, 
andin lien thereof, impofeon thee nothing but this ; 
Beare this fignificant to the countrey Maide Jaqnenetta : 
there is remuneration, for the beft ward of mine honours 
isrewarding my dependants. <Adoth,follow, 

Pag, Likethe fequell J. 

Signeur Co/fard adew. Exit, 
Clow. My {weete ounce of mans fiefh, my in-conie 
Tew: Now will I looke to his remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that’s the Latine word for three-far- 
things : Three-farthings remuratioh, What's the price 
ofthis yncle? i,d.no, He gine yon aremuneration : Why? 
It carriesit remuneration : Why? Itisa fairername then 


aPrench-Crowne. J will neuer buy and fell out of this 
word. 









Enter Berowne, 


: Ber,O my good knaueCofard,exceedingly well met. 
: (low. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon 
maya man buy for a remuneration ? 
_ Bers’ Whatis a remuneration ? 
_ oft, Martie firhalfe pennie farthing. 
Ber, O, Why then threefarthings worth of Silke. 
Co, Tthanke your worfhip,God be wyyou, 
, Ber. O fay flaue, I aiutt employ thee: | 

sthou wile win my fauour,é6od my knane, 

0¢ one thing for me thaeS'fhallintreate) 
Clow When would yon haueiedore he® 

Ber. O this after-noone, _ sword 29 ae 207 

Clo, Well,I willdoe itt: Fareyou Wel 
__ Ber, O thou knoweltnot what it iayou wd 9 

Clee Tfhall know firywhenThaue donelitt’: 
Ber. Why villaine chu mugkhow Ari.” mips 
| Cla Iwilcometoyour worfhip to morrow nieriting?: 
| Ber. Te niube done this after-neoe: , 
Harkeflauejitisbunthigaeo sasc 0 neta: F 
The Princeffe comes tohunhere in thePatke!, 


oc . ; 


vy 


le ones: Labour's lof 


rely ergo = me sentient 


nazil Ofhortlin’d pride; Nov'faire? alacke for woe. © 


Ce 12 
And in her eraine there isa gentle Ladie: 
- When tongues {peak {weetly,then they name her name 
And Rofatinethey call her,aske for her: ‘ 
And to her white hand fee thou do commend 
This feal’d-vp counfaile. Ther’s thy guerdon: goe, 
(le. Gardon,O fweete gardon, betterthen remune. | 
ration, aleuenpence-farthing better: moft {weere gare 
don. I will doeit fir in print: gardon, remuneration, 


Exit. 


om os, 


eet tae 


Ber, O, and I forfooth in loue, 

I that haue beene loues whip? 
A verie Beadle to a humerous figh : A Criticke, 
Nay,a night-watch Conftable, 
A domineering pedant ore the Boy, 
Then whom no mortal fo magnificent, 
This wimpled,whyning,purblinde waiward Boy, 
This fignior Lunios gyant drawfe,don Cupid, 
Regent of Loue-rimes, Lord of folded armes, 
Th’annointed foueraigne of fighes and groanes: 
Liedge of all loyterers and malecontents: 
Dread Prince of Placcats,King of Codpeeces. 
Sole Emperator and great generall 
Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart.) 
And I to bea Corporall of his field, 
And weare hiscolaurs like a Tumblers hoope. 
What? I loue,] fue, I feckea wife, ; 
A woman that js lik¢ a Germane Cloake, 
Still 2 repairing : euer ourof frame, 
And neuer going aright, being a Watch : 
But being wateht,thae it may ftill goe righe,. 
Nay,to be periurde,which is worft of all « 
And among three,to loue the worft ofall, 
A whitly wanton, with aveluet brow, 9)” 
Wich two pitch bals ftucke in her face for ever: 
I,and by heauen,one that will doe the deedeé, * 
Though Argus were her Bunuch and her garde. 
And Ito figh for her,to watch forher, * °°" 
To pray forher,eoto:itisaplague | 
That (péd will impofe for my neglea,’’ 
Of his almighty dreadful litdle might.’ ° 

~ Well, I will loue,write,figh,pray,fhiie,erone, 
Some men muft loue my Lady,and fome lone, 


—, 





eA clus Quartus, aids qv i 
Enter the Princeffe,a Forrefter;ber Ladsesjand' 
her Lords. PITH W pe 
4. Was that the Kitig'that {purd his horfe fo hard, 
Againft rhe fteepe vprifing of the hill ? 
Boy. Iknow not,but I thitike it was not he. 
Qu, Who ere awas,afhew'da mounting mindes 
Well Lords,to day we fhallhaue our difpatch, 
On Saterday we willreturné to France. 
Then Forrefter my friend, Where is the Bath 
That we mutt ftand and’ play the murtherer in? 





“| For: Heteby vponthe'edge of yonder Coppice, 


¢ 


=H AStauid whete you may make thé faireft {Roote. 


| Qu. Tthankemy beatitie,I am faire'that fhoote, | 
. And thereupon thou {peak'ftthefairefffhoore, 

> For. Pardon mé Madamsfor I meaiittiot fo. 

oe Qa.’ What,what?Firft praife me, 8 then again fay no. 


For. Yes 





































































































































































































































































































isi Bevisslabonslef 


For. Yes Madam faire.» pod nif 
Qu, Nay,neuer paint me now, 
Where faire is not,praife cannot mend the brow: ; 
Here (good my glaffe) take this for telling true: 
Faire paiment for foule words,is more thendue. 
For. Nothing but faire is that which you inherit. 
Qu. See,feesmy beautie will be fau’d by merit, 
O herefie in faire, fit for thefe dayes, 
A giuing hand though foule,fhall haue faire praife, 
But come,the Bow ;: Now Mercie goes to kill, 
And fhooting well,is thgn accounted ill: 
Thus will] faue my yeh inthe fhoote, 
Not wounding,pittie would not let medo’t : 
If wounding, then it was to fhew my skill, 
That more for prai‘e,then | purpof e meant to kill. 
And out of queftion,fo it is fometimes : 
Glory growes guiltie of detefted crimes, 
When for Fames fake, for praife an outward part, 
We bend to that,the working of the hart. 
As I for praife alone now feeke to fpill 
The poore Deeres blood,that my heart meanes no iff. 
Boy. Doe'not curft wives hold that felfe- foueraigntie 
Onely for praife fake,when they ftriue to be 
Lords ore their Lords ? 
Qu. Onely for praife,and praife we may afford, 
To any Lady that fubdewesa Lord, 


Enter Clowne. 


Boy. Here comes amembet of the common-wealth, 
Clo. God dig- yous -denall ,nray you whichis the head 
Lady? 
‘On, Thou fhalt know her fellow,by the reft'that haue 
no heads. 
Clo. Which.is the greateft Lady,the higheft? 
Lu. Thethickeft,and the talleft. 
Clo. The thickeft,& the talleft; itis fo,truth is trath. 
And your wafte Mifttis, were as flender as my wit, 
One a thefe Maides girdles for your wafte fhould be fit 
Are not you the chiefe woma?You are the thicket here? 
Qn. What's your will Gr ? What’s your will? 
Clo. Thane Letter from Montier Berewne, 
Toone Lady Rofaline. 
Ox#.O thy letter,thy letter:He’s a good friend of mine, 
Stand a fide good bearer: 
Boyet, youcan carue, 
Breake vp this Capon. 
Boyet. Tam bound to ferue. 
T his Letter is miftooke : it importeth none here: 
Itis writ to laqaenctta. 
4, Wewill reade it,] {weare. 
Breake the necke of the Waxe,and cue one, egine care. 


S46: Bae vende. 


BY heauien, thadshou ont Sanne infallible: true 
that thou art .beauteous, truth it felfe chat chon-are 
louely : more fairer then faire, beautifull then beautious, 
truer then truth. it felfe; hauecomiferation.qn thy heroi. 
call Vaffall. Thesnagnanimous; and moft illuftrate King 
(opbetua fetcie ypon the pernicious and indubjsate Begs 
ger Zenelophon: and he it was that might rightly fay;Ve- 


a, Vidi, Vici: Which ro,angoshanize. in theyulgar,: Ov 


bafe and obfcureyvulgar ; vide/sfer, He,came} See,and-o- 
uercame: hee. came-one;. fee, two; couercame three: 


Who came ? the King,. Why did he come? to fee. Why> 


did‘ hefee?otoouercome,To whom — ; 
Begger.: Whatifaw he? ‘the Beg gger. Who overcame 
he ? the Begger.> The conclufionis victorie: On whofe 
fide? the King : the captive is inricht : On whofe fide? 
the Beggers. The cataftrophe i isa Nuptiall : on whofe 
fide? the Kings:'no,on both in one,or one in both, Jam 
the King (for fo ftands the comparifon) thou the Beg. 
ger, for fo witneffeth thy lowlineffe. Shall I command |) 
thy loue ? I may, Shall:I enforce thy loue? I could, 
Shall Jentreatethy loue? Iwill. What, fhale thou ex. 
change for ragges, roabes: for tittles titles, for thy felfe 
mee, Thus expeCting thy reply, I prophane my lips on 
thy foore, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on thy 
euerie part. 


Thine in the deareft defigne of induftrie,| 
Don Adriana de Armatho. 


Thus doft thou heare the Nemean Lion roare, 

Gainft thee thou Lambe, that ftandeft as his pray : 

Submiffiue fall his princely feete before, 

And he from forrage will incline to play. 
 Bucifthou firine (poore foule) what art thou then? 
Foode for his rage, repafture for his den. 


24. What plume of feathers is hee that indited this 

Letter? Whatveine? What Wethercocke? Did you 
ever heare better 7 

- Boy. Lam much deceiued,but I remember the ftile, 

Qu.Elfe your memorie is bait going ore it erewhile, 
Boy. This Armado is aSpanciard chas keeps here in court 
A Phantafime,a Monarcho, and one that makes {pert 
Tothe Prince and his Sonles mates, 

2a. Thou fellow, 2 word. 
Who gate thee this Letter ? 

Clow. Told you,my Lord. 

Qu. To whom fhould’ft thou giue it? 

Clo, From my Lord to my Lady. 

Qu, From which Lord,to which Lady? 


Clo, Frommy Lord Berowne,a good matter of mine,} |] 


Toa Lady of France, that he call’d Rofaline, 
u.Thou haftmaiftaken his letter.Come Lords away, 
Here {weete, put vp this twill be thine another day. 
Exennt, 
Boy. Whois the fhooter ? Who isthe fhooter 2 
-Kofa, Shalld teach youro know. | 


_ » Boy. Lmmy continent of beautie. 


Refa. Why the that/beares the Bow. Finely put off. 

Boy.My Lady goes to kill hornes,-burifthou marti¢, |, 
Hang me by the. necke, if hornes that yen wa tear 
Finely put on. 

Rofa. Wellthen,Iam the fhooter. 

Boy. And whois your Deare? 

Rofa. lf wechoodfe by the hornes,your felfe come not | 

neare. Finely put on indeede,.. - 
Maria. You fill weangle with her Bae and es | 
ftrikes atthe brow. 
Boyet. Burtheher felfeis hie lowttis o Ef 


> Haue [hit hernow. | 


Rofa. Shallil-come spon thee wiial aa old fayingthet 


" wasa man when KeogRippine France was hele bole 


, 


_ touching thechitde, : 
‘Boyer. Sol may. antwere chee with one 3s old: that | 

“ was a woman when Queene Gwinower of Britvaine nis ay 
‘little wench, as couching the hitit, 1 
Rofa. Thov 




























(.... Rafa, Thoucantt not hit it,hicic,hicic, 
Thoucantt sochiticmy good man, 
~ Boy, Lcannor, cannet,cannot: eae 
| AndJ cannot,another can, oF i Site 
clo. By my troth moft pleafant,how both did fit it, » 
Mar, A marke marueilous.well hoc, . forthey both 
A ; did hit. 3 :: f wed to ; 
Boy. Amark,O marke butchac marke z.a marke faies 
“coset may bady. gortilss 
Let the mark haue a pricke in’t,to meat at;! if it may be: 
Mar. Wide ath bow hand, yfaith your hand is out. 
Clo, Indeede a’muft fhoore nearer,’ or heele ne're hit 
the clout... ya. fo iph ia 
,, By. And ifmy hand be.out, then belike. your hand 
. isin, 
- Cla: Then willthee get the vpfhoor by cleauing the 
JiR, Tae Tg : 
ta. Come,come,you talke greafely, your lips grow 
&§ foule. 
Clo. She’s too bard for youat pricks, fir challenge her 
to. boule. 
Boy, I feare too muchrubbing : good nightmy geod 
Oule. 
_Clo.. By my foule a Swaine,a moft imple Clowne, 
Lord, Lord, how the Ladies and J haue put him downe, 
O my troth moft {weete ie(ts,moft inconie vulgar wit, 
Whenit comes fo {moothly off, fo ob{cenely,as it were, 
fo fit. 
Armathor ath to the fide,O a moft dainty man, 
To fee him walke before a Lady,and to beare her Fan. 
To fee him kiffe his hand, and hew moft {weetly a will 
f{weare: 
And his Page atother fide,that handfull of wit, 
Ah heauens,it is moft patheticall nit. 
Sowla,fowla, 


A | 


Exeunt, 
Shoote within. 


Enter Dutt, Helofernes the Pedant and Nathaniel. 


Nat. Very reverent {port truely and done in the ecfti- 
| mony ofa good confcience. ; 
Ped. The.Deare was(as you know )fanguis in b}-ad, 
ripe as a Pomwater, who now hanecth like a Jewell in 
the eare of Celo the {kie, the welken the heaven, and a- 
non fallech like a Crab on the face of Terra,the foyle,the 
land,the earth, 
Curat.Nath. Trucly M.Holofernes the epythithes are 
{weetly varied like a fcholler at the leaft: but fir I afflure 
ye, it was a Bucke of the firft head. 
| Hol. Sir Nathaniel, band credo. 
De. *Twas not shaud credo, twas a Pricket. 
Hol. Moft barbarous intimation: yet a kinde of infi- 
nuation,as it were é via,in way ofexplication facere: as 
it were replication,or rather offentare,to fhow as it were 
his inclination after his vndreffed,ynpolifhed, vneduca- 
ted, vnpruned, vntrained,or rather vnlettered, or rathe- 
reft ynconfirmed fafhion,to infert againe my band credo 
for a Deare, 


 Pricket, 
Hel, Twice fod fimplicitie, bs colts, O thoumon- 
fer Ignorance, how deformed dooft thou looke, ; 
Nath. Sit hee hath neuer fed of the|dainties charare 
ae bredina booke, 7 
| Hehath not eatepaperasit were: 
He hath senveoskenks iy 


Dul. 1 {aid the Deare was nota bexdcrede, ‘twasa 





13] 
His intellectis not replenifhed, hee is onely an animal] 
onely fenfible inthe duller parts: and fuch barren plants 
are fet before vs,that we thankfull fhould be : which we 
tafte and feeling, are for thofe parts that doe fruGiifie in 
vs more then he, ' 
For as it would ill become meto be yaine,indifcreet,or 
afoole ; 
So were therea patch fet on Learning, to feehimina 
Schoole. 
But omne bene fay I,being of an old Fathers minde, 
Many can brooke the weather, that loue not the winde. 
Dul, You two are book-men: Can you tell by your 
wit, What was. month old atCains birth, that’s not fiue 
weekes old as yer? 
Hol. Dittifima 
Dull, 
Dal. Whar is dittima? 
Nath, Atitle to Phebe,to Luna,to the Moone. 
Hol, The Moone was a month old when Adam was 
no more, . » (Kcores: 
And wroughtnot to fiue-weekes when he came to fiue=. 
Th’allufion holds in the Exchange. matron! 4 
Dul, °Tis true indeede, the Collufion holds in:the 
Exchange, ag Tel 
Hol.God comfort thy capacity, I fay th’allufion holds 
in the Exchange. vi 
Dal. And | fay the polufion holds in the Exchange: 
for the Moone is neuer buta month eld; and I fay be- 
fide that, twas a Pricket thatthe Princefle kill’d. 
Hol. Sit Nathaniel, will you beare.an extemporall 
Epytaph on the death of the Deare, and to humout 
the ignorant call’d the Deare, the Princeffe kill’d a 
Pricker. @ buyer 
Nath. Perge, good M. Holofernes; perge, {o it thall 
pleafe you to abrogate fcurilitie. 
Hol Iwill fomething affect the letter, for ic argues 
facilities eats 


goodman Dull, dittifima goodman 


The prayfull Princeffe pearft and pricks 
a prettie pleafing Prickgt, 
Some fay a Sore ,but nat afore, 
till now made fore with /heoting. 
The Dogges did yel,put cll to Sere, 
then Sorell iumps from thicket ; 
Or Pricket- fore, or efe Sorell, 
the people fall a basting. 
If Sore be fore,then ell to Sore, 
_. makes fiftie fores O forell : 
Of ene fore 1 an hundred make 
by adding but one more L, 


Nath. Arare talent. 
Dul. Ifatalentbeaclaw, looke how he clawes him 

with acalent. 
Nath, This isa gift that I haue fimple: fimple,a foo- 
lifh extrauagant fpiric,full of formes, figures, fhapes,ob- 
ieéts, Ideas,apprehenfions,motions,reuelutions. Thefe 
are begotinthe ventricle of memorie, nourifht in the 
wombe of primater,and deliuered ypon the mellowing 
of occafion : bur the giftis good inthofe in whom itis 
acute,and Jam thankfull for iz. ai 
Hol. Sir,I praifethe Lord for.you, and fo may my 
parifhioners, for their Sonnes are well turor’d by you, 
and their Daughters profit very greatly vnder you: you 
are a. good member.ofthe common-wealth, _ : 
Nath: Me berele,; lf theis Sonnes be ingennous, rey 

a 





St te : 


Lanes Labour's lof. 


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































|\Lones Labour's lof. 


Shall want no inftruétion: If their Daughtersbe capable; 
I will put icto them, But Vir {apis qui pauca loquitnr; a 
foule Feminine faluteth ys.» : ab ous 


Enter Laquenetta and the ( lowne. 


Iaqu. God giue you good morrow M. Perfor. 

Nath. Matter Perfon,qua/i Perfon? Andifone fhould 
be perft, Which is the one? OC 

Clo.Marty M:'Schoolemafter, hee that is likeft to a 
hogfhead. 2 


ceit ina turphof Earth, Fire enough fora Flint, Pearle 
enough for a Swine : ’tis prettie,it is well. 

/aqu. Good Matter Parfon be fo good as reade mee 
this Letter, it was giuenmee by Coftard, and {ent mee 
from Don Armatho: Ibefeech you reade it. 

Nath, Facile precor gellida, quando pecas omnia [ub vm- 
braruminat, and fo forth: Ah good old Afantuan, I 
may {peake of thee as the trauciler doth of Vexice, vem- 
chie vencha, que non te unde,qute non te perrecke. Old Afan- 

tuam,old Adantuan. Whovnderftandeththee not, vt re 

folla mi fa: Vader pardon fir, What are the contents? or 

rather as Horrace fayes in his, What my foule verfes. 

Hol, I fir,and very learned. 
Nath. Letine hearea ftaffe,a fanze,a verfe, Lege do- 

mine. 

If Loue make me forf{worne,how fhall I fweare to loue? 

Ah neuer faith could hold, ifnor'to beautie vowed. 

Though to my felfe forfworn,to thee Ile faichfull proue. 

Thofethoughts to mee were Okes, to theelhke Ofiers 

bowed, © 

Studie his &yasleaues, and makes his booke thine eyes, 

Where all thofe pleafures liue, that Att would compre- 
hend. 

If knowledge be the marke,to know thee (hall fuffice. 

Welllearned is that tongue,that well can thee cOmend, 

Allignorant that foule,that fees thee without wonder. 
Which is to me fome praife,that I thy parts admire; 
Thy eye Zones lightning beares, chy voyce his dreadfull 
thunder. 
| Which not to anger bent, is mufique,and fweet fire. 
Celeftiail as thou art,Oh pardon loue this wrong, 
That fings heauens praife, with fach an earthly tongue. 

Ped. You finde not the apoftraphas, and {o mifle the 
aceent, Let me fuperuife the cangener. 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, bur for the 
elegancy, faciliry,& golden cadence of poefie caret: O- 
widdine Nafé was the man, And why in deed Nafo, bur 
for {melling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy? the 
ierkes of inuention imitarie is nothing: So doth the 
Hound his mafter, the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horfe 
his rider: But Damofella virgin, Was this direéted to 

ou? 

Jaq. 1 fir from-one mounfier Berowne, one of the 
ftrange Queenes Lords. 

Nath. | will ouerglance the fuperferipe. 

| Tothe frow-white band of the molt beautious LadyRofaline: 
I willlooke againe on the intelle& of the Letter, for 
the nomination of the partie written to the perfon writ- 
ten vnto. 
Your Ladifbips in alldefired imployment, Berowne. 

Per. Sit Holofernes this Berowne is one of the Votaries 
with the King, and fiere he hathframed a Letter toa fe. 
quent of the ftranger Queenes: which accidentally, or 

| bythe way ofprogréfiion, hath mifcarried. Trip and 


a 2 cet 3 at 


goemy {weete, deliver this Paper into the hand OF nF 
King, it may concernemuch : ftay not thy complement] 


forgiue thy duetie,adue. 


Maid. Good Cofard go with me: 


| Sit God faue your life. 


Coff, Hanewith thee my girle. bert Exit 
Hol. Sit you haue done this in the feare of God very 


teligioufly : and as acertaine Father faith 


Ped, Sir tellnot me of the Father, do feare coloura. 


_ ble colours.But toreturne tothe Verfes,Did'they pleafe 
_ you fir Nathasiel? : 
Nath, Of perfing aHogshead, a good iufter ofcon- | * 


Nath. Marueilous well for the pen. 
Peda. 1 do dine to day at the fathersofa certaine Py. 
pill ofmine,where if (being repaft) it fall pleafe yout 
gratifie the table with a Grace,] will on my priviledge] 
haue with the parents of the forefaid Childe or Pupil 
vndertake your bien vonnto, where I will prove thofe 
Verfes to be very vnlearned, neither favouring of 
Poetrie, Wit, nor Inuention. 1 befeech your So. 
cietie. i 

Nat. And thanke you to: for focietie (faith the text) 
is the happineffe of life, vf 

Peda. And certes the text moft infallibly concludesit, 
dir | do inuite you too, you fhall not fay me nay + pasieg 

verba. 4 

Away,the gentles are attheir game, and we will toour 
recreation. Exennt. 


_ Enter Berowne with a Paper in his band,alone, 


Bere. The King heis hunting the Deare, 
Tam courfing my felfe. 
They hauepitcht a Toyle, Tamtoyling in apytch, 
pitch thar defiles ; defile, afoule word: Well, fer thee 
downe forrow; for fo they fay the foole faid, and fo fay 
I, and I the foole: Well proved wit. By the Lord this 
Loueis asmad as Aiax, it kils fheepe, it kilsmee, Ia] | 
fheepe: Well proued againe 2 my fide. I willtiot lou} 
ifI dohang me: yfaith I willnor, O but her eye: by 
this light, but for her eye, I would not loue her; yes,for 
hertwoeyes, Well, I doe nothing in the world burlye, 
and lye inmy throate, By heaven I doe loue,and it hath 
taught mee to Rime, and to be mallicholie: and herels 
part ofmy Rime, and heere my mallicholie. Well, fhe 
hath one a’my Sonnets already, the Clowne bore ir,the 
Foole fentit,and the Lady hath it : fweet Clowne,fwee- 
ter Foole,fweeteft Lady. By the world, I would fiot care 
a pin,if the other three were in, Here comes one witha 
paper,God giuc him grace to grone. 
He ftand: afide. The King entreth, 
Kin. Ay mee! he 
Ber. Shot by heauen:proceede {weet (upid,thou hak} 
thumpt him with thy Birdbolt vnder the left pap:in faith 
fecrets, 
King. So fweetea kiffe the golden Sunne gives not, 
To thofe frefh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 
Asthy eye beames,when their freth rayfe haue fot. 
The night of dew that on my cheekes downe flowes. 
Nor fhines the filuer Moone one halfe fo bright, 
Through the tranfparent bofome of the deepe, 
As doth thy face through teares of mine giue light: _ 
Thou fhin’ft in euety teare that I doe weepe, 
No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee : 
So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 
Do but behold the teares that {welliin' me, seit 
And they thy glory through my griefe will {how :' ‘ 
Z ut 





But doe not leue thy felfe, then thou. wiltkeepe 
Myteares for glaffes,and: fill make me weepe, 011) + / 


, 


O-Queencof. Queenes, how farre dott thou éxcell;: ori) | 
No thought canthinkejnor tongue of mortalltely cio Y | 


How fhall fhe know my griefes ? Ile drop the paper) »\/ 


Sweet leaues:fhade folly.° Who ishe comesiheere ? une 


rane IBY yeh, 
eon) Enter Lenganile. The King fleps.afide. 
What Lengasill, andreading : lifteneare: 9 © <e Be 
Ber. Now inthy likeneffe; one more foole appeare. 

Long. Ay me, Lamforfworne: © gui joo ons 

Ber. Why he comes inlike'aperiuréswearing papers, 

Long. Inloue I hope, fweet fellowfhip:in fame. >: 

Ber. One drunkard lowes another ofthe name. * y 

Lon, Am the firfty haue been peciur’dfo?: (know, 

Ber. Icould put theein comfort, not by-two that I 

Thou makeft the tritmphery,the cornereap of focietic , 
The fhape of Loues Tibtrnie, that hangs'vp fimplicitie. 
Lon, I feare thefe ftubborn lines lack powér co moue. 
| 0 {weet azaria, Emprefleofmy-Loue? > | 
| Thefe numbers.will J tearejand writeinprofe. 
Ber, O Rimes are gards on'wanton Cupids hole, 
Disfigure not his Shop, 155°" : 

Lon. Thisfamefhall goe. ° Heveades the Sonnet.” 
Did not the heavenly Rhetoricke of thine eye, . 
’Gainft whousthe world cannot hold argument, 
Per{wade my heart to this falfé periurie ? 

Vowes for thee broke dejerue wot punifhment, 

A Woman 1 forfwore, but I will prove, 

Thon being a Goddelfe,! for[wore not thee. 

My Vow was earthly, thon aheauenly Loue. 

Thy grace being gain'd, cures all di(erace in me. 

Vowes ave but breath, and breath avapouris. 

Then thon faire Sun,which on way earth doc/t{hiue, 

Exhalest this vapor-vow, in thee itas : 

Tf broken then, it ts no fault of nsine : 

Lf by me broke, What foole is not fowife , 

To loofe anoath, towin a Parddife ? 

Ber, Thisis the liuer veine, which makes fleth a ceity. 

A greene Goofe,a Coddefle, pure pure Idolatry. 
God amend vs, God amend, we are much out o’th’way. 


Enter Dumaine. 
Low, By whom hall I {end this (company? ) Stay. 
~ Bere. All bid,all hid,an old infant play, 
Like a demie God, here fit Tin the skie, 
And wretched fooles fecrers heedfully ore-eye. 
More Sacks to the myll: Ovheauens Tf haue my wifh, 
Dimaine transforay'd, foure Woodcocks ina dith. 
Dum. O moft diuine Kate. 
Bere. Qmoft prophane coxcombe, 
Dura, By heauen the wonder ofa mortal! eye. 
Bero. By earth theis not,corporall there you lye. 
~ Dam. Her Amber haires for foule hath amber coted. 
Ber. An Amber eoloured Rauen was well noted, 
Dum. As vprightas the Cedar. 
Ber. Stoopet fay, her fhoulder is with-child, 
Dum. As faire as day. 
Ber. Tasfome daies but then no funne mutt fhine. 
Dum. O thal had my with? 
Lon. AndIhad mine.” . 
Kin. And minetoo good Lord. - 
Bers Amen, fo Vhad mine: Isnot thata good word? 
Dum, I would forget her,but a Feuer the. - 
Raignes in my bloud and will remembred bes 
‘Ber, A Feuer in your bloud, why then incifion 


 LouesEuabour's loft. 


Would let hér outin Saweers, {weet mifprifion; 3 va Tf A 
Dum:: Once more He read the Ode that Lhaue wax 
Ber. Once more lle marke how Loue can varry Wit! 


: Dimane reades hes Souner, 


On aday, dick the daya 

Lone, whofe Month ts enery May,” 
Spied a bloffome paffing faire,» °°”. 
Playing i@ the wanton ayre: |) 08 
Through theVelnet, leawes the winde. ~ 
“AH wnfeene,can palfage finde, 2113 Y 
That the Loner ficke'ro death, >> 
Wh bimfelfe the heauens breath. 

Ayre (quoth he) thy cheekes may blowe, 
Ayre, world | might triumph fo. 

But alacke my hand ss fworne, 

Nere to plucke thee from thy throne: 
Vow alacke for youth unmeete, 

Youth fo apt to plucke a fweet. 

Doe not call it finnein me, 

That I am forfworne for thee. 

Thou for whom loue would fweare, 
Iuno but 42 eZthiop were, 

And denie bimfelfe for Loue. 

Turning mortal for thy Love. 


This will I fend,and fomething elfe more plaine. 
That fhall expreffe my true-loues fafting paine, 
O would the King ,Berowne and Longauill, 
Were Louers too, ill to example ill, 
Would from my forehead wipe a periur’d note: 
For none offend, where allalike doedote. 

Lon. Dumaine, thy Loue is farre from charitie, 
Thatin Loues griefe defir’(t focietie: 
You may looke pale, but J fhould blufh ] know, 
To be ore-heard,and taken napping fo, 

Kin. Come fir,you bluth :as his,your cafe is fuch, 
You chide at him, offending twice as much. 
You doe not loue AZaria ? Longauile, 
Did neuer Sonnet for her fake compile; 
Nor neuer lay his wreathed armes athwart 
His louing bofome,to keepe downe his heart, 
I haue beene clotely fhrowded in this buth, 
And markt you both,and for you both did blufh. 
I heard your guilty Rimes,obferu d your fathion: 
Saw fighes reeke from you, noted well your paffion, 
Aye me,fayes one ! © /ove,the other cries! 
On her haires were Gold, Chriftall the others eyes. 
You would for Paradife breake Faith and troth, 
And Jone for your Loue would infringe an oath. 
What will Berowne fay when that he fhall heare 
Faith infringed. which fuch zeale did fweare. 
How will he fcorne?how will he {pend his wit ? 
How will he triumph, leape,and laugh ar it? 
For all the wealth that ever I did {ee , 
I would not haue him know fo rhuch by me. 

Bero. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrifie, 
Ah good my Liedge,I pray theepardonme. 
Good heart, What grace haft thou thus to reproué 
Thefe wormes for louing,that art moft in loue 3 
Your eyes doe make no couches in your teares, 
Thereis no certainé Princeffethat appeares. 
You'll not be periur'd, ’tisa hatefull thing : 
Tufh,none but Minftrels like of Sonnetting: 
But are you not afhamn’d ? nay, are ty not 
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‘Bones Labour's loft. 


You,found his Moth,the King your Moth did fee: | 
Buta Beame doe findeineachof three, 9.0) os 
-Owhata Scene of fool'ry haue I feene, 
Of fighes, of grones, of forrow, and of teene : 
'O me, with what ftri&t patience haue I far, 
To fee a King transformed to.aGnat? 
To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge 
And profound Salomontuning alygge? .. ». 
_ And Neffor play at pufh-pin with the boyes:, 
And Critticke Tymon laughatidletoyes, \- 
Where lies thy griefe? O tell me good Dumaine; 
And gentle Longaniil, where lies thy paine ? 
And where my Liedges ? all about the breft : 
ACandlehoa! ooh 
Kin. Too bitter is thy ieft. ' 
Are wee betrayed thus to thy ouer-view ? 
Ber. Not you by me,but I betrayed to you. 
I that am honeft, I thathold it finne 
To breake the vow Iam ingaged in. 
Iam betrayed by keeping company 
With men, like men of inconftancie. 
When fhall you fee me writea thing in rime? 
Or grone for Joane ? or {pend a minutes time, 
In pruning mee, when fhall you heare that I will praife a 
hand,a foot,a face,an eye : a gate,a ftate,a brow,a breft, 
a watte,a legge,a limme. 
Kin, Soft, Whither a-way fo faft ? 
A true man, or atheefe, that gallops fo. 
Ber. 1 poft from Loue,good Louer let me go. 


Enter laquenctta and Clowne. 
Iaqu. God bleffe the King. 
Kix, What Prefenchaft thou there? 
Clo. Some certaire treafon. 
Kin, What makes treafon heere ? 
Cle, Nay it makes nothing fir. 
Kin, Ifitmarre nothing neither, 
The treafon and you goe in peace away together, 
faqs. Ubefeech your Grace let this Letter be read, 
Our perfon mif-doubts it : it was treafon he Said. 
Kin. Berowne,read it ouer. He reades the Letter. 
Kin, Where hadft thou it? 
Lagu. Of Coftard. 
King. Where hadft thou it ? 
(oft. Of Dun eAdramadis, Dun Adramadio, 
Kix, How now, what isin you? why doft chou tear it? 
Ber, Atoy my Liedge, atoy : your grace needes not 
feare it, 
Long. It didmoue himto paflion,and therefore let's 
heare it. 
_ Dum. cis Berowxs writing,and heere is his name. 
Ber. Ah you whorefon loggerhead, you were borne 
to doe me fhame. 
Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confeffe,! confeffe. 
Kin, What? 
Bees That you three fooles,lackt mee foole,to make 
vp the meffe. 
He,he, and you: and you my Liedge, andI, _ 
Are picke-purfes in Louc, and we deferue to die. 
O difmiffe this audience, and I fhall tell you more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 


Berew. Truetrue,we arefowre ; willthefe Turtles — 


be gone? 
_ Kin, Hence firs,away. 
Clo, Walkafide the true folke,& let the traytors ftay, 


Ber. Sweet-Lords,fweet'Louers, O let vsimb 


tace, 
As true weareas flefh and bloud:can be, 


_ | The Seawill ebbeand flow, heauen will fhew his fac. 


_ Young bloud dathinot obey anold decree. 
| Wecannot eroffe the caufe why we are borne: 
Therefore ofall hands mut we be forfworne. 
King. What, did thefe rent lines: fhew fome loue of 


thine?«.\ ge (Rofaline 


Ber. Did they, quoth you ? Who fees the heauenly 
That (like a rude.and fauage man of Jnde,) 


At the firft opening of the gorgeous Eaft,. .’ 
Bowesnot his waflall head, and ftrooken blinde, 
_ Kiffes the bafe ground with obedient breaft? 

What peremptory Eagle-fighted eye 

Dares looke vpon the heauen of her brow , 

That is not. blinded by her maieftie 
Kin. What zeale,what furie,hath infpir’d theenow? 

My Loue(her Miftres) is a gracious Moone, 

Shee (an attending Starre){carce feene alight. 

Ber. My cyesarethenno eyes,nor I Beravwne, 
O,but for my Loue,day would turne to night, 

| Ofall complexions the cul’d foueraignty, 
Doe meetas at a faire in her faire cheeke, 
Where feuerall Worthies make one dignity , 
| Where nothing wants,that wantit felfe doth feeke, 

Lend me the flourith of all gentle tongues, 

Fie painted Rethoricke,O fhenéeds it not, 

To things of fale, afellers praife belongs: | ’ 

She pafles prayfe, then pray{e too fhort doth blot. 

A withered Hermite, fiuefcore winters worne, 

Might thake off fiftie, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new borne, 

And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancie. 

O ‘tis the Sunne that maketh all things fhine. | 
King. By heauen,thy Loue is blackeas Ebonie. - | 
Berow. 1s Ebonie like her ?O word ditiine? | 

A wife of {uch wood were felicitie. 

O who can give an oth? Whereis abooke? 

That J may {weare Beauty doth beauty lacke, 

If that fhe learne not of her eyeto looke : 

No face is faire that is not full fo blacke, 

Kin. O paradoxe, Blacke isthe badge of hell, 
The hue of dungeons, and the Schoole ofnight: 
And beauties creft becomes the heauens well, | 

Ber. Diuels fooneft tempt refembling fpirits of light 

O ifin blacke my Ladies browes be deckt, 

It mournes, that painting vfurping haire 

Should rauith doters with a falfe afpect : 

And therfore is fhe borne to make blacke, faire. 

Her fauour turnes the fafhion of the dayes., 

For natiue bloud is counted painting now : 

And therefore red that would auoyd difpraife, 

Paints it felfe blacke,to imitate her brow. | 

Dum. Tolook like her are Chimny-fweepers blackt, 
Low. And fince her time,are Colliers counted bright. | | 
King. And eZ thiops of their fweer complexion crake, 
Dum. Dark needs no Candles now, for dark is light 
Ber. Your miftreffes dare neuer come in raine, 
For feare their colours fhould be wafht away. 
Kin.’ T were good yours did: for fir totell you plain’ 
Ne finde a fairer face net wafht to day, : 
Ber, lle proue her faire,or talke till dooms-day here | | 
Kin. No Diuell will fright thee then fo muchas fhe. |} 
‘Duma. I neuer knew man hold vile ftuffe fo deere. 
Lon. Looke,heer’s thyloue, my foot and her face fee | 
Ber, Oif the ftreets were paued with thine arte : 





‘\o\ Bones \Labour's loft. 


Her feer were much too dainty for fachtread,-- 
Duma. Ovile,then as fhe goes what vpwardlyes? 
The ftreet {howd fee as fhe walk’d overhead, 7 
Rin. But what of thisjare we novall in loue? 
Ber. O nothing fo fure,and thereby all-forfworne, - 
Kix. Then leaue this chat,& good Berewn now proue 
Our lousng lawfull,and ourfaythnottorne, | 
Dum. J marie there,fome flattery for. thiseuill.) >. 
Long: O fome authority how to proceed 
Some tricks,fome quillets, how to cheat the diuell, ! 
Dum: Some falue for periurie, «: 
Ber. O’tis more then neede. 
Haucat you then affections memat armes , 
Confider what you firft did fweare vnto:: 
To faft;to: Rudy, andtofee no woman : 
4 Flat creafon againtt the Kingly ftate of youth., 
Say,Can you fat? your ftomacks are too young: 
And abftinence ingenders maladies, 
And where that you haue vow'd to Rtudie (Lords) 
Inthat each of you haueforfworne his Booke. 
Can you ftill dreame and pore,and thereon looke. 
For when would youmy: Lord,or you;oryou, 
Haue found the groundof -{tudies. excellence, 
Without the beauty ofa womans face s 
} From womens eyes this dodtrine I deriue, 
They are the Grotind,the Bookes,the Achadems, . 
From whence-doth fpring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, viiinerfall plodding poyfons vp 
The nimble {piritsin the arteries, 
As motion and long during action tyres 
The finnowy vigour of rhe trauailer. 
Now for not looking-on.a womans face, , 
You haue in that forfworne the vfe of eyes : 
And ftudie too; the cauferiof your vow. 
| For where isany Authorin the world, 
| Teaches fuch beauty asa womans eye: 
Learning is but an adiund to our felfe!, 
4 And where we are,our Learning likewife is. 
{ Then when our felues.we fee in Ladies eyes, 
Wich our {elues, 
Doe we not likewife fet:our learning there? 
Owe hauemade a Vow to ftudie, Lords). 
‘And inthatwow we haue for{worne our Bookes: 
For when would you (my Leege) or youyoryou? 
‘in leaden contemplation baue found out: 
Such fiery Numbers asthe prompting eyesy> 
Of beauties tutors haue inrich’d you with: 
Other flow ~Arts intirely:keepe the braihe i» 
And therefore-finding barraine pradtizers; 
Scarce fhew a haruelt of their heauy toyley | | 
| Bur Louefirft learned in a:Ladies eyes, 53% 
Liues not alone emured inthe braitie : <> yor: 
| Bur withthe motionof allelements;!: - sgn? >: 
| Courfes as fwiftas thought inlevery powery: >: 
And giues to eury powet/adouble power, § .o.. 
Aboue their functions dndheirofficess: {liv i 
TItaddesa precious fecing re: the, Cyes'ssinit 4.4 
A Louers eyes will gaze an Eagleblinde, ed? wa0% 


oucrs eare will heare the loweftfounds'\"? ... Ws 


When the fufpicious headidf theft is ftopta yy oy: 
| Loues feeling is more foft and fenfiblesicd voy, d | 
j Then aretheseader horneslofCockled-Snayles..’ 
| Loues tongue proues dainty, Bachus grofleinitafte, iio | 
1 For Valour, ismor Loue a Eeréules? shrivel Mat 
} Still climing trees inthe Hofponilles. ow.enolA~ A 
{ SubtillasiSpbincjas Sweet and miuGeall;-.. off Xe 


i 


» Asbright-Apolle’s Lute, ftrung with his haire, .... 
And when Loue {peakes, the voyce of all the Gods, 
Make heauen drowfie with the harmonie, . wat 
Neuer durft Poet touch apen to Writenef}. acs n> 
Vncill his lake were tempred: with Loites fighes¢ 
Othenhis lines would rauifh fauageleares,. nid 
And plant in Tyrants milde humilitie. § |. Riveh 
Fromwomens eyes this. doctrine Idetines |: ssnuonord 
They fparcle ftill the right promethean fire...) 
They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Achadeimes, i; - » 
That fhew, containe, and nourshh all the worlds 
Elfe none at all in ought proues excellent. 5.0 sine. | 
Then fooles you were thefe-women to forfweare-s 
Or keeping whatis {werne,you will proue fooles.( 

For Wifedomes fake, a word that all men loue: 

Or for Loues fake, a word that loues.all men. 

Or for Mens fake,the author of thefe Women :. 

Or Wornens fake, by whom wemen are Men, 

Let’s once loofe our oathes to finde our felues, ob.% 

Or elfe we loofe our felues, to keepe our oathess...4 

It is religion to be thus forfworne, ;.) oh 

For Charity it felfe fulfills the Laws, 

And who can fever loue from Charity. hot 
Kin, Saint Cupid then, and Souldiers to. the field, 
Ber. Aduance your ftandards, & ypon'them Lords, 

Pell,mell,downe with them: but be firft adtis’d,.\> 

In conflict that you gettheSunne ofthem. + - Brow 
Long. Now to plaine dealing, Lay thefe glozes.by; 

Shall we refolue to woe thefe girles-of France? -.)...), 
Kia. And winne them too,therefare let vs deuifes. | 

Some entertainment forthemintheir Tents: <q 
Ber. Firtt trom che Park let vs condué them thither, 

Then homeward -euery man attachthehand .... ee 

Of his faire Miftreffe, in the afternoone ed Wi 

We will with fome ftrange paltime folace them: ,«, 

Suchas thefhortneffe of the time cain fhape, 

For Reuels Dances,Maskes,and metry honres, 


“SUIS! § 


{ Fore-runne faire Loue, ftrewing her way with flowres. 


Kin. Ayway,away,no time fhall beomitted, 
That will be time,and may by vs be fitted. 4 
Ber. Alone,alone fowed Cockell; reap’d no Corne, 
And luftice alwaies whirles in equall meafure: ; 
Light Wenches may proue plagues tomen forfworne, | 
Affo,ous Copper buyes no better tréafure, Exeunt. 


wet 


_, Adtus Quartus. 


shominated,or called, 

2 is 8 | rive i 164 vi H 

Ped, Nani bominnns tangnam tes Hishumour is lofty, 
his. difcourf¢:peremptorie +; his tongue filed , his ‘eye 
ambitious, his. pate maicficall,and his generall behaui- 


| ~gue wainessidiculous,andshrafonicall. He is too picked, 
| too fpruce,too affeedstoo.odde, asit were, too pees 


Pr Oe 193 T2m9N IU .chgF - 


gtinat,as I may callit, 
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1376) 


Curat, A moft fingular and choife Epithac’, 2 

Te eo Draw out his Table-booke. | 
Peda. He draweth out the thred of his verbofitie, fi- 
ner thenthe ftaple'of his argirmeit: Labhor fuch pha- 
naticall phantatims ; fuch infociable and poynt deuife 
companions ,- fuel rackers of ortagriphie, as to fpeake 
| dout fine,when hefhould fay doubt; det, when he fhold 
pronounce debtsde b t,not det:he clepeth a Calf;Caufe: 
halfe,haafezncighbour vocatur nebour;neigh abreuiated 
ne: thisis abhorinable, which he’ would call abhomi- 
nable:it infinuateth me of infamie : we inteliga domine, to 
| make franricke,lunaticke 2) 4 HS 

(ura. Lans deo, bene intellige: °- : 

Peda, Bome boon for boon prefcian,a little {cratcht, twil 
ferue. 3 

Enter Bragart,; Boy. 


Curat. Vides na quis venit ? 

Peda. Video, G’ gandio, 

Brag.’ Chitra. 

Peda, QunarsChirra,not Sirra? 

Brag. Men of peace well inceuntred. 

Ped, Moft millitarie fir falutation. ; 

Boy. They haue beene at a great feaftot Languages, 
andftolne the fcraps. ~ . 

Clow. O they hauc liu'd long on the almes-basket of 
words, I maruell thy M.hathnot eaten thee for a word, 
for thow art not fo long by the head as honorificabilitu- 
dinitaubus': Thou art eafierfwallowed then aflapdra- 
on. ~ ¥ | . 

Page. Peace,the pealebegins. im 

‘Brag. Mounfier,are younot lettred ¢ 

Page. Yes,yes, he teaches boyesthe Horne-booke : 
What is Ab fpeld backward with the horn on hishead? 

Peda, Ba;puericia with.a horne added.) + I 

Pag. Bamoft feely Sheepe; with a hore: you heare 
his learning. = * 

Peda, Quis qushou Confonant? — 13: ' 

Pag. The lait of the fiue Vowelsif Yourépeat them, 
or the fift if I, » Pyerer ba: 
»iPeda. YwillreBeot them: ae I, ; 

Pag. The Sheepe,the other two concludes ito u. 
| .<‘Brag. Now by the falt waueof the mediteranium , a 
| fweet tutch,a quicke vene we of wit, {nip {nap, quick & 

home,it reioyceth my intelleét,truc wit. 

Page. Offered by a childe toan olde man: whieh is 

wit-old. CY age 

Peda, Whatis the figure? What isthe figure? 

Page. Hornes. 

Pede. Thou difputes like an Infant : goe whip thy 

Gigge. tes See tie 
‘| Pag. Lend me your Horne to make one, and T will 
_| whip about your Infamie vasizcita agipge of'a Cuck- 
“olds hornes*4- +" f iri Loy.20tl or i 
£2 Clow. And'T 
_| fhouldft haue it to buy Ginger bread: Holdjthere is the ; 
byery Reammneration I'had of chy Maifter;thou halfperny 
| purfe of witsthiow Pidgeon-egee of diferetion. O'& the 
| heauens.were fopleafed,hat thou werrbut my Baftards | 
| What a ioyfull father would(t tow makemiee? Goe'to, , 
| thou hattitaddengil,ar'the firgers'endsjas they fay. 
(| peda. “Oh Mmell falfe Latinie;dunghel forunguem, 
|}: 2 Brag. APtfsman preambalat,we willbee Gingled from | 
. {the barbaréus. Do you not educate youth atche Charg- | 
| Lieufeonche top of the Mouitaine? “soo 2 
| Reda. Ox Mons the hill. Ee 


had buronepenny in the'world, thou | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


“Dole Lowes Lonbocks loft. | 


= At your fweet plesfure; for the Mountaine, | 
Peda. 1 doe fansyueftion: ° 

Bra, Sit,it is the Kings moft {weet pleafure and af. 
feétion, to congratulate the Princeffe at her Pauilion, in 
the pofferiors of this day , which the rude multitude cal] 
the after-noone,*: ° 3 tn 

Ped. The pofferior of the day,moft generous fir,is lia. 
ble,congruent, and meafurable for the after-noone: the} 
word is well culd,chofe, fweet, and apt I doe aflure you | 
fir,I doe affure. > 


I recount no fable, fome certaine fpeciall honours it 
pleafeth his greatneffe to impart to e4rmadoa Souldier, 
aman of trauell, that hath feenethe world : but let that 
pafle ; the very all ofall is: but tweet heart,] do implore 
fecrecie, that the King would haue mee prefent the 
Princeffe ({weetchucke) with fome delightfull oftenta- 
tion, or fhow y or pageant, ‘or anticke, or fire-worke: 
Now, vnderftanding that che Curate and your {weet felf|_ 
are good at fuch eruptions, and fodaine breaking outof 
myrth (as it were ) J haue acquainted you withall, to 
the end to crave your affiftance, 

Peda. Sir, youfhall prefeut before her the Nine Wor 
thies. Sir Holoferxes,as concerning fome entertainment 
of time, fome fhow in the pofterior of this day , to bee 
rendred by our affiftants the Kings: command): and this 
moft gallant, illuftrate and learned Gentleman , before! 
the Princeffe : J fay none fo fit as toprefentthe Nine 
Worthies. « 4 

Curat. Where will you findemen worthy enough to, 


| prefent them? 


Peda. lofua;your felfe:my felfe,and this gatlant gene 
tleman Juaas Machabews 5 this Swaine (becaufe of his 
great limmeot ioynt ) fhallpaffe: Pompey the great, the 
Page Hercules, i 

Brag. Pardon fir, error: He is not quantitie enough 
for chat Worthies thumb, hee is not fo big as the end of 
hisClub. = A100 Hf p 

Peda. Shall Phaue audience? he fhall:prefent Hercw 
les in minorities his ester and ‘exit hall bee:ftrangling @ 
Snake ; and I will haue.an Apologie for that purpofe.. ” 

Pag. Anexcellenrdeuice!:: fo if any of the-audienct 
hiffe, you may cry, Well done: Hercules;now thowcn- 
fheft the Snake ; thatis the way to make anoffence gra 
cious, though few hanethe grace to doc ity’ 

Brag. For the reft of che: Worthies?: 

Peda. I will play threemy felfe. 

Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman. ©1925 6 

Brag. Shall Itell you athing?: ©) Jv eaves 

Peda. Weattend. wo > i 

Brag. Wewill haue,if this 
befeech you follow. oi buic 7 mek arti i 

Ped. Viaigdod-nian Dasl;thowhatt fpoken noyvord 
all this while.!c SaaS pyanieh esueng uy tte 

Dell. Nor vnderftoodndheneither fire 160 

Ped. Alone,we willenploy thee. 2 ec | 

Dud. We make‘onein a dance; or fo: sorl willplay: 

on} 


fad genot,an Antique. y 










Ped. Moft Dril,honett Dxll,to our {port away. Exit. 


-. *. Buter Ladies, 

On, Sweet hearts we fhall be rich ere we depart , 

If fairings come.thus plentifully in.. pial 

ALady wal'dabout with Diamonds: Look you, what J 

haue from-the louing King... - 

Rofa, Madam,came nothing elfe along with that? 
4. Nothing but this,: yes as much louein Rime, 

As would be cram’d yp ina fheet of paper 

Writ on both fides the leafe,margent and all, 

That he was faine to feale on (wpids name. . cy 
Rofa...That was the way to make his god-head wax : 

Forhe hath beene fiue thoufand yeeres a Boy. 

Kath. J,and a fbrewd. vnhappy gallowes too. 

Rof. You'll nere be friends with him,a kild your fider. 
Kath. He made her melancholy, fad, and heauy, and 
4 {o fhe died : had the beene Light like you,of fuch a mer- 
rie nimble ftirring {pirit, fhe might a bin aGrandam ere 
the died. And fo may you; Fora light hears, liues long. 
Rof. What's your darke meaning moufe,ofthislight 
word ? 
Kat. A light condition in a beauty darke, 
Rof. We need more light to finde your meaning out. 
Kat. You'll marre the light by taking itin f{nuffe : 
Therefore Ile darkely end the argument. 
Rof. Look what you doe,you doc it {til i'th darke. 
Kat. Sodonot you,for you area light Wench. 
Rof. Indeed L waighnot you,and therefore light. 
Ka.¥ ou waigh menot,O that’s you care not forme. 
Rof, Great reafon : for paft care, is Mill paft cure. 
Qu. Well bandied both, a {et of Wit well played. 
| But Rofalixe, you haue a Favour too ? 
Who fentit? and whatisit? 
Ros. [would you knew. 
And if my face were but as faire as yours, 
My Favour were as great, be witnefle this. 
Nay, haue Werfes too, thanke Berowne, 
Thenumbers true, and were the numbring too, 
| I were the faireft goddeffe on the ground. 
Jam compar’d to twenty thoufand fairs. 
O he hath drawne my picture in his letter. 
Qu, Any thing like? 
Rof. Much in the letters,nothing in the praife. 
Qu, Beauteous as Incke : a good conclufion, 
Kat, Faire asa text B.in.a Coppie booke. 
Rof: Ware penfals. How? Let menot die your debtor, 
My red Dominicall, my golden letter. 
Othat your face were full of Ocs. 

x. A Pox ofthatieft,and I befhrew all Shrowes: 
But Katherine, what was fent to you 
From faire Damaine ? 
Kat, Madame, this Gloue, 
Qu, Didhenot fend you twaine ? 
Kat. Yes Madame:andmoreouer, 
Some thoufand Verfes ofa faithfull Louer. 
A huge tranflation ofhypocrifie; 
Vildly compiled, profound fimplicitie... ; 

_ Mar. This,and thefe Pearls, to me fent Longasile. 
The Letter istoolong by halfea mile, . 
Qy- Uthinkeno lef: Doft thou with in heart 
The Chaine were lon ger, and the Letter fhort. 

Mar. J,or1 would thefe bands might neuer part.’ 
| Quee. Weare wile girleste mocke our Lowers fo. 
Rof. They are worfe fooles to purchafemocking fo. 
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~ As Witturn’d foole,follie in Wifedome hatch’d: 


: To proue by Wit, worth in fimplicine, 


~ Mutter your Wits,ftand in your owne defence , 


a apenas 


| Yerfearenotthou, but fpeake audacioufly. 


| A better {peech was never {poke before. 


| Their purpofe is to parlee,to court, and dance,” > 


Lowes Labouts loft 





That fame Berewne ile torture ere I goe. 
O that I knew he were but in by th’weeke, 
How I would make him fawne,and beg ge,and feeke, 
And wait the feafon, and obferue the times, 
And {pend his prodigal wits in booteles rimes, 
And fhape his feruice wholly tomy deuice, ._ 
And make him proud to make me proud that iefts. 
So pertauntlike would] o refway his ftate, 
That he fheld be my foole,and J his fate: 

Qu. None are fo furely caught.when they are catcht, 


Hath wifedoms warrant, and the helpe of Schoole, 
And Wits owne grace to gracealearnedFoole ? 
_ Rof. The bloud of youth burns not with fuch exceffe, 
As grauities revolt to wantons be. 
Mar, Folticin Fooles beares not fo ftrong anote, 
Asfool’ry inthe Wife, when Wit doth dote: 
Since all the power thereofit doth apply, 


_ Enter Boyer. 

Qu, Hecre comes Boyet,and mirth in his face, 

Bey, Olam ftab’d with laughter, Wher’s hex Grace? 

Liu, Thy newes Boyet # 

Boy. Prepare Madame,prepare, 
Arme Wenches arme, incounters mounted are, 
Againft your Peace, Loue doth approach, difguis d : 
Armed in arguments, you'll be furpriz’d., 


Or hide your heads like Cowards,and flie hence. 
Ox, Saint Deans to S.Cupid: What are they, 

That charge thei breath againft vs? Say {cout fay. 
Boy. Vader the coole fhade of a Siccamore, 

I thought to clofe mine eyes fome halfesn houre : 

When loto interrupt my purpos'dreft, 

Toward that fhadeI might behold addreft, 

The King and his companions: warely 

J ftole into a neighbour thicker by, 

And ouer-heard, what you fhall ouer-heate: 

That by and by difguis’d they will be heere, 

Their Heraldis a pretty knauifh Page: 

That well by heart hath con’d his embaflage; 

Aion and.accent did they tesch him there, 

Thus muft thou fpeake,and thus thy body beare. 

And euer and anon they made a doubt, 

Prefence maiefticall would put bim out: 

For quoth the King,an Angell fhale thou fee =, 


The Boy reply’d, An Angell isnoteuill : 

J fhould haue fear’d her,shadfhe beeneadeuill, 
With that all laugh’d,and clap’d him on the fhoulder, 
Making the bold wagg by their praifes bolder, 
Onerub’d his elboe thus,and ficer'd, and {wore, 


Another with his finger andhisthumb,;. _ 
Cry’d via, we will doo’t,come what will come. 
The third he caper’d and cried, All goes well:, 
The fourth turn’d on thetoe, and downe he fell : 
With that they all did tumble on the ground ; 
With fuch a zelous laughter fo profound, 
Thatin this {pleene ridiculous appeares 5 
Tochecke their folly paffions folemne teares. | 
Quee. But what,but what,come they to vifitvs? 
Bey. They do, they do; and ate apparel’d thus, 
Like MufCoustes, or Reffians, as I geffe. | x 








M3. And | 



















































































































































































































































































~ Loues Eabour's lo} 


4 ndeuery one his Loue-feat will aduance, 
Vato his feuerall Miftrefle: which they'll know 
By fauours feuerall, which they did beftow. 
Queen, Andwill they forthe Gallants fhhall be taskt: 
For Ladies ; we will euery one be maskt, | 
And not aman of them fhall haue the grace 
| Defpight of fute,to fee a Ladies face. 
Hold Rofaline, this Fauour thou fhale weare, 
And then the King will court thee for his Deare : 
Hold, take thou this my fweet, and giue me thine, 
| So thall Berowie take me for Rofaline. 
And changeyour Fauours too,fo fhall your Loues 
“Woo contrary, decciu'd by thefe remoues. 
Rofa. Come on then, weare the fauours moft in fight. 
Kath. Burin this changing, What is your intent? 
Queen. The effe@ of my intent is to croffe theirs ; 
They doe it butin mocking merriment, 
| And mocke for mocke js onely my intent. 
| Their fenerall counfels they vnbofome fhall, 
; To Loues miftooke,and fo be mockt withall. 
Vpon thenext eccafion that we meete, 
With Vilages difplaydto talke and greece. 
Rof. But fhall we dance,if they defire vstoo't? 
nee, No, to the death we will not moue a foot, 
Nor to their pen’d {peech render we no grace: 
But while’tis {poke,each turne away his face, 
Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heare, 
And quite diuerce his memory from his part. 
Luse, Therefore I doe it,and I make no doubt, 
The reft will ere come in, if he be out. 
Theres no fuch fport,as fport by fport orethrowne : 
To make theirs ours,and ours none bur our owne. 
So fhall we ftay mocking entended game, 
And they well mockt,depart away with fhame. Sound. 
Boy, The Trompet founds, bemaskt, the maskers 
| come. | 


| Enter Black, moores with muficke , the Boy with a {peech , 
4 and the reff of the Lords di/guifed. : 


Page. Allbaile the riche? Beauties on the earth, 

Ber, Beauties no richer then rich Taffata. 

Pag. A holy parcell of the faireft dames that ener turn'd 
their backes to mortall viewes. 

The Ladies turne their backes to him, 

Ber. Their eyes villaine,their eyes. 

Pag. That ener turd their eyes to mortall viewes. 
Out . 

Boy. True, out indeed. 

Pag. Out of your famours heauenly (pirits vouchfafe 
Not to bebolde.. 

Ber. Onceto behold,rogue. 

Pag. Once to behold with your Sunne beamed eyes, 
With your Sunne beamed eyes. . 

Boy. They will not anfwer to that Epythite, 
You weré belt call it Daughter beamed eyes. 

Pag. They donot marke me,and that brings me out. 

Bero. is this your perfectneffe? be gon you rogue, 

Rofa. What would thefe'ftrangers ? i 
Know their mindes Zozer. 
If they doe {peake our language, “tis our will 
| That fome plaine man recount their purpofes, 
Know what they would? eis 
Boyer. What would you with the sit pos 

Ber. Nothing but peace,and gentle vifitation. 

Rof. What would they, fay they? 


‘| Boy. Nothing but peace,and gentle vifitation. 
Rofa.. Why that they haue,and bidthem fo be gon, 
Boy. She faies you haue it,and you may be gon, 
Kix. Say to her we have meafur'd many miles, 

To tread a Meafure with you on the graffe, ’ 

Boy. They fay that they have meafur’d thany amile, 

To tread a Meafure with you on this graffe. y 
Rofa. Itis not fo. Aske'them how many inches 

Isin one mile? If they. have meafur’d manic , 

The meafure then of one is éaflie told. FOvEs | 
Boy. If to come hither,yow haue meafur'd miles Pe 

And many miles : the Princeffe bids you tell, | 

How tnany inches doth fill vp one mile? 

Ber. Tell her we meafure them by weary fteps, 
Boy. Sheheares her felfe. 
Rofa. How manic wearie fteps, 
Of many weatie miles you haue ore-gone, 
Are numbred in the trauell of one mile? Lig 
‘ Bere. Wenumber nothing that we fpend for you, 

Our dutic is fo rich, fo infinite, 

That we may doe it ftill without accompt. 

Vouchfafe to fhew the funthine of your face, 


, That we (like fauages) may worthip it. 


Rofa, My face is but a Moone and clouded too, 
Kin. Bleffed are clouds,to doe as fuch clouds do; 
Vouchfafe bright Moone,and thefe thy ftars to fhine, 
(Thofe clouds remooued ) ypon our waterie eyne, 
Kofa. Ovaine peticioner, beg a greater matter, 
Thou now requefts but Moonefhine in the water. 
Kia. Then in our meafure,vouchfafe but one change, 
Thou bidft me begge,this begging isnot ftrange. 
Rofa. Play mufickethen: nay you muft doc it foone, 
Nat yet no dance : thus change I like the Moone, 
Kin. Willyounot dance ? How come you thuse. 
ftranged? 
Rofa. Youtookethe Moone at full, but now fhee's 
changed ? 
Kia. Yet Rill theis the Moone, and I the Man, 
Rofa. The mufick playes, vouch{afe fome motionto 
it: Our eares vouchfafe it. 
Kix. But your legges fhould doe ir. 
Rof. Since you are ftrangers,& come here by chance, 
Wee'ill not benice,take hands,we will not dance, 
Kix. Why take you hands then? 
Rofs. Onelie to part friends. 
Curtfie {weet hearts,and fo the Meafure ends, 
Kis. More meafure of this meafure, benot nice, 
Roja, We can afford no more at fuch a price, 
Kin. Prife your feluess What buyes your companie?} 
Rofa. Your abfence onelie. 
Kin. That canneuer be, 
Rofa, Then cannot we be bought:and fo adue, 
Twice to your Vifore, and halfe once to you, 
Kin. If you denieto dance, let’s hold more chat, 
Ref: \n private then. 
Kin. Tam beft pleas’d with that. 
Be. White handed Miftris,one fweet word withthe. 
32s. Hony,and Milke,and Sugersthere is three, 
Ber. Nay then two treyes,an if you grow fe nice 
Methegline,Wort, and Malmfey  wellrunne dice: _ 
There’s halfe a dozen {weets. re 
Q4. Scuenth {weet adue,fince you cancogg, — 
Iie play no more with you. 
Ber. One word in fecret. 
Qu, Leritnot be fweer. 
Ber, Thow greeu’ft my gall. 


Ouwer Fi 








Qu, Gall,bicter,, 
Bere Therefore meete,., jo Rulespsaweld sushl 
Du. Will you xouchlafe with me to changea word? 
Mat, Name its os ssistvy soli) ssisivy eins yA 
Dum, Eaire Ladies) 0} hii onto veers 

Adar Say you fo? Faire, | PS TS 

Take you that for yountaire Lady. 

Du. Plealeig yous’. -saya bei) eb sad 
As much in priuate, and Ile bid adietty...\ 
Mar. What,was your vizatd: made without a tong? 
Long. I know the reafon, Ladic why you aske, 

«Mar. O for your reafon,quickly.firyIlong..... 1; 
Long. Youhaue a dopble tongue within your mask, 
And would affoord. my {peechlefle vizard-halfe. 

Mar:, Veale quoth che Dutch-man ;.is not Veale? 
Calfe ? : , ere! , Sod : ; 
Long. A Calfe faireLadie? 

Mar. Noa faire Lord Calfe. 

Long. Let’s,part, the word, 

Mar. No, lle not be your halfe : 

Take all and weane it, it may-proueanOxe. 

Long. Looke how you but your felfein thefe fharpe 
mockes, ; 

Will you give hornes chaft Ladie? Donot fo. > | 

Mar. Then diea.Calfe before your horns.do grow. 
~ Lon. One word in priuate with yowere-] die. 

(Mar. Bleat foftly then, the Butcher heares youcry. 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are askeen 
As isthe Razors edge, inuifible : 
Cutting a fmaller haire then may be feene, 

Aboue the fenfe of fence {o fenfible: 

Seemeth their conference,their conceits haue wings, 
Fleeter then arrows, bullets wind,thoght,{wifter things 
_ Rofa: Not one word more. my maides, breake off, 
breake off, ; ; 

Ber, By heauen, all drie beaten with pure {coffe. 
King. Farewell madde. Wenches, you haue fimple 
Wits, E vewat. 
Ot. Twentic adieus my frozen Mulcouits, 
Arethefe the breed of wits fo wondredat?, __ 

Boyet.. Tapers they are, with your fweere breathes 
puft out. - 
Rofa.Wel-liking wits they haue,groffe, groffe, far, fas. 
Qu, O pouertiein wit,Kingly peore flout. 

Will they not (thinke you) hang themfelues to night? 
Oreuer butin vizards fhew their facess : 

This pert Berowne was out of countr’nance quite. 

_. Rofa. They were allin lamentable cafes. 
4 The King was vveeping ripe fora good word. 

Qu. Berowne did {weare himfelfe out of al} fuite. 
Mar. Damaine was at my feruice, and his {word : 
No point (quoth I:) my feruant ftraight vvas pyute, 
Ka. Lord Longausll {aid I came ore his hare : 

And trow youvvhat he call’d me? 

‘Qn, Qualme perhaps. : .. 

Kat. Yes in. good faith. 

Qu. Go fickneffe as thou att. = 
Rof: Well, better wits haue wore plain ftavute caps, 
But vvil you heare;the King is my loue fworne. 

Qu, And quicke Berowne hath plighted faith co me. 
Kat. And Loxganill was for my fereice borne... 
Mar. Damaineis mine as {ure as barke on tree. 
Boyet. Madam,and prettie miftreffes giue eare, 
Immediately they will againe beheere. 

| In theirowne fhapes : for it can neuer be,!; . 

They will dige@chis harfh indignisie. 


HIME Soe 
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Lowes, Labour s lofts 


weit 4 “Qu. Will they returne?, 


540599 | 


Boy, They will they will,God knowes, 


And leape for ioy, though they are lame with blowes: 


Therefore change Fauours, and when they repaire, 
Blow like {weet Rofes, in this f{ummer eire. ree 
i 2u. How blovy? how blovv? Speake to bee ynder- | 
ood. . : 
Bey. Faire Ladies maskt,are Rofesin their bud: ._,» 
Difmaskt, their damaske {weet commixture fhowne;:, | 
Are Angels yailing clouds, or Rofes blowne. 
Qx, Auant perplexitie : Whar fhall yve do,. 
Ifthey returneintheir owne fhapes to wo? . 
Kofa. Good Madam, if by me you'l be aduis’d, 
Let’s mocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis’d: 
Let vs complaine to them vyhat fooles were heare, 
Difguis’d like Mofcouites in hapeleffe geare; 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Theirthallow fhowes, and Prologue vildely pen'd ;. 
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, : 
Should be prefented at our Tent to vs, ii 
Boyet. Ladies, withdraw.: the gallants are at hand, 
Quee. Whip to our Tents, as Roesrunnes ore Land. 
i ai Exenat 
Enter the King and the reft. 


King. Faire Gr,God faue you. Wher’s the Princeffe? 
Boy. Gone to her Tent. 

Pleafe it your Maieftie command me any feruice to her? 
Kiag, That fhe vouchfafe me audience for one word; 
Boy, Iwill,andfo will the, 1 know my Lord. Exit, 
Ber, This fellow pickes vp witas Pigeonspeafe, 

And vtters it againe, when ene doth pleafe, . 

He is Wits Pedler,and retailes his Wares, _ 7 

At Wakes, and Waffels, Mectings, Markets, Faires, 

And.we that fell by groffe, the Lord doth know, 

Haue not the grace to grace it with {uch fhow, 

This Gallasrpins the Wenches on his fleeue. 

Had he bin e-¢dam, he hadtemptedéve, 

He can carue too, andlifpe: Why this is he, 

That kiftaway his hand in courtefie. 

This is the Ape of Forme, Monfieur the nice, 

That when he plaies at Tables, chides the Dice 

In honorable tearmes : Nay he can fing 

A meane moft meanly, andin V fhering 

Mend him who can: the Ladies callhimfweete, 

The flaires as he treads on them kiffe his feete, 

This is the flower that {miles on euerie one,. 

To fhew his teeth as white as Whales bone, 

And con{ciences that wil not die in debt, 

Pay himthe dutie of honie-tongued Boyer. 

King. A biifter on his fweet tongue with my hart, 

That put Armathoes Page out of his part. 


Enter the Ladies. 


Ber. See where it comes.Behauiour what wer’t thou, 
Till this madman fhew’d thee? And what art thounow? 
King. Allhaile fweet Madame,and faire time of day, | 
Qa, Faire inall Haile is foule,as 1 conceiue, 
King. Conftrue my fpeeches better, ifyoumay. 

Qu, Then with me better, I wil give youlesue. 
King. Wecameto yifityou,and purpofenow __ 
To leade you to‘our Court, vouchfafe it then. AG 
Qu. This field fhal hold me, and fo hold yourvows 
Nor God, nor I, delights in periur’d men. “ 
King. Rebuke menos for that which you prouoke : | 
The 





























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































| The vertuc of your eie muft breakemy oth, 
_ Q.Younickname vertue: vice you fhould haue fpoke: 
For vertues officé neuer breakesinen trath, °°". 
Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 
As the vnfallied Lilly, [ protelt, 
A world oftormentsthough I fhould endure, 
_Lwould not yeeld to be your houfes gueft : 
So much I hate a breaking caufe to be 
Oftheauenly oaths, vow’d with integritie, 
Kia. O youhauc liv’d ia defolation heere, 
Vofeene, vnuifited, much ro our fhame, 
Qu. Not {omy Lord, itis not fol fweare, 
We haut had paftimes heere,and pleafant game, 
A meffe of Ruffians left vs but of late, 
Kin, How Madam? Rofsians ? 
Qx. Lin truch, my Lord. 
| Trim gallants, full of Courtthip and of ftate. 
Refa. Madam fpeake true. itis not fo my Lord: 
My Ladie (tothe manner of the daies ) 
In curtefje gines vndeferuing praife. 
We foure indeed confronted were with foure 
ti Rufsia habit : Heere they ftayed an houre, 
And talk'd apace : and in that houre (my Lord) 
They did not bleffe vs with one happy word, 
I dare not call them fooles; but this I chinke, 


When they are thirftre, fooles would faine haue drinke. | 


Ber, This iettis drietome. Gentle fweete, 

Your wits makes wife things foolifh when we greete 

With eies beft feeing, heauens fierie cie : 

By light we loofe light ; your capacitie 

Is of that nature, that to your huge ftoore, 

Wife things feeme foolifh, and rich things but poore, 
Rof: This proues you wife and rich: for in my-cie 
Ber, Tama foole,and full of pouertie. 

Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong, 

Tt were a faule to fnatch words from my tongue, 

Ber. O, 1am yours,and all that I poffeffe. 

Rof. All the foole mine. 

Ber. I cannot giue you leffe. 

Ref. Which of the Vizards what itthat you wore? 
Ber. Where? when? What Vizard? 

Why demand you this ? 

Rof: ‘There, then, that viz.ard, that fuperfluous cafe, 

That hid the worfe, and fhew’dthe better face. 

Kin. Weare difcried, é 
They’'l mocke vs now downeright. 
Da, Let vs confeffe,and turne it to aielt. 
Que. Amaz’d my Lord? Why lookes your Highnes 
fadde? . ‘ 
| Rofa, Helpe hold his browes,hee’l found: why looke 
owpale?- . 
Sea-ficke I thinke comming from Mufcouie. 
| ‘Ber. Thus poure the ftars down plagues for periury. 

Can any face of braffe hold longer out ? 

Heere {tand J, Ladie dart thy skill acme, 

Bruife me with fcorne, confound me with a flout, 

Thruft thy fharpe wit quite through my ignorance. 

Cut me to peeces with thy keene conceit : 

AndJI will wifh thee neuer more to dance, 

Nor neuer tnore in Rufsian habit waite, 
O! never will I cruft to fpeeches pen’d, : 

| Nor tothe motion of a Schoole-boies tongue. 
Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend, 

| Nor woo in rime like a blind-harpers fongue, 
Taffata phrafes, filken tearmes precife, 
Three-pil’d Hyperboles, fpruce affection; 


| By this white Gloue (how white the hand Ga 
| Henceforth my weing minde fhall be expreR™ 
| Inruffet yeas, and honeftkerfiegoes’ 9° ¢ 
_ Andto begin Wench, fo God hele me law, 

| My loueto theeis found,/ans crackeorflaw.> | 





Figures pedanticall, thefe fummer flies, me 
Have blowne me full of maggot oftentation! 
Ido forfweate them, and Theere proteft, |! 


s 


d Knows) 


Rofa. Sans, fans, Ipray you. 
Ber, Yet Thaueatricke’ — 


| Oftheold rage: beare with me, Fam ficke, 

| He leaue it by degrees : foft, let vs fee, 

| Write Lord bane mercie on vs, on thofe three, 

| They are infected, in their heartsit lies?” 

| They hanethe plague, and caught it of your cyes: - 


Thefe Lords are vifited, you are not free: 

For the Lords tokens on youdo I fee. . 
Qu.No,they are free that gaue thefe tokens to ys, 
Ber. Our-ftates are forfeit, feekenot to vndo ys, 
Rof: Itisnot fo; for how can this be true, 


| That'you ftarid'forfeit, being thofe that fue. 


Ber. Peace, for] willnothaue te do with you, 

Rof: Nor fhall not, ifI do as I intend, 

Ber. Speake for your felues,my wit is at an end, 

King. Teach vs fweete Madame, for our rude tranf. 
grefsiony fome faire excufe, 

Qa. The faireftis confefsion. 
Were you notheere but euen now, difguis’d? 

Kix. Madam,I was, - 

Au. And were you well aduis’d? 

Kin, Iwas faire Madam. 

Qs. When you then were heere, 
What did youwhifper in your Ladies eare 

King. That more then all the world I did refpe@ther 
Qu. When thee fhall challenge this, you will reied 
rer. 

King. Vpon nine Honor no. 

Qu. Peace,peace, forbeare ; 
your oath once broke, you force not to-forfweare. 

King, Defpife me when I breake this oath of mine, 

Qu. Twill, and therefore keepeit, Rofaline, 
What did the Rufsian whifper in your eare ? 
* Ref. Madam,he {wore that he did hold me deare 


’ As precious eye-fight, and did value me 


Aboue this World: adding thereto moreouer, 
That he vvould Wed me, or elfe die my Louer. 

Qu, God giue thee ioy of him: the Noble Lord 
Moft honorably doth vphold his word. 

King, What meane you Madame? 

By wy life, my troth, 
I neuer {wore this Ladie fuch an oth. 

Rof: By heauen you did; and to confirmeit plaine, 
you gaue methis : Buc take it far apaine. 

King. My faith and this, the Princeffe I did giue, 
I knew her by this lewell on her flecue, ‘. 

24. Pardonme fir, this Iewell did fhe weate, 
And Lord Berowne (I thanke him) is my deare: 
What? Will you haue me, or your Pearle againe? 

Ber. Neither of either, Iremit both twaine. 

I fee the tricke on’t : Heere was aconfent, 

Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 

To dash itlikea Chriftmas Comedie. 

Some carty-tale,fome pleafe-man, fome flight Zanie, 

Some mumble-newes, fome trencher-knight,fom Dick 

That fmiles his cheeke in yeares, and knowes the trick 

Tomake my Lady laugh, when the’s difpos’d; ee 
To 


















































Told our intents before : which-once difcles’d, 

The Ladiesdid change Favours; andthen we 

Following the fignes, woo'd bar the figne of fie. 

‘Now to our periurie, to adde more terror, ' 

Weare againe forfworne dn will and error.) 

[Much vpen thistis:and might‘notyow “> 

Foreftall ourfport, to avake vs thus vinetie >” 

Donoryou know my Ladies footby’th fquier ? 

And laugh vpon the apple ofhereie? 

| And (tand betweene her backe fir,and the fire, 

Holding a trencher, iefting merrilie? 

You put our Page out : go, yotare alowd, © 4 

Die when you will, a fmocke (hall be your throwd, 

Youleere vponme, doyou? There's ancie’ 

Woundslike a Leaden fword. > Sasi ; 
Boy. Full merrily hath this brave’ manager, this car- 

reere bene run, - aes 
Ber, Loe,heis tilting ftraight. Peace;Thaue'don. 


Enter Clowne. 


Welcome pure wit, thou part’(t a faire fray! 

Clo, O Lord fir, they would kno, _ 
Whether the three worthies fhall come inj6r no. 

Ber. What,arethere but three? 

Cl.No fir, but it is vara fine, 
For euerie one purfents three. 

Ber. And threetimesthriceisnine. 

Clo. Not {6 fir, vnder correction fir, I hope it is not fo. 
You cannot beg vs fir, can affure you fir,we know what 
we know : I hope fir three times thrice fir. 

Ber, Is notnine. 

Clo, Vuder correction fir, wee know where-yntill it 
doth amount. ya: . 

Bers By‘Toue, Talwaies tooke three threes for nine. 

Clow. O Lord fir, it were pittie you fhould get your 
[living byreckning fir. ~ 
. Ber. How muchis it ? 

Clo, O Lord fir, the parties themfelues,the actors fi 
will thew where-¥ntill it doth amount: for mine owne 
pact, lam (as they fay, but to perfect one man in one 
pooreman)} Pompzon the great fir. ” 


Bers Arttho'one of the Worthies? - oe 


Clo, It pleafed them to thinke me worthie of Pompey 
the'great for mine owne part, [know nor the degree of 
the Worthie, but] amto and for him. 

Ber, Go, bidthem prepare. - Exit. 

(to. We will turne it finely off fir, we wil take fome 
care. ; 
| ‘King. Berowne, they willfhameys::9 
| Let them not approach, ec 
| Ber. Weare fhame-proofe my Lord: ‘and’ tis fome 
| Policie, to: have brie fhew worfe then the ‘Kings and his 

companie, = ey 
Kin. fay they fhalfndt come. © '° “= 
ane ‘Nay iny good Lord, let me ore+rule you now; 
| That {port beft pleafes, that doth leat know how. : 
| Where Zedleftriues to‘content, and the’contents’*> 
Ditsitithe Zeale of chat which it prefents: 
| Their forme confounded, thakes moft forine inenirth | 
| When great thin gs etaatneaancs: birth: “°" 


Pecd R Loy Ah Soh 3 : Be} = ad 


Brag. ‘Meath 





| royall fweet breath, as will yetera brace of words. 
Dis. Doth this maii ferueGod? 
| Bere Why aske you? wc 

| ~ Oa. Hefpeak’s not likea man of God’s making. | ° 
Brag. That's all one my faire {weet honie Monarch: | 
_ For Iproteft, the Schoolinafter is exceeding fantafticall: ; 


‘Tmuftneeds be friends with thee, 


| That oft in field, with Targe and Shield, 


| Proceede good Alexander. scot se 





tedjTitiplore fo itch expeace ofthy 





Too too vaine, too too vaine, But we wil put it(as they | 
fay) to Fortuna delaguar, 1 with you the peace of minde 
moft royall cupplement, ~~” . ah 

King.Herc is like to be 4 good prefence of Worthies; 
He prefents Heétor of Troy, the Swaine Pompey§ great 
the Parifh Curate Alexander, Armadoes Page Hercules, 
the Pedant Judas Aachabeus: And if thefe foure Wor. 
thiesin their firft fhew thriue, thefe foure will change 
habites,and prefent the other fiue. 1 vi 
~ Ber, There is fiuein the firft thew. ' 

Kin. You are deceived, tis not fo. 

Ber. ThePedant,the Braggart,the Hedge-Prieft,the 

Foole,and the Boy, PRERHOD T 
Abatethrow at Novum, andthe whole world againe. 
Cannot pricke out fiue fuch, rake each one in’s viine. 
Kin. The thip is ynder faileand here the coms amain. 


Enter Pompey. 


Clo. I Pompey am. 

Ber. Youlie, youarenothe. 

Clo. I Pompey am. 
Boy. With Libbards head on knee, 
Ber. Well faid old mockeg, 


Clo. I Pompey am, Pompey furnam d the big. Pd 
‘Du. The great. weigh 
Clo. cis great fic: Pompey furném’'d the great: 


did make my foe to fwreat : “apne 
Andtranailing along this codft, I beere am come by chance, 
And lay my Armes before the legs of this fweet Laffe of: 

France, : pm 
If your Ladifhip would fay thankes Pozmpey,1 haddone. 

La, Great thankes great Pompey, 

Clo, Tisnotfomuch worth: but Ihope I was per- 
fect. I made alittle faulrin great, ; a 

Ber. My hattoahalfe-penie, Pompey proowes the 
beft Worthie. teh 


Enter Curate for Alexandsre’ 


Carat, When in the world [ lin'd, Iwas the werldes Com- 
mander : yee sedi 
By Eaft Weft North,& South, 1 [pred may Conquering might 
My Sentcheon plaine declares that lam Alifander. 
Borer. Your nofe faiesno, youarenot: — 
For it {tands too right, 
‘Ber, Your nofe fmelsno, in this moft tender fmel-. 
ling Renrg bee Org SL comyTone A Seek | 
Qs. The Conqueroris difmaid : 


Cur, Whenin the world I lined, Imas the worldes Com 
meander. eee 
Boiet. Moft true, tis right: you were fi Alifander. 

o Bep Reinpey the'pregts O88 Lesson 
Clo, your feruant and (offard. Sey sieehae 
Beitbake away the Conqueror, take away Abfander 
Clo, O fir,you hane ouerthrowne Alifander the'con- 

queror : you will be {crap’d out of the painted cloth for 

‘sedabdaeea this, 
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| this : your Lion that holds his Pollax fittinp.on,a clofe, } 


ftoole, will be giuento Aiax, He will bethe ninth wor- 


thie. A Conqueror, and affraid to {peake?Runne away |! 


for fhame Alifander. There.an‘t fhall pleafe you : a foo- 
ith mildeman, an honeft man,looke you,& foon dafht. 
Heis amaruellous good neighbour infooth, and a verie 

good Bowler: but tor Alifander, alas you fee, how’tis a 
litele ere-parted. Butthereare Worthies a. comming, 
| will {peake their munde in fome other fort... Exit Cu. 
. Qu, Stand afide good Pompey. ae 


E ater Pedaret for Indas, and the Boy for Hercules. 


- Ped. Great Hercules is prefented by this Impe, 
Whofe Club kil’d Cerberus that. three-headed Canus, 
And when he was ababe, a childe, a {hrimpe, 

Thus did he ftrangle Serpents in his AZanus : 

Quoniam, he {eemeth in mivoritie, 

Ergo, } come with this Apologie. 

Keepe fome ftate in shy exst,and vanifh: 

‘Ped, Iudaslam.  ) 
Dum. Aludas? 
“Ped. Not I[cariot fir. 

Iudas I am,ycliped Machabeus. 
Dum.Ludas Machabeus clipt, is plaine Iudas. 
Ber. A kifsing traitor. How art theu prou’d Jtdas ? 
Ped, Indas 1 ams. , eS FHA 
Dum. The more fhame for you Judas. .., 

Ped. What meane you fir? ; 
Boi. To make Judas hang himfelfe. 
Ped. Begin fir,you are my elder. . 
Ber. Well follow’d, Judas was hang’d.onan Elder, 
Ped. I will not be put out of countenance, 
Ger. Becaufe thou haft no face, 
Ped. What is this? ; 
Boi, ACitterne head. .. 
_ Dum. The head of a bodkin. 
Ber. A deaths face in aring. . 
Lon. The face of an old Roman coine, {carce feene. 
Boj. The pummell of (4/ars Faulchion. 
‘Dum, The caru'd-bone face ona Flaske. 
Ber. 3.Georges halfe checke in a brooch. 
~ Dum. 1,and ina brooch of Lead. 

4 © Ber. I,.and worne in the cap: of a Tooth- drawer. 

} And now forward, for we haue put thee in. countenance 

Ped. You haue put me out of countenance. 

Ber. Falfe, we hauegiuen thee faces. 

4 = Ped, But youhaue out-fac’d them all. 

h Ber: And.thou wera Lion, we wauld do fo, 

"| Boy. Theretore ashe is, an Affe, let himgo :.. 

}-And fo adieu {weet Judes Nay; why doft thouftaye 

i] “Dum.. For the latter end ofhismames.....\..... 

Ber. For the Affe to the Jude,: gine ithims Jed-ae a- 

way, : 
fy Peds Thisis not generous, not 


a Exit Boy 


gentle,norhumble, 


Bay. A light for monfieur Judas, it growes-darke, he | 


may ftumble. Biel ici oupne sft. 
Que. Alas poore Machabers, how hath heebeene 


pained. fi tani TRvor adi stadt wd 
Enter Braggart. ‘aa 


en ele # SisW i ; fait ; ai eat f Asior’ 

Ber. Hide thy head eAchilles, heere comes; Hektor in 
‘1 Armes. Vi 
| eat, Thoughmy 
[now bemermeys oo. 
|) King. Hettoryvas bur, 


mockes game home by me, I will 


‘ 


| Pompey the huge. 


| them, or ftirre them on. 


; 


: 
i 
‘ 


iguoosgs: nO 4 t 
a Troyapinselpectofthis.... | 


| poore Wench is caft away: fhe’s 


Noh Later Labour's loft. 


j . ut is this Heétor? ais tse! ea nstgj 
Kin. I thinke Heétor was not fo eleanetimber'd, 
Lon. His legge is toobig for Helfor.,> =>... 
Dum, More Calfe certaine: uh ey 
Boi. No,heis beft indued inthe{mall. . 
Ber. This cannot be Heéfor. . . aay danke 
Dam. He’saGod or'a Painter, for he makes faces, ..| 
Brag: The Armipotent: Adarsyof Lannces the almighty | 
ane Hector a gift. « av deat kal 
Dam, AgiltNutmegge, .. 
Ber. A Lemmon, 
Len, Stucke with Cloues, 
Dam. No clouen. # ie 
Brag. TheArmipotent Mars of Launces the almsighsy 
Gaue Hettor a gift, the heire of Lilien ; e \ 
A man fo breathed, that certaine he would f; ight: yea 
From morne till night, out of his Pauillion. 
Iam that Flower. 
Dum, That Mint. 
Long. That Cullambine; 
Brag. Sweet Lord Longanill reine thy tongue. 
Low. I muft rather giue it the reine: foric runnes a 
gainft Heéfor. : 
Dum. \,and Hettor’s a Grey"hound. 
Brag. The {weet War-man is dead.and rotten,, 
| Sweet chuckes,beat not the bones of the buried : 
But I will forward with my deuice; | 
Sweet Royaltie beftow on me the fence of hearing, 


4 


Berowne fteppes forth, 
2a. Speake braue Hector,we aremuch delighted. 
Brag. I do adore thy {weet Graces flipper. 
Boy.. Loues her by the foot. . : : 
Dum. He may not by the yard. 
Brag. This Hetior farre furmounted Hannibal... 
: . {The partie 1s gone, o 
(lo. Fellow Bettor fhe is gone; the is two moneths 
on her way. ; 
Brag. What meaneft thou ? ne 
Clo, Faith vnleffe you play the honeft. Troyam, the 
quick,the child brags 
in her belly alreadie : tis yours, aeestO th 
Brag. Doft thou intamonize me among Potentates? 
Thowfhale die... 5: . 
Cle, Then thall Hector be.whipt for Jagnenetta that 
: quicke by him, and hang’d for Pompey,thavis deadby 
‘im. ; 
Dum. Mokt tare Pampey. \ .. . 
Boi, Renowned Pompey, 
Ber. Greater then great, great,great, great Pompg: 


< 


Dam. Hector trembles,,...... ... 1c SUT ae 
Ber, Pompey is moued, more.Atees. more Acces ftine 


Dum. Hector will. challenge him, oe) 
. Ber. I, ifa’haue no mere mans blood in’s belly, then 
will fup aFlea,..; ; aie wh 2 snot] see 
Brag... By the North-pole do challengehee. iW 


Clo. T wilnerfight witha pole hike a Nexthern mam 
Ile flath, le do ig by the word : J pray youler mecbor 


+2 


row my Armesagaine.. i 2liugds! eacids geste a90 V9 | 
Dum. Roome for.the incenfed Worthi¢se, “ ...« 
Clo. Ue doitinmyfhir. * 
Dam. Moft refolute Pe: 


Ress, | 
Page. Mafter, let me'take ‘you a button hole lower: 


Do younnt fee Pompey is yncaling for the combat: what 
' si © meane 












ou? you will lofeyour reputation.. 
ope Sines ciceidins pardon me; I will 
not combat in my fhirt. cbaliq ned agar bonis) 
| Dae Youmay not denieit, Pempeyhath made the 

nge. 

wos Sweet bloeds, I both may,and will . 
Ber, Whatreafon haue you for’s? 
| Brag. Thenaked truth ofitis,I haueno fhirt, 
| Igo woolward for penance. : 

Boy. True, and it was inioyned him in Rome for want 
of Linnen : fince when, Ile be fworne he wore none, but 
adifhclout of /aquenettas, and that nce weares next his 
heart for a fauour. 


Enter a Meffenger, Monfieur Marcade, 


Mar. Geod{aue you Madame. 
Qu, Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupteft 
or merriment, 
Marc. 1am forrie Madam, forthe newes I bring is 
heauic inmy tongue. The King your father 
Qu, Dead for my life. 
Mar. Euenfo:My tale is told. 
Ber. Worthies avy, the Scene begins to cloud, 
Brag. For mine owne part, I breath freebreath : I 
haue feene the day of wrong, through the little hole of 
| difcretion, and I willright my felfelike a Souldier. : 
Exeumt Worthies 
Ria, How fare’s your Maicftie? 
Qu. Boyet prepare, t willaway tonight. 
Kix. Madame not fo, Ido befeech you ftay. 
Qu. Prepare] fay. Ithanke you gracious Lords 
For all your faire endeuours and entreats : 
Our of a new fad-foule, that you vouchfafe, 
In yourrich wifedome to excufe, or hide, 
The liberall oppofition of our fpirits, 
Ifouer-boldly we haue borne our felues, 
Inthe conuerfe of breath (your gentleneffe 
Was guiltie of ic.) Farewell worthie Lord : 
A heauie heart beares not a humble tongue. 
Excufe me fo, comming fo fhort of thankes, 
For my great fuite, fo eafily obtain’d. 
Kin, The extreme parts of time,extremelie formes 
Allcaufes to the purpofe ofhis fpeed: 
‘And often at his verie loofe decides 
That, which long proceffe could not arbitrate. 
And thoughthe mourning brow of progenie 
Forbid the {miling curtefie of Loue : 
The holy fuite which faine ic would conuince, 
Yet fince loues argument was firft on foote, 
Let not the cloud of forrow iuftle it 
From what it purpos’d: fince to waile friends loft, 
Isnot by much fo wholfome profitable, 
As to reioyce at friends but newly found. 
Qu. Iynderftand younot, my greefes are double. 
Ber Honekt plain words, beft pierce the ears of gricfe 
Andby thefe badges vnderftand the King, 
For your faire fakes haue we negleéted time, 
Plaid foule play with our oaths: your beautie Ladies 
Hath much deformed ys, fafhioning our humors 
Euento the oppofed end of our intents, 
And what in vs hath feem’d ridiculous: 
As Loue is full of vnbefitting ftraines, 
All Wanton asa childe, skipping and vaine. 
Form'd by the cie, and therefore like the cie. 
Full of fraying thapes, of habits,and of formes 





‘Bones Laboue's loft 


| 1 Varying infubieéts asthe ele doth roule, 
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To euerie varied obieét in his glance: 
Which partie-coated prefence of loofe Joue 
Put on by vs, ifin your heauenly cies, 


| Haue misbecom’d our oathes and grauities. 


Thofe heauenlie cies that looke into thefe faults, 
Suggefted vs to make : therefore Ladies 
Our loue being yours, the error that Loue makes 
Is likewife yonrs. We to our felues proue falfe, 
By being once falfe, for euer to be true 
To thofe that make vs both, faire Ladies you. 
And euen that falfhood in it felfe a finne, 
Thus purifies it felfe, and turnes to grace, 
224, Wehaue receiu’d your Letters, full of Louies 
Your Fauours, the Ambafladors of Loue, 
And in our maiden counfaile rated ther, 
At courtthip, pleafant ieft, and curtefie, 
As bumbaft and as lining to the time: 
But more deuout then thefe are our refpects 
Haue we not bene, and therefore mer your loues 
In their owne fathion, like a merriment. | 
D#.Our letters Madam, fhew’'d much more then ieft. 
Lon, So did our lookes. 
Rofa. Wedidnotcoatthemfo. 
Kin. Now at the lateft minute of the houre,! 
Grant vs your loues, 
Qu. Atime methinkes too fhort, 
To make a world-without-end bargaine ins. 
No,no my Lord, your Grace is periur’d much, 
Full of deare guiltineffe, and therefore this: 
If for my Loue (as there is n8 {uch caufe) 
You will do ought, this fall you do for me, 
Your oth I will not truft: but go with fpeed 
To fome forlorne and naked Hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleafures of the world: 
There ftay, votill the twelue Celeftiall Signes 
Haue brought about theirannuall reckoning, 
If this auftere infociable life, 
Change not your offer made in heate afblood : 
If frotts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaudie bloffomes of your Loue, — 
But that it beare this triall,and Jaft Joue: 
Then at the expiration of the yeare, 
Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe deferts, 
And by this Virgin palme, now kiffing thine, 
I will be thine: and till chat infant fhue 
My wofull felfe vp ina mourning houfe, 


| Raining the ceares of lamentation, 


For the remembrance of my Fathers death, 
If this thou do denie, let our hands part, 
Neither intitled in the others hart. — 
Kis. Ifthis, or more then this, I would denie, 
To flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft, 
The fodaine hand of death clofe vp mine cie. 
Hence euer then, my heartis in thy breft, 
Ber, And what to me my Loue? and what to me? 
Rof. You muft be purged too, your fins are rack’d, 
Tou are attaint with faults and periurie : 
Therefore ifyou my fauor meane to get, 
A tweluemonth fhall you {pend, and newer reft, 


| But fecke the wearie beds of people ficke. 


Da. But what tome my loue? but what to me? 

Kat. A wife? a beard, faire health, and honeftie, 
With three-fold loue, I with you all thefe three, 

Da. O fhalll fay, Ithanke you gentle wife ? 

Kat. Not fo my Lord, atweluemonthand aday, — 


eee: lie 















































































144 | »\\Lones Labour's loft. 






Tle marke no words that fmoethfac’d waoers fay, 

Come when the King doth to my Ladie come: | 

Then if I haue much loue, Ile giue you fome, 
Dam. lle ferue thee true and faithfully till then. 


| Plough for her {weet loue three yeares. Bur mot eftee 

| med greatneffe,wil you heare the Dialogue that the Raa 
Learned men haue compiled, in praife of the Owle and 

the Cuckow? It fhould haue followed in the endof our| 


























Kath, Yet {weare not, leaftye be forfworneagen) || fhew. 
Lon, What faies Afaria? ik. Kin, Call them forth quickely,we will do {o, 
Mari. Atthe tweluemonths end, Brag. Holla, Approach. 
Ile change my blacke Gowne, fera faithfull friend. | 
Lon. Me Ray with patience: butthetimeislong, —, Enter all. 
Mari, The liker you, few taller are fo yong, This fide is Hieass, Winter. 
Ber. Studies my Ladie? Miftreffe,looke on me, This Ver,the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle 
| Behold the window of my heart,mine eie: ‘| Thother by the Cuckow. 1 ; 
What humble fuite attends thy anfwer there, Fer, begin. 
Impofe fome feruice on me for my loue. The Song. 





Rof. Oft haue I heard of youmy Lord Berowne, 
Before I faw you: and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimes you for a man repleate with mockes, 
Full of comparifons, and wounding floutes ; 

Which you on all eftates will execure, 

That lie within the mercie of your wit, =» 

To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfull braine, 
And therewithall co win me, if you pleafe, 

Without the which ] amnot to be won: 

You fhall this tweluemonth terme from day to day, 
Vifite the fpeechlefle ficke, and ftill conuerfe 

With groaning wretches : and your taske (hall be, 
With all the fierce.endeuour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotent to {mile. 

Ber.To moue wilde laughter in the throate of death? 
It cannot be, itis impoffible, 

Mirth cannot moue a foul@in agonie. 

Rof, Why that’s the way to choke a gibing fpirit, 
Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace, 

Which fhallow laug hing hearers giue to fooles : 
A iefts profperitie, lies in the eare 


Of him that heares it, neuer in the tongue | Winter. 











- When Dafies pied, and Vielets blew, 
And Cuckow-buds of yellow hew: 


And Ladie-{mockes all filuer white, 








Do paint the Medowes with delight. 
The Cuckow then on cuerie tree, 
Mockes matried men, for thus fings he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of feare, 
Vnpleafing to.a married eare.®? 




















When Shepheards pipe on Oaten ftrawes, 

And merrie Larkes are Ploughmens clockes: 
When Turtles tread, and Rookesand Dawes, 
And Maidens bleach their fummerfmockes: 
The Cuckow then on cuerie tree 

Mockes married men ; for thus fings he, 
Cuckow. 
Cuckow, Cuckow: O word of feare, 
Vnpleafing to a married eare. . 

















-{ Of him that makes it: then, if fickly cares, When Ificles hang by the wall, 

Deaft with the clamors of their owne deare grones, And Dicke the Sphepheard blowes his naile; 

Will heare your idle fcornes; continue then, And Tom beares Logges intothe hall, 

And I will have you,and that fault withall, And Milke comes frozen home in paile: 

But if they will not, throw away thac {pirit, When blood is nipt, and waies be fowle, 

And I fhal finde you emptie of that fault, Then nightly fings the ftaring Owle 

Right ioyfull of your reformation. Tu-whit to-who. 

Ber. Atweluemonth? Well: befall what will befall, A merrie note, 

Ile ieft a tweluemonth in an Hofpitall. While greafie Ione doth keele the pot. 
24. I {weet my Lord,and fo I take mry Jeaue. 
King. No Madam,we will bring you on your way. 
Ber. Our woing doth not end like an old Play: 

Jacke hath not Gill : thefe Ladies courtefie 

Might wel haue made our {port a Comedie, 

Kiz. Come fir, it wants atweluemonth and a day, 

And then ’twil end. 

Ber. That’s too long fora play. 
































When all aloud the winde doth blow, 
And coffing drownes the Parfons faw : 
And birds fit brooding in the fnow, 
And Martrians nofe lookes red and raw : 
When roafted Crabs hiffe in the bowle, 
Then nightly fings the ftaring Owle, 
Tu-whit ¢ who: 

A merrie note, 

While greafie Ione doth keele the pot. 





























Enter Braggare. Ty 
Brag. Sweet Maiefty vouchfafe me, 
Qn, Was not that Hectog ? | 
Dum, The worthie Knight of Troy. 

Brag. 1 wilkiffe thy royal finger,and take leaue. 

Lama Votaric, I haue vow'd to Laquenettato holde the 












































Brag. The Words of Mercurie, 
Are harfh after the fongs of Apollo: 
You that way; we this way. 





Exeunt ovines., 
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FINIS. 







































































PG 1 
A 


, Ze Ht 4 
A va us 
Zirh Yip Lip oN 

















































. , | te : 
% GC fe} a ms 
QS CP LBD C2. 3S 
7s a —_ * ec y ‘Bo 
enna Le 4 ; ; ee ~ fy »t. sm 4 
eta 72 ndS5 BUS 2isGO8 90 V905 7 Pa in | eAgh ths Fr" P| i135 3 : 
-Stitop Ot Its v sotD 01% SIG WHIi9 Rug 090 V4} 
Math, WO GI893 ' vOY 03 soaaibs olib wT 
ih 7! 3 Sh SNE GL EL Fath mi $ii5 Con 
aT). niret 
/ i : aN ald Ce at 
& - Pak 
. 3s 7 meV ie ae 8 be) Oe 





ar N Ni Dreamié. oes | 


Wi WA 





yy 
nibreA 
LEW, 


il fui primus. | sovginanec! oso ones ob 





































ict) a 
Enter Thefeusy Slaton with sit! ; _ With cunaing haft thow flch’d wi niy ydeughvers hear, 14 
26.) ees | > | Turn’d her obedience (whichis duetome) | Hid 

Thefens. ' To ftubborne harthneffe. ‘And my gracious Dike 
Ow faire Hippolita, ournuptiall houre Be it fo fhe will not hcere before yourGrace, 9 oc co | | 
Drawes on apace: foure happy daies bringin } Confentto marrie with Demetrius, Ligh W § 
Another Moon:but oh,me thinkes,how flow | I beg the ancient priviledge of Athens go ott uta’ 
This old Moon wanes’ She lingers my defires | As facis mine, I may difpofe of her ; o7 sue! shsi¥ 


LiketoaStep-damne,ora Dowager, Which. fhall ia either to this Geiitieman, 
Long withering outa yong mans reuennew. 
Hip Foure daies wil quickly fteep théfelues in nights 
Foure nights wil quickly dreamt away the time: 
And then the Moone, like'to a filuer bow, 
Now bent in heauen, ‘thal behold the night 
Of our folemnities. 
The. Go Philoftrate, 4: 
Stirre vp the Athenian youth to merriments, 
Awake the pert and nimble fpirit of mirth, 
Turne melancholy forth to Funerals: 
The pale companion is not for-our pompe,. 
Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my fword, 
And wonne thy loue; doing thee iniuries: 
But I will wed thee in another key, 
With pompe, with triumph, and with —— 


Or to her death, according to'blir Law, 2 vowel 
Immediately prowided in that cafe, >” , 
The, What fay you Hermia? be aduis’d faire Maide, 
To you your Father fhould beas a God ; 
One that compos’d your beauties; yea anidone vod 24 
To whom you are but asa formein waxe 9 1) 
By him imprinted: and within his power, net 
To leauc the figure, or disfigure ir: 
Demetrius is aworthy Geritleman, ib) BOY 20 
Her. Sois Lyfander. ey a 





The. Inhinafelfe he is, 
But in this kinde, wanting your fathers voyee. «> 
The other muft be held the worthier.: 19, ,CIKD 
Her. I would my father look’d bur with! my esis 
The.Rather your cies muft with his: sen seit sau 
Her. I do entreat your Graceto pardon mes. 
Enter Egens and his davghter Hermia paren, HO. | 
and Demetrius. 
ok ge. Happy be Thefeus, our renowned Duke: 
The. Thanks good Egews:what’s the news with ehee’é ? | 
Ege. Fullofvexation, come I,with complaint 
Againft my:childe, my daughter Hermia: : 


Tkoow not by what power ammade bold, ing A 
Nor how it may concernemy modeftie omot iG) 
In fuch a prefenice heere to pleade my thoughts >. 
But I befeech your Grace, that I may know 
Theworftthar inay befall mein this oe 
If] refufce to wed: Demetrius; eHO nla WOR 


Stand: forth Dometrins. The. Either todye the death, orto abiure dS 
My Noble Lord, For cuer the fociety of men. 201399330 
This man hath’ my. confent. to martie her: a Therefor e faire Hermia queftion pout defires, : y si : 
| Stand fortl ——, lid Know of your youth, examine well your bloody © S | 
And my gracious Duke, 2>¥.° Whether (ifyouyeeld not to your fathers che) th 


| Thisman hath bewitch’d the Lafont my hile 
Thou, thou Lyfander; thou haft’ given herrimes, 
And interchang’d lole-tokens with my childe: 
Thou haft by Mooneslight iat her- window {ung,- 
With faining voice, veriesof faining loue, 9°“ “94 
And ftalne theimpreffion ofhet fantafie, 
With bracelets.of: thy haire, rings, gawdes, conceits; ~ 
Knackes,trifles, Nofe-gaies, ira popatt aay Gu 
nig ftrong preuailment in ynhardnéd as 


& 


You can endure the liverie of aNunne, 9 visdu" 
For ayeto bein fiady Cloifter mew oe Oo 
Toliue a barren fifter all your life, 
~ Chantirig fainr hymines to the cold fruitleffe Moont} 
Thrice bleffed they that mafter fo their blood, | 

_ To vndergo fuch maiden pilgrimage, ) wil 
_ But earthlierhappie isthe Rofe difti'd; 9° a ae 
_ Then that which ‘withering onthe virgin thorne,.°"" | 
cc dies, in’ Isa blefledneffe: - are pi 
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| Her. Sewilll grow, fo liue,fo die my Lord, 
Ere I will yeeld my virgin Patentyp » ch Ast 
‘Vato his Lordthip, whofe vawifhedyoake, - 
My foule confents not to.giue foveraipnty.- 
| The. Taketimetopanfe, and by therext ne 
\The fealing day betwixtmy loueandme, — 
For euerlafting bond of fellowhhip : 
/Vpon that day either prepare to dye, 
: For difobedience to your fathers will, 
Orelfe to wed Demetrius as hee would, 
Or on Dianaes Altar to ret Gh si 


/- \e i 
\ Yfander,’y éetde 
Thy crazed title to my certaine right, Pad 
Lyfe Youhauc her fathers lo ue, Dewsetrins : 
Let me haue Hermizes : do you marty him” 
Egeus, Scornfall Lyfander, true, he hath my Loue; 
Aud what is mine, my loue fhall render him, 
, And fhe is mine, and all my sight of her, 
‘I doeftate vnto Demetrius. 
» Lyf: Lammy Lord, as well deriu’d as he, 
As well poffeft: my loue is more then his : 
My fortunes euery way as fairely ranck’d 
. (fot with vantage) as Demerrins », aad 
And (which is more then all thefe boafts can be) 
| Tam belou’d of beauteous Hermia. | ies 
| Why fhoutd not I then profecute my right? 
Demetrins, le auouchvit to his head, 
Made loue to Nedars.daughter, Helena, : 
_ And won her foule:and.fhe (fweet Ladie)dotes, 
- Deuoutly dotes, dotes in dolatry, 
-Vpon this {potted and incon{tant man, 
| = The, Imuft confeffe, that I haue beard fo much, 
| And with Demetriss thought to haue fpoke thereof: 
' | But being ouer-full.of felfe-affaires, f 
| My minde did lofe it.. But Demetrius come, 
And come &geus, you thall go with me, 
I haue fome priuate fchooling for youboth. 
For you faire Hermia,looke you arme your felfe, 
To fit your fancies to your Fathers will; 
Or elfe the Law of Athens yeelds you vp 
(Which by. no meanes:we may extenuate) 
{ To death, or toa vow of fingle life. 
| Come my Hippolita, what cheare my loue? 
| Demetrins and Egexs go along: 
I muft impley you in fome bufineffe 
| Againft our nuptiall, and conferre with you 1 
| Of fomething, ncerely that concernes your {elues, 
Ege.. With.dutie,and defire we follow you. Exennt 
Manet Ly fander and Hermia, 
Lyf: How now my loue?Why is your cheek fo pale? 
How chance the Rofes there do fade fo fafte 
Her. Belike for. want of raine, which I could well 
Betceme them, from the tempeft of mine eyes. 
Lyf For ought thareuer 1 could reade, 
| Could ewer heare by tale or hiftorie, 
The courfe of true loue neuer did run finooth, | 
But either it was different in blood. 
Her, O croffe! toa high to beenthral’d to loue. 
Lyf: Orelfe mifgraffed, in refpect of yeares. 
Her. © {pight! too old to be ingag’d to yong. 
Lyf. Onelfe it ftood vpon the choife of merit. 
Her. O hell ! to.choofe loue by anothers eie. 
| Lyf. Orif there were a fimpathieincheife, ..... 
Warre, death,or ficknefle, didlay fiegetoits +)... 
. Making it momentariejas afoundss |» |,» 


es) 


wMoon | Th 
“> } Soquickebright’ 


Swift as a fhadow, fhort as any dreame, 
| Briefe as the lightningin thecolliednight, 
} That (in.a fpleene) vnfolds both heaven and earth; 


Aad ereaman hath power to fay, bebold,. 

~The iawesofdarkneffe dodeuoureityp: 
things come to confufion. 

Her. If then true Louers haue beene cuer croft, 

It ftands as an edit in deftinie; 

Then let vs teach our triall patience, 

Becaufeitisa cuftomatie croffe, ; 

| As die co loug; as théughts, and dreames, and fighey, 


}, Wiihes and teares 5’ oore Fanciés followers. ’ 
“~~ Lyf.A good periw 


fron; therefore heate mé Hermig 
Thauea Widdow Asint, a dowager, 
Ofgteat reiiénnew, and fhe hath no childe, 
From Athensis her houfe remou’d feuen leagues, 
And fhe refpeéts me, as her enely fonne ; 
There gentle Hermia, may I marrie thee, 
And to that place, the fharpe Athenian Law 
_Cangocpurfue vs, Ifthou lou’ft me, then : 
Steale forth thy fathers houfe to morrow night; | 
And inthe wood, aleague without thetowne, 
(W here | didmeete thee once with Helena, 
To do obferuance for a morne of May) 
There will I ftay for thee. : 
Her. My good. Lyfander, OA 
I fweare to thee, by Cupids ftrongeft bow, 
By his beft arrow withthe golden head, 
By the fimplicitie of Venus Doues, is 
By that which knitteth foules, and profpers love, 
And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage Queene, 
When the falfe Troyan vnder faile was feenc, 
By all the vowes ¢hat.ever men heuebroke, 
(In number more then euer women {poke) 
In that fame place thou hatt appointed me, 
To motrow truly will Imeete with thee. sun 
Lyf: Keepe promife loue: looke here comes Helens, 
Enter Helena, 
Her. God {peede faire Helena,whither away? 
Hel. Cal youme faire? that faire againe vnlay, 
‘Demetrius loues you faire : O happie faire! 
Your eyes are load{tarres,and your tongues {weetayre 
More tuneable then Larke to thepheards eare, 


| When wheateis greene, when hauthorne buds appeart, 


Sickneffe is catching : O were fauor fo, 
Your words I catch, faire Hermia ere I go, 
My eare fhould catch your voice, my eye, your eye, 
My tongue fhould catch your tongues fweer melodie, 
Were the world mine, Déemetrius being bated, 
The reft He gine to be to-youtranflated. 
O teach me how youlooke, and with whatart 
you {way the motion of Demetris hart, 
Her. | frowne vpon him, yet he loues me fill. | 
Hel, O chat your frownes would teach my {miles 
fuch skil, % : 
Her. 1 giue him curfes, yet hegiuesmeloue. «| 
Hel. O that my prayers could fuch affection moout 
Her, The more I hate, the more-he followesime. ‘ 
Hel, The more] loue, themorehe hateth me: 
Her. His folly Helena isnoneefmines ») feds) 
Hel,None but your beauty, wold that faule wertite 
Her. Take comfort: ne ne more thallifee pay face,’ 
Lyfander and wy {elfe will'flie this place, da 
Before thetime I did Lyfander fee..." o>!) 


) } Seem’d Athensilike aPatadifeto mees: sy acs! 
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O then, what graces'in my Loue do dwell , 

That he hath turn’d a heaven into hell. 
Lyf. Helen,to you our mindes we willvnfold, 

Tomorrow night,when Phabe doth behold 

Her filuer vifage,in the watry glaffe, 

Decking with liquid pearle,the bladed graffe 

(A time that Louers flights:doth ftill conceale) 

Through Ashens gates, haue we deuis dro fteale. 
Her, And inthe weod,where often you and I, 

Vpon faint Primrofe beds, were wont to lye, 

Emptying our bofomes,of their counfell {weld : 

There my Lyfander, and my felfe fhall mecte, 

And thence from Athens turne away our eyes 

To feeke new friends and ftrange companions, 

Farwell {weet play-fellow, pray thou for vs, 

And good lucke grant thee thy Demetrius. 

Keepe word Lyfander we muft ftarue our fight, 

From louers foode, till morrow deepe midnight. 

Exit Hermia. 

Lyf. J will my Herma. Helena adieu, 

Asyou on him, Demetrivs dotes on you. Exit Lyfander. 
Hele. How happy fome,ore otherfome can be ? 

Through Athens | am thought as faire as fhe. 

| But what of chat ? Demetrius thinkes not{o: 

He willnot know,whatall,but he doth know, 

And as hee erres,doting on Hermias eyes ; 

So I, admiring of his qualities : 

Things bafe.and vilde, holding no quantity, 

Loue can tranfpofe to forme and dignity , 

Louc lookes not with the eyes,bur withthe minde, 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blinde. 

Nor hath foues minde of any iudgement tafte : 

Wings and no eyes, figure, vnheedy hafte. 

‘| And thereforeis Loue {aid to be a childe, 

| Becaule in choife he is often beguil’d, 

As wageillyboyes in game themfelues forfweare 

So the boy Loue is periur’d euery where. 

For ere Demetrius lookt-on Hermias eyne, 

| He hail’d downe oathes that he was onely mine. 

And when this Haile fome heat from Hermia felt, 

So he diffolu’d,and fhowres of oathes did melt, 

{ Iwill goe tell him of faire Hermias flight: 

{ Then to che wood will he,to morrow night 

{Parfue her; and for his intelligence, 

IfT haue thankes, itis a deere expence : | 

But heerein meane] to enrich my paine, 

To haue his fight thither, and backe againie. 


ets 


Exit. 


Enter Duincethe Carpenter, Sn ug the Toyner, Bottome the 
| Weaner, Flute the bellowes-mender ,Snout the Tinker and 
Starueling the Taylor. 






2uin, 1s all our company heere ? 
| Bot. You were beft to-call them 
| Man,accoading to the {crip. 
| Qui. Hereisthe fcrowleof euery mansname,which | 
| is thought fit chroughall Arbens, to play im our Enter» 
lude before the Duke and the Dutches, on his wedding | 
\ day at night. A 23189 2i19 4s lish 
Bot. Firlt,good Peter Quince, fay what the'play'treats 
on: then read the names of the A@tors ; and fo growon | 
toa pointy i957) Wi einno! isi th 
| Quin. Marcyour playisthe moftlamenrable Comes | 
dy, and moft cruel death of Pyramus and Thisbie. 
Bot. Avery good peecelofworkel aflureyou,; anda | 






generally, man by 


















A Midfommer nights Dreame. 






__ hi 
merry. Now good Peter Quince, call forth your Adtor$ 
by the ferowle, Mafters {pread your felues: 

Luince. Anf{were as I call you. Mick Bettome the 
Weauer, ; oe ie 

Betteme. Ready ; name what parc I'am for, and 
proceed, 

Quince. You Nicke Bottome are {et downe for Py- 
ramus. 

Bor, What is Pyramus;alouer,or a tyrant? 

Quin. A Lover thac kills himielfe moft gallantly for 
oue. 
Bor. Thatwillaske fome teares in the true perfor- 
ming of it-ifI do it, lee the audience looke to their eies: 
I will mooue ftormes ; I will condole in fome meafure. 

To the reft yet,my chiefe humour ts fora tyrant. T could 
play Ercles rarely, ova parttotearea Catin, tomake all 
{plit che raging Rocks; and fhiuering fhocks fhall break 
thelocks of prifon gates, and Phibbus carte fhall thine 
from farre, and mzke and marre the foolith Fates. This 
waslofty. Now name the reft of the Players. This 

is Ercles vaine,atyrants vaine : a loueris more condo= 
ling. 

Onin. Franeu Flute the Bellowes-mender. 

Fla, Heere Peter Yuince, : 

Quin. You mult take Thisbie on you. 

Fut. What is Thisbie,a wandring Knighr? 

Quin. Weis the Lady that Pyramus mutt loue. 

Flu, Nay faith, letnotmee play a woman, I havea 
beard comming. 

Qxi, That’s all one, you fhall play tina Maske, and 
you may fpeake as {mall/as you will. 

Bor, 4nd I may hide my face,let me play 7 bisbietoo: 
Ile fpeakein'amonftrous little voyce; Thifne,T bifue, ab 
Pyramus my louer deare, thy Thubie deare, and Lady 
deare. ; 

Quin. Nono,you muft play Pyramua, and Flute, you 
Thisby, 

Bot. Well, proceed. 

Qu. Robin Starneling the Taylor. 

Star. Heere Peter “/uince, 

Quince. Robin Starueling , you mult play Thabies 
mother? 

Tom Sxowt the Tinker. 

Snowt. Heere Peter Quinée: 

Quin. You, Pyranme father 5 my felf, This bies fathers 
Snugge the loyner,you the Lyons part : and] hope there 
is a play firced. 

Snug. Haue youthe Lions part written? pray you if 





| be,giue it me,for am flow of ftudie. 


Quin. Youmay docit extemporée , for it isnorhing 
but roaring. : 

Ber. Letmeeplay the Lyontoo, Iwill roare that] 
will doe any mans heart good to heare me. I will roare, . 
that I willmake the Duke fay, Lethimroareagaine,ler 
him roare againe. 

Luin. Kyou thould doeittoo teribly, you would 
frightthe Dutcheffe and the Ladies; that they would 
fhrike, and thar were enough to hang vs all. 

All. That would hang vs every mothers fonne. 

Bottome. Tgraunt you friends, if that you fhould 
fright the’ Ladies out of their Wittes, they would 
haue no more difcretion but to hang vs ; bur I willag- 
grauate my voyce fo, thac I willroare you as gently as 
any fucking Doue 31 will roare and “twere any Nightin- 

alencista stiv VERN 
5 Luis: You can play no part but Piramue, for Pirg- 
N 2 mus 





A Midfommer nights Dreame. 
| musisa {weet+facid man, apropermanas onefhallleein | Mifleade night-wanderers, laughing attheir hare. 7) 
| afummers day.s,a moft loucly.Gentleman-like man,ther- | Thofe that Hobgoblin callyou,and{weet Pucke, ‘i 
| fore youmultneeds play Piramnz. You do their worke,and they thall haue g00d lucke, 
Bor. Well, will vndertake it. Whatbeard were | Arenot yowhe? Sot : 
beftto play itin ? Rob. Thou fpeak’Raright; 
Quin. Why, what you will. Tam that merrie wanderer of the night ; 
Bor. Lwilldifcharge it, ineither your {traw-colour | Tieft to Obcros, and make him{mile, 
beard ,your orange tawnie beard, your purplein graine | When! a fatand beane-fed horfe beguile, 
beard, or your French-crowne colour'd beard,yourper- | Neighing in likeneffe of a filly foale, 
fect yellow, ) Aad fometime lurke I inaGoffips bole, 
Quin. Some of your French Crownes haue nohaire | In very likeneffe of a roafted crab: 
at all, and then you will play bare-fac'd.Bucmaftershere | And when fhe drirkes, againft her lips I bob, 
are your parts, and lamtointreat you, requeft you,and | Andon her withered dewlop poure the Ale, 
defire you, to con them by too morrow night: and meet | The wifeft Aunt telling the faddefttale, 
mein the palace wood, amile withoutthe Towne, by | Sometime for three-foot ftoole, miftakethme, 
Moone-light, there we willrehearfe: forifwe meetein | Then flip I from her bum, downe topples fhe, 
the Citie, we fhalbe dog’d with company,and our deui- | And tailour cries, and fals into a coffe, 
fes knowne. Inthe meanetime, I wil draw abil ofpro- | Andthenthe whole quire hold their hips, and loffe, -. 
perties, fuch as our play wants, I pray youfaile me not, | And waxenin their mirth, and neeze, and {weare, 
_ Bottom. We willmecte, and there we may rehearfe | A merrier houre vvas never wafted there. 
more obfcenely and couragioufly. Take paines,beper- | ButroomeFairy, heere comes Oberon. 
fect, adieu. Fair, And heere my Miftris: 
Quin, Atthe Dukes oake we meete, Would that he vvere gone. 
Bot, Enough, bold or cur bow-firings, Exeunt 





































































































Enter the King of Fairies at one doore with bas traine, 
and the Oucene at another with hers. 


ae ss 


eA tus Secunda. 


Ob. Ilimetby Moone-lighr, 
Proud Tytania, . 
j Qu. What, iealous Oberon? Fairy skip hence, 
Enter a Fairie at one doore, and Robin good~ I haue forfwerne his bed and companic. 
fellow at another. . 06. Tarticrafh Wanton ; amnotd thy Lord? 
Rob. How now fpirit, whether wander you ? Qu. Then I muft be thy Lady : but I know 
Fai.Quer hil,ouer dale,through bufh, through briar, | When thou waft folne away from Fairy Land, 
Ouer parke,oner pale, through flood, through fire, And in the thape of Corin,fate all day, 
Ido wander eucrie where, fwifter then ¥ Moons {phere ; Playing on pipes of Corne, and verfing loue 
And I ferue the Fairy Queene,to dew ber orbsvponthe | Toamorous Philida. Why art thou heere 
The Cowflips tall, her pepfioners bee, (green. | Come from the fartheft fteepe of Ludia? 
In their gold coats, {pots you fee, | Bucthat forfooth the bouncing Amazon ij 
Thofe be Rubies, Fairic fauors, Your buskin’d Miftreffe, and your Warrior loue, . 
Inthofefireckles, live their fauors, | To Thefewsmult be Wedded ; and you come, 
I moft go feeke fome dew drops heere, To giue their bed ioy and profperitie. 
And hang a pearle in cuery cowflips eare, Ob. Howeanftthouthusforfhame Tytania, 
Farewell thou Lob of fpirits, lle be gon, Glance at my credite, vvith Hippolita? + it 
Our Queene and all her Elues come heere anon, ' Knowing I knovv thy loueto Thefems? i 
Rob. The King doth keepe his Reuelsheretonight, | Didftthounotleade himthrough the glimmering night 
Take heed the Queene come noc withinhis fight, From Peregenia, whom he rauifhed ? fed 
For Oberon is paising felland wrath, And make him vwvith faire Eagles breake his faith 
Becaufe that the, as her attendant, hath With Ariadne, and Atiopa? 
A louely boy ftolne from.an Indian King, Que. Thefe are the forgeries of iealoufie, 
She neuer had fo fweeta changeling, And neuer fince the middle Summers {pring 
And iealous Oferox would have the childe . : Met wve on hil, in dale, forreft,or mead, 
Knight of his traine, to trace the Forrefts wilde. By paved fountaine, er by rufhie brooke, 
But fhe(perforce) with-holds the loued boy, Or in the beached margent of the fea, 
Crownes him with flowers, snd makes him all her ioy, To dance our ringlets co the whiftling Winde, 
And now they'neuer meete in groue, or greene, But vvith thy braules thou haft difturb’d.ourfport. » 
By fountaine cleere, or {pangled {tar-light fheene, Therefore the Windes, piping to ys in,vaine, Q° 
But they do fquare, that all cheir Elues torfeare As in reuenge, haue fuck’d vp from the fea ‘sail I 
|-Creepe intoAcorne cupsandhidethemrhere, Contagious fogges : Which falling in the Land, 9! 









































































































































Fai, Eitler Imiftake your fhape and making quite, { Hath euerie petty Riuer made fo proud, 


| Or elfeyou are that threw'd and knauith {pirit That they haue ouer-borne their Continents. Ae 
€al'd Robin Good-fellow.: Are you not hee, The Oxc hath therefore ftretch’d his yoake in vaint, | | 
Thar frights the maidens of the Villagree, } The Ploughman loft his fweat,andthe greene Comes. | 

| Skim milke, and fometimesJabour inthe querne, | Hath rottedsere his youth attain’d a beard: / a 

{ And bootleffe make the breathleffe hufwite cherne, | The fold\ftands empty inthe drowned field)...» ° 
And fometime make the drinke to beareno barme, And Crowes are fatred vvith the murrion flocke, 


































































sh Medjommer nights Dreame. — 149} 1 
—————— £ Se : a 
The nine mens Morris i¢fild vpsvaithwmud,: «2 , Quencht in the chaftebeames ofthe watry Adoone 5, 04" 
And the queint Mazesin che\wanten greene, \ _ And the imperial Votrefle pafledionge si cins wed cody 
For lacke of! tread exe-vndiftinguifhables, saw. /In maiden meditation, fancy free! zi-bliow oda ils nod va | 
The humane mortals wanetheik winter heer’ \ Yermarke Ewhere the bolvofGupid felbey oli Ce 
No night isnow with hytane near kblekso2, Ic fell vpen alitelewefteriaflower $213 02 Sort ounst bn A 
Therefore the Meone. (the, gowsens eof ficods) Before,milke- white 5 now purple withiloues wound, 
Pale in her angerswathes all thepine’s ws: soos And maidens:calbit, Loue inidlenefle. soy sodyy ooo 9 
| That Rheumaticke difeafesdogabounds »\19»%. Fetch me that flowers.the hearb I thew'dthee orice ssh | 
Andthrough this, difternp exarurenWe legos (ory The iuyce of it, on fleeping eye-lids laid, ‘veg suoClodth; 
The feafons alter; hoased headed frofts....\ 44 Will make or man or woman madly dotes1}jo0¢) eo.) 91 
| Fall in the freth Jap.ofche crimfen.Rofes.\ Vponthe nexclive creature thavit fees. 







































Andonvold Hyems chinneandleicerowne; «o 
An odorous Chaplet of {weet Sommer buds! 
Isasin mockry fet, TheSpripgstheSommer, 
| The chiding Aus umie angry MWinterichang¢e 0). 
(Their wonted Liueries,and the maz€dworld,,:0! Gj 
By their increale, now knowes hotwhichiswhich 5,5 | 
And this {ame progeny of euillgy -9 33.9 
Comes from our debate, from our diffention, 
Wearetheir parents and originalls ()¢« 
Ober. Do youamenditthensithes ihiyou, 
Why thould Titaniacrofic her Obéron?: 
Ido but beg alittle changeling boy, 
| To be my Henchmaa; oe ee 
w. Set your heart at ret, 
The Fairy land buyes not the childeofimes 
His mother was.a Votrefle ofmy Order, 
And inthe {piced Jndian aire, by night. 
Full often hath fhe goffipt by my: fide, » 
} And fat with meonwVeprunes yellow fands, 
|| Marking th’embarked traders onthe flood, , 
| When we haue laught to fee the failesconcelue, .\: 
,| And grow big bellied with the wanton winde 
'| Whichfhe with pretty and with {wimming gate, 
| Following (her wembe then rich with my yong {quire) 
Would imitate, and faile vponthe Land, 
To fetch mecrifles, and returne againe, 
As froma voyage; rich with merchandize, 
But fhe being mortall, of that boy did die, 
And for her {ake L doe reare vp her boy, 
And for her fake k willnoc pare with him, 
Ob. How long within this wood intend you ftay ? : 
Qu. Perchancecill after Thefers wedding day. 
Ifyou will patiently dance in our Round, 
And fee ourMoone-light reuels, goe with vs 3° 
| Ifnot,fhun me and J wall {pare your haunts. 
Ob, Giue nie that boy,and I will goe withthee. 
£4. Not for thy Fairy Kingdome: Fairies away : 
| We fhall chide downeright,it longer fay. . Exesnt. 
Ob. Wel,go thy way:thiou fhalt not from this groue, 
1 Till Itcorment thee for this iniury. 
My gentle Pucke come hither; thou remembreft 
Since once I fat ypon a promontory, 
And heard a Meare-maide on a Dolphins backe, 
Vttering Such dulcet and harmonious breath 7” 
That the rude fea grew ciuill at her feng, —_ 
| And certaine ftarres thot madly from their Spheares, 
Toheare the Sea-maids mufické. | fone T° 
Puc, Trettiember. lobar wae 2a 
|_ 06. That very time fay ( butthou coulditnor), © 
| Flying betweene the cold Moone and the earthy? 2)” 
Cupid all ara’d ; a certaine aime he tooke:s!2 bscre > ait 
Ata faire Veftall, throned by the Welty \.\. to 2ehoo 
And loos’d his loue-thaft fmartly from his bow] >: ' 
4 Asit thould pierce ahundred thoufand hearts, !)s1)</l2' 
BurE might fee young (pid: figry fhafe »:!; 212901 -./ 





Fecch me this hearbe,and be thou:heere againe,:. 
Ere the Lewiathan can {wim a leagues: wo i- 


Packe. Ie puta girdle aboutthe earth, in forty mit! 


nutes. |” Stil 
Ober. Hauing oncethis,iuyée , 


le watch Titania,when fheisafleepe, eee... of 
And drop the liquor of itin hereyes> ©... | W 


The nextching when fhe waking Jookes vponi jer 


(Beit én Lyon,Beare,or Wolfeyor Bully: osc: on. - ae 


On medling Monkey,oron bufielApe)! » 2) noc 
Shee-fhall purfue it,with the fouleofloue.~; 5-, 


And cre I rakerhischarme off fiom her fight,:!-- saa 
(As I can takeit with another hearbe) ©) 94) p04; 013 


Tle make her render vp her Page tome. 

But who comes heere? laminuifible, 

And I will ouer-heare their conference, 
; a 


Enter Deinetrius, Helena following hime « 


Demz. \ louetheenot,therefore purfue menotj;) 4) 


Where is Lyfander; and faire Hermia? 
The one I!e ftay, the other ftayeth me, 


Thou toldit me they were ftolne into this woods: hiv! fl 


And heere'am Iyand wood within this wood; >+>4) 1. 

Becaufe J cannot meetmy Hermia. ide fy 

Hence, get thee gone,and fellow me no mores yy, | 
Hel. You draw me,you hard-hearted Adamant, 

But yet you draw not Iron, for my heart a 

Is true as fteele, Leaue you your power to draw,: 

And] fhall haue no power to follow yous. ;/, 
‘Peme. Do T entice you? do I fpeake you faire? 

Or rather doe Lnoc in plaineft truth, edly 

Tell you I doe not,nor I cannot loue your \y 
Hel. And euen for that doe I. loue thee the mores 

Tam your {paniell,and Demetrius 5. gi, 

The more you beat me, I will fawne on you, |. 

Vie me but as your fpaniell ; fpurne me, ftrike me, . © 

Neglect me, lofe me; onely giue me leaue 

(Vnworthy as I am)to follow yous.» 

What worler place can I beg in your loue, 

(And yeta place of high refpec&t with me) 

Then to be vfedasyou doe yourdogge,  ,. 
Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my fpirit, 

For Lam ficke when ] do looke on,thee. 
Hel, And Tam ficke when Ilooke not on you: ’. 
‘Dem. You doe impeach your snaiely too much, 

To leane the Citty,and commit yourfelfe . .... 

Into the hands of one that loues you not , 

Totruft the opportunity of night,’ 

And the ill counfell of a defert place, 

With the rich worth of yourirginitys 00 » 


ft 


_ Hel. Your vertue is my priviledge: forthae> 

It is not night when I.doe {ee.your face. 

Therefore IthinkeI am notin the night, « .c0% 

Nor doththis wood baclseindlaa of company 5 
3 


tevrod nodD V7] | 











































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































For you inmy refpec& arenlithe world) 


‘Then how can it be faid Iamy alone; Hetoamisiis eA 


When all the world is hectero'looke onme? 90 0 ©) 
Dem. Te run fromm thet jand hide me in the brakes)? ° 


And Jeane thee to the mercy of wilde’ beafts, aa | 


Hel.: Fhewildett hath not fuch a heart as yous: 
Runne when you wilhthe-ftory fhall be chang’d 2° o0 
Apollo fliesy:atrd 939° 
‘The Doue purfues the Griffin; the milde Hinde?) 90 1 


‘Makes {peed to-catch the Tyger.” Bootleffe fpeede, |: // | 


When cowardife purfutes jana valour flies, 
Demet. 2V:willnovftaythyqueftions, let me'go3:' > | 
\Or if chou follow meydoenot beleeue, TLE Lis 
| But I (hall doethee mifehiefe in the wood, | 
Hel. J,in the Temple, in the Towne,and Field 

‘You doe me mifchiefe. »Fye: Demetrin, 

'Your wrongs doe fet afcandall on my fexe: 

We cannot fight for love;as men may doe ; 
| We fhouldibe woo'd, and were not madeto wooe ° 

I follow thee, and make.a heauen of hell, 15.2) 
‘To die vpon the hand 1 loue fowell. Exit: 
, Ob, Fare thee well Nymph,ere he do leaue this groue, 
Thou fhaltflie him, and-he fhall fecke thy loue, 
‘Haftthou the flower there Welcome wanderer, | | 


Enter Packe. 
Pack, 1, thereitis. 
Ob. I pray thee giue it me. 
| Tknow a banke where the wilde time blowes, 
; Where Oxflips and the nodding Violet growes, 
Quite ouer-cannoped with Jufcious woodbine, 
| With fweet muske rofes,and with Eglantine; 
_ There fleepes 7jtania,fometimeof the night, 
-Lul’d inthefe flowers, with dances and delight: 
-Andthere the fnake throwes her enammel’d skinne, 
Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy iv. 
_ And with theiuyce of this Ile ftreake her eyes , 
And make her full of harefull fancafies. 
Take thou fome of it, and feek through this groue’s 
A fweets4thenian Lady is in loue 
| Witha difdainefull youth : annoint his eyes, 
But doe itwhen the next thing he efpies, 
May bethe Lady. Thou fhalt know the man, 
By the Athenian garments he hath on, 
Effect it with fome'care,that he may proue 
More fond on her,then fhe vpon her loue; 
And looke thowméct me ere the firft Cocke crow. 
Pu. Fearenot my Lord,your feruant fhall do fo, Exit. 


Enter Queene of Fairies, with her traine, 

QOugen, Come, now a Roundell,and a Fairy fong 5 
Then forthe third part‘of a minute hence, 
Some to kill Cankers in the muske rofe buds, 
Some warre with Retemife, for their leathern wings, 
To make my fmalPElues coates,and fome keepebacke 
The ¢lamorous Owlethat nightly hoots aad wonders 
At our queine fpirits : Sing me now afleepe, 
Then to your offices, and let me reft. 


‘Fairies Sing. 


Yon [potted Snakes with double tongue, 
Thorny Hedgehog ges be not feene, 
Newts and blinde wormes do ne wrong, 
Come not neere our Fairy Queens. 
Rhilomele with melodie, ; 


Daphnelvolds the chafes 507 


TUS AY 

airy. Weaning Spiders come nor heere, | 
Hence you lonpleg'd Spinners ences 01 3\,9 
Beetles blacke approach not nerves) 6 62001.) yop 
Worme not Swayle doe no offence, : haa] 
Philomele with melody, Ge, °° 200.3) 99 


1. Fairy. Henve away jnow allis wells > Ho] 
Shee fleepes. 


One aloofe, land Centinell, | 


. Ester Oberon. - 

Ober. What thou feeft when thou doft wake; |) 
Docit for thy true Loue take: a df 
Loucand languifhfor his fake. 

Be it Ounce, or Catte, or Beare, °°, 
Pard, or Boare with briftled haire, >» 
In thy eye that fhall appeare, 
When thou wak’ft, itis thy deare, 12 
Wake when fomevilething is neere. 


Enter Lifander and Hermia. 


Lif. Faire loue,you faint with wandring in } wood, 
Andio {peaketroth I haue forgot our way : 
Wee'll reft vs Hermia,if you thinke it good , 

And tarry for the comfort of the day, 
Her. Be it fo Lyfander; finde'you out abed, ° 
For I vpon this banke'will reft my head, | 

Lyf.-One turfe thall ferue as pillow for vs both, 
One heart;onebed, two bofomes,and one troth, 
Her. Nay good Lyfander, for my fake my deere 
Lie further off yet, doe not lie fo neere. 
Lyf. O take the fence fweet,of my innocence, 
Loue takes the meaning, in loues conference, 
I meane that my heart vnto yours is knit, 
So that burone heart'can you make of it. 
Two bofomes interchanged withan-oath, 
So then two bofomes, anda fingle troth. 
Then by your fide; no bed-roome me deny, 
For lying fo, Hermia,1 doe not lye.: 
Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily; 
Now much befhrew my manners and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander lied. 
But gentle friend, for loue and courtefie 
Lic further off, in humane modefty, 


Tl. 


| Such feparation, asmay well be faid, 


Becomes a vertuous batchelour, and a maide, 
So farre be diftant,and good night {weet friends 
Thy loue nere alter, till thy fweet lifeend, 
Lyf. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer, fay I, 
And thenend life, when Tend loyalty : 
Heere is my bed,fleepe giue thee all his ref. 
Her. Withhalfethat with,the withers eyes be pret 
: Enter Pucke. They fleepts 
Puck, Through the Forreft haue] gone, 
But Athenian finde I none , 
One whofe eyes Imightapproue 
This flowers force in ftirring lowe, 
Night and filence: who is heere? 
Weedes of Athens he doth weare: 
This is he (my mafter {aid) 
Defpifed she Arbentan maide : 
And heere the maiden flgeping found, 












oe; 3 ww Midfomer 
Onthe danke and.durty ground...» 

Pretty foule, the durf not lye o. 

Neere this lacke-loue,this kill-curtefie. 

Churle,vpon thy eyes J throw — ee 
| All the pawer this charme doth owe: IT 3 

| When thou wak’fijlet lowe forbid 11 od dow 
Sleept his {eateon thyeye-lid.) 0! 3 
So awake when Lamgone 3! .o1620 9! fis.os 
For imuft now to Oberon.) yan02: do is EBxit, 





ints MAY TIS. IS, $e: 5 ea 

Enter Deitpetrins and -Fielena rnsning. 

pyrsuewes et eit § . vs’ 

Hel, Stay\though thou kill nie,fweete Demetrins. 

) coBel I change thee hence,and:donot haunt me thus. 

Hel. O wilt thou darkling leaue me? donot fo. 
Devo Seay onthy perill,l alone willgoe.: 
; _ Exit Demetrius. 

_ Hel. © 1am out of breath;in thisfond chace, ° 
Thémoremy prayer,the leffer.is my grace, 

Happy is Hermia, wherefoere the lies ; 
forthe hath bleffed and attraGtiue eyes. 

How came hercyes fo bright? Not with fale teares. 
iffo,any eyes are oftner wafhe then hers. 
Nojno,lanias vgly asa Beare ; 

For beafts that meete me,runne away for feare, 
Therefore no maruaile, though Demetrius 
Doe as a montter, flie my prefencethus. 
What wicked and diffembling glaffe of mine, 
Made me compare with Hermias {phery eyne? 
But whois here? Ly/ander on the ground ; 
Deade or afleepe? I {ce no bloud,no wound, 
Lyfander, if you liue,good fir awake. ) 
Lyf. And run through fire I will for thy {weet fake. 
| Tran{parent Helena nature her fhewes are, et 
That through thy bofomemakes me fee thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius? oh how fita word 
Isthat vile name, to'perifh on my4word ! 
Hel, Do nottay fo Lyfander fay not fo : 
What though he loue your Hermia?Lord,what though? 
Yet Hermia {till tones you; then be content, 
Lyf. Content with Hermia?No,I do repent 
The tedious minutes t with her haue fpent. . 
Not Hermia,but Helena sow Lloue; 
Who will not change a Rauen for a Doue? 
The will 6fman is by:/his reafon fway'd : 
And reafon faies you arethe worthier Maide. 
Things growing are not ripe vntill their feafons 
So I being yong, till now ripe notto reafon, _ 
And touchingnow the point of humane skill, 
Reafon becomes the Marfhall to my will, 
And leades me to your eyes, where I orelooke 
Loues ftories, written in Loues richest booke, 
Hel. Wherefore was I'to.this keene mockery borne? 

When at your hands did T deferue this fcorne? 

Iftnot enough, ift not enough, yong man,.- 

ThatI did neuerjno nor never can: 
Deferue afweetelooke from! Demetrins eye, 

But you muft flout my infuficiency ? 

Good trothyoudo me wrong(good-footh you do) 
In fuch difdainfullbmanherjmeto wooes >.» 

But fare you well’ perforee'T mut confeffe; 
I thought you Lordofmoretrie gentleneffe, 
Oh,thata Lady ofone man refus'd, 

Should of another thereforebewbus'd) ol ~o: 

Lyf. Shefees not Hervisit.» Blekweia {leepe thou there, 
And neuer maiftthou come Lyfander necre's!>!' 


(1 wai 








nights Dreame. } 









f 
ES 
Foras a furfeit of the {weeteft things py fatess 
The deepeft loathing co the fomacke brings : 
Oras the herefies that mendo leaue, 
Are hated moft of thofe that did deceiue : 
Sochou,my furfeit,and my herefie, 
Of all be hated; butthe moft of me ; 
And all my powers addreffe your loue and might, 
Tohonour Helen,andtobeher Kuight, = Exp, 
Her, Helpe me Lyfander,helpeme; do thy beft 
To plucke this crawling ferpent from iny breft. 
Ayeme,for pitty;what a dreame was here? 
Lyfander \ooke,how I do quake with feare : 
Me-thenght a ferpent eate my heart away, 
And yet fae {miling at his ctuell prey, 
Lyfander ywhat remoou’d? Lyfander, Lord, 
What, out of hearing,gone? No found,no word ? 
Alacke where are you? {peake and if youheaies 
Speake of all loues ; I found almoft with feare. 
No, then I well perceiue you are not nye, 


Either death or you He finde immediately, © | Exit. 





$a: 


Adtus Ter tins. 


te eee 











Enter the Clowues. 


Bot. Are weall met? 
Lwin. Pat,pat, and here’s a maruailous conuenient 
place for our rebearfall. This greene plotfhall be our 


{tace,this hauthorne brake our tyring houfe,and we will . 


do 1tinaction,as we will do it before the Duke, 

Bet. Peter guiuce ? 

Peter. What failt thou, bully Borreme ? 

Bot. There are things in this Comedy of Piramus and 
Thiséy,chat will neuer pleafe. Firtt, Piramus mult draw a 
{word to kill himfelfe; which the Ladies cannet abide. 
How anfwere you that? 

_ Sout. Berlaken,a parlous feare, 

Star, [beleeue we muftleauc the killing out, when 
allis done. 

Bot. Nora whit,’ Ihave adeuice to make all well. 
Write meaPrologue,and leethe Prologue feeme to fay, 


} We will dono harme with eur fwords, and that Pyramus 


is not kill’d indeede : and forthe more better affurance, - 
tell chem, that I Piransvs am not Pirawsns,butBottome the 
Weauer; this will put them out of feare, 
Quin. W cil,we will haue fuch a Prologue,and it thall 
be written in eight and fixe. 
Bot. No,make it two more, let it be written in ej ghe 
and eight. jose toed 
Snout. Willnot the Ladies be afear’d ofthe Lyon? 
Star. I feareit, I promife you. 
Bot. Matters,you oughtto confider with your felues,to 
bring in(God fhield vs)a Lyon among Ladies,isa moft 
dreadfull thing. Forthere isnota more fearefull wilde 


| foule then your Lyon living: and wee! ought to looke 


CO it, 5 ; ; 
Snot. Therefore another Prologue muft tell heis not 
aLyon. © ARE Og Ge No’ 
“Bot. Nay,youmuft name his name,and halfe his face 
mutt be feene through the Lyons necke, aud he himfelfe 


| taut fpeake through, faying thus, or to the fame defeat ; 


Ladies, or faire Ladies, I would with you, or I would 
| _requelt | 






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































sd Midfomer nights Dreame. 


requeft you,or I would entréat you, not to feare, notto; 


tremble: my life for yours, If youthinke] come hither 
{asa Lyon, it were pitty of. my life’: No; :‘lamrio fuch 
| thing, am aman as other memare 5 and there indeed let 
| him namehis name, andtell him plainly hee is Sang the 
| Joyner. ut 


Quins Well, it friall be do; but there is two hard | 


things, thacis, to bring the Moone-lightinto'a cham- 
| ber:for youlknow,Psramus and Thaby meete by Moonc- 
highs: >=fisid i koqut sen ne 
am Doth the Moone fhine that night wee play our 
lay ? a ? ; 
. et A Calender,aCalender,lookein theAlmanack, 
‘| finde out Moone-fhine, finde out Moone-fhine, 
Enter Pucke. 
Quiz. Yes, it doch fhine that night. 
Bot. Why thes may youleaue a cafement of the great 
_| chamber window(where we play) open,and the Moone 
may fhine in atthe cafement. ‘ 
| Min.1,or clfe one muft come in with a bufh of thorns 
and a lanthorne,and fay he comes to disfi gure,or to pre- 
fent the perfon of Moone-fhine. Then there is another 
thing, we muft haue a wall in the great Chamber;for Pi- 
ramus and Thisby ({aies the ftory ) did talke through the 
chinke of a wall. 
_ Se. You can neuer bring ina wall. What fay you 
Bottome ? 

Bot. Some man or other muft prefent wall, and let 
him haue fome Plafter, or fome Lome, or fome rough 
caft about him,to fignifie wall; orlethim hold his fin- 
gets thus; and through that cranny, fhall Piramus and 

| Theby whifper. : 

Onin. If that may be, thenall is well. Come, fit 
downe every mothers fonne, and rehearfe your parts. 
Piramus,you begin;when you haue {poken your fpeech, 
enter into that Brake, and fo every oneaccording to his 
cue, " 

Enter Robin. 


, Reb. What hempen home-{puns haue we {wagge- 


ring here, 
Soneere the Cradle of the Faierie Queene ? 
What,a Play toward? Ile bean auditor, . 
| An Aor too perhaps, ifI fee caufe. 
Luin, Speake Piramus : Thiskffitand forth, 
Pir. Thisby,the flowers of odious fauiors {weete. 
Quin, Odours, odours. : 
Pir, Odours fauors {weete, 
3o hath thy breath, my deareft Thasby deare. 
But harke,a voyce: ftay thou bur here'a while, 
And by and by I will co thee appeare. Exit.Pir. 
Pack, A ftranger Piramsusschen ere plaid here, 
Thif; Mui {peake now? 

Pet. Imarry muft you. For you muft vnderftand he 

goes but.to fee anoyfe tharheiheard, and is to come a- 
aine. Sea? Be 7 E88 : : 

: Thy fi Mokrsadiant Piramus,mof Lilly white of hue, 

Of colourlike the red rofe op triumphant bryer, 

Mott brisky,Iuuenall,and eke moft louely lew, 

Astrue as truefthorfe,that yet would neuer tyre, 

Ile meete thee Piramus,at Ninnies toombe. 

Pet. Winns teombe man; why, yoi muftnet fpeake 
chat yet ; that you anfwereto Piramus: you {peake all 
your pact at once,cues and allePsramus enter,your cuc is 
| ppaft; it is neuer tyres, ; 
4 Thyf, O,as tence as tru 
| jityres. eH 


Meer tsspuay: 
efthosfe,that yet would never | 


Pir. IfI were faire, Thisby I were onely thing; 2/2)” 
Pet. Omonftrous, O ftrange, We ate hantedspray 
miafters, flye mafters;helpe, | 900/21 1 idlig sah 
so The Clowwes all Exit... | 
Puk, Ie follow-you;Ile leade you about a Round, || 
Through bogge,through bufh,through brake,through| 
Sometime a horfe Ile be,fometimea hound: (bryer, 
A hogge,a headleffe beare, fometimea fire, svee'oel 
And neigh,and barke,and grunt,aiid rore,and burney. || 
Like horfe,hound,hog ,beare,fire,at euery turne. Exit, 
Enter Piranus with the Affe bead. 
Bot, Why do they run away? Thisis a knauery of] 
them.tomake me afeard.. | Enter Snowt, oH} 
: Sa.:O Gottem, thou attichang’d What doe I feéon| 
thee 2 nS) 
Bot. What do youfee? You feean/Affe-head of your 
owne, doyou? 


; Enter Peter Quince. 
_ Pet. Blefle thee Bortome,blefle thees thou art tranfla: 
ted. ; Exit, 
Bot. 1 fee their knauery;thisié to make an affe of me, 
to fright meif they. could; but 1 will not firre from 
this place,do what they can. 1 will walkevp and downe| 
rae and I will fing that they fhall/heare Fram not a} 
raid. rnws: : 
The Woofell cocke, fo blacke of hew, 


| With Orenge.-tawny bill, 


The Throftle,with his note fo true, 
The Wren and little quill, 
Tyta. What Angeil wakes me from my flowry bed? 
Bor. The Finch, the Sparrow,and the Larke;, | 
The plainfong Cuckow gray ; 
Whofe note full many aman doth marke, 
And dares not anfwere,nay. 
For indeede,who would fet his wit to fo foolifh abird? 
Who would ginea bird thelye,though lie cry Cuckow, 
neuer fo ? ) 
Tyta. Ipray thee gentle mortall, fing againe, 
Mine eareis much enamored of thy note’; 
On the firft view co fay; to fweareI loue thee, 
So is mine eye enthralled tothy fhape, | 
And thy faire vertues force (perforce) doth moue me, 

Bot, Me-thinkes :miftreile , you fhould haue litle 
reafon for that :. and yet to fay the truth, reafon and 
loue keepe little company- together , » now-adayes, 
The more the pittie, that fomehoneh neighbours will 
not make them friends.;, Nay, Icangleeke vpon occt+| | 
fion. ‘3 

Tyta. Thou artas.wife,as thou art. beautifull. 

Bot. Not foncither, bucif I had wit enough to get 
out of this wood, I haue enough co- ferue mine ownt| 
turne. we 

Tyta. Out of this wood,do not defireto goe, 
Thou fhaltremaine here, whether thou wile or.no. 

I ama fpirit ofne commenrate ; 


. The Summer ftill doth tend.vpon my tate, 


And I doe louethee; therefore goe with me, 

Ile giue thee Fairies to atteiid on thee; 
Andthey fhall fetch thee Jewels fromthe deepe, 

And fing, while thou.on prefled flowers doft fleepe?! 
And I will purge thy.mortall groffeneffe fo, ui 
That thou fhale like an airie {pirit go... 


Enter Peafe- blofforae Cobsoeb ,Aoth yMuftarde 
feede, and feure Fairies. 53 


Fai. Ready; andJ,aad Iand I, Where fhall we gor | 


Tita. Be} 
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“Tita, Be kinde and custeous to this Gentleman, 
Hop in his walkes sand gambolein hiseies, We 
Feedehim with Apricocks,and Dewberries,; ».. 
With purple Grapes, greene Figs,and Mulberries, 
The honie-bagsfleale from she humble Bees, 
And for night-tapers crop-their waxen thighes, 
And light them at che fierie~Glow-worfhes eyes, 
Tohaue my loueto bed,anid to arife:;: 

And plucke the wings from painted Butterflies, 
To fan the Moone-beames trom his fleeping cies . 
Nod to him Elues, and doe him curretiés, 

1.Fas. Haile mortall,haile. 

2.Fai. Haile. ; 

3.Fai. Haile. 

Bot. I cry your worfhips mercy hartily ; I befeech 
our worlhips name. 

Cob. Cobweb. : 

Bet, (fhalldefire you of more acquaintance, good 
Mafter Cobweb: if Icut my finger, I fhall make bold 
with you. 

Your name honeft Gentleman ? 

Peaf. Peale bloffome. 

Bot. I pray you commend mee to miftrefle Squah , 
our mother, and to mafter Pea/cod your father. Good 
matter Peafe-bloffame, \ {hal defire of you more acquain- 
tanceto. Yourname | befeech you fir 

Muf. Muaftard-feede. 

Peaf, Peale-bloffome. 

Bot, Good matter Muftard feede, I know your pati- 
ence well: thar fame cowardly pyant-like Oxe:beefe 
hath deuoured many a gentlemamofyour houte. J pro- 
mife you, yourkindred hath made my eyes water ere 
now. Idefire you more acquaintance, good Mafter 
Muftard-feede. 

Tita, Come waite vpon him,!ead him to my bower. 
The Moone me-thinks, lookes with a watrie eie, 
And when fhe weepes,weepe euerie little lower, 
Lamenting fome enforced chaftitie. 

Tye vp my louers tongue,bring him filently, Exit. 
Enter King of Pharies, folus. 


Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak’'ts 
Then whatic was that next came in her eye, 
Which the muft dote on, in extremitic. 
Enter Pucke. 
Here comesmy meffenger : how now mad fpirit, 
What night-rule now about this gaunted groue? 
Puck, My Miftris with amonfter isin loue, 

Neere to her clofe and confecrated bower, . 

While fhe wasin her dull and fleeping hower, 

A crew of patches, rude Mcehanicals, 
That worke for bread vpon Athenian ftals, ; 

Were met to gether torchearfea Play, 

Intended for great The/ens nuptiall day : ‘7 
‘The thalloweft thick-skinofthat barren fort, iy 
Who Peiramns prefentedintheir {pore, 
Forfeoke his Sceneyand entred.ina brake; ial 

When I did him ar this aduantage take,» 3 WV 
An Affesnole I fixed on his head... 900 und 

Anon his Thisbie muftibeanfwered, 00) 9 801s 

And forth my Mimmick comes : whenehey him pie, © 

As Wilde-geofe thatthe creeping Fowlericye, | / 
Or ruffed-pated choughesjmany.inifortio sd 009001 
(Rifing and cawing actheiguizg report}oldua! sor od 
Seuer themfelues;and madly dweepe dhe skye: © 9/004 





Soat his fight, away his fellowes flye, 
And at our ftampe,here ore and ore one fals; | 
He murther criesand helpe from “Athens cals, 
Their fenfe thus weake,loft with their fears thus fttong, 
Made fenfeleffe things begin todo them wrong. Ma 
For briars and thornes at their apparell-fnarch, 
Some fleeues,fome hats, from yeelders all things catch, 
I led chem on in this diftraéted feare, 
And left {weete Piramus tranflated there : 
When in that moment(fo it came topaffe) 
Tytania waked,and ftraightway lou’d an Affe. 
O86. This falsout betrer then I could devife : 
But haft thou yet lacht the Arhenians eyes, 
Wich the loue iuyce,as I.did bid thee doe ? 
Reb. Trooke him fleeping (chat is finifhe to) 
And the Azheniax woman by his fide, 
That when he wak’t,of force fhe muft be eyde. 


Set are 


j 


Enter Demetrins and Hermia. 


Ob. Stand clofe,this is the fame Athenian. 

Rob. This isthe woman,but not this the man. 

Dem, Owhy rebuke you him chat loues you fo? 
Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now I but chide,but I fhould vfe thee worfe. - 
For thou ([ feare}haft giuen me cafe to curle, 
If chou haft flaine Lyfander in his fleepe, 
Being ore fhooes in blond, plunge in thedeepe, and kill | 

me teo: ; 
The Sunne was not fo true vnto the day, 
Ashetome, Would he haue ftollen away, 
From fleeping Hermia? Ue beleeue as foone 
This whole earth may be bord,and that the Moone 
May through the Center creepe,and fo difpleafe 
Her brothers noonetide,with th’Antipodes, 
It cannot be but thou haft murdred him, 
So fhou!d a mutrherer looke,fo dead, forerim. 

Dem. So fhould the murderer looke,and fo fhould I, | 
Pierft through the heart with your flearne cruelty ; 

Yet you che murderer looks as brnighitas cleare, 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering tpheare. IC 
Her. What's this to my Lyfander 2? whete is he f. 

Ah good Demetriis, wilt thou giue him me? speb eto y 

Dem. Vode rather giue his carkaffe tomy hounds, 

Her Ourdog,out @r,thou driu'ftme paft the boands — 
Of maidens patience. Haft thou flainehim then?» 
Henceforth beneuer numbred among men, | #0) cod 
Oh, once tell true,cuen for my fake, 

Durft thou alooktvpon him.being awake? er 
And haf thou kill’d him fleeping ? Obravetutehi: > ¥ _ 
Could not a.worme,an Adderdo fomuch? > 9 7) | 
An Adder did it: for with doubler tongue AS 
Thenthine(thou ferpent) neuer Adderfting. 9S | 

Dem. You {pend your paffion on amifpri'sd mood, 
Tam not guiltieof Lyfandersblood:) Sse 
Nor is he dead for ought that I can tell,’ vO] 

Her. I pray thee tell me'then that heis well. ii 

Dem. - Aud iff could,what fhould] gettherefore? | 

Her. Apritiledge,neuer to fee memmorey oi! 
And fromthy hated prefence part I:fee me no mores) 
Whether he be dead or nay yFIDIGS GOT CRANE, | 

‘Dem. There is no following her in this fierce'vaine, » | 
Here therefore for a while Twill remainei(. 9 
So forrowes heauinefle dothheauier grow: °° 
For debt that bankrout flip doth forrow owe, © 
Which now infomeflight meafure it will psy; 
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Iffor his tender herefmakefomeftay. . — Lie downe. 
Ob, What haft thou done?Thou haft miftaken quite 
And laid the louc inyce on fome true loues fight : 
Of thy mifprifion,muft perforce enfue 
Some truce loue curn’d,and not a falfe turn’d true. 
Rob. Then fate ore-rules,thar one man holding troth 
A million faile, confounding oath on oath. 
Ob. About the wood,goe {wifter then the winde, 
{ And Helena of Athens looke thou finde. 
All fancy ficke fhe is, and pale of cheere, 
With fighes of loue,that cofts the frefh bloud deare, 
By fome illufion {ee thou bring her heere, 
Ile charme his eyes againft fhe doth appeare. 
Robin, 1g0,1 g0, looke how] goe, 
Swifter then arrow from the Tartars bowe. 
| 06. Flower of this purple die, 
Hit with Cupids archery, 
Sinke in apple of his eye, 
When his loue he doth efpie, 
Let her fhine as glorioufly 
As the Venus of the sky, 
When thou wak’ft ifthe be by, 
| Beg of her for remedy. 


Pd 


Exit. 


Enter Pucke. 
Puck, Captaine of our Fairy band, 
Helena is heere athand, 
{ Andthe youth, miftooke by me, 
| Pleading fora Louers fee. 
Shall we their fond Pageant fee? 
Lord, what fooles thefe mortals be! 
Ob, Stand afide: the noyfe they make, 
Will caufe Demetrius to awake, 
| Pack, Then will two at once wooe one, 
| That muft needs be {port alone: 
And thofe things doe beft pleafe me, 
4 That befall prepofteroufly. 


|,Enter Lyfander and Helena. 
Lyf- Why fhould youthinky I {hould wooe in fcorn? 
‘| Scorne and derifion neuer comes in teares : 
Looke when-] vow I weepe; and vowes fo borne, 
| In their nativity all truch appeares. 
| How ean thefe things in me,feeme {corne to you? 
'| Bearing the badge of faith to proue them true. 
: Hel. You doe-aduance your cunnin g more & more , 
When truth kilscruch, O divelifhvholy tray ! 
Thefe vowes are Hermias. Will you giue her ore? 
Weigh oath with oath,and you will norhing weigh. 
{| Your.vowesto her, and me, (put in two feales) 
| Will euen weigh,and both aslightas tales. 
| Lyf. Thad-neoiudgement, when to her I fwore. 
Hel. Nornone in my minde,now you give her ore. 
bEyf. Demetrius \oues her,and he loues not you. Awa. 
* Dem. O Helen,goddefle,nimph,perfee, diuine, 
‘| Towhat my, loue,fhall I compare thine eyne! 
4 Chriftall is muddy, O how ripe in fhow, 7 
|| Thy lips,thofe kiffing cherries, tempting grow !.. 
| That pure congealed white,high Tasers fhow!, 
| Fan’d-with the Eafterne winde, turnes to a crow, 
Witten thou holdft vp thy hand. Olet me kiffe 
This Princeffe.of pure white,this feale of bliffe. . 
| Hell, O fpight/Ohell !I feeyouare all bent... 
To feragainft me, for your mertiment : 
|| If you were-ciuill, and knew curtefie , 
| You would not.doe me thus muchiniury. 
$ 1 


Can younothate me; as I know you doe, 
But you muft ioyne in foulesto mocke me to? 

If you are men, a$men youare in fhow, 

You weuld not vfe a gentle Lady fo3 
To vow, and fweare, and fuperpraife my parts, 

When I am fure you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are Riuals}and loue Hermia s 

And now both Riuals to mocke Helena. 

A trim exploit,a manly enterprize, 

To coniure teares vp in a poore maids eyes, 

With your derifion ; none of noble fort, 

Would fo offend a Virgin, and extort 

A poore foules patience, allto make you fport, 

Lyfa. Youare vnkind Demetrius;be not fo, 

For you loue Hermia ; this you know I know; 

And here with all good will,with all my heare, 

In Hermias loue! yeeld you vp my part; 

And yours of Helena, to me bequeath, 

Whom ] do loue,and will do to my death. 
Hel.Neuer did mockers waft more idle breth. 
Dem, Lyfander, keep thy Hermia,| will none: 

Ifere I lou’d her, all that loue is gone. : 

My heart to her, but as gueft-wife foiourn’d, 

And now to Helen it is home return’d, 

There to remaine. 

Lyf. Icis not fo. 
De.Difparage not the faith thou doft not know 

Left to chy perill chou abide it deare, 

Looke where thy Loue comes,yonder is thy deare. 


Enter Hermia. 


Her, Dark night,that from the eye his funétion takes, | 
The care more quicke of apprehenfion makes , 
Wherein it doth impaire the feeing fenfe, 

Ir paies the hearing double recompence. 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lyfander found, 

Mine eare ([ thanke it) brought me to that found, 
Burt why vnkindly didft thou leaue me fo? (to go? 

Lyfan. Why fhould hee {tay whom Loue doth preffe 

Her, What.loue could pretie Lyfander from my fide? 

Lyf; Lyfanders \oue (that would not let him bide) 
Faire Helena ; who more engilds the night, 


“Then all yon fierie oes, and eies of light. 


Why leek’ft thoume? Could not this make thee know, 
The hate I bare chee.made me leaue thee fo? 
Her, You {peake not as you thinke; iticannot be, 
Hel, Loe, fhe is one of this confederacy, 
Now I perceiue they have conioyn’d all three, 
To fafhion this falfe Sport in fpight of me. 
Iniurious Hermia, moft yngratefull maid , 
Haue youconfpir’d, baue you with thefe contriu’d 
To baite me, with this foule derifion ? 
Is all the counfell that we two have fhard, ~~ 
The fifters vowes,the houres that we haue {pent, 
When wee haue chid the hafty footed time, 
For parting vs$ O, is all forgot ? 
All {chooledaies friendfhip,child-hood innocence? ime 
We Hermia, like two Artificiall gods, 
Haue with our needles, created both one flower, 


| Both on one fampler; fitting on ofte cushion; 


Bath warbling/ofione fong,bothin onekeyy 
As if our hands,our fides,voices; and mindes *| 
Had beens incorporate. Sowegrew together, 
Like to a double cherry, {eeming parted , 
But yet a vnion inipartition, - 









Two louely berries molded on one ftem;: Lees? 
So with two feeming bodies, but‘one heare,-» dn an 


Two dfithelfirftlifecoatsin Heraldry; is 9 ¥ Arad 





ee case an, 







Tamas faire now,as I was ere while. sinlel wey 
Due butto one and crowned with ‘one crefty: qvireds | Since night you lou’dmesyer fince night you léftime, | 
And will yourenvour ancient love afunder; OEDEMA Why then youleftme (Othe godsforbid WOPE AG ‘ 
| To ioyne with men in {corning your poore friend? In carneft, fhall Pay? jeatineb wots 1 walled woht] 
Iris not friendly;’tisnot maidenlys 2 192 VY Oe) Lyf, I,by my life; Shins vier Wsnids1C 


Our fexe as well as I,may chide you fority" “02 2%89"" | Addnener diddefiretofeetheemore. © | ©! 





‘| Though:Lalonedoe-feelcthe inivivie: sallev ioe oi 
| Her. [amamazed/at yourpaffionate words, .\\-' 
Ifcorne younovs Tt feemesthacyou-feortie me, 897 
Hel, Haue you novferLyfanderas in fcorne 
To follow me,and praifemy eiesandtace?’ \\ 
And made your sthenloue, Demerving: ° ¢80' 0! 









Tocallime:goddeffe,nimph, diuinejand rare,‘ 
Precious, celeftiall:? Wherefore fpeakes hethis! 2°1''9 
Toher hehates’? And wherefore doth: Lyfander iv 04 
Denie your loue( forich within -hisfouley: °217 qi » 
And tender me (forfooth) affection") © sow etd 
Butby your ferting on, by your confent ? 
| What though T benot fo in grace as you, 
| sohung vpon with loue,fo fortunace ? 
{ (But miferable moft,toloue'volow dy) oro fons 
This you (hould pittte,rather then defpife, °°) + 
| Her, 1 vaderftand:not what you meane by this, °°’ 
Hel. 1,doe,perfeuer,;counterfeit fad lookes, -*" ? 
Make mouthes vpon me when Prarne my backes” © 
Winke each at other,hold the fweeteieltypi'" | 
This {port well cattied fhall bechronieleds) 299% 
Ifyou haue any pittie,grace,ormanners, “> 
You wouldnot make me fuch an argument: 
But fareye well,’tis partly mine ownefaulr,. ° 
| Which deathor abfence foone thal remedie. 
«Lyf. Stay geatle Helena,hearemy excufe, © 
My loue,my life,my foule,faire Hefena. 
Hel, Oexcellent ! B L.rsaaie 
Her. Sweete,do not fcorne herfo. : 
Dem, If fhe cannot entreate,! can compell.® 
Lyf. Thou canft compell,no more then the entreate, 
‘Thy threats haue no more ftrengeh then her weak praife. 
Helen,\ loue thee;by my life I does: \ eott 
f{weare by that which I willlofe for thee, aad 
.Toproue him falfe,that faies T loue thee not. 
Dem. I fay,Lloue thee'more chemhe can'do, * 
, Lyf. Tfthou fay fo, with-draw and proueit too; 
| Dew, Quick,come. vi ia 
Her. Lyfander,whereto tends allthis?’ °° ° 
Lyf: Away ,you Etbiope, WOT TENT OgSSe | 
‘Dem. No,no,Sir,feeine to breakeloofes © 2 >) 
Take on as you would follow, ” Mt 


OrI will (hake thee from me like a fetpent; 
Her. Why are you prowne fo rude ? 
What change is this fweete Lowe? 
Lyf. Thy love? ourtawiy Turtarjout § Pans, 
Out loathed medicines O hated poifon hence. 200% 
Her. Do yourioriett?) TS TAGTIUT © 
Hel. Yes footh,avid fo do you, nes egar yi 
Lif: Demetreya:t will keepe my word with thee? "| 
Dem. lwould Phiad your bond?forl perceine?'*>"- 
A weake bond holdgyou ; Tenor tit your words’! 


Although Thare her, He novharite hér {6 bp 
a Her. ‘What,cati yet do me erdéatet Harmie then hate? 


ons 


Fie, fie,you counterfeit,you puppeér,you: pare ails x 


But yet come not: yoware atame man,go, owl | 
Lyf. Hang off thou cat,thou burzvile thing let loofe, 


Lyf. What,thowld Phare her Qtikeher; kill herdead? | 


| Therefore be out of hope,of queftion of faite ne 


Be certaine nothing triter "tis no ieft, 


That I doe hate thee,and loue Helena, 9° © 90° 909 ye V 


Her, Ome,you iugler,you canker bloffome, 


You theefe of love ;: What, have you come by night,” 


resto _ And ftolne my loues heart fromhim? °° 
(Who:euen burinow did fpurne méewith his foot)! °° | 


Hel, Fine yfaith : #13 1S BNOi 318-2 gel 
Haue you no modefty,no maiden fhame, 
No touch of bathfulneffe 2: What; will you teare 
Impacrent anfwers from my gencle tonguer iF so 


Her. Puppet? why fo? I,chat way goes the gate, _ 
Now I perceiué that fhe hath made compate™ 
Betweene our ftatutes, fhe hack vre'd her height, ° 
And with her perfonage,her tall perfonage, 9 
Her height (forfooth ) the hath'preuail’d withhim, | 
And are you growne fo high in hisefteeme, 
Becauife I am (o dwarfith, and fo'low ? 
How low am, thou painted Maypole ?Speake, 
How low am]? Pamnotyerfolow, * 3 
But chat my nailescatvreach vato-thine eyes, 227787) Sc 
Hel. 1 pray youthough you mocke me, gentlemen, ' 
Let her not burt meg’? was never curt ©" 
Thaue no gift at all iafhrewifhnefte: 
lama right maide for my cowardize; 
Let her not {trike me: you perhaps may thinke, 7: 
Becaufe fhe is fomething lowerthen my felfe," : 
That I can match’her. rt 
Her. Lower? harkeagaine. » tt 
Hel. Good Hermia,do not be fo bitter with me, 
I euermore did loue you Hermia; 9? 
Did cuer keepe your counfels,neuer wronged you,» \ ’ 
Saue that inloue vnto Demetrius, arp t 


Paes t 


| Itold him of your ftealth vnto this Wood: 


He followed you, for loue I followed him,” 

But he hath chid melience,and threatned me: 

To ftrike me,fpurne me,nay to killmetoo;: > > 

And now, fo you will let me'quict go, 

To athens will l beare my folly backe, 

And follow you no further: Lev-me go," 

You fee how fimple,and how fond J am. | 
Her, Why getyougone: whoift chat hinders you ? 
Hel, A foolith heast,that I leave here behinde. 
Her. What,with Lyfander? © 103 
Her, With Demetrins: Net bit 
Lyf? Benot afraid, (he hall not harme thee Helena, 
Dem. No fir,fhe fhall not, hough you takeher part. — 
Hel, O when the’s angry, fhe is keene and threwd, 

She was a vixen when fhe wenttofchoole; > =: 

And though fhe be‘but little, the is fierce, ios) 
Her, Little againe? Nothing but low and little >. 

Why will you fuffer her to flourmethus? ©) five > 

Let me come to hers igi 91 FAO 
Lyf. Get you gone you dwarfe, °°" 1 

You minimw, of hindting knot-graflemade, 

You bead, you acorne? gon ails 
Dem. You are too officious, 

In her behalfe that fcornes your fernices. : 

' et 





















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































ed Mdidfommer nights Dreame. 


Let her alone,{peake not of Helenass <5: i555.) 

Take not her part. Forifchou doftintend....)4 fren 0A 

Neuer folittle thew of loueto her 

Thou fhalt abideit. 4065.5 y.cmh'ue 
Lyf. Now the holds me nog; ») 5» 


gh Qhgwen Otis) 28 my 
te j 


sisiuey sedi ya VY 
Now follow if thou dar’ft,to try whof@right}} feiss al 
Of thine or mine is moft in Helena. + hil yin yok \e A 

Dem, Follow? Nays Ile. goe with, thee cheekesby. 
iowle.-..54i;. : 

Her. You Miftris,all.this coylessdong of yous 103 94! 
Nay, goe not backees\\4 suo! bas ceds e751 2ob Lied’ 
Hel. Lwillnot yutt youTs tous vo 
Nor longer ftay.in your cult companie. .; 4. uO’ 
Your hands then mine,are quicker, fora frayy 9.108) bo/ 
My legs are longer though to runne aways We 


mQ 


ye Enter Oberon and Pucke.: shes 
Ob. Thisis chy negligence, ftill thou miftak ft, «-« 
Or elfe committ’ft chy. knaucries willingly... ..y 04.5 
Puck. Belecueme,King of thadowes si miftooke, 
Did not you tell me,l thould: know theman,.. 5 1 vw: 
| By the Athenian.garments he hath.on?. 
| And fo farre blameleffe proues my enterpize, 
4 That I haue nointed an Athenians cies, 
Ang fo farre am I glad,it fo did fort, 
} Aschistheir iangling 1.clteeme a iport. 
Ob. Thou feeltthefe Louers feeke.a place to fight 
Hie therefore Robin ouercatt thenight, 
The ftarrie Welkin couer thou anon, 
With drooping foggeasblacke as Acheron, 
And lead thefe teftic Riuals fo aftray, 
As one come not within anothers way. 
Like to Ly/ander, fometime frame thy tongue, 
Then ftirre Demetris yp with bitter, wrong; 
And fometimeraile thoulike Demsetrates; 
And from each other looke thou leade'themrthus, | » 
Till ore their browes,deach-counterfeiting fleepe.\* 
Withleadenlegs,and Battie-wings dothc reepe 3 
Then crufh this hearbe into Ly/anders cie, , 
Whofe liquor hath this. vertuous propertie, 
To take from thence all error, with his might, 
And make his cie-bals role with wonted fight...) 
When they next wake,all this derifion 
Shall feemea dreame,and fruitlefle vifion, . 
And backe to_dthens fhall the Louers wend 
| With league, whofe dare cill death fhall neuerend. 
{ Whiles I mm this affaire do thee imply, 
Tle to my Queene,and beg her /adian Boy ; 
And then I will her. charmeé eie releafe 
Frommonfters view,andall chings fhall be peace... 
- PuckiMy Fairie Lord, this mutt be done with hafte, 
For night-fwift Dragons cut'the Clouds full faft, 
| And yonderfhines Asroras harbingers. 
At.whofé approach,Ghofts wandring here and there, 
Troopehome to Chusch-yards; damned {pirits all, 
That imeroffe-waiesandflouds haueburiall, 
| Alreadie to theit wormie beds are gone; 
For feare leaft day fhould looke theirfhames vpos, |... - 
They wilfully chemtfelues she ew lightsissi4 x3 
And muft for aye confore with blackebrowd night... 
| Ob. But weare fpirits of another fort : aa 9d 
| I, with che mornings louehaue oftmade{ports) \y\ 
And like a Forrefter,the groues may tread, .sie. vo: 
Euentill the Eafterne gate all fieriered, sd u6y 
Opening on Neptune, with faire blefied beames, .. 
Turnes into yellowigold,his falt greene ftreamese. =.) «| 


Po} 


git 


are 


bs «3 oye Lyfander and Dempetriass { } 


4 A 


_| Thou runaway,thou-coward ,art thoufled? baa 
ie ss in fome buh: Where doft thou hide thy head? 
00. 


+x 
vy suLrée t 


| | And here wil reft me.Come thou gentle day : 
| | Forifbuconcethou thew me thy. gray light, 
| Ile finde Demetrizs,and reuenge this {pight. 


But notwithftanding hafteymake nodelay 1 yistiot oye 
We may effect this bufineffe,yet ere day.) 609 sig... 
Puck. Vp and downe;'vp and downe, | I. wilh leadg 
them vp and dewne:, Tam fear'd in field and: towne 
Goblin, lead them yp. anddowne: herecomes ote: |,.,; 
Sbasie no€ster Lyfanders. nyo} ot 
Lyf- Where art thou,proud Demetyins?:>.) 20%»). 
Speake thou mowee! oy 9): vera,L as [low coord yy 
Rob. Here villainesdrawne & readie: Where att thou? 
Lyf. Twillbewiththee ftraights cons cos 5 sy 
Rob. Follow me.chen to plainer ground. s2..) 
4 co Enter. Demetriuse s : eH Ast 
Dems, Lyfander,{peakeagaines 


sit Iw s 


eal 


Rob. Thoucoward,art thou brageing to the tars, 


' Telling the buthes that thou look’ft for wars, 


Ue whip thee witha rod. Heis defil’d 

That drawes a {word on thee. 
Dem, Yea,artthouthere? 
Re. Follow my yoice,we'l try no. manhood here,Exit, 
Lyf: He goes beforeme,and ftill dares meon, 

When I come where‘he cals,shen he’s. gone, 

The villaine is much lighterheel’dthenI : 

I followed faft, butfaftenhe didflyes Pifting plases.| 

That fallen am i in darke.yneuen way, Lf] 


And wiltnot come? Come recreant,come thouchilde, 


Lye down, 


Enter Robina and Demetrixs. | 
Rob. Ho,heshos coward, why com’ft thou not?: 
Dem. Abide me,ifthou dar’{t. For well I wot, 


. Thou runft before me, fhifting euery place, 


And dar’ft not ftand,;nor looke me in the face. 
Where art thou ?.. . , 
Reb. Come hither,I am here. A 
Dem,Nay then thou mock’ft me; thou fhale buy thi] 
deere, dit 
Ifeuer I thy face by day-light fee, r 
Now goe thy way ; fainchefle conftraineth me, - 
To meafure out my lenggh on this cold bed, 
By daics approach looketo be vifired. 
Enter.Eelena, + ai confeuoigel 

Hel. O weary night,O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy houres, thine. comforts from the.Balt, 2 
That I may backeto Ashens by, day-light, © |< | | 
From thefe that my poorecompaniedetelt; . a | 
And fleepe that fometime fhuts vp forroweseie, ) | | 
Steale mea while fromming owne companie. . Sieph| 

Rob. Yet but three ? Come'one more, ria ot 
Two of both kindes makes vp foure.. - 
Here fhe comes, curft and fad, 
Cupid is aknauifh lad, -, ; 5 

Ester Herma. ... 

Thus to make poore females mad, 

Her. Neuer fo. wearie,neuer fo in, woe,’ 
Bedabbled with the dew,and torne with briars, 
I can no further crawle,no further, g0¢ ; 
My legs can keepe no pace with my defires. 
Here will Ireft me till the breake of day, 


. Heauensthield Ly/ander, if they meane a fray: we 


Rob, On the ground fleepe found, 
Me apply your cic gentle louer,remedye. 
When thou wak’R,thoutak’f.. 


t 


Trnedelightin the fight of thy former Ladies ser, ; | 
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dom Ylozsrias 
King behinds them,i\\.0) ioy 2) 
Ra PMA } +] 


While I thyamiable cheekes doe'coy, or": 


| And kiffe thy faire large-eares, my gentle iey. 
| Clow, Where's Peafebloffome?) ©. .2) sblor 
PeafavReady... 5 ‘ 


‘I feuer Cobweb... > | 
| Gobo Ready. 2 i.) 913 


| Muftardfeed ? 
Muf; Ready. 


Pray youleaue your courtefie good Mounfieuir. 
| Ada. What's your will? 


i feratch)) » avy as 
) loue.: ber? th et ey 


|| ¥shaue the tongsiand the bones. y 
10 ‘0 8 1 Muficke Tongs,Rurall Muficke. 


H 
i[How.. in mesib eidzte 

[Live Tita, ThaueaventurousFairy,: ) so... 
| That (halifeeke the’ Se uitrels hoard ,2::+\= 








) ae 


And fetch theenewNatso% 9): 








} 
'| haue an expofition offleepe come vpon me: »- 


Fairies‘bé goheyandbe alwatesawayy ool . 
| So doth the woodbine, the fweet Honifuckle,: 
. Gently enewifsrthe femaledkui(5. anna 34°: 
Enrings the barky fingers of the Elme: 


th Maiionmer nights Dreame. 


And the Country Prouerb'knowtire,: odaid simiha it baa 
That euery man thouldtdkeisiowne,s! 91 ww\o\4 asic 4 
fhali be fhowne.. j ebro boog yn wa 
Tacke thall haue i, nought fhalli gowillpg 20! yd 1457) : nese wn 
Ae any fhall foe his Mare!againe ):aiadhall thalkbea Seeft thou this sus has eae are Sait 


welli: 5 albi nso sjneidmonmia: sd3 2 Won sm 03 2a992 ; Her dotage nowi doe! 
3 a b bates eS 





wit 
bog Eis yf ae pei filayt hl iO 
Ps oa btnt s 04, Vt  dilnod cies. | Was wontro {well like round and orient pearles ck 
ii whgaolsto » wolt 
51s UOV.zisio LousT \s 


« " wee , Jefe 
Enter QuceneufRairiessawd: Olowne} andPuirier, aid the 
: sicsac-1370 Uiw [ 1, 


Tita, Come, fircheendopiaevporithis flowry bed, ° 
And fticke muskerofesinxhy fléeke{moothehead, * ) 


2 Glow scratch my head, Pea/e-bloffone. Whet’s Moun- : ‘ 
, } FRE Sgeit 54 ‘Re 31441 9 | And thinkeno more of this nights accidents,’ IW 


Clowne. Mounfieur Cobweb, good Mounferget yout 
| weapons in your hand, & kill meared hipthumble-Bee, | 
| onthe top of a thiftle ;) atid good: Mounfieur bring mee 
the hony bag. Doe nocfretyour{elfe too much inthe | 
| ation, Mounfieur; and good Mounfieur haue a care the 
| hony bag breakenot,I would be loth to haue yon ouer~ 
| flowne witha hony-bag figniour. Where’s Mounfieur 


Cl. Giot meyourneafe,Mounfieur Wuftard{eed, 


él. Nothing good Mounfieur, but to help Caualery 
\|.Cobweb tofcratch, I mift to the Barbers Mounfieur, for 
}me-thinkes Tam maruellous‘haity about the face. And I 
|; amfuch a tender affe,ifiny Haire do buttickle me,I muft 


| Tita. Whavywilt thowhearefome muficke,my fweet 
LinGlow, I hauea reafonable good eare in mufickes Let 
| Tita. Ordfay fweete Loue, what thou deGreft to eat. 
| ° Clowne. Trulya peckeofProuender ; I could munch ) 


your good dry:Qates. Me-thinkes [hauea great defire 
toa bottle of hay» good hag, fweete hay hathne'fele 


|°°"Clown. Thad rather haue a handfull or two of dtied 
‘| peafe. But! Pray you let none of your people ftirre me,I | 


Tyta. Sleepe thou,and I will winde thee in my arms, 





_. * aya 

| OQhhow I loue thee ! howTdoreonthee ! tm siods 
i aawolt sheet 
| voi linker Robin geodfellow and Oberon’ © wiv 


Ob.. Welcome good Robin : vis anasa 


—e 


And that fame dew.which fomrimeon the buds)" 


Stood new withinithe pretty flouriets eyesyy en no 
Like teares thatdiditheir owne difgrace bewaile; 9 7 
When I hadatmy pleafurerauntedther,) 9 s00 00 ou 7 
And fhe in milde termes beg'd my patience, 
Ithen did aske of her; her changeling childe,~ 
Which ftraightthe gave me,and her Fairy feng? 2:19 02 
To beare him to my Bower in Fairy ‘Land; )¢ ° 
And now [hauetheBoy, I.will-vndoe 
‘This hatefull imperfection ofhereyes. 9 EY 
And gentle Pucke take this transformed fcalpa,! 0 
From off the head of this Athetias fwaine pod ai wol? 
That he awaking when the other dge, © 263 whee: 
May all to-Athens backe againerepaires 60 syn: 


But as the fierce vexation of a'dteame. iw ssuul 

But firft I will releafe the Fairy:Queene, i yM wus? 
Be thon as thon waft wont to bes» A iT 4 
See as thon waft wont te fee. diotobraw] 
‘Dians bud, or Cupids flower, jh OAL OY 
Hath {uch force and bleffed power.’ > 


Now my Titania wake you my fweet Queene, 
Tita. My Oberon what. vilions haue I feene! 
Me-thought I was enamoured of an Affe. 
- Ob, There lies your love, 20% 
Tita. How came thefe things to paffe? 
Oh, how mine eyes doth loath this vifagenow! 
O68. Silence awhile, Roba takeoff his head: 
Titanzanufick call, and firike moredead 
Then common fleepe ; of all thefe; fine the fenfe. 
Tita. Muficke,ho muficke,fuch as charmeth {leepe. 
ras Mufick fill 
Rob, When thouwak’ft, with thine owne fooles ties 
pecpepw sits ato" es (me 
Ob. Sound mufick; come my Queen,take hands with 
And rocke the ground whereon thefe fleepersbe. © 
Now thou and Lare new in amity, ca 
And will tomotrow midnight, folemnly: 99 2): * 
Dance in Duke Thefewshoufe triumphantly, > 
And bleffe it to-all faire pofterity. pasios Dendy 
There fhall the paires of faithful Louers be! vs) 3) 
Wedded, with Theféws,all in iollity. Naive Strik 
Rob.. Faire King attend, and marke, 
Idoeheare the morning Larke. StF 
:':06-Bhen my Queene in filence fad, © 
Trip we afterthe nights fhades.) 
We the Globecancompaffe foone, 
Swifter then the:wandring Moone. trot yd 
Tita, Comemy Lord, andin our flighty oy 0000) | 
Tell me how it came this mene HO) (Mea 
That I fleeping heere was found 
oe ; ‘Sleepers Lye ik, 















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































‘With thefe mortals omehegtoinds | 2201 s00' Exennt. 
i | Wande Hornes. 
Enter Thefens,Egens;Elippolitaand althissraine. 
Thef. Goeone of you, findé.ourthe Forrefter ,.°0 
‘For now our obferuation is pésform'd3y7? 2itt vor is 
And fince we haue thevawarthofitheidayyor 93°20) 791i 
|My Loue fhall heare themiuficke of myshounds:°2°' 0" 
.Vacouple in the Weelterne valley,let theaygoe 53° °° >: 
,Difpatch I fay, and finde sheBorrefter.z91 berg) ink 
jWwe will faire, Queene,vp tothe Mountaines top) | 70 
ag] And marke themuficalleonfufion }o) 00 moor 
*Ofhounds anilecchoiniconiunétion. — ors bad 
Hip. Tywaswith Heredles and Cadmsns' onceyy © ¢! 
; When in a wood of (jeete they bayedthe Beare 
j With hounds.of Sparta’; never did Pheare:: <> 
» Such gallant chiding. For.befidesthe grouess | 
» The skies, the fountaines,eulery region neere, 
: Seeme all one mutual ery. [neuer beard» 
So muficall.a difcordsfuch {weet thunder, 
_ Thef. My hounds are-bred out of the Sparta kinde, 
So flew’d, fo fanded;.and their heads are-hung 
With cares that {weepeaway the morning dew , 
| Crooke kneed,and dew-lapt, like The/falias Buls, 
F Slow in purfuit,butmatch’d in mouth like bels, 
Each vnder each.. Acrymore tuncable 
Was neuer hallowed: to;nor cheer'd withihorne, 
In Creete,in Sparta, norin Theffaly 5 ~~ . 


Iudge when youheare. Bue foft,what nimphs are thefe? | 


| Egeus. My Lord,this ismy daughter heere afleepe, 
And this Lyfander, this Demetrins is, 
| This Helena, olde Nedars Helena, 
I wonder of this being heere together. 
The. No doubt they rofe vp early,toobferue 
The right of May ; and hearing our intent, 
Came heere in grace of our folemnity: 
But fpeake Egews, is not this the day 
That Hermia fhould giue anfwer of her choice? 
Egens. Ivis,my Lord. 
Thef. Goe bid the huntfmen wakethem with their 
hornes. 
Hovnes and they wake. 
_ Shout within,theyrail fart vp. 
The. Good morrow friends : Saint Ualentmne is paft, 
Begin thefe.wood birds but to couple now? 
Lyf. Pardon my Lord, 
Thef.1 pray youall ftand vp. 
| Iknow.youtwo are Riuall enemies. 
| How comes this gentle concord in the world, © 
} That hatréd isistofarre fromicalonfie, 
1 To fleepe by hate, and feare no enmity. 
1 Lyf. My Lord,I fhallreply amazedly, 
| Halfe fleepe,halfe waking. But as yet, Edweare, 
I cannot truly fay how I:came heete. ° 
‘} Butas Ithinke (for truly would I fpeake) 
And now I:doe bethinke me, foitiss 
| Icame with Hermia hither. Our intent. Vi 
. i Was to be gone from Athens ,whereweani ght be. 
| Without the perill ofthe Athenian Law. i sab 1 
Ege. Enough, enough, my Lord» you haue enough ; 
I beg the Law, the Law, ypon his head: int 
‘| They would haue ftolne away, they. would Demesriss,’ 
i] ‘Thereby to haue defeated youandine:: re 
1 You of your wife,and me ofmy.confents: 
+] Of my confent,that fhe fhould be youn wife. 
‘| Dem. My Lord, faire Helewtoldmeoftheir ftealth, 
| Of thistheir purpofe hither, to this wood, 


| Faire Helena, in fancyfollowelkmes:o:/6 isr: , 


hil ohnwernighes Drbane. 


. And { in furie hither folleweilthems? acio)o sh 
{ ASO IEE Dh 
| But my good Lord, 1 watnos By what peyets «10 0) 
(But by fome poWemit is Jabydoues: Loved Voc) .\y) 
| Fodlermia (uhelecd as thefpow)ei/ ove0 Ved ners of 
| Seems to me now asthe remembrance of an idle gauide; 
| Which itimyichildehoedsIdid doat vpon: . 
' Andall the faith, the vertue of my heart, 
| The obieét and the pleafure of mine eye, 
| Is onely Helena. Toher,my Lord, 
Was I betroth’d, ere I fee Hermia , 
 Butlikea fickeneffe did I }garh this food, 
But as in health/come to ynaturall tafte, 
Now doe J with it, loue it, long for it , 
And will for euermore be true toit. ge ee 

Thef. Faire Louers,you are fortunately met; 

Of this difcourfe-we fhall hearemoreavonse»\: 

Egeus, | will ouer-beare your wills 

For in the Temple, by and by with vs, 

Thefe couples fhall eternally be-kni: 

And for the morning now, isfomething worne, | 9. // 

Our purpos’d hunting fliall befet afide,. “solotf bak 

Away, with ws to odthens ; three and threes, 

Wee'll hold a feaft in greatfolemnities si00 7 eo) | 

Come Hippolite. Exit Duke and Lords, 
Dem. Tele chitigs feeme {mall & vndiftinguifhable, 

Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds, 4 

Her. Me-thinks I fee thefe things with parted eye, 

When euery things feemes double. M. staal 

Hel. Some-thinkess 
And I haue found Demetrius, likea iewell; : 

Mine owne, and not mineowne., 

Dems, It feemes to mee 0.) A Home 
That yet wedleepe,we dreame, Donor you thinke:. 
The Duke was heere,and bid vs follow him? 

Her. Yea,and my Father, 

Hel. Aud Hippelita. 

Lyf. And he bid vs follow to the Temple. 

Dem. Why then we are awake; letsfollow him, and 
by the way let vsrecount our dreames. soc. 

Bottome wakes. ‘Exit Eons, 

Clo. When my-cue comes, éall.me, and I wall aniwet 
My next is, moft faire Prramns. Hey ho. Peter Quint? 
Flute the bellowes-mender? Snowe the tinker 2? Starm: 
ling? Gods my life! Stolne hence, and left me afleepe:! 
haue had amoft rare viGion.: Lhad a dreameypaft che wit 
of man, to fay, what dreame it was. Manisbucan Affe, 
if he goe about toexpound| this dreames Me-thought! 
was, there isnoman can tell what. ‘Me-thought] wis, 
and me-thought I had... But man is'buc a patch’d fool, 
if he will offer co fay, what me-thought Ihad,The eyed 


{| man bath not heard, the eare-of man hath not feen, mam 


hand is not able to tafte, his téngue toconceiue, noth 
heart to report, what my dreame was. will ger Pest! | 
Quince to write a ballet of this dreame, it fhall becalel| } 


| Bottemes Dreame,becaufeithathne bortome; and vill 
| fing icin thelatter end of aplay, beforesheDuke. Pet 


aduenture,to make it the more 


eracious;: Tfhalb fing! 
-ather death, is shed sensi 


"i 
| 


Enter QuincesElute Thisbie,Soone aad Ssaracling: | mn 
Quin, Hane : : 


youfentto Bertemies houte? Ishecont 
home yet?” 292017 anidboow ars Mob Oe 
Starw. He cannot be heardof,: Ourof doubt heels, 


tranfported, hed ss 
Thif. St 
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| Pprehend fome ioy, 
orforward dat i? It comprehends fome bringer of that ioy, 

g Duin. It is not poffible ; you haue nota man in all | Orin thenight, imagining fome feare, — 

“Athens able to difcharge Piransus but he. How eafie is a bufh fuppos’d a Beare > 





th fimply the bef wit of any handy- Hip. Burall the lorie of thenight told ouler 
| Serine xe Ae o> ao And al their minds trarisfigur’d fa together : 
oe Quin. Yea,and the beft perfontoo, andkecisavery | More witneffech than fancies images, 
‘Paramiour, for a {weet voyce. yw 3 | And growesto fomething of preat conftancies 
| Thif. Youmuft fay, Paragon. AParamouris(God | But howfoeuer,trange,and admirable, 
| bleffe vs) a thing ofnought. ; 





Enter lowers ,L uyfander, Demervise, Hermia, 



































“Enter Snug the Ioyner. and Helena, 

Snug. Mafters,the Duke is comming from the Tem- : i 
le.and there is two of three Lords& Ladies more mar- The. Heere come the louers, full of joyand mirth: © 
gout {port had gone forward,we hadall bin made | Ioy, gentle friends, ioy and freth dayes dete i 

t it : Ofloue accompany your hearts, vais 
f Ti bif O fweet bully Bostome + thus hath he loft fixe- Lyf. More thenito vs, waite ini your royall walkes, 
pence a day, during his lifeshe could not haue feaped fix- | your boord; your bed. 
pence a day. And the Duke had not giuen him fixpence The. Comenow, what miaskes, what dances fhall 
aday for playing Piramus Me be hang’d. He would hase | we haue, : 
deferued it, Sixpence a day in Pirammus,or nothing, To weare away this long age of three houres, 

Enter Bottome. Between our after fupper, and bed-time?> 


Bot. Where are thefe Lads? Where are thefehearts? | Where is our v{fuall manager of mirth ? 
Quin. Bottome,o moft couragious day! O moft hap- What Revels arein hand? Is therého play, 
| pie houre ! ; To eafe the anguifh ofa tortuting houre? 


Bot. Mafters,I am to difcourfewonders$butaskme | Call Ezevs, 
{not what. ForifItell you, 1 am no true Athenian, I Ege. Heere mighty Thefess. 
| will cell you every thing asic fell out. 2 The. Say, what abridgement haueyou for this eue- 


On. Let vs heare,fweet Botrome. } ning? 

Bot. Not aword of mezall that I will tell you,is,thae { What maske? What muficke? How thall we beguile 

the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell togecher,good | Thelazie time, ifnot with fome delight ? 

ftrings toyour beards, new ribbands to your pumps, &ge. Thereis a breefe how many {ports are rifes 

isars prefently atthe Palace, every manlookeorehis | Make choife of which your Highnefle will fee firgt, 

part : for the fhort and the long is,our play is preferred : Lif. The bateell with the Centaursto be fung 

th any cafe let T4ssby have cleanc linnen:and let not him By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe, 

that playes the Lion, paire his nailes, for they fhall hang The. Wee'lnone ofthat, That haueTteld my Loue 

outforthe Lions clawes. And moft deare Actors, eate | In glory of my kinfman Hercules, 

no Onions, nor Garlicke ; for wee are to vtter {weete Lif. Theriot of the tipfie Bachanals, 

| breath,and I doe not doubt but toheare them fay, itisa | Tearing the Thracian finger,in theirrage? © 

I (weet Comedy, Nw more words : away, go away. The, That is an old deuce, andit was plaid 

Exeunt. \ When] from Thebes came lafta Conqueror, 
Lif. Thethrice three Mut es,mourning for the death 

| oflearning, late deceattin begveric. . 

The. Thatis fome Satire keene and criticall, 





a i centro 


Aélus Quintus. 





Not forting with a nuptial! ceremonie, 
Lif. Atedious breefe Scene of yong Piramus, 
Andhis loueThis6y; verytragicall mitih, 
The. Merry and tragicall ? Tedious,and brief? That 
is,hot ice, and wondrous ftrange fnow. How fhall wee 
finde the concord of this difcord? id 
Eve. A play thereis, my Lord, fometen words long, 
Which is as breefe, as Thane knownea play; 
But by ten words, my Lord, itis too long; 
Which makes it tedious. Forinall the play, 
There isnot one word apt, one Player fitted, 
And tragicall my noblé Lord it is: for Piramus 
| Age of imagination all compaét: Therein doth kill himfelfe.. Which when I fay 
Onc fees more diuels then vafte hell can hold 5 Rehearft, 1 muft confeffe, made mine eyes water : 
Thatisthe madman. The Louer,all as franticke, But more merrie tearcs, the paffion of loud laughter 
Sees Helens beauty in a brow of Egipt. Neuer fhed. 


pie ho eyeina fine frenzy rolling,doth glance Thef- What are they that do play it? 
From 





Enter Thefens,Hippolita, Egeus and bis Lords. 


Hip. ’Tis ttrange my Thefens,¥ thefe loucrs f peake of, | 
The. More ftrange then true. Incuer maybeleeue | 
Thefe anticke fables, nor thefe Fairy toyes, 
Louers and mad men haue fuch feething braines, 

| Such thaping phantafies, that apprehend more | 
Then coole reafon ener comprehends. | 
The Lunaticke, the Louer,arid the Poet, | 
| 

i 





caulen to earth, from earth ro heaven. Ege. Hard handed men, that worke in Athens heere, 
And as imagination bodies forth the forms of things Which neuer labour'd in their mindes till now ; 
Voknowne ; the Poets pen turnes them to thapes, And now haue toyled their vnbreathed memories 
And giuesto aire nething,a locall habitation, With this fame play, again{t your nuptial. 
And aname, Such tricks hath ftrong imagination, The. And we will heare it, 



























































































































































































































































































































































A Midfommer nights Dreame. 


Phi. No,my noble Lord, itis not for you. I haue heard 
It ouer,and it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 
Vnleffe you can finde {port in their intents, 

Extreamely ftretcht,and cond with cruell paine, 
To doe you feruice. 
Thef. I will heare that play. For neuer any thing 
Can be amiffe, when fimpleneffe and duty tender it. 
,Goe bring them in,and take your places, Ladies. 
Hip. Uoue not to fee wretchedneffe orecharged ; 
And duty in his feruice perifhing. 

Thef, Why gentle fweet,you fhall fee no fuch thing. 
Hip. He faies,they can doe nothing in this kinde, 
Thef. The kinder we,to give them thanks for nothing 

Our {port fhall be;to take what they miftake ; 
And what poore duty cannot doe, noble refpect 
Takes it in might, not merit. 
Where J have come, great Clearkes haue purpofed 
To greete me with premeditated welcomes 
Where I haue feene them fhiuer and looke pale , 
Make periods in the midft of fentences, 
| Throttle their practiz’d accent in their feares, 
} Andin conclufion,dumbly haue broke off, 
| Not paying me a welcome. Truft me {weeic, 
| Out ef this filence yet, Ipickt a welcome : 
And in the modefty of fearcfull duty , 
| Iread as much,as from the ratling tongue 
| OF faucy and audacious eloquence. 
Loue therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity, 
1 In leaft,fpeake moft,to my capacity. 
Ezeus. So pleale your Grace, che Prologue is addreft. 
Duke. Lethimapproach. - Flor. Tram. 


Enter the Prologue. Quince. 

Pro. If we offend,it is with our good will. 

Tliat you fhould thinke,we eome not to offend, 
Butwith good will. To fhew our fimple skill , 

That isthe true beginning of our end. 

Confider then, we come but in defpight. 

We do not come, as minding to contentyou, 

Our trueincent is. All foryour delight, 

Wearenot heere. That you fhould here repent you, 
The Adtors are at hand; and by their fhow, 

You thall know all, that you are like to know, 

Thef. This fellow doth not ftand vpon points. 

Lyf. Hehath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt: he 
knowes not the ftop. A good morall my Lerd. Itisnot 
enoughto fpeake, butto fpeake true, 

Hip. Indeed hee hath plaid on his Prologue, like a 
childe ona Recorder,a found, but not in gouernment. 

Thef. His {peech was like a tangled chaine: nothing 
impaired,but all difordered. Who is next? 

Tamyer with a Trampet before thers. 


Enter Pyramus and Thisby, Wall, ALoone-hineyand Lyon. 
Prol, Gentles,perchance you wonder at this fhow, 

But wonder on, till truth make all things plaine. 

This man is Piramus, if you would know ; 

This beauteous Lady, 7 buby is certaine. 

This man, with lyme andrough-caft,doth prefent 

Wall, that vile wall, which did thefe louers funder : 

| And through walls chink(poor foules) they are content 

To whifper.. Atthe which, let no man wonder, 

This man, with Lanthorne,dog ,and buth of thorne, 

Prefenteth moone-fhine.. For if you will know, 

By moone-fhine didthefe Louers thinkeno {corne 

To meet at Niaws toombe,there, there to wooe: 


This grizy beaft (which Lyon hight by name) 
| The trufty Thisby, comming firft by night, 
. Did {carre away, or rather didaffright : 


|) Andas the fled, her mantle fhe did fall; 


Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did Raine, 
Anon comes Piramus, {weet youth and tall, ie 
And findes his Thesbies Mantle flaine ; ei 
Whereat, with blade,with bloody blamefull blade, | 
He brauely breacht his boiling blondy breaft, | 
And Thisby, tarrying in Mulberry fhade, 
His dagger drew,and died. For all thereft, 
Let Lyon, Moone-fbine Waland Louers twaine, 
At large difcourfe,while here they doe remaine. 
Exit all but Wall, 
Thef. I wonder ifthe Lion beto {peake. 
Deme. No wonder, my Lord: one Lionmay, when 
many Affes doe. a 
Exit Lyon,T bisbie,and Moonelbine, 
wall. In this fame Interlude, it doth befall, 7 
That lone Swewt (by name) prefent a wall : 
And fuch a wall,as I vvould haue you thinke, 
That hadin it a crannied hole or chinke:' 
Through which the Louers, Piramms.and Thisbie 
Did whifper often, very fecretly. ~ 
This loame,this rough-caft ,and this ftone doth they 
That I am that fame Wall 3 the truthis fo, ae 
And this the cranny is,right and finifter, 
Through which the fearefull Louers are to whifpet 
Thef. Would you defire Limeand Haire to fpeakt| 
better ? a 
Deme. Itisthe vvittieft partition, that ever Theatd] 9 
difcourfe, my Lord. 
Thef. Pyramus dcawes neere the Wall, filence. 
Enter Pyramus. - yaaa 
Pir. O grim looktnight,6 night with hue fo blacke, 
O night,which euer art,when day isnot: 
Onight, énight, alacke, alacke, alacke, 
I feare my Thisbies promife is forgot. 
And thou 6 vvall,thou {weet and louely vvall, 
That ftands betweene her faibers ground and mine, | 


{ Thou wali, 6 vvall, 6 {weet and louely vvall, 


Shew me thy chinke, to blinkethrough yvith mineeint 
Thankes courteous vvall, Jove fhield thee vvell for this: 
Bur vvhat fee 1? No Thisbie doe I fee. | 
O wicked vvall, through vvhom I fee no bliffe, _ 
Curft be thy ftones for thus deceiuing mee. if 

Thef. The vvall me-thinkes being fenfible, thou 
curfe againe, ne 

Pir. Nointruth fir,he fhould not. Decesming m, |F 
Is Thisbies cues fhe isto enter, and Lamto {py | 
Her through the vvall. You fhall fee it vvill fall. 


Enter Thisbie. 

Pat as I told you; yonder fhe comes. YH 

Thi. O yvall,full often haft thou heard my mont, 
For parting my faire Piramms, and me. : 
My cherry lips haue often kift chy ftoness 4) 
Thy ftones vvith Lime and Haireknitvp inthee. 

Pyra. fee avoyce ; now vvillI tothe chinke y 
To {py and I can heare my Thisbies face... 7: hisbie? 

Thif. My Loue thou art,my Loue thinke. ‘ 

Pir. Thinkevvhat thou vvilt,] am thy Louers gt 
And like Limander am I trufty ftill. ; ; 

Thif. Andlike Helen till the Fates me kill. 

Pir. Not Shafalus to Procrss,was fo truce 


Thif. As Shafalus to Procrns Ito yous” 6 


pes ‘ : anne een par TOILE IOS ALE LEI 


“ 


Pir. 













Pir. O kiffe me throu gh the hole of this vile wall, 
Thif, I kifle the wals hole,not your lips.at all. 
Pir. Wiltthou at Nisnies tombe meete me Araight 


“a Tide life, tide death, come withour delay. 
wai, Thus haue I Vallmy part difcharged fo; 
And being done, thus Waf.away doth go. Exzt Clam. 

Da. Now isthe mogall downe betweene the twa: 
Neighbors. . 

Dem. Noremedie my Lord, whén' Wals are fo wil- 
full, to heare without yyarning.. 

Dat. This isthe fillieft @ufte chat ere Lheard. 

Da, The beftin this kind are but fhadewes, and the 
worft are no worle, if imagination amend them, 

Dat. It muftbe your imagination then,& not theirs. 

Duk, If wecimagineno'worfe of them then they of 
themfelues, they may paffe for excellent men.Here com 
two noble beafts,in aman-and.a,Lion,. 

Enter Lyonand Meone-hine. 

Lyon. You Ladies, you (whofe gentle harts do feare 
The falleft monftrous moufe that creepes on floore ) 
May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere, 
When Lion rough in wildett. cage doth roare. 

Then know thar, one Swwg the Toyner am 
A Lion fell, nor elfenoiLions dam: 

For if! fhould as Lion.come in ftrife 

Into this place, twere pittie of my life. 

Ds.Averie gentle bealt, and.ofa good conf{cience, 

Dem. The veric beft at a beat, my Lord, ere I faw. 

Lif, This Lion isa.verie Fox for his valor. 

Ds. True,and a Goofe for his difcretion. 

Dem, Not fo my-Lords. for his valor cannot carrie 
| his difcretion, and the Fox carries the Goofe. 
|. Da. His difcretiopl ani {ure cantioe carriehis valor: 
for the Goofe carries not.the Fox, Itis well ; leaue it to 
| his difcretion,and let vsshearken to the Moone. 

Moon, This Lanthorne doth the horned Moone pre= 
fent. The 
De. He fhould haue worne the hornes on his head, 

Da. Heeis no crefcent, and his hornes are inuifible, 
Within the circumference. 

Moon, This lanthorne doththe horned. Moone pre- 
fent: My felfe, the man i’th Moone doti:feeme tobe, 

Du. Thisis the greateft crror of all the teft; the man. 
fhould be put into the Lanthoruie.Howrisit elsthe man 
ith Moone? basizts : 

Dem. He dares not comerthere for the caiidles 
For you fee, it is already in fnuffe. 


change, 


Du. Itappeares by his {mal light ofdifcretion, that 
heis in the wane: but yet in courtefic, in allreafon, ¥ve 
muft tay the time. 

Lyf. Proceed Mooner———— ~ 

Moon. All that I haue to fay, isto tell you, thatthe 
Lanthorne is the Moone; I, the manin the Moone this 
thorne buth,my thorne buh; and this dog,my dg: 
Dem. Why all thefe 


fhould be in the Lanthorne:for 
: nce; heerecopies Thisby, 
Enter Thisby. 


Thif, Thisis oid Ninnies tombe : where is my loue ? 
Lyon, Oh, ; ; 

The Lion roares, Thishy runs off. 
| Dem. Weill roar'd Lion, J ft 





A Medfommer nights Dréame. 





- Whichis : no, no, which wasthe faireft Dame 


| The pap of Piramus: 


| Dat. Tam vvearie ofthis Moone = vvouldhe would | 


2 Speake,Speake. Quite dumbe? Dead,dead? Atombe 
| Thefe Lilly Lips, this cherry nofe, 








‘Thefe'yellow Cowllip cheekes 





Da. Well run Thaby 

Dut. Well fhone Moone. 
Truly the Moone fhinéswith a 

Ds. Welmeouz'd Lion. 

Dem. And thencame Piramus, 

Lyf; And fo the Lien vanifhr. 


Dr 163 


good grace. 


; Enter Piramss, 
Pyr.Swteet Moone; thank thee forthy funny b 
Ithanke thee Moone, for fhining now fo bri ght: 
For by thy gracious, eolden, glittering beames, 
Leruft ro rafte of truett Thusbies fight. 
But ftay : O {pight ! but marke,poore Knight, 
What dreadful dole is heere? 
Eyes do you fee! How can it be! 
O dainty Ducke: O Deere! 
Thy mantle good; whatftaind with blood! 
Approch you Furies fell ; y 
O Fates! come, come : Cut'thred and thrum, 
Quaile, cruth, conclude, and quell. 
Ds. This paffion,and the death of a deate friend, 
Would go neere to makea man looke fad, 
Dut. Befhrew my heart,but I pittiethe man. 
Pir. O wherefore Nature, did't thou Lions frame? 
Since Lion vilde hath heere'deflour’d my deere: 


¢ames, 


That liu’d, that lou’d, thatlik’d, that look’d with cheere, 
Come teares , confound: Our fword,and wound 


I, that left pap, where heart doth hop; 

Thus dye {, chus, thus,thus: 

Now am I dead, now am’ fled, my foule is inthe sky, 

Tongue lofe thy light, Msone take thy flight, © 

Now dye,dye,dye,dye,dye. 20¥ 
Dem, No Die, buran ace for him: for heis bit'one. 
Lif. Leflethen an ace man, For heis dead, heisno- 

thing. 

De. Withthe helpe ofa Surgeon, he mighe yet reco- 

uer, and proue an Affe. at ‘; 
Dut. How chance Moone-thine is cone before? 


oS 


Thishy comes backe, and findes her Louer. 


Enter Thiby, 

Duke. She wil finde hi by ftarre-lighty 2 coowlo'l 
Heere fhe comes, and her paffion ends the play. 

Det. Me'thinkes thee fhould not viealong one for 
fuch a Patamus <1 hopethe will be breefes at 

Dem.A Moth wilturne the ballance, which Piramus 
which 7h2s6y is the better. (eyes, 

Ly/- She hath {pyed him already, with thofe fweete 

Dem. Aud thus fhe meanes,vsde/icit, 


This. Afleepemy Loue? What,dead my Doue ? 
O Piramus arife: 


Muft couer thy fweet eyes. 


Are gone, are gone: Louers make mone: 
His eyes were greene as Leckes. 

O fifters three, come, come to mee, 
With hands as pale as Milke, 

Lay them in gore, fince yowhaue fhore 
With theeres, his thred of filke. 

Tongue not a word : Come trufty fword : 
Come blade, my breft — 










































































































































































































































































































































































And farwell friends,thus Thibieends ; 
| Adieu, adieu, adieu, 
Duk, Moon-fhine & Lins are Jefe to burie ¢he dead. 
Deme. \,and Walltoo. 
Bot, No, I affure you, the'wallis shasanse that pitted 
their Fathers. Will it pléafe youto fee the Epilogue, or 
to heare a Bergomask dance, betweene two of our com- 
pany? 
_ Duk; No Epilogue, I pray yous for yourplay needs 


ho excufe.. Neverexcufe’; for when the plaiers are all | 


| dead,there need none tobe blamed. Marry, if hee that 


writ it had plaid Pssamus,and hung himfelfe in Thishies 


garter,it would bane beenea fine Tragedy : and fo it is 
truely , and very notably difcharg’d. But come, 
Burgomaske; let your Ep logue alone. 

j Thei iron tongue of midnight hath told twelue, 

| Louers to bed,’tis almoft} Fairy time, 
I feare we thal! out-fleepe the comming g morne, 
As much as we this night haue ouer- oracles 
This palpable grofle play hath well beguil’d 
The heauy gate of night. Sweet friends: to bed, 
A fortnight hold we this folemnity. 
In nightly Reuels; and new iollitie. 


Enter Packe, 
Pack, Now the hungry Lyons rores, 

Andthe Wolfe beholds the Moone: 
Whileft the heauy ploughman fnores, 
All with weary taske fore-done. 
Now the wafted brands doe glow, 
Whil'ft the fcritch-owle fcritching lowe 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe, 
In remembrance of a fhrowd. 
Now it is the time of nighe, 
That the graues, all gaping wide, . 
Euery one lets forth his fpright , 
In the Church-way paths to glide. 
And we Fairies,that dorunne, 
By thetriple Hecates teame , 
From the prefence of the Sunne, 
Following darkeueffe likea dreame, 
Now are frollicke; not a Moufe 
Shall difturbe this hallowed houfe. 
Tam fent with broome before , 
To ig the.dutt bebindethe doore. 


super Kings and Queene of | Fairies,with thesr traine. 
O86. Through the houfe give glimmering light, 


your 


Exeunt, 


suf ee Dresme. 


By the deadatid drowfie fier ,20 >" 
Euerie Elfe‘and Fairie iatigg 
Hop as lightas bird from Briers" i 


| 


| 


Tita) Fift reheatfe this fong by roate, 
To each worda warbling note. 
Hand in hand, with Fairie grace, 
Will we fing and bleffe this place. 
The Song. 
Now untill the breake of day , 
Through thes houfe each Fairy fray. 
To the beft Bride-bed wil we, 
Which by vs fhall blefed be : 
And the iffue there create, 
Euer fhall be fortunate: 
So fball allthe couples three, 
Ener tree in-loning be : 
And the blots of Natures band, 
Shall not in their iffue fraud, 
Neuer mole,barelip nor (carre, 
Nor marke predigiows, (ach as are 
Defpifed ia Natinitie, 
Shall upon their children be: 
With this field dew confecrate ( 
Euery Fairy take his gate,” : 
Andeach fenerallcbamber bleffe , 
Through this Pallace with fweet peace, 
Ener [ballin fafety ref, ; 
And the owner of it bleft. 
Trip away, make wo fay; 
Meet me all by en of day. 
re If we Hates haue offended, 
Thinke but this(and:allismended) 
That youhane but flumbred heete; 
While thefe vifions did appeare, 
And this. weake and idle theame, 
Nomore yeelding but a dreame, 
Centles, doe not reprehend. 
If you pardon, we will mend. 
Andas Laman honeft Paeke , 
If we haue vnearned lucke, 
Now to fcape the Serpents tongue, 
We will make amends ere long: 
Elfe the Puckealyar call. 
So good night vncto you all. 
Giue me your hands, if we befriends, 
And Robin fhallxeftore amends, 


| 
L 
: 
iF 
| 
| 
=| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
| 





And this Ditty after me, fing and dance it tipping, 








Ester Authonio, Salarino,and Salanio, 


Renee 


Anthonio. 


N foothI know not why I am fo fad, 
[t wearies me: you fay it wearies you; 
3ut how I caughtit, found it,or came by it, 


What ftufte “tis made of, whereofit is borne, 
Iam to learne: and {ucha Want-wit fadneffe makes of 
mee, 
That I haue much ado toknow my felfe. 
Sal. Your tminde is tofsing on the Ocean, 
There where your Argofies with portly faile 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood; 
Oras it were the Pageants of the fea, 
| Do ouer-peere the pettic Traffiquers 
That curtfie to them, do them reuerence 
As they flye by them with their wouen wings, 
Salar. Beleeue me fir, had | {uch venture forth, 
The better part of my affections, would 
Be withmy hopes abroad. I fhould be ftill 
Plucking the ‘graffe to know where fits the winde, 
Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and rodes : 
And efry obieétthat might make me feare 
Misfortune to my ventures; out of doubt 
Would make me fad, 
Sal, My-winde cooling my broth,* 
Would blow meto an Ague, whenI thoughe 
What harme.a winde too great might doe at fea, 
Ifhould not fee the fandie houre-giaffe runne, 
But J fhould thinke of thallows,and of flats ‘ 
And fee my wealthy Andrew docks in fand, 
Vailing her high top lower then her ribs 
To kifleher buriall; thould I goe to Church 
And fee the holy edifice of ftone, 
And not bethinke me ftraight of dangerous’ rocks, 
Which touching but my gentle Veffels fide 
Would {catter all her fpicesion the ftreame , 
Enrobethe roring waters'with my filkes, 
Andina word, but even now worth this, 
Andnow worth nothing. Shall Ehaue the thought | - 
Tothinkeon this, and fhall flackeithe thought 
That fuch athing bechaunc’d would make me fad? 
Bur tell not me; know Authonio és baer 
Isfadtothinke vponhismerchandizei’ oY 
Ath, Beleeue me no, I thanke my fortune forit, 
My ventures arenotin enebertome trufteds?\! 2! / > 
orto one place; nor is my wholeeftate 89) 08 j 
i hE Ve 
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aA tus primus. 
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~~ \{) Sit like hts Grandfire, cutin Alablafter? 
|} sleepe when he wakes ? and creep intothe laundies 













Vpon the fortune of this prefent yeere: 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sola. Why then you are in loue. 

Axnth. Fre, fie. , 

Sola. Not in loue neither : then let vs fay youare fad | 
Becaufe you are not merry; and ‘twere as ézfie 
For you to laugh and leape,and fay you are merry 
Becaufe you arenot fad. Now by two-headed Janus ’ 
Nature hath fram’d ftrange fellowes in her time : 
Some that will cuermore peepe through their eyes, . 
And laugh like Parrats at a bag-piper. 
Andother of fuchvinegerafpedt, ’ 
That they’i! not fhew their teeth in way of fmile, 
Though Neffor {weare the iett be laughable, 







Enter Baffanio, Lorenfo,and Gratiaxo, 

Sola. Heere comes Baffanio, 
Your moftnoble Kinfman, 
Gratiaxo, and Loren/o. Faryewell, 
Welcaue you now with better company, 

Sala. 1 would haue ftaid til! L had made you merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

ent. Your worth is very deere in my regard, 
I take it your owne bufines calls on you, 
And you embrace th’occafion to depart, 

Sal. Good morrow my good Lords. (when? 

Baf. Good figniors both, when thal} we laugh?fay, 
You grow exceeding ftrange : muftit Be fo ? 

Sal. Wee'll make our leyfures to attendon yours, 

Exenxt Salarino, and Solanio, 

Lor. My Lord Baffanio,fince you haue found Authenjo 
Wetwowill leaue you, but at dinnertime 
I pray you haue inininde where we muft meete, 

Raff, Lwill not faile you. 
_ Grat. Youlookenot well fignior Anthexio,, 
You haue too much refpeét vpon the world: 
They loofe it that doe buy it with much care, 
Belecue me you are maruelloufly chang’d, 

Ant. Thold the world but as the world Gratiauo, 
A flage, where cuery man muft play 4 part , 
And mine a fad one. aaa 

Grati, Letme play the foole, 
With mirth and laughter let old wrinckles come, 
And let my Liuer rather heate with wine, — 
Then my heart coole with mortifying grones, 
Why fhould aman whofe bloud is warme within, 





































































































































































































162 Thee Merchant of Venice. 


By being peeuifh? I tell thee what 4nthonio, And thankfully reft debter for the firft. 
Iloue thee, and itis my loue that fpeakes : eta. You knew me well,and herein {pend but time 
There area fort of men, whofe vifages To winde about my loue with circumftance, 
Do creame and mantle likea ftanding pond, And out of doubt you doe more wrong 
And do a wilfull ftilneffe entertaine, In making queftion of my vttermoft 
With purpofe to be drettin an opinion ; | Then if you had made wafte ofall I hate : 
Of wifedome, grauity, profound conceit, | Then doe but fay to me what I fhould doe 
As who fhould fay, I am fir-an Oracle, « | That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And when I ope my lips, tet no dogge barke. And lampreftynto it: therefore {peake, 
O my Axthonio, 1 do know of thefe Baff. In Belmont isa Lady richly left , 
That therefore onely are reputed wife, | And he is faire, and fairer then that word, 
For faying nothing ; when | am veric {ure _ Of wondrous vertues, fometimes from her eyes 
If they fhould fpeake, would almoftdam thofeeares | Ididreceiue faire {peechleffe meflages : 
Which hearing them would call their brothers fooles: | Her sate is Portia, nothing vndervallewd 
Ile tell thee more of this another time. To (ato's daughter, Brutus Portia , 
But fith not with this melancholly baite | Nor is the wide worldignorant of her worth, 
For this foole Gudgin, this opinion: For the foure windes blow in from euery coaft 
Come good Lorenxo, faryewell a while, Renowned futors , and her funny locks 
Ile end my exhortation after dinner, Hang on her temples like a golden fleece , 
Lor, Well,we will leaue you then till dinner time. Which makes her feat of Belmont (halchas frond, 
I muft be one of thefe fame dumbe wile men, And many Jafons come in queft of her. 
For Gratianoncuer let’s me {peake. O my Anthonio, had J but the meanes 
Gra. Well, keepe me company but two yearesmo, | Toholdariuall place with one of them, 
Thou halt not know the found of chine owne rongue. I haue a minde prefages me fuch thrift, 
* ent. Far you well, Ile grow a talker for this geare. | That I fhould queftionleffe be fortunate, 
Gra.Thankes ifaith,for filence is onely commendable Anth. Thouknowf that all my fortunes are at fea, 
In aneats tongue dri’d, and amaidnotvendible, Exit; | Neither haue] money, nor commodity 
Ant. Icis chat any ching now, “| To raife a prefent fumme,therefore goe forth 
Baf- Gratiano {peakes an infinite deale of nothing, | Try what my credit can in Venice doe, 
more then any man in all Venice, his reafons are two | That fhall berackteuentothe vttermoft, 
gtaines of wheate hid intwo buthels of chaffe:you fhall | To furnith thee to Belmont to faire Portia. 
feeke all day ere you finde them, & when youhauethem | Goe prefently enquire, and fo will I 
they are not worth the fearch. Where money is, and I no queftion make 
An, Well: telme now, what Lady isthe fame To haue it of my truft,or for my fake. Exeunt, 
To whom you {wore afecret Pilgrimage 


That youto day promis’‘d to tel me of? Enter Portia with ber waiting woman Neriffa. 
Baf. Tis nouwnknowne to you Axthorio 











How much I haue difabled mine eftate, Portia. By my troth Nerpiffs 


a, my little body isa wea 
By fomething fhewing a more {welling port tie of this great wor!d. 
Then my faint meanes would grant continuance: Ner. You would be fweet Madam, if your miferies 
Nor do I now make mone to be abridg’d! were in thefame abundance as your good fortunes att: 
From fuch a noble race, but my cheefe care and yer for oughcI fee, they are as ficke that furfet with 
Is to come fairely off from the great debts too much, as they thar ftarue with nathing ; itis ne {mal | | 
Wherein my time fomething toa prodigal happineffe therefore to bee feated in the meane, fuper- 
Hath left me gay’d : to you Anthonio fiulitie comes fooner by white haires, but competence 
I owe the moft in money,and in loue, liues longer. 
And from your love I have a warrantic Portia. Good fentences,and well pronounc’d, 
To vnburthen all my plots and purpofes, Ner. They would be better if well followed. 
How to get cleere of all the debts I owe. ‘Portia. Ifto doe wereas cafie as to know what wert 
An. 1 pray you good Baffanio let me know it, good to doe, Chappels had beene Churches, and poort 
And ifit ftand as you your felfe ftill do, mens cottages Princes Pallaeessitis a good Diuine that 
Within the eye ofhonour, be affur'd followes his owne inftructions; I can eafier teach twene 
My purfe, my perfon, my extreameft meanes tie what were good to be done,then be one of the wel 
Lye all vnlock'd to your occafions. tic to follow mine owne teaching : the braine may de- 
Gaff. Inmy fchoole dayes, when | had loftone fhaft | uife lawes for the blood, bur ahot temper leapes ore’ 
I fhot his fellow of the felfefame flight colde decree, {uch a hare is madneffe the youth, torskip 
The {elfefame way, with more aduifed watch _ ore the mefhes of good counfaile the cripple ; but:this 
To finde the other forth, and by aduenturing both, reafon is not in fafhion ro.choofe mea husband : O mee, 
I oft found both. I vrge this child-hoode proofe, the word choofe, I may neither choofe whom I would, 
Becaufe what followesis pure innocence. nor refufe whom I diflike,fo is the wil ofa living daugh 
| Lowe you much, and like awilfull youth, . ter curb’d by the will ofa dead fatherzit is not hard Ne 
That which I owe is loft; butif you pleafe riffa, that I cannot choofe.one,nor refufe none. 
Ta fhoote another arrow that felfe way Ner. Your father wasicuer vertuous , and holy men 
Which you did fhoot the firft, [donor doubr, _at their death have good infpirations, therefore thellot- | 
As I will watch the ayme: Or to finde both, -terie that hee hath deuifedin thefe chree chefts of gold, | 
Orbring your latter hazard backe againe, filuer, andleade, whereof who choofes his meaning, 


choofes 
‘ ee ee Seen q 








ly but ore who youvhallrightly loue:but what warmth 
istherein your aftegtion towards.any-of thefe Princely: 
| fyrers that-arealready.come tc) > noicltst ba 


Por. Ipraythee ouer-name them,and-as thou pamett 
them, I will defcribe thern,and according to: my.defcripe) 


tion leuell army affe@tiohs| s2foin | ang T -% 
Ner, Fir@t there is the NeopoliranePrifice..: 9:00.09 
Por. [that’s a coltiadeéde, forhedothnothing-but 


rt 
te . ry 
LIS, 20c15 


ralke of hishorfe, and hee makes.it.a great appropriad’ 


tion to his owne good pangs:that he:canfhoo him hims 
{elfe: I am much afraidiny diadie his mrovher plaid fale) 
with a Smyth, STB90L 26573 agjioislge: inecgs 

Ner. Than is thetéthe GountiePalentige.. s -dw ¢ 

Per.’ He doch nothing but frowneéas who fhould 
fay, and-you will not hauerme,choofes, he héares:merri¢ 
tales and {miles not; Ligare lee willspraue the weeping 
Phylofopher when h¢.growes old, ‘being fo full of vn- 
mannerly fadneffe in his youth, )-hadiracher to be matri~ 
ledto a deaths head with,abone in hissmouth, themto.ei- 
ther of thefe : God defendme fromthefe two. 

Ner. Howfay youbythe French Lord, Mounfier 
Le Bowne? ect. steouda-3u isuasbodai 

Pro. God made him, and thereforedet him paffe for a 
maa, in truth Lknowiitis a fioneto béamacker, but bey 
why hehath a horfe betterthen the Neopolitans,a bet 


ter bad habite of frowning-then the CountPalestinehe | 


iseuery maninno man, ita Traffell fing, he fals (traighe 
acapring ,he will fence with bis own fhadow.IfI fhould 
marry him, Ifhouldrmarryewentiehusbands: if hee 
would defpife me,E:would:torgiue himf{for if he loueme 
to madnefie,I fhould newer requite him, | 
Nor. What fay yowrbhento Fauconbr idge, the young 
Baron of iBxgland?), bis voltae. i 
Por. You know] fay-hothing tohim, for hee ynder= 

flands notime,nor.T him: he hath neither Bative, French, 
nor Jtalian,and you wilkcomne into the Court & iweare 
that I haue a poore pennie-worth in the Exghi[fr: heeisa 
proper mans pi€ture, ‘bur.alas who can conuerfe with 2 
dumbe fhow ? how odlybe is {uited,I thinke he bought 
his doublet in /ra/iehis round hofein Fravce,his bonnet 

| in Germanic and his behauiour euery where. 

| Ner. What thinkelyou ofthe other Lord his neighs 
bour? ater idibasix | dv. 103,21 roneA 

| Por. Thathehathaneighbourly chariticin bim, for 
he borrowed a boxe of theeare of the Bagh/bmtan, and 
{wore he would pay him-againe; when hee wasiablei: I 
thinke the Frenchman became his {uretiejand feald vader 

: for another. ‘ OH Gy Wet wy odool yd we? 

| Nero: How likeyoui the yong Germaine, the Duke of 
SaxoniesNephew? : bosom +15: 

| Por. Very'vildely:inithe morning whemheeis fober, 

| and moftwildely in the.afternoone.when: hee is. drinke:: 


| when he is beft,heis a little worfe theta mah,.andawhen | 


| heis worft,he is little betterehen.a beaft: and the. wortt 
| fall chat euer fell, [hope] (hall make ifhift co goe with- 
j out him. 213942 9209) As coms 


Ner.Ifhe fhould:offerto.choof sand choofe thexight 
| Casket, you fhould refifetoperforme yousFathers.will, 


| ifyou fhould refufe to acceprhims dye! oos!e 5 dou al 
| Por. Therefore forfeatei of che work, Lpraythee fet 


| adeepe glaffe of Reinith-witieom-theisdbenary Gasket, 


| for if che diueli be within, endthantenpfasion wishaur, 


|| Uknow he wilkchoofeics, Tiwilkdoe:anyching Werriffs 


(ere I willbe marriedits Ageis ini se 


I9ITHOW | 
Ner, Youncedenot feare Lady theihauing any: of 


ain eat ercbisal Venice 


“choofes you, wilno doubr neuer be chofen by any right-; 


_ on, depending on the Caskets. 


163 
thefe Lords, they haue acquainted me with their deter- 
minations; which is indeede to returne to their home; 
and to trouble you with no more fuite, vnleffe you may 
be won by fome other fort then your Fathers impofiti~ 


\/Por. Aff line tobe asoldeas Sibi, I. willdye a8 


| chafte as Diana: vnleffe 1 be obtained by the manner 
_ of my Fathers will: Iam glad this»parcell of wooers: 
_arefo reafonable, forthere is not one among them but 


| I doate on his verie abfence ; and I with them afaire dec, 
"~parture, eat 


Ner. Doe you not semember Ladie in your Fa } 
thers time, a Venecian, aScholler and a Souldior that 


| came hither in companie.ofithe Marquefle of CVMewar- | 
| ferrat? 2oteolsd sta: Lok fF 


Por, Yes,yes,it was Baffanio, asi thinke, foweshee| 


' call’d. , 


} r fi with Sie? 

Ner. True Madam, hee of all thementhat ever my’ 
foolifh eyes look’d ypon, was the beft deferuing a faire 
Lady. stcitel fioss> oes td 

‘Por. I remember him well,and I remember him wor- 

thy of thy praife. Hel 169 voted sa 
Enter a Seruingmane weins, 

Ser. The foure Strangers feeke you Madam to.take | 
their leaue : and there is afore-runnericome fronva fift, 

the Prince of Aforeco, who brings. word the Princehis |! 
Maifter will be heretonight..9.. <j)5 sigsn ads ed bank 
Por. If I could bid the fift. welcome with; fo, good 

heart as I can bid the other foure farewell; I-fhould) be | 
glad of his approach: ifhe haueshe.condition of a Saint; 
and the complexion ofa diuell, Thad rather hee fhould 
fhriue me then wiue me, Come Nerrif/a, fitra go before; 
whiles wee fhut the gate ypon one wooer, , another 
knocks at the doore, , , | ', Exennt. 


Enter Baffanio with Shylocke the Iew. 


Shy. Three thoufand ducates,well, 

Bal. lfir,for three months. 

Shy. For three months,well, . < 

Baff.. Kor the which,asL told you, 
Asthoniofhall be bound, -. . 

Shy. .dnthonio thal. become bound, well, 

Baf. May you fted me? Will you pleafure me? 
Shall {know your anfwere. ae 

Shy. Three thoufand ducats for three months, 
and Anthonio bound... 0 

Baff. Your anfwere to that. 

Shy. Anthonioisa goodman. © ...5 5). ‘ 
Baff; Haue you heard, any imputation to the con. 
trary. \ a 


take hishond, «5 5 stodj fias cele, 
Baf. Be affluredyoumay. .,. .,, 








2 LheeM erchanrof Penice. 


dew, Iwill be-aflured Pmay 2and that may be-aflu- 
reds d-will bethinke mee; mayT fpeake with? ntho= 
| wisn woY aiisiay.o:iul odtoa dilw voy olduont ¢ | Aithing:not in his powerto bring toipaffe, 80 ci." 

~ Baffe-lf it pleafe you todine with-vs: me! YC 90% ; But fw ay’d and fafhion’d by thetvayeofheauen,::....|. 

Jew. Yes, to fmell porke, toveate of the habiration® |} Was chisinferredto make intetreftigood? 200 [ 
which yourProphet.the Nazarite coniured the divell |! Oginyour gold:and filuer Ewes and Rams 2) !/iw ! 
incolveEwill-buy with you, fell with you, valle with? |; Shy. Icannot tell, 1 make itbreede as faft,: | >»: 
you, walke with you, ‘and fo following t*bué Ty will |) Butnote mefignior:® !!oqo!4 > ae 
| notceate with you,drinkewith you; norpray with yous | 9 ddr. Markeoyou this Baffanie, ° 


“And thrifeis bleffing ifmenfealeitnot. > 


t 


‘Ant. This was aventure fir that Lacob feru'd for; ) 


er ncn ne 
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Whacneweson theRyalta, whois heeomes here? >! 


| cs4oavoy ni stheBarer Mathonaon voy 200 ws 
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Thate'hinw for hels al@hritiates ~ 2B 
But moce,for that in low fimplicitie 
Helends out money oratis,and biings downe 
‘The rate ofvfaice here with vs ii enice, 
‘If Ecan catch him once vpon the hip, 
‘Doll feede fatthe ancient gradge f beare hiray | - 
‘He hates our facred Nation,and he railes’. 
| Euen there where Merchants mott doe congregate 
On me, my bargaines;and my well-worne thrift, 
Which he cals interreft ; Curfed be my Trybe 
i Pepforsiaehnh voy occ} 2:agtan “rust od 
Ball Shytoek ave you hreéares * art 
} cidShys Tamidebating of my prefer fore, 
} And by the neere gefic of myinémotie 
 Peannos infantlyraifevp the et offe | 
Of full cheee choulatid dicatst-wiyat of chat? > 
| Pubull a wealthy Hebrew of my Pribe® 
Willfarnifh metburfoft,how many months 
Doelyowdefire 2Rett you faire good fignior, ” 
| Yourworfhip wes the lat manag eur mouthes.- 
| Mudets Shylocke , albgit I neither lend no# borrow 
| By taking,nor by gising of excefle, 
Yertto fupply theripe wanes of thy friend,” 
Ile breake a cuftome: is he yet poffett 
How much he would ? pa DOB 
Shy. 1,1 ,three thoufand déredts? 
At. And for three months.) é 
Shy. Lhad forgdésithree months, you told me fo. 
} Well then, your bond : and lee mefee, birt heare you, 
~ | Methoughtsyou {aid you neithet lend'nor borrow 
| Vpon aduantage: * mi “ 
Ant, I doe neuer vfeir. 4A 


| lew, How likea fawning publican he lookes. ; 


Shy. When Tacob grar’dhis Vnele Labanstheepe, 


| This Zacob from our holy Abram was 
4 (As his wife mother wrovglirin his behalfe) * | 
| The third pofleffers I,he was'the third. % 
[Ant And whatofhim did Hetake interreft ? 
1 Shy. No,not take intereft,not as you would fay 
DireGly terete wvarke whae 7Zaccb did, 4 
| When Labhnandhinielfe were compremyzid 
“That all thé canelinios which were ftreakt and pied 
| Should fall as'zarebs hier the Ewes being rancke, 
| Tiread of Aurimite curried to thé’ Rammes, °°" 
“And when the worke of oetieratvion was 
| Between thefe woolly bréedetsin the aft, 
[And in the’ dosing Uf thé deede of kinde, 
_ Hetticke chiethvp before the fulfome Ewes, ’ 
PAV ho then conceating diddin‘caning time - 


Pf he’skilfult thephidard pir ditiecéttaine wands}: ‘m 


Fall party-colour’d lambs, and thofe were Zacabs. >» 1 


This was a way to thrine arid te‘was bleft : 2 


4 


| (And fay there is much kindneffe inthe Few. 


Fhe divell cantite Scripturefor his purpofe, - 

An cuill foule producing holy witneffe, 

Islike a villaine with afmiling cheeke, © 20m: 1.5) | 
A goodly applerotten at the heart. nae | 
© whara goodly outlide fallchood ath, os¢ 1 os, 


2 Shy. Threethoufand ducats,’tis agood round fum, | 
| Phreemonths fronvewelue,then let me feetherate, » | 


© dnt, Well'Sbylocke hall we be beholding to youd} 
Shy: Signior Anthoniomaany etime and oft! 90) >\ © 

Tithe Ryalto-yow haue rated me 
About my moniesand my vfances': liegh 

Scill have I borze it witha patient fhrug, ys otaria] 
(For fuffranceis the badgc of alkour Tribe:): 

You call me misbeleeuer, cut-throate dog, 

And {pet ypon my Tewifh gaberdine, 

And all for vfeofthar which is mineowne.: 

Well then, it nowappeares you neede my helpe: 

Goe tothen,youcometo me, and you fay, 


| Shylocke,we would haue moneyesjyou fay fo: 


You that did voide your rume vpon my beard, 

Arid foote meas you fpurnea ftrangereurre 

Ouer your threflold »moneyes isyour.fuite!:: 

What fhould I fayto you? Should I not fay, 

Hath a dog monty ?Isicpoffibleoy vs! 207, 

A curre fhould lend three thoufand ducata?6r? 
Shall I bend lowyatid inatbond-manskey! vo Y . 
With batedbreath,and whifpring himbleneffey: «i: 
Say this 3Faire fir,you {per @a:me on W ednefdaylatts 


| You fpurtitime fachis day;anothertime 


Youcald me dog: and forthefeturtefies 
Ne lend you thus much moneyes,». ; 
Ant. Tanvas liketocajltheefo: againe;: 
To {pet on thee againe,to {purne thee tooy, sweater Hi 
If chou wilelend thismoney,lemdieinot 2. ¥7 3, 
Asto thy friends, for when did friendfhip take 
A breede of barraine iietralbofhis friend 2<:/T 404 
But lend it rather to thineenemieyp 9¢00) 6 bow oud ad 
Who ifhe breake,thou mai ft-with’better face o/s owl 
Exaét the penalties: : Sood waandaiet) ory saat 
Shy. Why looke you how you ftorme, . 9: :on 1) 
I would be frieisds with you,and have your Joues.\ 
Forget the fhames that you haue ftaind me with 
Supplie yourprefenewants,and takenodoite’ 
Of viance fer my moneyes,and:youle not hearéime, |: 
This is kinde I offer. as] gy 
Baff. This werekindneffe. iow ian 
Shy. This Kindneffe will I fhowe, | 


‘ || Goe with me toa Notarie,feale me there 
| ¥Yourfinglebond,and in a merrie fporty ©) 9) 


If you-repaieme not on fuchia day, 2,3 
In fuch a place, fuch fam or fumsas are > sod) ey) 
Expreftin the condition, lecthe forfeite 22:1) .. 


| Be nominated foran equall pound 


Of your faire flefh;to be curoffand taken ih ons a0 
‘Jin what part ofyour bodieit pleafeth me.) 21 wo" 
Ant. Content infaith, le fealeto fuchia bond, 


Baf. You 


7 AER nae Bo els Se a pvt f . . — 








pt 










































rdwellinmyneceAtti¢s 9)... 

nt. Why feare nor ADs 
Within thefe two months,that’s a month before 
This bond expires] doc.¢ Greturne, = 


(Of thrice three times the valew of this bond. 


|, S71 Q facher Alranay what thele ChriGiansare, . 
Whee ng 


ng hard dealings x 
Th oughysof others, Faigyourell mechis, 
If Thoutbe cake his fats Wat fhowld fpains, 


ythe exaétion of the forfeiture ? 


Jsnot fo cRimable,pro| rableneither 9.1 h..) 5 


Exit. 
turne: 


illebe with you. 3 Sii9¥ 

| dant. Hie thee gentle Jew, This Hebrew, will 
‘Chriftian, he. growes kinde.., a 

|). Ba. Vike not faire reames, and a villaines minde, 
ednt. Come on,in this. there can be no difmaie,.. 

‘My Shippes come home amonthbeforethedaie. 

‘avd won! hiow i: peenets.) 


Atlus Secundus. © 


) | mw 





Wfidi i it woe nd } al\tach 
Enter Morochus atannie Moore all inwwhite, and, three or 
foure followers accordingly, with Portiay 
Nerrifja, and their traine..— 
Flo. Cornets. 


Mor, Miflikeme not for my complexion, 
The fhadowed liuerie of the buinifhe {unne, 
Towhom Tam aneighbour,and neere bred,’ 
Bring me the faireft creature North-ward borne, 
Where Phabus fire {carce thawes the yficles, 
Andlet vs make incifion for yourloue, ...,. 
Toproue whofe blood is reddeft,his or mine. | 
tell thee. Ladie this afpe& of mine 
Hath feard.the valiant,(by my loue I {weare ) 
‘The bet regarded Virgins of our lyme. 
| Hauelou'ditro : I would.not change this hue, 
Except to fteale your thoughts my gentle Queene. 
Por. Intearmes of choifeI am not folicled . 
Bynicedirection of a maidens cies ; tS 
Befides, the lottrie of my.deftenie .... 
Bars. me thesight,of voluntarie choofing s 
But ifmy Fatherbadnot {canted me, ,,.. ._; 
| And hedg’d me by his witto yeelde my felfe 
| His wife,who wins me by that meanes saldyers ; 
Your felfe (cenowned Prince) than fteodasfaire 7 
As any commer Lhaueloek’don Veto) ofted nis 
For my affedtion, id S98 ibuO DS bensette f 
+) Mary Hiuenfor chard thankeyous,, 0 viv 
Therefore I pray youleademesto the Caskets 
Totrie my fortune : By this Symitare.....- 


-woa) 


eudraliponmalesetic ahendfor re, 


8 
} 


millnosforfaiccie, 


vs 


sacaches them fuipect 


ai |} SY 
ound of mans flefh taken froma man, fo) o.\ 


"| Yourbazard fhall be made. 
















; That flew the Sophie, aida Perfian Prince. - 
. | That wen three ftelds of Sultan Solyman, 
|) I would ore-ftare the fternefheies thatlooke: 
| Out-braue the heart moftdaring ontheearth: 
| Plucke the yong fucking Cubsfrom the fheBeare, 
' Yea,mocke the Lion when he rores for pray, ee 
TowintheLadie. Bucalasthewhile 9. 

If Herewles and Lychas PCA MCe ie 
| Which is the better man,the greater throw 
| May turne by fortune from the weaker hand : 

is Alcides beaten by his tage... 4: 4 
| And fo may 1, blinde fortune leading me | 
| Mid that which one vnworthier may attaine, 
| Anddiewithgrieuing, = 

Port. Youmufttake your chance, 
_ And either not attempt to choofeat all, Se 
| Or {weare before you choofe,if you choofe wrong 
| Neuer to fpeaketo Ladie afterward 
| Inway ofmarriage,therefore beaduisd. 
, Mor. Nor will nor, come bring me vnto my chance. 
| Por. Firlt forward to the temple,after dinner 














Mor. Goodfortunethen, Corntts, 
make me bleft or curfed'(tamong men, Exeunt. 








te 





Enter the Clawne alone. 


(lo. Certainely, my confcience will ferue me to tun 
_ from this Tew my Maifter: the fiend is at mine elbow 
' and tempts me, laying to m2, /obbe,Lancelet lobbe,good 

Launcelet, ongood Jobbe, or good Launeglet Iabbe, wile , 
yourlegs, take the ftarr, run awaie : my conf{eience faies 
no; take heede honelt Lawaceler, take heed honeft Lebbe, 
or as atore-faid honett Launcelet obbe, doe not. runne, 
fcorne ranaing with thy heeles; well, the moft corapi~ 
ous fiend bids me packe, fia faies the fiend, away {aies, 
the fiend, forthe heauens roufe vp a braue minde faies 
thefiend,andruns well, my conicience hanging about 
the necke of my heart, faies verie wifely to me: my ho- 
neft friend Launcelet, being an honeft mans fonne,or ra- _ 
ther an honeft womans fonne, far indeede my Father.did 
fomething {mack.fomething grow tooshe hada kinde of 
talte;wel,my confcience faies Lancelet bouge not,bouge 
faies the fiend, bouge not faies myconfcience,con{cience 
fay I you counfaile well, fiend fay I you counfaile well, 
to.berul’d by my confcience I fhould ftay with the /ew 
my Maifter,(whoGod bleffethe marke)is.a kinde of di. 
uell; andtorun away from the Jew I fhould be tuled by | 
the fiend, who fauing yourreuerence is the divell him-_ 
| felfe: certainely the Jewis the verie diuell incarnation, - 
{ andin my confcience, my con{cience isa kinde of hard. 
con{cience,to ofter to counfaile me to ftay with the Jew; 
the fiend giues the more friendly counfaile : I willrunne. 
| fiend, my beeles are at your commandement >» will 
runne... ; AoA « 






































, Enter old Gobbe with aBafi ket. "85 | 













Gob. Maifter yong-man you I prai¢ you,which is the 
waieto MaifterZewes?. 






















r righthand atthe next cur. 
* _._ Rin 




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































ning, but at the next turning of allon FE PREY ‘matric. 
at the verienext turning,torne Of no hand, bute turn down. 
indire@lie tothe Jewes houfe.” °° 
Gob. Be Gods fontiestwill bea hard wai t6 hit,can- 
you tell me whether one Lavincclet that dwels with him, 
ena with him orno,’* > 
| Laun, Talke youof yong Malter Lanpicelét,. ’ tharke! 
‘me now, now will Iraife the’ warers ; talke you of yong. 
| Maifter Launteler?’ 3 
| Gob. No Miaifter fir, but! ee mang fone, his Fis" 
ther though I fay’t is an ‘Hoh R’exceeding ‘poore 1 man,” 
andGod be thankéd welt lide’? > 
Lan. Welljlét his Father be what: a wil, wee talke af 
yong Maifter Laierceiee 
Gob. Your worfhips frietid eid Launcelet: * 
Lann But | praie you ergo old tanyergo I befeech you, 
 talke you of ryene Maifter Launcelet.~ ° 
Gob. Of Lawncelet anit pleafe your maifterfhip. 
Lan,Erge Maifter Lancet? talkenot of maifter Lance- 
| defPather,tor the yong eentleinan adcordin® to fates and 
deftinies, vanid fc odde fayings,the Gets three, & fuch 
ranches. of learning, is indeede deceafed, ‘or’ ‘as you 
would fay in plaine tearmes, gone to heaiegt 


i ing. 


not him] wil a far as Goithas ante Gre 
_ fortune here comes the man, tohim ie ‘fo 
Tew if] ferue the Tew yattic] lo niger, 2 


eH OC € ledanids 


fare} | 
tga | 


Enter Belfi lb fin wi 8 bod aid 
7 16 7 3! ty 

Baff. ¥6a'may doe fo} *but’ 1 be’ 24 raf lip 

fupper be réadieé’ at the’ ted fiue of the’ locke: | 

‘fee thefe Letters’ delivered; put the Liuietiés’to mak, 

ing, and defire’ Gratiane to: ome nent | 


om] "9 Toss v¢ 
Lan. Tohim Father" TIRES (1190 BB ED to be voqh 
Gob, God bleffe yeu wold igcoldsnihe ot ing 
Baf. Grates eu new bape ‘ ‘| 
Gob. Here’stily fonne fit,a poore boy.” ig 
Lan. Not a poore boy fit, sbht the rich Tevet cil 


| would fir asimy’ Father fhall (peahie. | 


b toferues? 82°: 


i 
i 


“Gob. Marre God forbid; the Boy was the verie ftaffe | 


of my age,my verie prop. 

Lau, Dol look like a clidgell ota howell. poft,a ftaffe 
ot a prop: doe you know me Father, 

Gob. Alacke the day, I know you not yorg ‘Gentle- 


man, bur I praie youtell me,is my boy Géd fens foule | 


aliue or dead, 

Lan. Doe’ you hot know ne Pirhee af 

Gob. Alacke fit 1 adi fad blinde,1 know younor, ‘ 

Lan. Nay, itdeéde if’ youl had your eies you might 
faile of the knowing me: itis 4 wile Pacher thac knowes 
his owne childe. Well,old’man,T will tell you néwes of 


your fon,  gide me your bleffing,cruch willcometolight, | 


murder eatindt 6) id ova igus fonine may, butint the 
elid't tfuth will out: . 
| Gob. Praieyou fir ftand ‘vp, I'am fure you ‘are not 
Lancelet my b 
Lan. Prait y 
it, but giue mec’ your blelfing : 
| boy that was, your f fonne that is, 
+ fhall be, 
Gob. cannot thinke y you ‘are my ete: 
“ Dana, Tknow not what I fhall chinke of char: bur Tam 
Lancelet the Tewes ihat,and 7 am fure Mar gerie your wife 
‘| is my mother. 
"Gob Her name is Margerieindeede, Ile be fworne if 
A rhou be Zanceler, thou ares mine owne flefly and blood: 
1 Lord worfhipt might he be, what a beard haft thou gots 
| thou hat got more haite on thy'chin, then Dobbin my 
philhorfe fas owhistaile. °° 
Lan. Yt fhould feeme’ then that Dobbins taile 


lam Lancelet your 


growes backeward. Iam fure he had morehaire of his | 


taile chen I have of my face when I loft faw him. 


Gob, Lord howarethow thahe’d: how dooft thou | 


u Tet’ s hatre fio more fooling aig | 


| 


ide childe that F 


and thy Mafter agree, Thaue brow ight him a iprefent; how 


“gree you now? 


_ Lan, Well,well,but fe mine ‘owne part,as T haue fet 
‘vp myrefttorun awaic, {oF Will noc‘reft till Fhaue'run 


| fome grouttd ; my Mailter’s 4 verie Jew, piuehim a pre- | 
‘{fent ygitte hiro a halter, P'am-famifhe in his {etice, You | 


‘| may ‘rel eerie finger [Have witht my ribs Father Iam 
| glad yoware'come, giue me your prefent toone Maifter | 
‘ Baffanio, who indeede een Liuories, if Merue 


> a ce cette <A R 


Gob. Hé hatha grea’ infection fir, as one cvoildiy| 

Lan. Indeede dhe ee dni the ig is, Y ferie the 
_ Jew and haue a'defire as my Father fhall fpecifie.’ >| 

Gob, His Maifterand Reveal your iat de: 
rence) are {carce caterconns. ” 

‘Lan. Tobe briefe, the verie truth is, ‘that the'Tep 
liatiiiydohe'mé wrong, doth'catfe me a3 my Fatherbe. 
ing I hope an old man fhall frutifievnto you.’ 

Geb! hau here adith OF Doues that I would beftow | 
vpon your woffhip,and my fuite is. | 

Law. Invete briefe, the'fuitéis impertinent tomy 
felfe,as your worfhip thall know by this honeft old man, 
and though I fay it, though old man, yet poore maniny 
Father. 

Baff. One fpeake, fx both what, would you ? 

Lan. Serue you ‘hr. 

Goa _Thatis “a verie defeét of the matter fir, 

. Iknow thee well,thou haft obrain’d thy luite, 
se ee thy Maifter poke With me'this aie,” 
And hath ptefér'd thee,if it be prefermene 
To leaue arich Jewes feruice,to become 
The follower of fo poore'a’Gentléeman. 

Clo. The old prouerbe ts verie well parted betweent} 
my Maifter Shylocks and yoifir, you haue the glace of 
God fir,and-he hath enough, » 

Baf. Thou fpeak’ftit well; go Father vib thy son, | 
Take leaue 6fthy old Maifler,and enquire i 
My lodging out, einehinia Liverie . 
More garded then his fellowes : fee it done: 

Clo, Fatherin,Icannot’ geta fernice,no, I haue nere 
atonguein my head, well if ani¢e man in: Jralie haue 


ro 


| fairer table which doth offet to {weate vpon'abooke, I} | 
| fhall haue good fortuney’ poe t00, here’s a fimple line 


of life, here’s a {mall trifle 6f'wites, alas,fifteene wits] 
is nothing, a leven widdowes and nine meade is a fim 
ple comming infor one man, ‘and ‘then to {cape drow- 
ning thrice, and to bein petill oftny life with’ the edge 
of a featherbed, here are fimple {capes : well; if Fortunt 
be a woman, fhe’sa good wetith for this géf¢: Fathet 
come,lle take emy leave oft ube Te’ inthe twinkling. . 
* Bxit Clown, 
Bafe I pie thee Seed Tiere think onthis, 
Thefe things beitig bought and orderly beftowed 
Returne in hafte,for Idoe feafttonight ©?! 
My belt efteemd acquaintance, hie thee'goe.’ | 
Leon,My beft endeuors thall be done herein, Ee: Lt. 
. Enter Gratiano, ' 
Gra, Where's your Maifter. axe 
i : Leon. ven 











ra. Signior Bafanio. * 
Baf. Gratiano, sede nails 
ra. I hauea fute to you. . 
Baf. You haueobrain’d iti: loxiuoy o16 ol art 
Gra. Yousmmuftnordenie mel mutt goe with yout’ 
Belmont. 0. yd h owed 
Baf. Whytheiryou mutt: but heare thee Gratiano, 
Thou art to wilde,torudesand bold of yoyer, or 
Parts that become thee happilyienough,: siete gc 
And infuchieyesasoursappearenottaulysyso. 
But where they are not knowne,why there they fhow 
Something todtiberall, praytheetake paine o5H {\s\ 
Toallay withfomecold dropsiof modeftieis >: 


; 
; 


{ 


IL pSARVIGR 3 


Thy skipping fpirit,leafthroisgh thy Wildebehauiour ! 
[bemilconfterdia the place:bigeed to, obnild 2 21. wf 
And loofe my:hopes.: - istenaels 35 iHoty 

Gra. Signor'Baffanioshicareimey > 1109 Yo! 
IfIdoe not put on. afeberhdbireye |: 1 S03 
| Talke withtefpect,and fweare but now and cHan,° 
| Weareprayérbookesinmy:pocket.lookederurely} : 
| Nay more,while graceiis fayinghoodmine eyes 
{Thus with my hatyandfighiand fay Amens"'* 283" 
4 Vfeall the obferuance of ciuillitie blued? I 
| Like one well ftudied in a fad,oftent 91° voy 02 
4 Topleafe bis Grandamsneuertiuttme mores): : 
Ba. Well,we-fhalbice yoyribearing.: 9!0'2 sti .04 | 
Gra, Nay bur Dbarreto night;you fhallinot gageme | 















By what wedoetonight.. >» | 
| Bafe. No thanwererpitties.s.29290:) som amo din 
‘| Iwouldintreate you ratherto pution oA 
1 Your boldefti{uite of mirth; for we hauefriends 
| That purpofe merriment: but far you well}. « : 
i} Thaue fome bufineffe.: .y> on cr ged: oth oxi 
| Gra. And ItnufttolLorea/o andthe reft, 
|| But we will vifite you at {upper time, — iE xeunt, 


acd } 
wt wil 


Evser leffica “od. the (lowne. 


| Jef. Lamforry.thouwile leaue my Fathetfo, 

| Oughoufe is hell,andtlrou a merrie diuell: 
Did'ftrob it of foe tafte of tediou{neffe ; 

| But far thee well,.hereisaiducat for thee, 


| And Lancelet, foone at fupper fhale thou fee 
Lorenzo,who is thy new Maiftersi gueft, or V7, 





| Giue him this Letter,doe it fectetly.~ roingr? | 
| And fo farwellc:] would nothaue my Father: | | 
J Seeme talkewith théed' esn2!7i 06 Jools sone 


} Clo. Adue,tearesexhibirmy tongue moftbeautifull 
| Pagan, moft {weete lew;ifia Chriltian doctors: play\thic 
| knaue and get chee;lam much deceiueds bu acicythefe 
foolith dropsdoefomewhadrowne my jarmnly. fpiric : 
| adue:'s wis sttog bns,slislisbavedo: Gk | 
Ief. Farewell good Lancelet. 
Alackeswhatihainousifingeisioin mene niviot sted 
| Tobe afhamed to be my Fathers childe, 
But thoughiy fans edaughterts hisblood).o- oD wh | 
| lam not to his manrérs¢@: Bokenza; 9822) WNevsus) oT 
Ifthoukeepe promife I {hall endthisiftrifeyy oem wort | 
Become'a Ciariftidnjatidthy boulitre: wife od Tt oii. 
ila com tedyy oftise Us smdistoods of W | 
Enter Grotinno, TorenssijSldrinoand Salianioo>: odT | 
Lor: uNay; weawilb dinke ayaysiniifappdrcime)> ol V7 | 
Difguife vsat thy lédgingianddecerhealliniabhisuréT 
Gras:We habenatiinade joddprepardtidapds od WV | 
Sal, We haiseinot {poke vsayde of Porch ibarBrsio ht | 


wWol 


nis Chee Lerchantof Venice. 
Leon. Yonder firhe waikés.w2! w9dis! yin elawb aH (] os «Fis vile vnlofléitmay 


z 
: 


Las. And itdhallpleafe youto breake vp this; Thaltir? 
feeme to fignifie. op dug oF oni baad 1e0y funds 1014 
Lor. Lknow the handyin faith’tis afairehsnast2 oT 
_ And whiterthen the paper.it yerit ony2luod yn cof wa 
I the taire hand that writs) 0! *- bnwol sd toJ° 
Gra, Loue newesin faith: vv 


| tonight wich my new MaftertheChriftiag.iv 4 .* 


| Iwillnot faile her, {peakevit pridately g2m> | iy axed 
| GoGentlemen, will 


| Ifere the /ew herFather come to hedueny >" 
| Aindineuer dare misfortune ctoffe her footes 254 82! 


Thac fhe is iffue toa faithleffe ew : 


| The differeitcecof old Shylocke and Baffanis'?° . 


’ T could doe nothing without bidiing: 


There are my Keyes :b utwhereforefhould'F gb° weg 














, be quaintly’ordered 2°.) 
And better inmy mindenot yndertooke; °v yebisowsls 
Ler.’Tisnow but foure of clock; wehaae tWo horires 

To furnifh yssifriend Lanceler what’s thenewés.1¥ Ete’ 
Enter Lancelet witha Lertapyou ce) 2:9 283 ba A 


Lan, By yout leaue fir. 

Lor, Whither goeftthou? 13 909 Hin 

Lan. Marty firto bid my old Maher the fewto fils 
ie 


T as § 


iA 


Lor. Hold herecdke this,tell gentle'efica ©? 


you prepare you forthis Maske to 
night, ‘ 21001 sist asd¥ % 

I am prouided ofa Torch-bearer, | 
Sal. Umarry,ile be gone about it fray 2! | 
Sol, And fo will I. coro *! tegonl .ye 
Lor. Meeteme and Gratianoat Gratianos Yodging " 

Some hourevhence: 3B: iw ani nets sTOM 
Sal. Tis good wedo fo, Jew 318q 193 
Gra. Wasinotthac Letter from faire seis? © 
Lor. Imuftneedes tell thee ali, the hath disested 2/7 

Howf fhall take her from her Fathers houfey Te gecied 

What goldand iewels fhe is furnifht with,” d t B 

What Pages fuice fhe hath in readineffe: 95m 


Exit.Clowne, 
+ + fe 


wey 


Exit, 
ool sg 
2ji4f 


ft 


. 
teaver f 


It will bé forhis gentle daughters fake {ovo14 Ys\ 


ms 


Volefle fhe doe it vnder this excufe, 


otek 
Come goe with me,pervfe this as thou coeft 
1 : ‘ : 5 : to 3am " 
Faire leffica fhall bemy Torch-bearer: a Exit, 
Enter ew ,and his man thar wastheCléwhe, °> 


23 fad 


few, Well,thowfhall fee,thy eyes fhall bethy iudgé," 
Whatiefica, thou thal nor gurmandize ose! oir: A Tt 
As thou haft done withme?whar leficae ‘Coogenes 


And fleepe, and fnore,andrend apparrell out, | s v 
Why LefficaY fay. it DEE8 es 23TISGE 23 A eC t# WF 
Cl. Why féffica. LSELY TEAK 33 ei sr9n VV 


Shy, Who bids thee call? T dotiot bitthee cae? 
Clo. Your worfhip was wort to tele] 219 90 388 


ny ¢ < 
VIONMHZWws 


7 Enter lelicd. es “ Ad nil i 
lef; Call you ?whavis your will? ° ed Dataae ane 
Shy. Tait bidforthté fupper 74 ica, mo bes b'eauH 


Iam not bidfor loue,they flatter thie) 11" £ 
But yer le goeiw hate,to feede Wpopd bus.s91,9169.1 
The prodigall Chriftian, Jeffica my girle, 
Looke to my houfe, I amrighe loath to goe, 
Thereis fome illa bruing towards my reft, 
FS? did dreameof moneyBapstonight? 1 
Clo, I befeech you fir goe,my yong Maftér 
Datlrexpead yourreproadkoy eho sey 2 4 
Shy. So doe This, : ee Be ees 
Clo. And theyhaneconfpired together, I willnet ta 
you fhalifeea Maske; bucif Hi doe; then'it was not for 
nothing that my-niofe fell:w bleeding onblacke moriday 
P laft, 


3329V 


: ‘ 
aehoar 
gabe 














































































































































































































































































































me 


laft,at fix a clocke ith morning, falling out that yeere on 
afhwen{day was foure yeere in th’afternoone: » f 
» Shy. What aretheir maskes ? heare you me Jeffica, 
Lock vp my doores,and when you heare the drum 
‘And the vile {quealing of the wry-necke Fife, 
Clamber not you yp to the cafernents then; ° 
Nor thruft your head into the publique ftreete 
To gaze.on Chriftian fooles with varnifht faces: 
But ttop my houfes cares, meane my caferments, 
Let not the found of fhallow fopperie enter 
My foberhouie. By Lacobs ftaffe I {weare, 
I haue no minde of feafting forth to night: 
But I will goe : goe you before me firra, 
Say I willcome. . 
Clo. I will goe before fir. 
Miftris looke out at window for all this; 
There will come a Chriftian by, 
Will be worth a Iewes eye. 
Shy. What faies that foole of Hagars off-fpring ? 
ha, 
Ief. His words were farewell miftris,nothing elfe. 
Séy. Thepatch is kinde enough, bur ahuge feeder : 
Snaile-flow.in profit,but he fleepes by day 
More then the wilde-cat : drones hiue not with me, 
Therefore I part with him,and part with him 
Toone that I would haue him helpe to wafte 
His borrowed purfe: Well Jeffica coe in, 
Perhaps I will returne immediately ; : 
Doe as Ibid you, fhut dores after you, faftbinde, faft 
finde, 
A prouerbe neuer ftale in thriftie minde. 
Zef. Farewell,and ifmy fortune be nor croft, 
. | Ihauea Father,you a daughter loft. 


Enter the Daskers , Gratiano and Salino. 


Gra. This isthe penthoufe ynderswhich Lorenzo 
| Defired vsto make a ftand. : 
Sal, His houre is almoft paft. ek 

Gra. Anditis meruaile he out-dwels his houre, 
For louers ever run before the clocke.. : 

Sal. Otentimes fafter Venus Pidgions flye 
To fteale loues bonds new made,then they are wont 
Tokeepe obliged faith vnforfaited. 

Gra. That euer holds,who rifeth from a feaft 
With that keene appetite that he fits downe? 
Where is the horfe that doth vntread againe 
His tedious meafures withthe vnbared fire, 

That he did pace them firft; all rhings that are, 
Arewith more fpirit chafed then enioy’d, 

How like a yonger or a prodigall 

The skarfed barke puts from her natiue bay, 

Hudg’d and embraced by the ftrumpet winde: 

How like aprodigall doth fhe returne 

With ouer-wither'’d ribs andragged failes, me} 
Leane,rent,and begger’d by the trumpet winde ? 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Salino. Heerc comes Lorenzo moreof this here- | 


afters : 


Lor, Swecte friends, your patience. for my long a» | 
bode, id is e 

Not I, but my affaires hauemade you wait: 2, > 

Wher you fhall pleafe to play the theewes for wiues: 

He watch as long for. you then: approach dion. | 


Exit. 


Exit. ° 


‘ The Merchant of Venice. 


| Here dwels my father Jew. Hoa;who’s within? 
Teffica abene. 3 ‘ 


Teff. Whoare yourtell me for more certainty, 
Albeit Ile fweare that Ido know your tongue, 

Lor, Lerenze,and thy Loue. 

Tef. Lorenzo certaine,and my louc indeed, 
For who loueI fo much?.and:now who knowes 4 
But you Lorenze,whetherl am yours? Q 

Lor, Heauenand thy thoughts are witnefs that thoy 

attssid3 

Zef: Heere,catch this casket, itis worth the paines, 
Lam glad 'tis night,you do not looke onme, 
Fer Tam much afham’d of my exchange: 
But loue is blinde, and louers cannot {ee 
The pretty follies that themfelues commit, 
For ifthey could, Cupid him(elfe would bluth 
To fee me thus transformed to a boy. | 

Lor, Defcend,for you muft be my torch-bearer, 

Jef. What, muft I hold a Candle tomy fhames? 
They inthemfelues goodfooth are too too light, 
Why, ’tis an office of difcouery Loue, 

And I fhould be obfcur’d. 

Lor. So you are {weet, itt 
Euen in the louely garnifh of a boy:buticome at once, 
For the clofe night doth play the run-ayway, | 
And weare ftaid for at Baffanie’s feat.) 4 

Tef, 1 willmake faft the doores and guild my felfe 
With fome more ducats,andbe with youftraight. 

Gra. Now by my hood, a gentle,and nolew. 

Lor. Befhrew me but I loue her heartily, 

For the is wife;if fcaninudge of her, 

And faire the is, ifthat mine eyes. be true, 

And true the is,as fhe hath prou’d her felfe : 
And therefore like her felfe,wife,faire,and true, 


Nm | 


| Shall fhe be placed in my conftant foule. 


Enter Teffica. 
Whar, art thou come 2on gentlemen, away, 


Our masking mates by this time for vs flay, 


Exih) | 
{ Enter Anthonio. 


Ant, Who's there? 
Gra. Signior Anthonio? ia. 2tiim 
ent. Fie, fie, Gratiane,where areallithe ref? 
"Tis nine a clocke, our friends all ftay for you, 
No maske'to night,the winde is comeabout, 
Baffanio prefently will goe aboord, -+- > aged 
Thaue fent twenty outto feeke foryou,!> )>. 10 
Gra. Tamglad on’t,Idefireno more delight :))0'| 
Then to be vnder faile,and genetonight. —-Exetith 


Ester Portia with Marroche,and boththedireraines, |! 
Por. Goe,draw afide the:curtainés, and difcouer ’\' 
The feuerall Caskets tothis noble Princes) 0) 20° 1" 
Now make your choyféwis fe.) | o imoig eq 9) vo 
Mer. The fir of gold,who thisinfeription bearesy 
Who choofeth me, fhall gaine what men defire, 
The fecond filuer,which this promife.carries, =" 


| Who'choofeth me, fhall get as muchashe deferuess.\ j 
| This thitd,dull lead,with warning’allasblune, >... 


Who cheofeth me,muft giueand hazardallthe hath, 
How thall I know if I doechoofe theright?» y : - 
or. Ine 








How fhall I know.if 1 doe choofe the rights” 
Por, The one of themcontaines my picture Prince, 
Ifyou choofe that,then Lath yours withalls 2, 

Mor. Some God direc my iudgement;let me fee, 
J will furuay the infcriptionsybackedgaine:\' 
What faies chis leaden casketiArwn oo bay 


¥ 


Who choofeth me, muft giveand hazard ail He hath. 
‘Mutt giue,for what? for lead ;hazardforilead ? 
This casket threatens menthathazardall‘s 
Doe itin hope of faire aduantages : ene 
-A golden minde ftoopes notxé! fhowes of drdffe, 
Ne then nox giue nor hazard ought forlead. » 
What faies the Siluer with her virgin hue? oo! 
Who choofeth me, fhall get asmuchlashedeferues. 
As much as he deferues ; paufe there A¢crachos ; 
And weigh thy valuc with dnenen hand, od ory 
Ifthou beeftrared by thy éftimazion 
Thou doott deferue enough,and yer enough 
May not extend fo farreas to the Ladie: 
And yet to be afeard of my. deferuing, 
Were but a weake difabling of my felfe. 
Asmuch as { deferue, why that’sthe Lady. 
Idoe in birth deferue her, and in fortunes, 
In graces,and iu qualities af breeding ; 
But more then thefe,in loue I doe deferue, 
What if] {trai’d no farther,but chofe here? 
Let’s fee once more this faying grau’d in gold, 
Who choofetl me hall gaine what many men defire: 
Why that’s the Lady, all the world defires her: 
From the foure. corners of the earth they come 
To kiffe this fhrine,this mortalf breathing Saint, 
The Hircanion deferts, and the vafte wildes 
Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 
For Princes to come view faire Portia. 
The waterie Kingdome, whofe ambitious head 
Spets in the face of heauen, is no barre 
To ftop the forraine fpirits,but they come 
As oreabrooke to fee faire Portia. 
One of thefe three containes her heauenly pifture. 
Is’t like that Lead containes her?’twere damnation 
Tothinke fo bafe a thought, it were roo grofe 
Torib her fearecloath in theobfcure graue: 
Or fhall I thinke in Siluer fhe’s immur'd 
Being ten times yndervalued to tride gold; 
Ofinfull thought, neuer fo richa lem 
Was fet in worfe then gold! They haue in England 
Acoyne that beares the figure of an Angell 
Stampt in gold, but that’s infculpt vpon: 
But here an Angellina golden bed 
Lies all within. Deliuer me the key: 
Here doe I choofe,and thriue I a¢ } may. 

Por. There take it Prince, andif my forme lye there 

hen 1am yours.; 
Mor, O hell! what haue we here,a carrion death, 


Within whofe emptic cye there is. a written {eroule; 
Nlereade the writin g. 







All that glifters ts wot gold, 

Ofte haue you heard thaveold 3 
Many a man bis lifehath fold 

But my outfide to bebold ; 

Guided timber doe wormes infolds: 
Had you beene as wife as bold, 

Yong in limbs, in indgement old, 

Tour anfwere had not beene infereld, - 
Fareyouwell, your fuite is cold, 


oon Lhe Merchant of Venice. 






D: ae ae ea 


Or he fhall pay for this. soi! 


| pace es be xd ~~ The 


: But there the Duke was giuen to vaderftand: 5 


| And for the Jewes bond which he hath of me, 





Mor. Cold indeede,and labour loft; pits 
Then farewell heate, and welcome fro: 2) > aha c 
Portia adew, I hauc too grieu’d a heart 
To takea tedious leaue : thus lodfers part. Exit. 
Por. A gentle riddance : draw the curtaines,go ; 
Let all ofhis complexion choofe'ine fo, (° 5. Exewnt, 
Enter Salarino and Solanie, ° OGG UO" T] 







Flo:Cornets:: | fi Tie heed | 
Sal. Why man I faw Baflanio vnder fayle, g 
With him is Gratiano gone along si 2) og VC ine ub 


And in their thip Iam ture Lorenzo ignoreo me) 
Sol. The villaine Zew with outeries raifdtheDake? 7 

Who went wichhimito fearch Bajfanios fhipees> oid Wy 
Sal. He commes toolate, the fhip: was vaderfaile ; 


That in a Gondilo were teene together 99051 
Lorenzo and his amorous /effica, 63 ylsa 
Befides,Axthonio certified the Duke or. 
They were not with Baffanioiohis fhips© 02 22m 
Sol, [neuer heard a paffion fo confufds) S24 
So firange,otitragious,and{o variable, 116 
As the dogge Jew did viter in the '{treets jPsioonson' 
My daughter,O my ducats, O my daughter, 6064 
Fled with a Chriftian,O my Chriftian ducats}>’ sty 
Luttice,the law,my ducats,and my datighier 3 MAA | 
A fealed bag,twofealed bags of ducats, RUT SRT 
Of double ducaté,ftolne from me-by'iny daugheer;") 
And iewels,two ftones,two rich and Precious ftoies, *-} 
Stolne by my daughter : iuftice, finde the gitleys¢2!7 
She harh the tones vpon her,and the diveatsg¢) ote igh 
Sal, Why all.che boyesin V enicefollow*hinsy i 
Crying his ftones,his daughter,and his ducats,”: ee 
Sol. Let good Axthoniolooke he keepe hisday: il 


Sal. Marry wellremembreds \ or 2 3207 ernoria y j 
Treafon’d witha Frenchman yefterday resno se0 1h 
Who told me,in the narrow feas that pate Cons 
The French and Englith, there mifcaried ; 

A veflell of our countrey richly fraughe:) <0") 
I thought vpon Anthonio wheithe told me, 
And wifhtin filence thacit werenothis, 4 6 

Sol, Yo were beit co tell Authonio what you heare) 
Yet doe not fuddainely, for it may grieve him. °° 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads-not the eartli, 
flaw Baffanio and Anthonso party 
Baffanio told him he would make fome fpeede * 

Ot his returne : he anfwered,doe norfo, 
Slubber not bufineffefor my fake Balfziio, 
But ftay the very riping of the ime, 


Let it not enter in your minde of loue : 
Be merry,andimploy your chiefeftthoughts 
To courtfhip, and fuch faire oftents of loue 
As fhall conueniently become youthere ; 
And euen there his eye being big with teares, 
‘Turning his face, he put his hand behinde him, 
And with affeGtion wondrous fencible 
He wrung Baffanios hand,and fo they parted, 
Sel, \ thinkehe onely loues the world for him, 
I pray thee let vs goe and findehim out 
And quicken his embraced heauinefle 
With fome delight or other, 
Sal. Doe we fo. Exewnt, 
Enter Nerriffa and a Seruiture. 
Wer Quick, quick I pray thee,draw che curtain frait, 
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And comes to his election prefentiy. -»:.4 
.. Enter Arragon,baste 


os -ttin: Flor. Corsets. 1snNeD 2 + 

‘  . Por. Behold ,there ftand.the caskets noble Prince, ® | 

‘Ifyou choofe that wherein Lam-contain’d, 

jStraight fhall our nuptial! rights.be folemniz’d: 

| But if thou fajle, withoutmore fpeech my Lord, 

‘You mutt be gone from hea¢e immediately. ii VV 
Ar. Lamenioyndby-oath toabferuethiee things; / 

/Firft, never to'vnfold to anyone « 

Which casket fwas.I chofe; next,if i 

lOfthe righticasketynener in my life 

To wooe a maide in way of marriage. 

:Laftly, if Idoe failein fortune of my choyfe, 

Immediately to leaue you,and begone. » 

| Por. Tothefe iniunétions euery onedoth fweare 

‘That comes to hazard:forany. worthleffe felfe. 

__ Ar, And folhaue Laddreft me, fortune now 

‘ Tomy hearts hope: gold, Gluer, and bafe lead.» 

Who choofech me muft give and hazard all he hath. 

‘You fhall looke fairer ere [giue or hazard, al 

‘What faies the golden cheft,ha, let me:fee :) 


file 


What many mendefire,tharmany may be meant ’ 
’ By the foole. multitude that choofe by thow, 

‘ Notlearnigg more then the fond eye dotivteach, 
- Which pries norto th’interiorjbut like the Martlet 
* Builds in theswearheron the olitward wall, 

-Euen in, the forceand rede of cafualzic. 

Iwill not choofe what many men defite, 

‘ Becaufe Ewill- net iumpe with common ipirits, 
And ranke me with the barbarous multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou Siluer creafure houfe, 

Tell me once more, what ticle thou dooft beare ; 
‘Who choofeth me fhall- get as much as he deferues : 
And well faid too ; fer who-thall goeabour 

. To cofen Fortune,and be honvurable 

Without the ftampe of merrit,let none prefume 
To weare an vndeteried,dignitie: 

-O thateftates, degrees, aid offices, 

‘Were not deriu’d corruptly,and that cleare honour 
Were purchaft by the merrit of the wearer ; 
How many thenfhould couer that ftand bare 2 
How many be commandedthat command ? 

How muchlow Abaataa ig would then be gleaned 
From the true feede of honor ? And how much honor 
Pickt from the chaffe.and ruine of the times, 

. Tobe new varnifhe: Well,but to my choife. 
Who choofeth me fhall get'as much ashe deferues, | 
I will affume defert,; giue me a key for this, 

| And inftantly vnlocke my fortunes here. 


Ar. What's here,the portrait of a blinking idiot 
 Prefenting mea {cedule,] will reade it: 
How much vnlike art chouto Portia? 
How much vnlike my hopes and my deferuings ? 
Who choofeth me, {hall haue as muchas he deferues: 
Did I deferue no morethen a fooles head, 
Is that my prize,are my defertsno better ? 
Per. To offend and iudge are diftin& offices, 

And ofoppofed natures, 

Ar, What is here ? 


. The fier feanen times tried this, ~ 


Aine, ana Portia. >: rob 


| Who choofeth:me, fhall. gaine what mavy men defire:- | 


Por.Too long a paufe for that which you finde there. 


ss SQ he Merchant 


‘The Prince of Arragon hath sane his oath, | HOO 


$$$ 
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of Venice. 
Seanen times tied that indement is, a 
9 That didnener choofe amis, °\« dT et 
Some. therebe that foadowes kiffés? 2.000. joy yy 
Séchhame but a fradowes blife? 3. x" |) 
There be fooles.alive Twit 0 202 you 


Take what wife you will to bed; : : 
<Lwillener be your. head : fi 
So be gone, you are ped. 


Ar, StillmorefooleT fhallappeare 2 
By the time Llingerhere, 0 ' 12 
With one fooles head I came to woo, 
But I goe away with two. 
Sweet adue, Ihe keepe my oath, 
Patiently to beare my wroath. 

Por, Thus hath the-candle fing’dthe moath ; 
O thefe deliberate fooles when they doe choofe, 
They haue the wifdome by their wit roloofe, 
| Ner. The ancient faying is no herefie; 
Hanging and wiuing goes by deftinie- 

Por, Come draw the curtaine Nerriffa. 


Enter (Meffenger. 

Mef. Whereis my Lady? 

Por. Here,what would my Lord ? 

Mef, Madam,there is a—lighted at your gate 
A yong Venetian,onethac:comes before N 
To fignifie th’approaching of his Lord, | 
From whomhe bringeth fenfibleregrcets; 

To wit (befides eommends and curteous breath) 
Gifts ofrichwalue; yet have not feene 

So likely an Embaffador of loue. 

A day in Aprill neuer came fo fweete 

To fhow how coftly Sommer was avhand, 

As this fore-{purrer comes before his Lord. 

Por, No more I pray thee,I am halfe a-feard 
Thou wilt fay anone he is fome kin to thee, 
Thou f{pend’ft {uch high-day wit in praifing him: 
Come,come Nerry/fa,for long to fee 
Quicke Cupids Poft, that comes fo mannerly. 

Ner. Baffanio Lord,loue if thy willit be. 





Exeust, 





Actus Tertius. 





Enter Solanio and Salarino. 


Sol. Now,what newes onthe Ryalto? 

Sal..Why yetitliuesthere vncheckt, that Anthonit 
hath a fhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow Seasztht 
Goodwins I thinke they call the place, a very dangerols 
flat,and fatall, where the carcaffes of many a tall thip,lyt 
buried,as they fay,if my goffips report be an honeftwo 
man of her werd, 

Sol. I would fhe were as lying a goffip in that,as cut 
knapt Ginger,or made her neighbours beleeue fhe wept 
for the death of a third husband: butitistrue, without 
any flips of prolixity, or croffing the plaine high-way¢ 
talke,that the good Amhonio,the honeftAuthonioso thit 
Thad a title good enoughto keepe his name company! 

Sal, Come,the full {top. - 

Sol. Ha,what fayeft thou,why the end is,he hath lof 
a thip. 
Sal, 3 











a 4 


~ Lbe CAL erchant of. Venice. 


Sai. would it might proue the end ofhis loffeg; * 

Sel. Let mefay Amen betimes, leaft the dinell croffe 
mny praier, for here he comes in the iikenes of a ew: How 
now Shylocke,what newes among the Merchants >: 

Enter Shylocke. 07 8 
| Shy. You knew'none fo well; none fo well as'yout, of 
my daughters flight, as 

Sal. Thar’scertaine, I formy part knew 
‘that made the wings fhe flew withall, - © 

Sol. And Shylocke for his own part knew the bird'was 
fledg’d,and then itis the complexion of them al to leaue 
the dam. i 

| Shy. Sheisdamn’d for it. pan tady 

Sal, That’s certaine,if the diuell may be her Tudge. 

Shy. My owne fleth and blood'to rebel.” 

Sol, Out vponit old carrion; rebels it at thefe'yeeres. 

Shy. Ufay my daughter is my fleth and bloud. + 

Sal, Thereis arore difference betweene thy fleth and 
hersjthen betweene Jet and [uorie,more betweene your 
bloods, then there is betweenered wine and rennifh: but 
tell vs, doe you heare whether Asthonio haue had anie 
Joffeat fea orno? 

Shy. Thete’I haue another bad match, a bankrout, a 
prodigall, who dare fcarce thew his head on the Ryalto, 
abegger that was vfd to come fo {mug vpon the, Mart: 
let him look to his bond, he was wont to ¢all me Vfurer, 

|lethim looke to his bond, he was wont to lend money 
for a Chriftian curtfie let him looke to his bond. 

He Sal. Why Lam tureif he forfaire, chou wilt not take 
his flefh, what’s that good for?” 

Shy. To baite fifh withall, if it will feéde nothing 
elfe,it will feede my reuenge ; he hath difgrac’d'me, and 

{hindred me balfe a million, Jaught atmy loffes, mockt at 
my gaines, {corned my Nation, thwarted my bargairies, 

| cooled my friends, heated mine enemies, and what's the 
reafon? Tama Zewe: Hath not a Jeweyes? hath not a 
Jew hands, organs, dementions, fences, affections ,pafh- 
ons, fed with the fame foode, hurt «with the fame wea- 
pons, fubie& to the fame difeafes, healed by the fame 
meanes, warmed and cooled by the fame Winter and 
Sommmer as a Chriftian is: if you pricke vs doe we not 
bleede? if you tickle vs,doe wenot laugh? ifyou poifon 

{vs doe we nor die? and if you wrong vs fhall wenot re- 
uenge?if we are like you in the reft, we will refemble you 

finthat, Ifa Jew wrong a (hriftian, what ishis humility, 
teuenge? If a Chriftian wrong a Jew,what fhould his fuf- 
ferance be by Chriftian example,why reuenge? The vil- 
lanie you teach me] will execute, and it fhall goe hard 
but J will better the inftruction. 


the’Tailor 


Enter aman from Anthonio. 
Gentlemen;my maifter e 4nthonio is at his houfe, and 
| defires to {peake with you both. 
Sal. Wehaue beene vp and downe to feeke him, 
Enter Tuball, 
Sol. Here comes another of the Tribe,a third cannot 
be matcht,vnleffe the diuell himfelfe turne /ew. 
‘ Exennt Gentlemen, 
Shy, How now Txball,what newes from Genowathatt 
| thou found my daughter ? 
| Tub. Loften came where I did heare of fter, but can- 
{ not finde her, . 
|. Shy. Why there, there,there, there, a diamond gone 
coft me cwo thoufandducats in Franckford,the curfe ne- 
uer fell ypon our Nation till how;I neuer felt it till now, 
two thoufand ditéats in that, and other precious, preci- 





' ction,no reuenge,nor noill luck ftirring but what lights 
a my fhoulders, tto fighes buta my breathig,no teareg 
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ous iewels: I would my daughter weré dead at my focr, 
and the iewels in her care : would fhe wetehear(t atmy 
foote, and the duckets in her coffin :no newes of them, 
why forand I know not how mitich is {pent in the featch: 
why thou loffe vpon loffe, the theefe goneé with fo 
much, and fo much to finde the theefe, and no fatisfa. 





but a my thedding. 
T#b, Yes;other men have ill lucke too, -Anthonid as 1 
heard in Genowa ? HOS, a 
Shy» What,what,what,ill lucke,ill lucke: 
ars Hath an Argofie caft away comming fiom Trj._ 
po 1S. 
Shy. I thankeGodjI thankeGod is it true,isittrue? 
T#6. I {poke with fome of the Saylers that efcaped 
the wracke, 
Shy, Uthanke thee good Tubal, good newes, good 
newes : ha,ha, herein Genowa; 
7 #b. Your daughter fpencin Genowa,as ] heard,oné| | 
night tonrefeore cucats: ~ 
Shy. Thou ftick’t a daggeérin me,] fhall neuer fee my. 
gold againe,fourefcore ducats at afitting fourefcoré du- 
cats. Or 
Tub. There came divers of Authoniss creditors inm 
company to Venice, that fweare hee caniot choofe but 
breake. i 
Shy, Lam very glad of it, ile plague him, ilerorture } 
him,] am gladof it, is 
Tub, One of them thewed mea ring thachee had of | 
your daughter for'a Monkie. 
Shy, Out vpon her,thou rortureft me Tuball, it was 
roy Turkies, | had it of Leah when I was a Batcheler: J 
would not have giuen it fora wilderneff of Monkies. 
Tub. But Anthoniois certainely yndoiie, * 
Shy. Nay,that’s true, that’s very true, goe Tubal, fee 
mean Officer, befpeake him a fortnight before, I will 
haue the heart of him if he forfeit, for werehe out of Ve- 
nice, ] can make what merchandize J will: goe Tuball, 
and meete me at our Sinagogue, goe good Tubaf,at our 
Sinagogue Tubal, ee, Exennt. 
Enter Baffanie, Portia, Gratiano, ang all their traine, 
Por. I pray you tatrie, paufe a day or tWo - 
Before you hazard, far in choofing wron 
I loofe your companie; therefore torbeare a while, 
There’s fomething téls me (butitis notloue) 
1 would not loofe you,and you know your felfe, 
Hate counfailes not in fuck a quallirie; 
But leaft you fhould not vnderftand me well, 
And yet a maidemhath no tongue,but thought, 
I would detaine you here forme month or two 
Before you venture for me. I cou!dteach you 
How to choofe right, but then I am forfworne, 
So will Tneuer be, fomay you miffe me, 
But if you doe,youlemake me with afinne, 
That Fhad beene forfworne :Befhrow your eyts, 
They haue ore-lookt ine and deuided me, 
One halfe of me is yours, the other halfe yours, 
Mine owne I would fay: but of mine then yours, 
And foall yours; O thefe naughtie times 
Puts bars betweene the owners and their rights, 
And fo though youts, not yours (proué it fo) 
Let Fortune goetohellforitnotl, 9 
I {peake too long, but “tis to peizethe time, 
To ich it,and to draw it out in length, 
To ftay you fromele€tion. 


ee te Ba. Let }- 
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B aff. Letme choole, 

Foras Iam, | liue vpon the racke. Heyer 

Por. Vponthe racke Baffanio,then confefle’ 
What treafon there is mingled with yourlque.: 

Bag. None but that vglie treafon of miftruft. 
Which makes me feate the enioying of my loue:: 
There may as well be amitie and life, 

*T weene {now and fire,as treafon and my Joue. 

“Por. I, but I feare you fpeake vpontheracke, 
Where menenforced doth {peake any thing. 

Baff. Promife me life,and ile confeffe the truth. 

Por. Wellthen,confeffe and Jiue. 

_ Baff. Confeffe andloue oi ai 
Had beene the veric furn of my confeffion : 
Ohappie torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach mean{wers for deliuerance.: 

But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Por. Away cthen,{ am locktinone ofthem, 
Ifyou doe loue me, you will finde me out, 
Nerryffa and the reft, (tand all aloofe, 

Let muficke found while he doth make his choile, 
Then if heloofe he makes a Swanelike end, 

Fading in mufique. That the comparifon 

May ftand more proper,my eye fhall be the ftreame 
And watriedeath-bed for him ; he may win, 

And whatis mufique than? Than mufiqueis 

Euen as the flourifh,when true fubiects bowe 

To anew crowned Monarch; Suchitis, 

Asare thofe dulcet founds in breake of day, 

‘That creepe into the dreaming bride-groomes eare,\ 
And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With noleffe prefence,but with much more loue. 

‘Then yong Alcides, when he did redeeme 

The virgine tribute, paied by howling Troy 
To the Sea-monfter : I ftand for facrifice, 

The reft aloofe are the Dardanian wiues: 

With bleared vifages come forth to view | 

The iffue of th’exploit : Goce Hercules, 

‘| Liuethou,] live with much more difmay 
4 I view the fight,then thou that mak’ft the fray.’ 
Here Muficke. 


AA Song the whilf Ballanio comments on the 
Caskets tohimfelfe. _ 


Tell me where ts fancie bred, 
Or in the heart or in the head: 
How begot how nourifhed, 
It twengendredintheeyes, 
With gaxing fed,and Faucie dies, 
Iathe cradle where it lies : 
Let vs allring Fancies knell, 
Tle begin ic. 

~~ Ding,dong,bell. .. . 

All. Ding, dong, bell, 


Baff.So may the outward fhowes be leaft themfclues 


The world is ftill deceiu'd with ornament. 

In Law, what Plea fo tanted and corrupt, 

But being feafon’d with a gracious voice, 
Obfcures the fhow of euill ? In Religion, 
What damned error, but fome fober brow . 
Will bleffeic, and approuc it withatext, 
Hiding the grofeneffe with faire ornament; 
There isno voice fo fimple,but aflumes ., »,.. 
Some marke of vertue on his outward parts; 


Replie,replie. 


ee armen Pe oe We tr sees 
=, How manie cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe 


As ftayers, of fand, weare yet vpon their chins 


3 The beards of Hercules and frowning Afars, 


Who inward fearcht,haue lyuers white as milke, 
And thefe affume but valors excrement, 
-Toxenderthemredoubted. Leokeonbeautice, . : 


jo |, And you fhall fee’tis purchaft by the weight, 


Whichtherein workes a miracle in nature, 
Making them lighteft that weare moft of it : 
So are thofe crifped {nakie golden locks 
Whichmakes {uch wanton gambols with the winde, 

. Vpon {uppofed faireneffe, often knowne , 
To be the dowrie of a fecond head, 

The fcull that bred themin the Sepulcher, 

_ Thus ornamencis but the guiled fhore 
To amoft dangerous fea :. the beautious {carfe 
Vailing an Indian beautie; Ina word, .. 

_ The feeming truth which cunning times puton” 
To intrapthe wifeft.. Therefore then thou gaudie gold, 
Hard food for Adidas, I willnone of thee,, coal 
Nor none of thee thou paleand common drudge. ; 
"T weene man and man : but thou, thoumeagerlead. 
Which rather threatneft then doft promife ought, 
Thy paleneffe moues me more then eloquence, 

And here choofe I,ioy be the confequence. 
Por., How all the other paffions fleet to ayre, 

| As doubrfull choughts,and rath imbrae’d defpaire: 
And fhuddring feare,and greene-eyed iealoufie. 

O loue be moderate, allay thy extafie, 
In meafure raine thy ioy,{eant this exceffe, 
I feele too much thy bleffing make 1t leffe, 
For feare J furfeit. 
Baf. What finde I here? 

Faire Portias counterfeit. What demie God 

ath come fo neere creation ? moue thefe-eies? 
Or whether riding on the bals of mine 
Seeme they inmotion? Here are feuer’d lips 
Parted with fuger breath, fo fweet.a barre 
Should funder fuch {weet friends : here in her haires 
The Painter plaies the Spider,and hath wouen 
A golden mefh vintrap the hearts of men 
Falter then gnats in cobwebs: but her cies, 
How could he fee to doe them? hauing made one, 
Me thinkes it fhould haue power to fteale both his 
And leaue it -felfe vnfurnifht : Yet looke how farre 
The fubftance of my praife doth wrong this fhadow 
In vnderprifing it, fo farrethis fhadew 
Doth limpe behinde the fubftance. Here’s the fcroule, 
The continent,and fummarie of my fortune. 


Yon that choofe not by the view 
Chance as faire, and choofe as true: 
Since this fortune fals to you, 
Be content and feeke nonew. - 
If you be well pleafd with this, 
And hold your farisine for your bliffe, 
_ Turne you where yosr Lady 0, 
And claime her with a lowing kiffe. 


Ba, A gentle{croule: Faire Lady,by your leaue, 
I come by note to giue, and to receiue, 
Like one oftwocontending inaprize __ 
That thinks he hath done well inpeoples cies: 
Hearing applaufe and vniuerfall four, 
Giddie in fpirit, Mill gazing inadoube: . 
Whether thofe peales of praife behis or no. 




















































\ So thrice faire Lady Mend een f05:1; sou a) 
As doubtfull whether what I fee be true,» 


| Suchas lam though'formy felfealone: sc: 
I would not be ambitious in my With, Ah /s5: 


Iwould betrebleditwenty times my felfey fi 200 5.1: 
_| Athoufand times more faire,ten thoufand times jo. | 
{ More rich, that onely to ftand highin your:account, « 
I might in vertucssbeautics, livings, friends, 
Exceed.account: but the fall fumme of me 
| Isfumof nothings, which to termein! grofics 
1 Isan vnleffoned girle, yn{chool’d;vnpraGtiz‘d, 
Happy in this; fheis moter foolds; is. 0. 
Bucfhe may learneheppierchenithis,\ « : 
Sheeis not bred.fo dull but the can leaine s . 
Happiett of all, isthat herigentle. {pinit: » « 
Commits ir felfe to yours to be direfted , 2 38d 
As from her Lord,her Gouernour;henKing. | 10) 
| My felfe,and whats mine, to you and yours {)-* 9! 
Is now converted, Butnow I wasthe Lord. - 
Of this faire manfion,mafter of my feruants, 
Queene ore my felfex and euen now;but now; 
This houfe,thefe feruants,and thisfame iy felfe » 
Are yours,my Lordy]:give them with thisring, .\ 
| Which when you part from,loofe,or gitte away, 
Let it prefage the ruine of your lous, 
And be my vantage to-exclaime on you. 
Baf. Maddam,you haue bereft me of all words, 
| Onely my bloud fpeakesto yowitumy vaines, ; 
| And there is fuch confuGion inmy powers, 
As after fome oration fairely {poke 
By abeloued Prince, there doth appedre 
Among the buzzing pleafod mulritude, 
Where cuery fomethirig being blent together, 
Turnes to a wilde of nothing, fave of joy, 
Expreft, and not expreft wbut when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence, 
Othenbebold to fay Baffanio’s dead. 
Ner, My Lord and Lady, itis now wur time 
That have {toed by and feene our wifhes profper, 
Tovery good ioy,good ioy my Lordand Lady. 
Gra. My Lord Baffanio,and my gentle Lady, 
Iwifh yowall theioy thatyou canwith: 
For I an fure you can with none from me: 
And when your Honours meane to folemnize 
The bargaine of your faith: I doe befeech you 
Euen at thaz time I may be married too, 
Ba. Withail my heart,fo thoucant get awite.. 
Gra. Ithanke your Lordhhip, yougave got me one, 
My eyes my Lord canlooke as {wiftas yours: 
You faw the miftres,l beheld.the niaid::.,- } 
You lou’d; Llou'’d for intermiffion, « - 
No more pertainestio me my Lord:then you ; 
-| Your fortune flood vponthe caskets there, | 
And fo did mine too; as the matter fall; 
Fort wooing heete-wnutill i fwer againes;:; 
| And {wearing till my very rough was dry. 
With oathes ofloue, at laft, if promife laft, - 
I got apromife of this faire‘one heete: 2 913 zi slat woH 
To haue her love:promided thatyour forcune» 21: 
| Atchieu’d her miftefies L153 hil f} se] 7 
| Por. Isthis true: Merriffz> >. 19 
Ner. Madamitis{o, fo you ft 


i 


119 10-9383) Sri Wo iti 


Saf: And doe YOU Gratianameane good faith? 


eAderchint of Fen 


{ Vatill confirm’d, fign’dyratified by yeu... - 
{. Por. :Youfee my Lord Bafians wherel Randyes\ 


To with my felfe much betrersyet foriyou, « i oaithsug 
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riage, F be VaEe S2i.b mor} 
Gra. Weele playwith them the firft boy fora’ thon. 


Ner, Whatand ftake downe? © < ->o OM Wwe 
Gra. No,we thal nere win at thattport, and Qakeo 

Loa ha hbodye AMIIGONT 
But whe comes heere ? Loreaxo and his Infidell pow 2. 
What and my old Venetian friend Salerio ais PIB A 


ts DRHOIO? ODybsern bas ansgal c 
Enter Lortnxe, LefficayanthSaleriog 322.9 01 | 
nif sdtto. todrdo:nmidaagh bok | 


|  Baf. LerenzoanSalerio, welcome hethere> yous”) 
| Ifthatthe youth of my new intereftheere)) 22 uC on T 
Haue power to bid you welcome: by yourleatieor 1O 
1 bid my vetrie friendsand Countriment') ne) sn0¢ te.) | 
Sweet Portia welcoimes! > 0.29182 Oo. HHO 
| Par. So do Imy Lord,they are intirely welcothe: 
Lor, Ithanke your hones; for my part my Lory © | 
My purpofe was not to hatte feeneyomheere, lace) 
But meeting with Salerio by the way; 


r ~ 


tree 
, iv 


swat | 
He did intreave meepaft all faying fay swe bib od yer! 
Tocome with him along, ite Slitrodiues wei 4 
Sal. 1 did my Lord; J 9 Hew:ai 
Arid haue reafon foritySignion A ntbhoiria’ 3 Aas 


Commends himto youu #3 divsit 
Baf. Ered opehis Letter iibaos fisd sil T 3 
I pray you tell me how my good frienddothy? poiotin! 
Sal. Not fickemy Lord; vnlefleaxt be in'mittdey 2 


s23919D 


~ 45 


Nor wel, vnleffe in minde s his Letrerthere’? yi sort 
Wil fhew you his eftate, enebsod VE x Ne X 
E Opens the Letters ico 00) De® ; 


Gra. Nerriffa, cheere yond ftranger,bid her wéleom, | 
Your hand Sa/ero,what’s'the'newes from Venicex yo" 
How doth that royal Merchant good efuthonies) 6 — 
I know he wvil be gladofeur fucceffe, ZuTE 90 
Weare the Lafons,we hane won the fleece, >< 

Sal, I would you had yvon the’ fleece that hee hath 
loft. rore4 vid we dod bas 
| _ Por. There are fame fhrewd ‘contents in youd fame | 
| Paper, 1 ' SOO ne cae ii Ve 4 
Thit fteales the colour from Baffiawos cheeke,: 
Some deere friend dead, elfe nothing inthe world °" 
Could turne fo muchthe conftitution: bina 
Ofany conftantman. What,worfeand worfe? 


With leanc Baffaniol am halfe your ielfe, © 
And I muft freely hauethe halfeof any thing 
That this fame paper brings you. 
Baff. O {weer Portia; ory 
Heere area few of che vnpleafant’ft words 
That ener blotted paper. Gentle Ladie » 
When I did fir impart my loue to yous: ° 
I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ravin my vaines: I was a Gentleman, 
Aad then I told you true: and yer deere Ladies so 
Rating my felfe at nothing, youthathfee. se) 
How much Iwasa Bragoart,when! told you 
My Gate was nothing, I fhould then Have toldycir | 
That I vvas worfethennothing:forindeede 
Thaue ingag’d my felfetoadeere friend, 
Ingag’d my friend tohismeere enemie 6 
Tofeede my meanes. Heereis a Leteer Ladie, 
The paper asthe bodie of my friend, 
And cucrie word in it agaping wound 
Ifuing life blood, Buvis iv true Salerio;. 


Hath 


























































































































































































































| Hath all his ventures faild, what hot one ie 
From Tripolis, from: Mexico and Eiigland, « 
| From Lisbon, Barbary, and India, 
| And not one veffell ape the dreadfulleouch’ . 
| OF Mercharit- marring rocks ? 
| Saf. Not one my “herds tefl 
Befides, it fhouldappeare, es if hie,bad 
| The prefent money to difcharge the Iew, 
He would. not takeiit «never did I know 
A creature that did.beare the fhape of man 
So keene and greedy to confound a man. 
| He plyes the Dukeatmorning and at night, 
| And dothimpeach the freedome of the ftate 
If they deny bintiuftices ‘Twenty’Merchants ,s >» 
| The Duke himfelfejand the Magnificoes : 
Of greateft port-haue.all perfwaded-with him, 
But none can drive him dro theenuious plea 
Of forfeiture of iufticé,and his bonds > 
Leffi., WV. ben. [was swith him, | baueheard him.fweare 
To Thal and £0.€ hus,i his Countri-men, 
1 That he would rather haue athonioisfieth, . 
Then twenty times the value ofthefumme 
That he did owe him zand1 knowmy Lord, 
| If law, auchoritie, ‘and power demenot, 
It will goe hard with poore A nthonz, 
Ports it yourdeere friend'thatés thus in ree >! 
| afl The deereft friend to me;the kindeft man, 
| The beft condition’d, and vnwearied -fpirit 
} In doing curtefies: and one in whom 
| Theangient Romane honour more appeares 
Then any that drawes breath:in Italie. 
| Por. Whatfumme owes hethe lew ? 
Baf: For me three thoufand ducats. © 
Par. What, nomore? - 
Pay him fixe thoufand, and: deface the bond : 
Double fixe thoufand, and then:treble that, 
Before a friend of this defer iption . 
-Shalllofe a haire through Baffiano's fishes.) | 
Fic goe with me to Church, and:callme wife, 
4 And then away to Venice to your friend : 
Forneuer fhall you lie by Portias fide 
With an vnquiet foule. You fhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times ouer. 
When itis payd, bring yourtruc friend along, 
My maid Nerriffa, and my felfemeane time 
Will lineas maids.and widdowes ; come away, 
For you fhall hence vpon your wedding @ day: 
Bid your friends welcome, fhiow amerry-cheere, 
Since you are deere bought, I will loue you deere. 
Butlet ime heare the lester of your friend, 


* 


‘| tors crow cruel, myefatewvery low, my bond to the lew 1s 


forfeit, and fince in paying it; it t impoffi ible I fhouldline all | 


debts are cleerd betweene yor ee I if I might fee you ih my 
death : norwith{tanding, ufe your pleafare, if your lone doe not 
per fwade you to come, let not my letter. 


Por: OQ lone! difpach all biifibes and be gone, 

Baff. Since [haueyourgood leaueto gocaway , 
I will make hafts.but till Il come againe , 
No bed hall ere be guilty of my ftay, nd‘eas 
Nor reft be interpofertwixt. vs twaine: » Exeunt, 

Exter the Iew, and Solanio, and ysihctanin 
andthe Laylor. ©: 
Tew. Jaylor, looke to him, stellmor me of mercy, : 


| 
| 





This is the foole that lends out money, gratis, 03 
laylor, looke to’him, * 

Ant, Heare'me yer'good Shylak, - 

Jew. He hauemy bond;f{peake not againftmy ond 
Thaue fworne amoaththat P willhaue my: bond se 
Thou call’dft me.dog before thowhadft a caufe, 

But fince I amadog,beware my phangs, 
The Duke fhall grant meiuftice; I do wonder: 
Thou naughty Jaylor, that thou art fo fond 
To come abroad with himat histequeft: 

Ant, \ pray theeheare me fpeake. 

Tew. Ile hauemy bond, I will tot heare thee foes 

Jlehaue my bondyand therefore fpeake nomore, 

Tie not be made afoftaid dull ey’dfoole; 9 av 

To thake the head, relent,and figh,and yeeld YA 
To Chriftian interceffors : follow riot, * mn 

Ile haue no fpeaking;I will haue:my bond. Esitlow 

Sol. Ivis the moft ae Ref a curre 
That euer kept withmen, 

Ant, Let himalone ;! 
Lle followhim no more with bootleffe prayers: |) 
He feekes my life;hisireafon well know 5 
{ oft deliuer'd from his forfeitures 
Many thavhaueattimes mademone tome, . 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sol, Lam furetheDuke will never grant’ 

this forfeiture to hold. 

As, The Duke catmot deny the courfe of law: 
For the commoditie that ftrangers hane 
With vs in Venice, ifit be denied, 

Will much impeachithe iuftice ofche Strate, 


~ 


Babe bist | 


eSince thatthe tradeand profivofthe citty 


Confifteth cfall Nations, Therefore gce, 
Thefe greefes and-loffes haue fo bated mee, 
That ] fhall hardly fparea pound of flefh 
To morrow;to my bloudy €reditor. 

Well Jaylor, on,pray God Buaffanio come 
Tofee me pay his debt, and'then Icare not. 


Exennt. 


’ 


Enter Tortia, Nevrifia; Lorenxo, Ieffica, and a manof 
Portias, 


Lor, Madam, although I fpeake it inyour prefence, 
You have an oble and atrue conceit 
Of god-like amity, which appeares moft Arongly 
In bearing thus theabfence of your Lord. 
But if you knew to whom you fhew this honour,’ 
Howtrue a Gentleman you fend releefe, 


| How deerealouer of my Lord your husband, 





I know you would be prouder of the worke 


| Then cuftomary bounty can enforce you, 
Sweet Haffanioin my hips haue.allmifearried, my (vedi | 


Por. [neuer did repent for doing good, 
Nor fhall not now : for in companions 
That do conuerfé and wafte the timetogether, 
Whofe foules doe beare anegal yoke of loue, 


| There muft beneeds'a like proportion 


Of lyniaments,of manners,and of {pirit ; 
Which makes me thinke that this Anshonie 


| Being the bofomelouer of my Lord, 


Muft needs belike my Lord. If it be fo, 


| Howlittleisthe cof hauebeftowed * 


In purchafing the femblance of my-foule; 
From out the ftate of hellifh cruelty, 

This comes too neere the praifing of my felfe ; 
Thereforeno more of it: heere other things 
Lorenfel commit into your hands, 


) 












Fhe’ 


| The husbandry and mannage of my houfe, 2 ess 6 
Vatill my Lords returne 5 for mine ownepart. - 
[hauetowara heauen breath’da fecret Vows 

| Toliue in prayer and contemplation, 2 lor! 

 / Onely attended by Werriffahecre, . 

Vatiil her husband and my Lords returne : 
There isa monaitery too miles off, 

‘And there wewill abide. I'doe defire you 
Not to deniethisimpofition, © ino 
The which.my-loue and fome neceffity. | 
Now layes vpon yous: “i 

Loren(. Madame;.with all'my heart, 

hall obeyyouin allfaire'commands. » 

Por. My people doe already know my minde, 
And will acknowledge youand feffica., 

In place of Lord Bafamaand my felfes:. » 
So far you well rill we fhall mecte againe: y: 

Lor. Faire thoughts & happy houres attend on you: 

Ieffi. with your Ladifhip all hearts content. 

Por. Ithanke.you for your wifh, and ara well pleas’d 
Towifhit backe on you: faryouwellJefica,  Exennt. 
Now Balthafer,as I haue ener found thee honetft true, 
Solet me finde thee (till; take this fameletter, 

And vfe thou all theindeauor of a many.io 
In {peed to Mantua, fee thou render this 
Into my cofins hand,Dodtos Belarie, 
And looke what notesand garments he doth giue thee, 
| Bring them I pray thee wichimagin d {peed 
Vnto the Tranect,to the common Ferrie. 
Which trades to Venice; wafteno timein:words , 
But get thee gone,] fhall be there before thee. 
Balth, Madam,! goe withall conuenient fpeed. 
Por. Come on Neriffja,] haue worke in hand 
That you yet know not of; wee'll fee our husbands 
Before they thinke of vs ? 
Nerriffa, Shall they fee vs ? ; 
Portia, They fhall Merri: but in fueb.a habi, 
That they fhall thinke we are accomplifhed 
With that we lacke ; He hold thee any:-wager 
When we are both accoutered like yong men, 
Ile proue the prettier fellow of thetwo, 
And weare my dagger with the brauer grace, 
And {peake betweene the change of man and boy, 
Witha reede voyce, and turne two minfing fteps 
Into a manly ftride; and {peake of frayes , 
Likea fine bragging youth: and tell quaint lyes 
How honourable Ladies fought my loue, 
Which I denying, they fell ficke and died. 
Icould not doe withall : then Ile repent, 
And wih for all that;that [had not kil’d them; 
And twentic of thefepunie lies Ile tell , 
That men fhall fweare I haue difcontinued fchoole 
Aboueatwelue moneth: Ihave within my minde 
Athoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging Tacks, 
Which I will pradtife. 
Nerrif, Why, (hall wee turne to then? 
Portia. Fie, whata queftions that? . | 
Ifthouwertnerea lewd interpreter ; 
Butcome, lle tell thee all my whole deuice 
‘When I amin my coach, which ftayes for vs 
At the Parke gate; and therefore hafte away, | 


For we muftmeafure twentie miles to day.) 
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Aerchiant of Venice. 


| you areno good member of the commion wealthy, for | 





Exeunt. 
Enter Clowne and Lofficas 2: 


Clown: Yes truly ; for looke you,the finnes of the Fa- 





OWF7 | 
ther are to be laid vpon the children, therefore } promife. 
you, I feare you, I was alwaies plaine with you, and fo 
now I {peake my agitation of the matser: therfore be of 
good cheere, for truly [thinke you are:damn’d, there is 
but one hope inirthat can doe you anie good,and that is | 
but a kinde of baftard hope neither. > > © 

Ieffica. And what hopeis that I pray thee? 72ig 
Clow, Matrie you may:partlic hope that your father 
got you not, that you are not the Jewes'dauehter. 
Tef- That were a kinde of baftard hopeindeed, forthe : 
fins of my mother fhould-be vifited vponime. ivy ool | 
Clow. Truly then I feare you are danined both by fa- 
ther and mother: thus when] fhun Sesla your father, I } 
fall into Charibdts yout mother well,yvou are gone both 
waies. e\sh 
Tef. I fhall be fau’d-by my husbandshe hath mademe 
a Chriftian, Ari ss re 
Clow, Truly themoreto blame hej;weiwere Chrifti- | 
| ans enow before,e’ne as many as could weblineone bya | 
nother : this making of Chriftians will caife'the priceof | 

Hogs, if wee grow all to be porke-eaters, wee fhalt not | 

 Shortlic havea rather on the coales for money. 
















if) ff 


Exter Lorevzo. 

Jef. Uetellmy husband Lancelet what you fay, heere | 
» hecomes. ae. : 
Loren. \ hall grow iealous of you shortly Lancelet., | 

if you thus get my wife into corners ? ; . i 
Tef. Nay, you need sot feare vs Lorenzo, Lanncaled 
and lare out, he tells me flatly thereis no mercy formee | 
‘in heauen, becaufe lama Iewes daughter: and hee faies ' 


in conuerting Iewes to Chriftians , you faife ‘the price 
of Porke. ndsene Tat § 

Loren. 1 fhall anfwere that betterto the Common: 
wealth,than you ean the getting vp of the Negroes bel- | 
lie :the Moore is with childe by you Launcelet ? 

Clow, Itis much that the Moore fhould be more'then | 
realon : but if fhebe leffe then an honeft woman, fheeis | 
indéed more then I rooke her for. Bs | 

Loren, How cuerie foole can play vpon the word, 1 
thinke the beft grace of witte will fhortly:turne into: fis | 
lence, and difcourfe grow commendablein none onely © 
but Parrats : goein firra, bid them prepare for dinner? 

Clow, Thatis done fir,they haue all Qomacks ? 

Loren. Goodly Lord,what a witte-{napper are you, | 
then bid them prepare dinner. 

Clow. Thatis done to fir, onely couer isthe word. 

Loren. Will you couer than fir? 

Clow. Not fo fir neither,] know my dutie. 

Lorex. Yet more quarreling with occafion, wilt thou 
fhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant 1 pray 
thee ynderttand a plaineman in his plaine meaning: goe 
to thy fellowes , bid them couer the table , ferue inthe 
meat,and we will comeinto dinner. ©) “su:) ° 

Clow. For the table fir , ivfhalkbeferw'd in, forthe 
meat fir, itthallbeecouered’, for yourcommingin td 
dinner fit,why let it be ashumors and conceits fhall go- 
uerne, “Exit Clowne. 

Lor, O deare difcretion,how his words are futed, : 
The foole hath plantedinhismemory © - 
An Armie of good words, andI doe know 
A many fooles that ftand in better place; ©! 
Garnifht like him, that for atrickfie word > 
Defiethematter:how cheer’ft thou Jeffica, 
And now good {weet fay thy opinion, - 































































































































































































Thee Merchant of Venice. 


| How doft thou like the Lord Baffiane’s wife? 
feffi. Paft all expreffing,it is very meete 
The Lord Baffanio line anvpright life 
For hauing fuch.a bleffing in his Lady, 
He findes the ioyes of heauen heere On earth 
And ifon earth he dog not meaneit,it 
} Is reafon he fhonld never come to heaven ? 
Why,iftwo gods fhould play fome heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one : there mut befomething elfe 
Paund with theother, forthe poore rude world, 
Hath not her fellow. 
* Loren. Euen fuch a husband 
Haft thou of me, as fhe is fora wife. , 
Tef, Nay,butaske my opinion to of that ? 
| > Lory I will anone,firft let vs goe to dinner? 
Lef. Nay, let me praife you while I hauea @omacke ? 
. Lor, No praythee,let it ferue for table talke, 
Then how fom cre thou {peakft mong other things, 
} I thall digeft ir?. 
defi. Well, lle fet you forth, 


2 ; 


Exeynt. 


Senn es We Ge 


tog ae “eA Gus Quartus. 


| Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes, Anthonio, Baffanie, and 
Gratiano. 


|. Dake, What, is Axthonio heere? 
2 “Mut, Ready, fo pleafe your grace? 
Duke. Iam forry for thee,thou art come to anfwere 
A: ftome aduerfary,an inhumane wretch, 
Vncapable of pitty, voyd, and empty 
| From any dram of mercie. 
» Mat. Thaue heard 
| Your Grace hath tane great paines to qualifie 
His rigorous courfe : but fince he ftands obdurate, 
1 And thatno lawful meanes can carrie me 
| Out of his enuies reach, I do oppofe 
| My patience tohis fury, and am arm’d 
To fuffer with a quietnefie of fpirit, 
| The very tiranny and rage of his. 
{| Da, Gooneand cal the Iew into the Court. 
Sal. He isready at the doore,he comes my Lord. 


Enter Shylocke. b3=3 
Dzu.Make roome,and let him ftand before our face. 
| Shylockethe world thinkes, and I thinke fo to 
| That thou but leadeft this fafhion of thy mallice’ 
To the laft houre of act,and then’tis thought 
Thou'ltfhew thy mercy and remorfe more firange , 
Than is chy ftrange apparane cruelty ; 
And where thou now exact’ the penalty, 
Which isa pound of this poore Merchants fiefh 
Thou wilt not onely loofe the forfeiture, 
Bue touch’d with humane gentleneffe and loue : 
Forgine amoytie of the principall , 
Glancing an eye of pitty on his loffes 
That haue of late fo hudled on his backe, 
| Enow to preffe aroyall Merchanrdowne; 
{ And plucke commiferation of his ftate 
From braffie befomes, and rough hearts of fints ; 
From ftubborne Turkes and Tartersneuer traind 


To offices of tender curtefie, 

Weall expe& a'gentle anfwer lew? t teery [Linge 
Tew, Thaue poffett your grace of what I purpofe.. 
And by our holy SabbathhaueIfwerne 97 | 
To haue the due and forfeit of my bond. 


Ifyou denie ie, let the danger light 


Vpon your Charter, and your Cities freedome; - 


You'l aske me why I rather choofeto hane’ 


A weight of carrion flefh, then to receiue 

Three thoufand Ducats ? Henot anfwer that: 

But fay it ismy humor ; Is it anfwered? 

What ifmy houfe be troubled witha Rat, 

And1 be pleas’d to giue ten thoufand Ducates “> 

To haue it bain'd ? What,are you anfwer'd yer? 

Some men there are loue not agaping Pigge + | 

Some that are mad, ifthey behold a Cat: 

And others, when the bag-pipe fings i’th nofe, 

Cannot containe their Vrine for affection. 

Mafters of paffion fwayes it to the moode 

Ofwhat it likes or loaths, now for your anfwer: 

As there is no firme reafon to berendred 

Why he cannot abide a gaping Pigge ? 

Why hea harmleffe neceffarie Cat 2 

Why he a woollen bag-pipe: but of force 

Mutt yeeld to fuch inevitable fhame, 

Asto offend himfelfe being offended: 

So can I giue no reafon; nor I will not, 

More then a lodg’d hate, anda certaine loathing 

I beare Authonio, that I follow thus 

A loofing fuite againft him? Are you anfwered ? 

Baf This is no anfwer thou vafeeling man, 

To excufe the currant of thy cruelty. 

Jew. J amnet bound to pleafe thee with my anfwer, 

Baf- Doall men kil the things they do not loue? 

Tew. Fates any man the thing he would not kill? 

Baf. Euerie offence isnot a hate at firft. 

Jew.. What wouldft thou haue aSerpent fting thee 
twice ? 

Aut, I pray youthinke you queftion with the lew: 

You may.as well go ftand vpon the beach, 

And bid the maine flood baite his vfuall height, 

Or cuen as well vfe queftion with the Wolfe, 

The Ewe bleate for the Lambe: 

You may as well forbid the Mountaine Pines 

To wagge their litgh tops, and to make no noife 

When they are fretted with the gufts of heauen: 

You may as well do any thing moft hard, 

As fecke to foften that, then which what harder ? 

His lewith heart. Therefore 1 dobefeech you 

Makeno more offers, vfe no farther meanes, 

But with all briefe and plaine conueniencie 

Let me haue iudgement, and the Jew his will. 

Baf- For thy three theufand Ducates heereis fix. 
Tew. lfeuerie Ducat in fixe thoufand Ducates 

Were in fixe parts, and euery part aDucate, - 

I would not draw them, I would haue my bond? ; 
Dz.How fhalt thou hope for mercie,rendring none! 
Jew. What iudgement fhall I dread doing ne wrong? 

You have among you many a purchaft flaue, 

Which like your Affes,and your Dogs and Mules, 

You vfe in abieé and in flauith parts, 

Becaufe you bought chem. Shall I fay toyou, 

Let them be free, marrie them to your heires ¢ 

Why {weate they vnder burthens? Ler their beds 

Be made as foft as yours : and let their pallats 

Be feafon’d with fuch Viands:: you will anfwer 





























































The flaues are ours, So do Lanfwer YOU |; 
The pound of fiefh which demand of him | 
{sdecrely bought, ‘tis mine,and I will haueir, 
Ifyou deny me; fievponyourLaw, » 

\ There1s no force in the decrees of Venice; 

IT ftand for iudgement, an{wer,Shall I haue it ? 


Valeffe Bellarioa learned Doctor, ee 
‘Whom I haue fen for to determine this, 
Come heere to-day, ; 

Sal. My Lord, heexe ftayes without 
‘AMeffenger with Letters from the Doctor, 
New come from Padua. |. [ 

Dux. Bring vs the Letters, Call the Meflengers. 


‘Ere thou fhaltloofe for meone sep of blood, 
efnt. Lama tainted Weather of the flocke,: 

Meeteft for death, the weakeft kinde of fruite 

Drops earlieft to the ground, and fo let me; 

Youcannot better be employ’d Baffanio, 

‘Then to liue ftill,and write mine Epitaph, 


‘ Enter Nerriffa. 

_ Du. Came you from Padua from Bellario? 
Nero Fromboth. 
My Lord Bellario greets your Grace, 


| Thou mak’ft thy knife keene: but no mettall.can, 
| Ofthy tharpe enuy. Can no prayers pierce thee? 


- Gra, O be thou damn’d, inexecrable dogge, 
And for thy life let iuftice be accus’d: 
Thou almoft mak’(t me wawer in my faiths 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That foules of Animals infule themfelues 
Intothetrunkes ofmen. Thy currith fpirie 


Euen from the gallowes.did his fell foulefleet: | 
And whil’ thou layeft in thy vnhallowed dam, 
Intus'ditfelfe in thee : For thy defires 

Are Woluifh, bloody, fieru’d,and rauenous. 


Thou but offend’ft thy Lungs to fpeake fo loud: 
Repaire hy wit good youth, or it will fall 
Toendleffe ruine. I ftand heere for Law, 


hak y 


etter I am very ficke : 


Senger cameyin lo 
| Gor of Rome, his 


the Merchant : 


fornsfoedwith 





__ Thee NMercbane of Venice. 


Ds. Vpon my power I may difmiffe this Court, 


Baf. Good cheere Aathonio, W hat man,corage yet: 
The Jew fhall haue my fleth, blood, bones, and all, 


Baf), Why doft thou whet thy knife fo eatnefily ? 
Tew. Tocut the forfeiture from that bankrout there, 
Gra. Not onthy foale: but on thy foule harth lew 


No, not the hangmans Axe beare halfe the keenneffle.» 


Tew. No, none that thow haft wit enough to make. 


Gouern'da Wolfe, who hang’d for humane {laughter, 


few, Till thou canft raile che feale fromoff my bond | 


Meane time the Courtifhall-heare Befariees Letters, 


Vou Grace frall undenftand, that atthe receiteof 
L ssbut inthe inftane that your mpe- 
wing wifitation, was, with-mea young Dor 
name rs Balthalars \Lacguained bimwith 
thecanfein Cantrowerfie, -betweene the Lew. and Anthonio — 
Wetarn'dore many Bovkes tagether : bees 
my opinion; which bettred with bis: ownelear= | 
ting the greatnelfe whereof I cannot enengh.comuend comet 








with bins at wy importnnity, to fil up your Graces requel? in 
my ted. I befeesh you, let i lacke of yearsibe a eee nt 
| toler him lacke arencrend oftimation. <..for.L nner kneme fo | 
gong a body, with fo oldahead, I leane bins toyour ‘gracious 


acceptance, whofe trial [hall better publih bis comsmendation. | 








Enter Portia for Balthazar.’ F 
‘Duke. You heare the learn’d Bellarso what he wtites. 
And heere(I take it)is the Do@or come. A | 
Give me your hand ; Came you from old Belario? | 
Por. I did my Lord. yd y 
Ds, You are welcome: take your place; 
Are you acquainted with the difference. 
That holds this prefent queftion in the Court; | 
Por. Lam enformed throughly of the caufe: 
Which is the Merchant heere? and which the Jew?. | 
Dx. Anthonio and old Shylocke, both ftand forth, » | 
Por. Is your name Shylocke ? or HA 
Tew. Shylocke is my name. wy | 
Per. Ofa ftrange natureisthe futeyou follow, -.~ & 
Yet in fuchrule, thatthe Venetian Law... ave 
Cannot impugne you as you do proceed. - » 
You ftand within his danger,do you not? +; 
Ant. I, fohe fayes. 89. 
Por. Do youconfeffe the bond? ... 4) 
Ant, Ido, et 
Por, Then muft the lew be mercifull, 
few. On what compulfion mut 1?.Tell methat; 
Por. The quality ofmercy isnot ftrain’d;. | pl 
Ic droppeth asthe gentle raine from heauen 
Vpontieplace beneath. Icds twice bleft, 
It bleffeth him that giues, and him that takes, 
’Tis mightieft in the mightieft, it becomes | 
The throned Monarch better then his Crowhe, ~~ 
His Scepter fhewesthe force of temporall power, 
, Theattribute to awe and Maieftie,. go) 2h. 
Wherein doth fit the dread and feare of Kings : 
But mercy is aboue this {ceptred fway, 
Itis enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 
| itis an attribuceto God himfelfes : 
And earthly. power dorhthen fhew likeft Gods 
When mercie feafons luftice. Therefore lew, 
Though Iuftice be thy plea, confider this, 
That in the courfe of Juftice,none of ys. 
Should fee faluation: wedo pray formercie, 
And that fame prayer, doth teach vs allto.render. 
{| Thedeedsofmercie. Lhaue {poke thus much 
_ | To mittigate the iuftice ofthy pleas 4 suo) on 
\ Which ifthou follow, this ftri& courfe of Venice. 
Muf needes giue fentence’gainftthe Merchant theres 
/ Shy. My deeds vponimy‘head, Icrauethe Law, — 
The penaltie and forfeite of my bond, .)5. - 


A Por, Is he notable to difcharge the money ? 
Baf.. Yessheere I tenderit for himinthe Court, 

Yea, twice the fume, ifthat will net fuffice, | 

| Iwill be bound to payictensimesore,» .- : 

| On forfeit of my hands, my Read, my heart : 

| Ifthis willnos {uffice,itmateppearc, 

That malice bearesdownettuth. And Ibefeechyou 

Wreft once the Lawitoyourauthoritys 

To do aigreat right, do alittle wrongy io. 

And curberhis cruell diuellofhis will. >> 
Por, Ic muftnorbe, there is no power in Venice 

Can alteradecreeeftablifhed: | sos) 

| ‘Twill be recorded fora Prefident, 
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And many an etror by the fame example, © ee 


Will rufhrinco-theftate: Tt cannot be. 
°\ Kew, A*Danielcometo iudgement, yeaa Daniel. 

> fee young ludge;how do THonour thee, 
| 8 \PorsTpray you lermé loske'vpon the bond-” 
Jew. Heere’tis moit reverend Buiter poereie itis. 
Por. Shylocke;thete’sthricethy monie offered thee. 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heayen ; 
Shall May periurie — pe fi Bore ? 
| Nonot for Venices 2" 
4 Pore Why this bond is foifeit, 23 
} And lawfully Beat the lew may claire °°? * 
} A pound of flefh; to be by himeut off ©” 
1 Neereft the Merchants heart’;’be mercifully’ 
| Take thrice thy) money, bid mezeare the Beri: 
lew. When it isipaid accotding to the tentre.’ 
4 Ic dothvappeare-you are'a Worthy fudge: 
4 youknow-the Law, your expofition “> 
‘| Hath beene moft feand: Peharge you by the Law; 
| Whereof you are a well- deferuing pita * 5 
‘| Proceede téiudgement : By'my foule If weare, 
Thereis no power 4n the totiptre ofan? 
Toalter me: J ftay heere off my bond.” 6°! 

An Mott heartily do befeech the ipa 

To giuethe iudgement. 
‘| Por. Why then thasitis 
| you muft prepare your heed for his knifey* 
‘| dew. Onobletudge; O'exeelléric yorig'than,- 

Por. Bor the incent andipurpofe of the L. 7 

|| Hath full relationto the penaltie, * « 
'| Which heereiappeareth due ¢pon the bande 
Tew, "Tis werie true : Owile and vpright Tudge, 
'| How muchimore elder art thouthenthy lookes? 
‘| Por, Therefore lay bare your! bofonie. 
| Tew. Tyhisbreay o 
| Sofayesthebond, doth it not aabire Judge? 
: | Neerefthis hearc, thofe are the very words. 


Por.. Ivis fo'pAre there batter anee heere to weigh the 


flefh ? He 
Jew, Thaue them: ready.22 


Por. Haue by fome siepibh Shylock your & chalkbe 


, | To top his-wouads, leaft he fhotld bleede’ 6 ge 
Tew. Ivis fOtnominated inthe bovd » 
Por. Itisnoefo expreft: but what aFetinee 
‘Twere good you do fo muéh for charitie?? 9 © 
Tew, I cannotifindeitcisnotin the bend: - 
Por \Comne Mecchant; have’ ‘you any thing to ae e* 
Ant, BaeliceletPam arnrd and well ve 
' | Giue me your hand: Baffawio, fate you well,’ 
| Greene aide lat lam falne to this for your: 
| For Heereififortune fhewes her'felfe more hades a 
i | Thents hercuftonie, fristtilther yfe VM ac? 
To let the wretchédiman Guteliae his wealthisn>: 
i] To view Wwithhalte wee, otiddowrinkled’ brow te’ 
|| An dgeofpoudityi “Fromwhich- er 
‘| OF fuch niiferid,? Polk fhextitime offs. 9 8 


: Commend me tayourlihoutable Wife; uododlliwi | 


nto sisi ao | 


difeivdinidenthiix’ sid 2 


|| Tell her the procéffeqhzatt hgme's end » 
i | Say how I lou’d you} 
: And whenthe islets coldpbhdher seer isos 

i} Whether Baffawig wire? ‘Loue : 93 sano foi V 
}] Repent not you thatyen thal boofe your frien! gobo! 


And he repents nétithathe payesyour debt. >< sd1u3 bad 


|| Forifthe'Tewae eurbut'dee enough) uc 21 0% 
Ile pay it inftantly, with:albmy‘heatt?* vob masils nie 


Bal. Anthonio, | ammarri¢d co a’ = prod iliwT® 


"Which i is pansies ‘to'mé ag hfe? ; t felfe, 


ssllyac | But life it felfé sy wife,andallthe world, 
‘| Are not with the eftetin’d aboue af life.” 
| Iwould leofe all, I facrifice them all ” 


Heere to this denill, to deliteryou. iT 
Por. Your Wifewould giueyou mee aa for thi 

If fhe were by toheare you make the offer. | 
Gra. Thaue a wife whom I proteft I loue’, 


| I would fhe were in heauen; fo fhe could 


Tntreat fome power to change this currifh Tew.’ ' 
Ner. °Tis well you offer it behinde her backe, 
The with would make elfe an vnquiet houfe. tet | 
Tew. Thefe be the Chriftian husbands:1 hauea daugh. | 
Would any of the ftocke of Barrabas 
Had beene herhusband, rather then a Chriftian, - 
We trifle time, ] pray thee purfue fentence, 
Por, A pound of that fame marchants flefh is chine 


| The Court awardsit,and the law doth giue it. 


lew. Moftightfull mhtee. 

Por. And you muft cut chis fleth from off his brea, ! 
The Law allowés it,and the Court awards it. 

lew. Moft Maaaea Tudge,a fentence,come prepare, 

Por. Tarty alittle,thereis fomething elfe, 


| This bond doth giue ‘thee’ heefetioiot ofbloud, 
| The words exprefly area pound of flefh: 
| Then take thy bond,take thou thy pound of eh 
+} Butin the cutting it; ifthow’dafthed 
| One drop of Chriftian: bloud,thy lands and so | 


Are by the'Lawes of Venice'confifcate 
Vito the ftate'of Venice, 
Gra: -Ovptight Iudge, 


Marke Tew: jG'learned Tudge. 


Shy. Ts thatthe law?” 
‘Por. Thyfelfe fale hestue Aa: 
For as thou vfvelt iufticé) be affar'd’ © 
Thou fhalt haue iuftice more then thou defireft.’ 
Gra. O learned Iudge,matk few,a leatned Tudgey : 
Jew, I take this offer then,pay the bond thitice,, 
And let the Chiiftian goe. 
Baf: Heere is themoane 
Por, Soft,the Tew flyall hate all iuftice, of m0 aha 
He thall hate hothing but che penalty. oy 
Gra, O Tew, an vpright ludgesaleartied ig 
Por. Therefor prepare thee to cut off He fleth 3" 


ad : 


| Shed thouno blowdjaor cur theudeffes ver 

| Butiufta pourd of ficth ; ifthou tak’ amore! £ a 

1 Orleffe then a juft pound, be it foimuch”™ Hho aud nod! 

| Asmakes ic light or heauy inthe’ fab ane’, = — a 

} Or the deuifiertofthé twentieth pare «2/7 9f910M 
"|| Of one pooréferuple, nay ifthe feale' doe turne 


But in the eftimation of a hayre?, - is gaOyk 
Thou dieft, and all thy goods are confitcate) bake 
Gra A:lécond Dawiel, a Daieiel lew,???° ° \ 


Now infidell Fhiaad thee on the hip, 


"oPor? NVhyWeth the Tew paufe,take chy forte “4 
Shy. Giveme my principall and let me ish ete 
Baff Vhaueit ‘ready for thee, heereitiss 9° 
Por, Hehath refus’d,it inthe open Coutts: 

He thall haue meeily iuftice andhis bond. 

“Gra. A Daniel Clay 1a fecotid Daniel, 


a: Itharike theeTew for teaching methat ci 


\oghy Shall Brot haue barely my primal : 


| °ioPors: Thou fhalehanenothing-bucthe fri . 
| To'be taken feat thy peril Tews marae Tendyenhh 98 

Df Sly: Why'then he Deuill gine him = fi ee 
| fle Ray.no longer queltion? \': gayader gbisscing'g 8 


904 


fs “Lary 








. Tarry lew, 
Sasa aceon: another hold on you. 
Irisehacted in the Lawes of Venice ? 
fit be proued againft an Alien, 

That by direct,or indirect attempts 
He feeke the life of any Citizen | inid 
The party gainft the whichh doth contrive , 
Shall feaze one halfe his goods,the other halfe 
Comes to the privie coffer of the State, : 
And the offenders life lies in the mercy 
Ofthe Duke onely, gainft all other voice, 
Jawhich predicament I fay thou ftandft : 
For it appeares by manifeit proceeding, 
That indirectly, and directly to, 
Thou haft contriu’d againft the very life 
Of the defendane : and thou haft incur’d 
The danger formerly by me rehearft. 
Downe therefore,and beg mercy of the Duke, 
Gra. Beg that thou mai{t haueleaue to hang thy felfe, 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ftate, 
Thou haft not left the value of a cord, 
Therefore chou muft be hang’d at the flates charge, 
Dak, That thou fhalt fee the difference of our fpirit , 
Ipardon thee thy life before thou aske it: 
Fort halfethy wealch, it is Awthowio’s, 
The other halfe comes to the generall ftare, 
Which humbleneffe may driue vntoa fine. 
Por. I for the ftate.nor for Anthenio. 
Shy. Nay,take my life and all,pardon not that, 
You take my houfe,when you do take the prop 
That doth fuftaine my houfe : you rake my life 
When you doe take the meanes whereby I liue, 
Por, What mercy can yourender him Asthonio? 
Gra. Ahalter gratis nothing elfe for Gods fake. - 
Ant. So pleafe my Lord the Duke, and all the Cour 
{ To quit the fine for one halfe of his goods, 
[am content: fo he will let me haue ¥ 
The other halfe in vfe, to render ic 
Vpon his death, vnto the Gentleman 
Thatlately ftole his daughter, 
Twothings prouided more,that for this fauour 
- | Heprefently become a Chriftian : 
The other,that he doe record a gift 
Heere in the Court of all he dies poffeft 
Vnto his fonne Lerenzo,and his daughter, 
Duk, He fhall doe this, or elfe Idoerecant 
The pardon that I late pronounced heere. 
Por. Art thou contented Jew? what doft thou fay? 
Shy. Lam content. 
. Por. Clarke,draw a deed of gift. 
Shy. Ipray you giuemeleaue to goe from hence , 
Jam not well,fend the deed after me, 
AndI will figne it, . lied] 
Duke. Get thee gone,but doe it, 
Gra. In chriftning thou fhalt hauetwo godfathers, , 
Had I been iudge,thou fhouldt haue had ten more, 
| Tobring theetothe gallowes,nottothefont. .. Exit. 
Dx. Sir increat you with mehometo dinner.  « 
Por. Thumbly doe defireyour Graceiofpardon, .) 


Imuft away thisnighttoward Padua, |... 
| And it is meete] prefently fer forth... ... .., 


Duk; Lam forry that your Jeyfure ferues younot: 
Anthouio,gratifie this gentleman, isnidio wwf 
{ Forin my minde,youare much bound tohime is. | 

or gg ite ou voy Bavit Duke and bestraine,. 

Baff. Moft: worthy gentleman,Landmyfriend - 


7 4 


The Merchant of Venice* 


_ 1 Hane by your wifedome beene tliis day acquitted 


{| -And when fhe put it on, fhe made me vow 


|| His ring I doeacceptmoft thankfully, oe 


ISI. 


Of greeuous penalties, in lieu whereof, 
Three thoufand Ducatsdueyntethelew. 
Wefteely cope your curteous paines withall, 
“An, And ftand igdebted over and aboue 
Inloueand feruice te youeuermore. 
Por. Heis well paid that is well fatisfied, 
And I delivering you, am fatisfied, 
Andtherein doe account my felfe well paid, 
My minde was neuer yet more mercinarie. 
I pray you know me when we meete againe, 
I with you well,and fo I take my ledie, 
Baf. Deare fir,of force I muft attempt you further; 
Take fome remembrance of vs asa tribute, 
Notas fee: grant me two things; I pray you \ 
Not to denice. me, and to pardon me, sant aa" 
Por. You preffe mee farre,and therefore I will yecid, 
Giue me your gloues,Ile weare them for your fake, 
And for your loue Ile take this ring from you, 
Doenot draw backeyour hand, ile takeno Morey nA 
And you in loue fhall not deny methis? Y Sra AF 
Baf Thisring good fiz,alas itisa stifles; 7 Ax) 
I will not fhame my {elfe to giue you this. pid 
Por. Iwilhaue nothing elfe but onely. this, ,4 
And now methinkes I haue a minde to it. baa 
Baf. There’smore depends onthis then onthe valew, 
The deareft ring in Venice will I giue you, 91? 
And finde it out by proclamation, ‘ 
Onely for this I pray you pardon me. 
Por, 1 fee fir you are liberall in offers , 
You raughtme arf to beg 2nd agw me thinkes 
You teach me how abeggar fhould be anfwer'd, df 
Baf. Good fir,this ring was giuen me by my wife, 


wl 


fA 
That I fhould neither fell,nor giue,nor lo(e it. ; 

Por. That fcufe ferues many mento faue their gifts, 
And if your wife be nota mad woman, wed 
And know how well I haue deferu’d this ring, 
Shee would nor hold out enemy for ever... ,_- 
For giving it to me: well, peace be with you... 

Ant. My L.Baffanio,let him haue the ring, 
Let his deferuings and my loue withall 
Be valued againft your wiues commandement. 

Ball. Goe Gratiano,run and ouerrtakehim ; 
Giue him the ring,and bring himifthou.canft. | eit 
Vnto Axthenies houfe away,make hafte. Exit Grati.. 
Come, you and ¥ will chither prefently, 
And in the morning early will we both... . 
Flie toward Belmont, come Authonio. 


Exeunt, i 


Exeunt, 

|, Enter Portia and Nerriffte. 30.00 

Por. Enquirethe Iewes houfe out,giue him this deed, 

Andlet him figne it, wee'll away to night,” _. : 

And bea day before our husbands home: . dvg 

This deed will be well welcometo Lorenzo, . .) 

Enter Gratiano. oseny a og 

Gra.: Faire fir,you are well ore-tane =... 
My L.Baffaniovponmoreaduice;.-... . 

Hath fent you heerethis,ring, and doth intreat 
Your company at dinner. (oat ae 

Por. That cannotbe3. 


9a Y 


And {ol pray you tell him: furthermore, _ 
I pray you fhew my youthold Shylockes houle. 
Gra. That will I doe, : 

Ner. Sir, I would{peake with you; 





: Tle. 
















































































































































































































































































Which I did make hitn fweare to! cepe fore i 4g a 


‘That they did giue the rings away to mens.” 


Por. Thou maift I warrant, we fhal haue‘oldifwearing 


But weele out. face them,and our-fweare themto = 


| Away,make hafte,thou know’ft where I will tarry. 
Ner. Come’good fir, will you fhewme to this houfe. 
a Be Exeunt, 


a 


ro 


cus Quinius. 


Enter Lorenzo ana Teffica. 


Lor. The moone fhines bright. In fuch a night as this, 


When the {weet winde did gently kiffe the trees, 


| And they did make nonnyfe,in fuch anight 
Troylus me thinkes nounted the Troian walls, 
And figh’d his foule toward the Grecian tents 
Where €reffed lay that night. 
Tef. In {uch‘a night ail 
Did Thisbie fearefully ore-trip the dewe, 
And faw the Lyons fhadow ere hiwfelfe , 
And ranne difmayed away. 
Boren! Infuch a night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Vpon the wilde fea bankes,and waft her Loue 
To come againe to Carthage. 
Ief. Infucha night 


| Adedea gathered the inchantedheatbs 
{ That did renew old E/on. be we 


‘Lovén. In fuch anight 


| Did Jeffica fteale from the wealthy Tewe, Ar 
1 And with an Vathrift’Loue did runne from Venice, | 
| As farte'as Belniont."" enue! 9 


Tef. In fucha night 


t Did young Lorénzo {weare helou'd her well, 
| Stealing her foulé'with many vowes of faith , 


Andere atidé ote. 


Loren. Tifueh a night tof 


Did pretty Teffica Mike alitele firow) grit 


Slander hef'Loue,and Ke forgave it her.” 
lefi. UWSuld out-night you did no body come: 


But harke I'heaie the footing ofa alg al 
Ate 43 sofa Taye rahi 


| “Weel. A friend.’ 


Loren. A friend,what friend ? your name J pray you | 


i 
: 
j 
} 


7 
; 
§ 
k 
t 
3 


U1 op Ole Sola fola Wo hd hoyfols tole Y 


Enter Meffenger. ; 
Lor. Who comes fo faft in Glence of thenight? 


ef. Stephano'is ny naivie, and] bring word 
‘ay whitiette il before the breake of day’ ‘+ 
Be heere at Belmotit, fhe doth fray abour “'\"° 
For happy wedlotke hotifes:’ 
Loren. WhocomesWithtiet? °° 
Mef, None biit'ahély Hetimit and her maid :->" 


1] By holy croffes Where fie kneelésand prayes’ ' 


| I pray you it my Mafter yéttntiiin’d ? 1Y 


(friend? 


‘ 


Tie fee if Pean' yet my hisbaddvting = 


, 
' 


Loren. Frets iétndy webiaue ot heard from him, 


_ 4] But goe we in I pray chee Jeffic# 1° 
| And ceremonionfly let ys vs re 


PLIST IV 2 rr 
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Hgi2 os 
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; Some welcome for the Mifl? fe afte hou ! ipa 
& “FIO1 : mi lies voy vata i o} be 


sik cas tien 3 
Sth uoy YaIC j 


sb Liliw sedT oth 


of Venice. 
Loren. Whocalls? wl YTS) set 

Clo. Sola,did you fee M. Lorenzo, & M.Lorenxo fog. 
Lor. Leaue hollowing man,heere, © « (fola,| 
Cle. Sola,where, where?’ °° € 1 
Lor, Heere? : lath 
Clo, Tel him ther’s a Péft'come from my Mafter, with 


his horne full of good newes,my Mafter willbe here erg 


morning {weet foule. 
Loren, Let’sin,and there expe& their comming, 


_ And yet no matter : why fhould we goe in? 


My friend Stephen, fignifie pray you 

Within the houfe,your Miftrefle is at hand, 

And bring your mufique foorth into the ayre, ; 
How fweet the moone-light fleepes vpon this banke, 
Heere will we fit,and let he founds of muficke 
Creepe in our eares foft flilnes,and the night 
Become the tutches of {weet harmonie : 

Sit Jeffica, looke how the floore of heaven 
Is thickeinlayed with pattens of bright gold, , 
There’s not the fmalle{t orbe which thou beholdft 
Butin his motion like an Angell fings, 

Still quiring to the young eyed Cherubins 
Suchharmonie is inimmortall feules, ” 

But whilft this muddy vefture of decay 

Doth grofly clofe in it, we cannot heareit : 

Come hoe,and wake Diava with ahymne, 


. With fweeteft tutches pearce your Miftreffe care, 


And draw her home with muficke. 
Jeffi: Vani neuer merry when I heare {weet mufique. 
Play muficke. 
Lor. The reafon is, your fpirits are attentiue: 
For doe but note a wilde and wanton heard: | 


| Or race of youthful and vnhandled colts, 


Fetching mad bounds,bellowing and neighing loud, 


| oWhichis the het condition oftheir bloud, 


If they but heare perchance a trumpet found, 

Or any ayre ofmuficke touch their eares, 

You fhall perceiue therm make a mutuall ftand, 
Their fauage eyes turn dtoa miodeft gaze, 

By the fweet power of mulicke : therefore the Poet 
Did faine that Orpheus drew trees, ftones,and floods. 
Since naught fo ftockifh,hard,and full of rage, 

But muficke for tiaie doth change his nature, 

The man that hath no muficke in himfelfe, 

Nor is not motied with concord of {weet founds, 
Is fit for treafons, ftratagems,atid {poyles, 
The motions of his fpivit'are dull as night, © 

And his affe&tions darke ‘as Grobus, . ; 
Let no fuch man betruited: marke'the muficke., 


Enter Portimand Nerriffa. “Ne 

is bs wel) 

Por, That light we fee is burning inmy halls! 00 
How farre that little candell throwes his beames, | 
So fhines’a good deed in anaughty world, «| (alet 
er: When the moone fhone we did not ‘fee the | 


“Por. Sodoth the greater glory dim theleffe, © ©: | 


A fubftitute thines brightly as'aKing = os 
Vntilla Kine be by, and then his ftace i to 
Empties it felfe,as doth aninland brooke 9 
Into the maine of waters ‘mufique,harke,: ~~ mH 
: Mer Te is your mufické Madame of the houfe. 
Por. Nothing is cood T fee without refpect, 
Methinkevit founds much'fweeter then by day? 
Ners Silence beftowes that vertu on it Madam. 
Por. The Crow doth fing as fweetly att 









When neither is attended: and I thinke 

The Nightingale if fhe fhould fing by day 

When cuery Goofe.is cackling, would be thought - 

No better a Mufitian then the ren ? 

How many things by feafon, feafon’d are 

To their right praife, and cue perfection +. 

Peace, how the Moone {leepes with Endimion; 

And would not be awak’d, ined 
 Muficke ceales, 

Lor. Thatisthe voice, ; 

Or J am much deceiu’d of Portia: 
~ Por. Heknowes meas the blinde man knowes the 
Cuckow bythe bad.voice ? 

Lor. Deere Lady welcome home ? 

Per, Wehaue bene praying for our husbands welfare 
Which {peed we hope the better-for our words, 
Arethey return? hk X) 

Lor, Madam, they arenot yet: 
But there is came a Meflenger before 
Tofignifietheir comming, 

Por. Go in Nerriffa, Lesdtiiin 
| Giue order to my feruants, thatrhey take 2 
No note at all of our being abfenrhence, ... ; 

Nor you Lorenxo, Jeffica nor you, 
04 Tucket founds. ) 

Lor. Your husband is at hand, I heare his Trumper, 
Weareno tell-rales Madam, feare younor, 

Por. This night methinkes is but the daylight ficke, 
|Itlookes alittle paler, ‘tisa day, 

Such as the day is,when the Sunis hid. 


i? 


Enter Bafjanio, Anthonio,Gratiauo,and their 
Followers. 


Baf. We fhould hold day withthe Antipodes, 
Ifyou would walke in abfen ce of the funne. 

Por. Letme giue light, but let me not belighr, 
Foralight wife doth make a heauie husband, 
And neuer be Baffanio fo forme, 
But God fort all: you are welcome homemy Lord. 

Baff. I thanke you Madam, giue welcom to my friend 
This is the man, thisis Anthonio, 
To whom Iam foinfinitely bound. 

Por. You fhould in all fence be much boundto him, 

Foras I hearehe was much bound fer you. 

| Anth. No more then I am wel acquitted of. 
' Por. Sir, you are verie welcome to our houfe : 
Itmuft appeare in other waies then words, 
Therefore I {cant this breathing curte fie. 

Gra, By yonder Moone I fweare you do me wrong, 
| Infaith I gaue it tothe ludges Clearke, 
Would he were geltthat had it for my part, 
Since you,do take it Loue fo much at hart. 

Por. A quarrel hoe‘alreadie, what’s the matter ? 
|__ Gra, About ahoope of Gold,a paltry Ring 
| That the did gine me, whofe Poefie was 
For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Vpona knife; Lave mee, andleame mee nots - 

Ner. What talke you of che Poefie or the valew: 
You {wore to me when I did giue it you, 
| That you would weare it til the houre of death, 
And that it fhould lye with you in your graue,. 
Thoughnot forme, yet for your vehement oaths, 
You fhould haue beene refpectiue and haue kept it. 
Gaueita Tudges Clearke: but wel I know 


ites wera eects. cs 
Sonne Aas eae: 
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Gra. He wil, and ifheliuéto-be aman; i5.1 46! 


Nerrifa, L,ifa Woman live to bé aman: »- sani | 
Gra. Now by this hand} gaueit toayouthy: yo A | 


¥ 


A kinde of bey, a little fcrubbed boyzssaiored fii y 
No higher then thy felfe, the Iudges Clearke;. so» - 
A prating boy that begg’ditasaPee,. 8 en son.) 
I could not for my heart defy ithim. 


wrondt 
Por. You were too blame, I muft be plaine with you, — 


To part fo flightly with your wiues firft gift, 

A thing ftucke on. with oathes vpon your finger,! » 
And fo riueted with faith ynto your flefh, +4) 

I gauemy Louea Ring, and made him {weare 
Neuer to part with it, and heere he ftands:: 

I dare be {worne for him, he would not leave it, 
Nor plucke it from his finger, forthe wealth. |, j ‘i 167 


' 
eae | 


That the world matters.. Now in faith Gratianest. 
You giue your wife too vnkinde acaufe of gréefes 4 
| And ’twerecome I fhould be madat jt. ojfow sic no ¥ 
Ba. Why { were beft.co.curmy dete hand off, 
And {weare I loft the Ring defending itsesd 9¢3 0: bua 
Gre. My Lord Baffanio gaug his Ring-away sunsv!) J 
Voto the ludge chat beg’d it, and indeedes? { », 5:4! 
Deferu’dit too : and then the Boy his Cléarke . 
That tooke fome paines in wtiting, he beg gid mine,:! 
And neyther man nor matter would takeoughe f 
ButtherwoRings, vo lose ne 2‘sveds bad 
Por. What Ring gaue you my Lord? yn, 
Not that I hope which you receiu’d oftmes -i) job os 
Baff. If Lcould addea lie vntoafault;sxo2 wun § 
I would deny it: but youfeemyfingers:- 7 
Hath not the Ring vpon it, itis gone, 


ah 


Por. Euenfo yoideis your falfe-heart oftruahs el 1 


By heauten I wilnerecomein yourbed  socy o's 1eM 

Votil I fee the Ring. ci ewsay u youn lire 
er. Nor Lin yours,til I apainéifee miney x.° 

Baff; Sweet Portia, ; tet fyecd lore 
Ifyou did know to whom hgaue the Rings ses 
Ifyou did know for whom Igaue the Ravpyd 3.4 

And would conceiue for what I gaue theRing, - 

And bow vnwillingly I left the Ring, bv 

. When nought would be accepted but the Ring, 


% 


You would abatethe ftrengch of your difpleafure? "| 


Por, If youhad knowne the vertue of thie Ring, 
Or halfe her worthineffe that gauethe Ring, 
Or your ownehonour to-containe the Ring, 
You would not then have parted with theRipg: 
What man is there fo much vnreafonable, 
Ifyou had pleas’d to haue defended it 
With any termes of Zeale: wanted che modeftie 
To vrgethe thing held asa ceremonie: 
Nerriffa teaches me what to beleene, 
Tle die for’t, but fome Woman had the Ring? 
Bafl. No by mine honor Madam, by my foule 
No Woman hadi, buta ciuill Door, 


a¢ 


|) Which did refufe three thoufand Ducates of me, 


* And beg’d the Ring; the which I did denie him, 
And fuffer'd him to go difpleas’d away : 
Euen he thar had held vp the verie life 
Of my deere friend. What fhould I fay fweete Lady? 
I was infore’dto fend itafter him, 
I was befet with fhame and curtefie, 
My honor would not let ingratitude 
Somuch befmeareit. Pardon me good Lady, 
And by thefe blefled Candles ofthenight, 
Had you bene there, I thinke you would haue beg’d 
The Ring of me, to giuethe worthie Doctor? 


Q. 2 
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= See. 
Por. Let not that Dodtoriere come neere my heufe, 
Since he hathigorthe iewell that I Joued, | \ 
| And that which you did fweare to keepe for me, 
I will become as liberall'as you, yt 
‘| Tle not deny him any thing I have, 
| No,not my body, not my husbands bed: 
Know him f fhall, 1 am well-ure of it, 
| Lienota night from home. Watch me like Argos, 
If you doe not, if  beleft alone, 
| Nowby mine honour which is yet mine owne, 
‘| Ile haue the Do@or for my bedfellow, 
Nerriffa: “And lL his Clarke: therefore be well aduis’d 
How you doe leaue me to mine owne protection. 
Gra.’ Well,doc you fo slet not me take him then, 
i} ForifI doe, ile mar the yong Clarks pen. 
(| Aes Dam th’vnhappy fubic& of thefe quarrels. 
Por. Six, gricue not you, 
1 You are welcome notwith{tanding, 
Bafe Portia, forgiue methis enforced wrong, 
i {And in the hearing of thefe manie friends 
i{ I fweare ro'thee, euen by thine owne faire eyes 
Wherein I fee my felfe. . 
Por. Marke you but chat? 
In both my eyes he doubly fees himfelfe : 
In each eye one, {weare by your double felfe, 
Andthere’saneathoferedit. 
Baf- Nay, but heare me. 


\ 


L 


Pardon this fault, and by my foule I fweare 
, I neuer more will breake an oath withthee. 


Anth. Lonce did lend my bodie for thy wealth, 
Which but for himthat had your husbands ring 
Had quite mifcarried. I dare be bound againe, 

My foule vpon the forfeit, that your Lord 

Will neuer more breake faith aduifedlie. 

-\ | Por. Then you fhall be his furetie : giue him this, 
_4 And bid him keepe it better then the other. 


Ant. Heere Lord Baffanio,fwear to keep this ring, : 


Bafl. By heauenit is the fame] gaue the Dogor. 
Por. Thadit of him: pardon Baffanzo, 
For by this ring the Dogtor lay with me. 
Ner. Andpardon me my gentle Gratiano, 
For that fame ferubbed boy the Doétors Clarke 
In liew of this, laft night did lye with me. 
Gra. Why thisis like the mendingiof high waies 
In Sommer, where the waies are faire enough : 
Whar, are we Cuckolds ere we haue deferu’dit. 


t 


| 
: 
| 


| 


~The Merchant of Venice 
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| 


Por, Speake not fo groffely,you are all amaz’d. 
Heere isa letter, reade it at your leyfure, , 
It comes fromPadua from Bellario , 
There you fhall finde thar Portia was the Do@or 
Nerriffa there her Clarke. Lorenzo heere : 
Shall witneffe I fet forthas fooneas you, 
And but eu’n now return’d: 1 hauenot yet 
Entred my houfe. -Asthonio you are welcome : 
And I haue better newes in ftore for you 
Then you expect: vnfeale this letcer foone, 
There you fhall finde three of your Argofies 
Are richly come to harbour fodainlie. 
You fhall not know by what ftrange accident 
I chanced on this letter, 
Antho, Tamdumbe, 
Baf.. Were you the Dotor,and I knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the Clark that is to make me cuckold, 
Ner. I,butthe Clark that neuer meanesto doe it 
Voleffe he liue vntillhe bea man. ir 

Baf. (Sweet Dogor you fhall be my bedfellow, 
When] am abfent,then lie with my wife. 

An. (Sweet Ladie)you have giuen me life & lining, 
For heere J reade for certaine that my fhips 
Are fafelie come to Rode. 

Por. How now Lorenzo? 

My Clarke hath fome good comforts to for you: 

Wer. I,and Ile giue them him without a fee. 
There doe I giue to you and Jeffica 
From therich Iewe, a fpeciall deed of gift 
After his death, ofall he dies poffeff'd of. 

Loren. Faire Ladies you drop Manna in the way 
Of ftarued people. 
Por. Itisalmoft morning , 


| And yet I am fure you are not {atisfied 


Of thefe events at full. Let vs gocin, 
And charge ys there vpon intergatories, 
And we will anfwer all things faithfully, 

Gra. Let it be fo, the firft intergarory 
That my Nerriffa fhall be fworne on, is, 
Whether till the next night fhe had rather Ray, 
Or goe to bed,now being two houres to day, 
But were the day come, I fhould with it darke, 
Till I were couching with the Doétors Clarke. 
Well, while I live, lle feare no other thing 
So fore,as keeping fafe Nerriffas ring. - 

Exeunt, 
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shell wack Glo sa saa 
of my father in mee, as you, albeir I confeffe your com: | 
ming before me is neerer to his reverence, ., 

Ol. What Boy, 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 





























Orlando. 
») S I remember Adam, it was ypon this fafhion 
4 bequeathed me by will, but poore a thoufand 
SRVANG Crownes, and as thou faift, charged my bro- 
Rass theron his bleffing to breed mee well : and 


olfigaw Hoy ’ (this. f 
Orl, Come,comeelder brother, you are too Phe in | 
Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me villaine >’ eee 

Orl. lamno villaine: I am the yongeft fonne of Sir 
Rowland de Boys,he was my father, and heis thrice 4 vil- 
laine that faies {uch a father begor villaines : wert thou | 
net my brother, I. would not take this hand from thy 
throat, till this other had puld out thy tongue for faying 
fo,thou haft raild onthy felfe. 

Adam. Sweet Mafters bee patient, for your Fathers 
remembrance, be at accord. 

Oli. Let me goe | fay, 

Orl, 1willnot till I pleafe: you fhall heare mee: my | 
father charg’d you in his will to give me good educati- | 
on : you haue train’d melike a pezant, obfcuring and 
hiding from me all gentleman-like qualities: the {pirit 
of my father growes ftrong in mec, and J will no lon ger 
nature gaue mec, his countenance feemestotakefrom | endure it: therefore allow me fuch exercifes as may bes 
me : hee letsmee feede with his Hindes, barres mec the | comeagentleman, or giue mec’the poore allotcery my 


place ofa brother, and as much as in him lies, mines my | father left me by teftament, with that] will goe buy my 






























ice begins my fadneffe : My brother Jaques he keepes 


gentility wich my education. This is it e<dam that | fortunes. 

grieues me, and the fpirit of my Father, which Ithinke OG, And what wilt thou do ? beg when that ie fpent? 
iswithin mee , begins to mutinieagainft this feruitude, | Wellfir, get youin. Iwill not long be troubled with 
Iwillno longer endure it, though yet I knew no wile | you: you thallhaue fome part of your will, Ipray you 
remedy how to auoid it. leaue me. , erage dee. 
; Enter Olinger. Orl, Iwill no further offend you then becomes mee 

Adam, Yonder comes my Mafter,your brother. for my good, 

Orlan, Goce a-part Adam, and thou fhalt heare how 
he will fhake me wp. 

- Oli, Now Sir, what make you heere? 

Ori. Nothing : 1am not taught co make any thing. 

Of, What mar you then fir? 

Ori, Marry fir, 1 amhelping youto mar that which 
Godmade , a poore vnworthy brother of yours with 
idleneffe, 

Oliver. Marry fir be better employed,and benau ght 
a while, 


‘Orlan, Shall] keepe your hogs, and eat huskes with 


- O. Getyouwich him,you olde dogge. | 
Adam, Vs old dogge my reward; mofttrae, Thaue 
loftmy teeth in your feruice : God be with my olde mae 
ftershe would not haue {poke fuch a word, Ex.Qy 
- Oli, Is it euen fo, begin youto grow ypon me? I will 
phyficke your, canckeneffe,:.and yet giue no thoufand 
crownes neyther : holla Denses. digid:; 
Enter Dennis, ; 
‘Den. Calls your worfhip ? 


3 
Ol. Wasnot Charles the Dukes Wraftler heere to | 





{peake with me? 





them? what prodigall portion haue I fpent,that I fhould Den. So pleafe you,he isheere at the doorejandim: | 

come to fuch penury ? portunes acceffe to you. diswset oe 
Ok, Know you where you are fir ? i i ’ Oh. Call himin: ‘twill bea good way: and to mor- 

/ Orl...O fir,very-well: here in your Orchard. . | rowthe wraftlingiss 9)... tty renal 
Oli, Know you before whom fir? Lie sole on u> Enter Charles, 


, Orl. I, better then him J ambefore knowes mee: I - €ha. Good mortow to your wot fhip. bs 

i youare my eldeft brother, andinthe géntlecons J ¥:-O4. GoodMounfier Charles: what's thenew newes |. 
ition of bloud you fhould fo know me:the courteicof | atthenew Court? Hout fe sfaooy aiwont 

fees allowes youmy better, inthatyouarerhefirft | |:Charles. There’s no newes at the CourtSir, but the. 
orne, but the fam oldé newes:that is,the old Dukeis banifhed by hisyons |. 


imetradition takes not away, my bloud, | 
Wete there twenty brothers betwixt’ vs :1 hatte as much | gerbrether the new Duke, -and threeorfoure loving 
: + Q3 Lords 
































































































































































































































































































































































































































Lords haue put themfelues into voluntary exile with 


therefore RB 30 to wander. 
Oli. Can you tell Rosalind the Dukes daughter t 


banifhed with her Father? 
loues her,being ever from their Cradles bred together, 
that hee would haue followed her exile, or haue died to 
ftay behind her ; fhe is ar the Gourt,2nd no lefle beloued 
_ofher Vncie,then his owne daughter,and neuer two La- 
dies loued as they doe. 

Ol, Where will the old Duke liue? 

Cha. They fay hee is already in the Forreft ofe-4rden, 
/ andamany merry men with him ; and there they live 
‘like the old Robin Hood of Exgland: they fay many yong 
Gentlemen flocke to him euery day , and fleet the time 
carelefly as they didinthe golden world, 

Oli. What, you wraftle to morrow before the new 
Duke. HowoY WOH TOT 

(ha. Marry doe I fir sand I came to acquaint you 
with amatter : J am given fir fecretly to vnderftand,that 
your yonger brother Orlando hath a difpofition to come 
in difguis’d againft meeito try afall : to morrow fir I 
wraftle for my credit ; attd/hee thar efcapes me without 
fome broken limbe,thall acquit him well: your brother 
is but young and tender, ad for your loue [would bee 
leth to foyle him, as I muft for my owne honour if hee 
come in: therefore out of my love to you, I came hither 
to acquaint you withall, that either you might Ray him 
fromhis intendment, or brooke fuch difgrace well as he 
{ fhallrunne into, in thatit isathing of his owne fearch, 
and altogether againft my will. 

Oli, Charles, Ithanke thee for thy loue tome, which 
| thon thale finde I will mof kindly requite : Thad my 
| felfe notice of my Brothers purpote heerein,and haue by 
yiider-hand meanes laboured to diffwade him from it ; 
but heisrefolute. He tell thee (4arles,it is the hubbor- 
neft yong fellow of France, tuil of ambition, an enuious 
emulator of every mans good parts, a fecret & villanous 
contriuer againft mee his natural! brother: therefore vfe 
thy diferetion, I had as liefe thou didft breake his necke 


doft him any flight difgrace,or it hee doe not mightilie 
grace himfelfe on thee, hee will practife againft thee by 
poyfon, entrap thee by fome treacherous deuife, and ne- 
uer leaye thee till he hath tane thy lifeby fome indirect 
meanes or other: forT affure thee, (and almoft with 
teares I {peakeir) there is not one foyoung, and fo vil- 
lanous this day Jiving. I{peake but brotherly of him , 
but fhould] anathomizehim to thee, ‘ashee is, I mutt 
blufh, and weepe, and thou muft:looke pale: and 
wonder. Ba! 
Cha. Yamheartily glad came hitherto you : if hee 
come to morrow, [le give him his payment: ifeuer hee 
goc alone againe, Ile never wraftle for prize more: and 
fo God keepe your -worfhip. > Lack Exit. 
Farewell good Charles. Now will I ftirre thisGame- 
ter: Thopet thall fee anvend of him ; for my foule(yet 
'[ know not why) hates nothing more then hex yethee’s 
_ gentle, neuer {chool’a,.and.yet learned , full of noble 
deuife , ofall forts enchantingly beloued,».and indeed 
fo much imthe heart of theworld, and efpecially of my 
_owne people, who beft know him, that Lam altogether 


cleare all: nothing remainesj bucthat I kindle the boy. 
| thither,which now Ile goe about. . Exit. 


= 


As you like it. 
him, whofe land an eeuennué’ enrich the newDuke, | > 2 6-84 


Cha. Ono’; for the’Dokes daaghter her Cofth fd ¥ © 





ashis finger. And thou wert beft looke to’t; forifthou — 





' mifprifed :/but it thallnot befolong, this wraftler {fall | 






; 
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“2 Snrte Rofalind, and Cefia. 


Cel. I pray thee Refalind, {weet my Coz,be metry, 

Rof. Deere Celia; I fhowmore mirth then I am mi. 
ftrefie of, and would you yet were merrier : vnleffeyou 
could teach me to forget abanifhed father, you muftnot 
learne mee how to remember any extraordinary plea 
fure. 

Cel, Heerein I fee thou lou’ft mee not with the full 
waight that Ilouethee ; ifmy Vncle thy banithed father 
had banifhed thy Vncle the Duke my Father, fo thou 
hadft beene {till withmee, I could haue taught my loue 
to take thy father for mine; fo wouldft thou, ifthe truth | 
of thy loue to me were fo righteoufly temper’d, as mine 
is to thee. y 

Rof. Well, I will forget the condition of my eftate ‘ 
to reioyce in yours. 

Cel. You know my Father hath no childe, but J, nor 
none is liketo haue; and truely when he dies, thou fhalt 
be his heire; for what hee hath taken away from thy fa. 
ther perforce , I will render thee againe in affetion :by 
mine honor J will, and when J breake that oath, Jet mee 
turne monfter:therefore my fweet Rofé, my deare Rol, 
bemerry. ‘ 

Rof. From henceforth I will Coz,and deuife fports: 
let me fee,what thinke you of falling in Loue? 

Cel, Marry I prethee doe,to make {port withall: but 
loue no man in good earneft,nor no further in fportrey- 
ther, then with fafety ofa pure blufh, thou maift in ho- 
nor come off againe. 

. Ref; What fhall be our fport then? 

Cel. Let vs fit and mocke the good houfwife Fare 
tune from her wheele, that her gifts may henceforthbee 
beftowed equally, 

Rof. I would wee could doe fo : for her benefits are 
mightily mifplaced , and the bountifull blinde woma 
doth moft miftake in her gifts to women. 
Cel.’ Tis true,for thofe that fhe makes faire.the {caret 
makes honeft, & thofe that fhe makes honeft, fhe makes 
very illfauouredly. ; 

Rof: Nay now thou goeft from Fortunes office to Nt- 
tures : Fortunereignes in gifts of the world, not in the 
lineaments of Nature. : 


Exter Clowue. 

Cel. No; whien Nature hath made a faire creatute, 
may fhe not by Fortune fall into the fire ?though nature 
hath giuen vs wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune 
fent in this foole to cut offthe argument? 

Rof. Indeed there is fortune voo hard for nature, when 
forcune makes natures natural, the cutter off of natures. 
witte. as, 

Cel. Peraduenture this is not Fortunes work neithet, 
but Natures, who perceiueth our ‘natural wits too dull 
to reafon of fuch goddeffes , hath fent this Naturall for 
our whetftone. foralwaies the dulneffe of the foole, is 
the whetftone of the wits, How now Witte, whether 
wander you? BOI: 
21% Clow. ‘Miftreffe,you muft come away to your farher. 
. Gel, Were you made the meflenger ? pee 
| | »¢ho.Noby mine honor,but] was bid tocome ee 
; Of. 






















ie “Réf Where learned you that-oath foole? 
Clo, Of acertaine Knight, that {wore by his Honour 
‘they were good Pan-cakes, and {wore by his Honor the 
“Muftard was naught: Now Ile ftand to it,the Pancakes 
were naught, and the Muftard was good, andyet was 
not the Knight forfworne. . . so.ee 

Cel. How proue youthat inthe great heape of your 
knowledge? 

Ref. I marry, now vnamuzzleyour wifedome. 

Clo, Stand you both forth now: ftroke your chinnes, 
andfweare by your beards that I am a knaue. 

(el. By our beards(if we had them)thou art. 

Clo. By my knauerie (if Lhadit) then I were: but if 
you {weare by that that is not, you are not forfworn :no 
more was this knigit {wearing by his Honor, for he ne- 
uer had anie; orif he had, he had {worne it away,before 
ever he faw chofe Pancakes,or that Muftard. 

Cel. Prethee;whoist that thou means’t? 

Clo One that old Fredericke your Father loues. 
Rof.My Fathers loue is enough to honor him enough; 
fpeake no more of him, you'l be whipt for taxation one 
of thefe daies: 

(lo. The more pittie that fooles may not {peak wife- 
ly, what Wifemen do foolithly. 

Cel, By my troth thou faieft true :’For,fince the little 
wit that fooles haue was filenced, the little foolerie that 
wife men hane makes a great fhew; Heere comes Mon- 
fieur the Bex. 




























Enter le Bean. 


Rof, With bis mouth full of newes. 
Cel, Which hevvill put on vs, as Pigeons feed their 
oung. 
Rof. Then fhal we be newes-cram’d. 
(el. Alithe better: we fhalbe the more Marketable. 
| Boow-sour Monfieur le Be, what's the newes? 
Le Bes. Faire Princeffe, 
youhaue loft much good {port 
Cel. Sport sof what colour? 
Le Bew. What colour Madame? How fhati I aun- 
{wer you? 
Rof. As wit and fortune will. 
Clo, Oras the deftinies decrees, 
Cel, Well faid, that was laid on with a trowell. 
Clo. Nay,if I keepenot my ranke, 
Rof. Thou loofeé thy old fmell. 
| Le Bex. You amaze me Ladies : I would haue told 
youof good wraftling, which you haue loft the fight of, 
Rof. Yer tell vs the manner of the Wraftling, 
 LeBes, 1 wiltell youthe beginning : and.if it pleafe 
your Ladifhips, you may fee the end, tor the beft is yet 
}todoe, and heere where you are, they are comming to 
performe it. : 
“Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 
Le Bes. There comes an oldman,and his three fons. 
€el. Vcould match this beginning with an old tale. 
‘Le Ben. Three proper yong men, ofexcellent growth 
and prefence. 3 
Rof With bils on their neckes: : Be it knowne vnte 
all men by thefe prefents. ti r 
Le Ben. The eldeft of the three,wraftled with Charles 
the Dukes Wraftler, which Char/es ina moment threw 
him, and brokethree of his ribbes, thatthercis little 
hope ofllifeinhim: Soheferu’d the fecond, and fo the 
third : yonder they lie, the poore old man their. Fathers 
_ making fuch pitiful dele ouer chem, that all che behol- 
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ders take his part with weeping, * 
« Rof, hie he 
* Clo, But what is the {port Monfieur, that the 
haue loft? 
Le Ben. Why this that I fpeake of. 

Clo, Thus men may grow wifer cuery day. Itisthe |. 
fir(t time that euer I heard breaking of ribbes was fport 
for Ladies. | 

Cel. Or, I promife thee. 

Rof. Bucis there any elfelongs tofeethis breken 
Muficke in his fides? Isthere yet another doates ypon 
rib-breaking ? Shall we fee this wraftling Cofin? 

Le Ben. You mutt ifyou ftay heere, forheereis the 
place appointed for the wraftling, and they are ready to 
performe it. 

Cel. Yonder fure they are comming. Let vs now ftay 
and fee it, 


Ladies 


Flosrifo. Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando,(harles, 
; and Attendants. 


Deke.Come on, fince the youth will not be intreated 
His owne peril! on his forwardneffe. 

Ref? Is yonder the man? 

Le Ben, Euenhe, Madam. 

Cel. Alas,he is too yong: yethe looks fucceffefully 

Du. How now daughter, and Coufin: 

Are you crept hither to fee the wraftling? 

Rof. Imy Liege, fo pleafe you giue vs leaue. 

Da. Youwiltake little delight in it, Ican tell you 
there is uch oddesin theman: In pitie of the challen- 
gers youth, I would faine diffwade him, but he will not 
bee entreated. Speaketohim Ladies, fee if you can |. 
moaue him, 

Cel. Call him hether good Monfieuer Le Ber. 

Duke. Do fo: llenot be by. 

Le Beu. Monfieur the Challenger, the Princeffecals 
for yous 

Orl. Tatrend them withallrefpetand dutie. - 

Rof. Youngman, have youchalleng’d Charles the 
Wraftlers ; i, 

Orl.No faire Princeffe: he is the generall challenger, 
come but in.as others do; to try with him the ftrength 
of my youth. 

Cel. Yong Gentleman, your (pirits are too boldfor 
your yeares: you haue feene eruell proofe of this mans 
{trength, if you faw your felfe with youreies, or knew | 
your feife with your iudgment, the feareof your aduen- 
ture would counfel youto:amore equall enterprife.’ We 
pray you for yourowne faketoembrace your own fafe- 
tie,and giue ouer this. attempr. peta 

Rof. Do yong Sir,your reputation fhall not therefore 
be mifprifed : we wil make it our fuiteto the Duke, that 
the wraftling might not goforwards o-oo) «. aa 

Orl. Ibefeech you, punifh mee not with your harde | 
thoughts, wherein I confeffe me much guiltie ro denice 
fo faire and excellent Ladies anie thing, But let your 
faire cies, and gentle wifhes gowithmeeéto my triall; 
wherein if] bee foil’dythere 1s but one fham’d that, vvas 
neuer gracious 3.ifkil’d; butione dead that is willing! to - 
be fo: I fhall do my friendsno wrong,for I baue none to 





_ lament me:the world no ifiurie,for in ic] haue nothing: | 


onely in the world I fil ypa place, which may bee better 


| fupplied, when I haue made it empties:> 1 


ry 


Rof. Thelittle ftrengththat I haue, Iwould it vvere 






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































Cel, Andmineto ecke outhers, 
Rof. Fare you well:praie heauen I be deceiu'd in you. 
Cel. Your hearts defires be with you.--. 

Char. Come, where is this yong gallane, that is fo 


defirous to lie with his mother earth ? 


Orl. Readie Sir, but his will hath in itamotemodeft | 


working. rts Hy 

Duk. You hall trie but one fall. 

Cha. No,1 warrant your Grace you fhall rot entteat 
him toa fecond, that haue fo mightilie perfwaded him 
from a firft. 

Orl.. You meaneto mocke me after: you fhould not 
hate mockt me before: but come your waies. 

Rof- Now Hercules, be thy {peede yong man, 

Cel. 1 would 1 were inuifible,to catch the ftrong fel- 
low by thelzgge. Wraftle. 

Rof: Oh excellent yong man. 

Cel. 1f Thad a thunderbolt in mine eie,I can tell who 
fhould downe. Shout. 

Duk. No more, no more, 

Orl. Yes 1 befeech your Grace, Iam not yet well 
‘| breath’d. 

Duk, How do’ft thou Charles? 

Le Beu. He cannot {peakemy Lord; 

Duk, Beare him awaie: 

What is thy name yong man ? 

Orl. Orlaudo my Liege, the yongeft fonne of Sir Ro- 
land de Boys. ! 

‘Duk, | would thou hadft beenc fon to fome man elfe, 
The world efteem’d thy father honourable, 
But I did finde him ftill mine enemie: 
Thou fhould’ft haue better pleas’d me with this deede 
Hadft thou defcended from another houfe : 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 
I would thou had’ft told me of another Father, 

Exit Duke. 

Cel, Were I my Father (Coze) would I dothis? 

Orl. I ammore proud to be Sir Ralands fonnes 
His yongeft fonne, and would not change that calling 
Tobeadoptedheiretotredricke. — 

Rof. My Father lou’d Sir Re/and as his foule, 

And al! the world was of my Fathers minde, 
Had I before knowne this yong man his fonne, 
I fhould haue giuen him teares ynto entreaties, 
Ere he fhould thus haue ventun’d. 

Cel. Gentle Cofen, 

Let vs goethanke bim,and encourage him : 
My Fathers rough and enuious difpofition 
Sticks me at heart : Sir,yowhaue well deferu’d, 
Ifyou doe keepe your promifes in loue ; 

But iuftly as you haue exceeded all promife, 
Your Mittris fhall be happie. 

Rof: Gentleman, © 
Weare this for me: one out of {uites with fortune 
| That could giue more,but that her hand lacks meanes, 
Shall wegoe Coze? ~ 
}°€el. Ty fareyou well faire Gentleman. 
¥ Orl. Can [not fay,] chanke you? My better parts 
Are all throwne.downe, and that which here ftands vp 
| Is buta quinine, ameere liueleffe blocke. 

}.°7 Rot He eals vs back: my pride fell with my fortunes, 
Ile aske him'what he would: Did you call Sir? 
Sir) yowhaue wraftled well, andouerthrowne 
‘1 Morethen your enemies. >. isdve 
Cal, Will yougoeCoze? 

Ref. Haue with yow: fare you well. 


5] 


Exs,- : 


4, As you likeit. 


Orl.W hat paffion hangs thefe waightsvp6 mytoono)| 
Ycannot fpeake to her, yet fhe vrg’d coidnelie. ng 


/ «Enger Le Bess. 
O poore Orlando ! thou art ouerthrowne 
Or Charles,or fomething weaker mafters thee, 

Le Bes.Good Sir,] do in friendfhip counfaile you 
Teleaue this place; Albeit you haue deferu’d 
High commendation, true applaufe,and loue ; 

Yet {uch is now the Dukes condition, 

That he mifconfters all that you haue done: 
The Duke is humorous, what heis indeede 
More {uites you to conceiue,then I to {peake of. 

Orl, I thanke you Sir ; and pray youtell me this, 
Which of the two was daughter of the Duke, 
That here was atthe Wraftling? 

Le Ben.Neither his daughter, if we iudge by manners, | 
But yet indeede the taller is his daughter, 

The other is daughter to the banifh’d Duke, 
And here detain’d by her vfurping Vncle 

To keepe his daughter companie, whofe loues 
Are deerer then the naturall bond of Sifters : 
But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 

Hath cane difpleafure’ gainft his gentle Neece, 
Grounded vpon no other argument, 

But that the people praife her for her vertues, 
And pittie her, for her good Fathers fake; 

And on my life his malice’gainft the Lady 
Will fodainly breake forth : Sir,fare you well, 
Hereafter in abetter world then this, 

I fhall defire more loue and knowledge of you. 

Orl, Ireft much bounden to you: fare you well. 
Thus muft I from the fmoake into the {mother, 
From tyrant Duke, vnto atyrant Brother. 


But heauenly Rofaline. Exit 


rE en SI 


Scena I ertiss. 


Enter(elia and Rofaline. 


Cel. Why Cofen, why Rofatine : Cupid hau mercie, 
Notaword? | - 

Rof, Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, thy words are too precious to be caft away 
ypon curs,throw fome of them at me ; come lame mee 
with reafons, 

Rof. Then there were two Cofens laid vp, when the 
one fhould belam’d with reafons, and the other mad 
without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your Father? lol 

Rof. No, fome of it is for my childes Father : Oh 
how full of briersis this working day world. |} 

Cel. They are but burs, Cofen, throwhe vponthet 


in holiday foolerie, if we walke notin the trodden paths 


_ our very petty-coates will catch them, 
Rof, I could fhake them off my coate, thefe bursatt 
in my heart. | 
Cel. Hemthem away. : 
Rof. I would try if] could cry hem,and have him. 
Cel. Come,come,wraftle with thy affections. © ° 
» Rof. O they take the part of a better wraftler shen) 
my felfe, 9: pb 


- (el. O42 good with vponyou: you Will trie in “ 




























































indifpight of afall: but turning thefeiefts out offeruice 
Ey cike in good earneft : Is icpofible on fuch a fo. 
gaine,you fhould fall into fo ftrong a liking with old Sir 
Rowlands yongeft fonne? 


Cel. Doth it therefore enfue that you fhould loue his 
Sonne deerelie? By this kinde of chafe, I fhould hate 
him, for my father hated his father deerely; yet I hate 
‘not Orlando. ; 

_ Rof. No faith, hate himnot for my fake. 
Cel. Why thould J not ?doth hetiot deferue well ? 


Enter Duke with Lords. ; 
Rof. Let me loue him for thas, anddo you loue him 
Becavfe I dee. Looke, here comes the Duke. 
Cel, Withchis cies full ofangeri | 
Duk, Miftris,difpatch you with your fafett hafte, 
And get you from our Coure. 
— -Rof. Me Voncles’; 
» Deke You Cofen,: ; 
Within thefe ten daies if that chou beeft found 
soneere our publike Courtas twentiemiles, 
Thou dieft for it. 
- Rof. 1 doe beleech your Grace 
Letme the knowledge of my fault beare with me: 
Ifwith my felfe I hold intelligence, 
Orhave acquaincance with mine owne defires, 
Ifthat I doe not dreame, or be not franticke, 
(AsI doe truft I am not) then deere Vacle, 
| Never fo much as ina thought ynborne, 
Did I offend your highneffe. 
, Dek, Thus doeall Traitors, 
Iftheir purgation did eonfift in words, 
They are as innocentas grace it felfe ; 
Let it fuffice thee that I truft thee not. 
Rof. Yet your miftruft cannot make me a Traitor ; 
Tell me whereon the likelihoods depends ? 
Dwk, Thou art thy Fathers daughter,there’s enough. 


So was I when your highneffe banifht him 5 
Treafon isnot inherited my Lord, 
Or if we did deriue it from our friends, 
What's that tome, my Father was no Traitor, 
Then good my Leige, miftake me not fo much, 
Tothinke my pouertieis treacherous. 
Cel. Deere Soueraigne heare me {peake. 
Duk, Celia, we ftaid her for your fake, 
Elfe had fhe with her Father rang’d along. 
Cel. I did not then intreat to haus her fiay, 
| Itwas your pleafure, and your owneremorie, 
Iwas too yong that time to value her, 
Butnow J know her: if fhe bea Traitor, 
“4 foam I; we ftill haue flept rogether, 
Rofeat aninftanr, learn’ d, plaid,eate together, 
And wherefoere we went, like Jxzos Swans, 
Still we went coupled and infeperable. 
| Dak, She is too fubtile for thee, and her {moothnes; 
| Her verie filence, and per patience, 
Speake to the people, and they pittie her 
Thouatt a foole, therobs thee of thy name, 
Andthou Wilt fhow more bright, & feem more vertuous 
When the is gone: then open not thy lips 


Firme, and irrevocable is my doomb 
Bae yaoombe, . 
| Which T haue pag vpon her, fhe is banifh’d. 


Onounce-that fentence thenon me my Leige, 
ue out of hericompanie., 


Cel, Pr 
Icannot li 





en hee 


Rof. The Duke my Father lou’d his Father deerelie. 


Ref-So was I when your highnes took his Dukdome, ’ 








Dak. Youareafoole: youNeice provide-your felfe, 
If you out-ftay the time, yponmine honor,» 221! 910M 
And in the greatneffe of my word:you die, 21291 91/11 
. “Exe Duka! 
Cel. O my poore Rofaline,whether wilt thoweee?” 
Wilt thou change Fathers? I willgiue thee mites? 7 
I charge thee benor thou more grieu’d then I ain) (2 | 
Rof. Ihaue more caufe, ©. LON eran T 
Cel, Thou haftnotCofen, » (nagioat Jaa B 
Prethee be cheerefull ; know’ft thou mot the Dake! >: 
Hath banifh’d me his daughter? Al LY 
Ref. That he hath net. L£ Jy e019 WE 
Cel. No,hath not? Refaline lacks then thellowe! 04 f 
Which teacheth thee thatthou and Tam one, °°? >> 11! | 
Shall we be fundred ? fhall we part (weere girle? ome 
No, let my Father feeke another heire : biel 
Therefore deuife with me how we may flie ™' 
Whether to goe, and what to beare with ys, 
And doe not feeke to take your change vpon you, 
To beare your griefes your felfe,and leaueme out : 
For by this heauen, now at our forrowespale; 
Say what thou canft, [le goe along with thee, 
Rof. Why, whether fhall we goe ? 
Cel. To feeke my Vucle inthe Forreft of Arden. 
Rof. Alas,what danger will it be to vs, - 
(Maides as we are) to trauell forth fo farre ? 
Beautie prouoketh theeues fooner then gold. 
Cel. lle put my felfe inpoore and meaneaitire, — 






» And with a kinde of ymber {mirch my face, 


The like doe you,fo fhall we paffe along, 
And neuer ftir aflailants, 
Ref. Were it not better, 
Becaufe that lam more then common tall, 
That I did fuiteme all points like a man, 
A gallant curtelax vpon my thigh, 
A bore-{peare in my hand, and inmy heart 
Lye there what hidden womans feare there will, 
Weele haue a {wafhing and a marfhall outfide, 
As manie other mannifh cowards haue, 
That doe outface it with their femblances, 
Cel, What fhall I call thee when thou art aman? 
Rof, He haueno worfea name then Jones owne Page, 
And therefore looke you call me Ganimed, 
But whet will you by call’d? 
Cel. Someching that hath a reference tomy ftate : 
Nolonger Celia, but Aliena. : 
Rof: But Cofen, what if we affaid to fteale 
The clownifh Foole out of your Fathers Court : 
Would he not bea comfort to our trauaile ? 
Cel. Heele goe along ore the wide world with me, 
Leaue me alone to woe him; Let’s away 
And get our Tewels and our wealth together, 


‘Deuife the fitteft time, and fafeft way 


To hide vs from purfuite that will be made 
After my flight : now goe in we content 


To libertie,and not to banifhment. Exeunt. 





Atlus Secundus. Scena P ima. 





Enter Duke Senior : Amyens,and two or three Lords 
hagas like Forreffers. . 
Duk.Sen.Now my Coe-mates,and brothers in exile : 
Hath net old cuftome made this life more fweete = 
en 





































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































‘a As yOu hkeit. 


_ | Then thatof painted pompe ? Are not thefe woods: - 


4 More free from perill chen the enuiousCourtt ? 
Heere feele we not the penaltie of Adam, 
Theseafons difference, as the Icie phange 

And churlith chiding of the winters winde, 
Which.when.it bites and blowes yponmy body 
| Euen till] fhrinke with cold,I {mile, and fay 

} This is no flattery : thefe are counfellors 

That feelingly perfwade me what] am: 
Sweetate the vies of aduerfitie 


| Which like che toad, ougly.and venemous, 


Weares yet a precious lewell inhis head : 
And this.eur life exernpt from publike haunt, 
Findes tongues in trees, bookes inthe running brookes, 
Sermons in,ftones,and good in euery thing. 
Amien. would nor change it,happy is your Grace 
That can tranflate the {tubbornneffe of fortune . 
Into fo quiet and fo {weet a ftile. 
Du.Sex. Come, fhall we goeand kill vs venifon? 
And yet it irkes me the poore dapled fooles 
Being natiue Burgers of this defert City, 
Should intheir owne confines with forked heads 
Haue their round hanches goard. 
1.Lord. Indeed my Lord 
Themelancholy Jaques grieues at that, 
And inthat kinde fweares you doe more vfurpe 
Then doth your brother that hath banifh’d you: 
To day my Lord of Amiens,and my felfe, 
Did fteale behinde him as he lay along 
Vnder an oake, whofe anticke roote peepes out 
Vpon the brooke that brawles along this wood, 
To the which place a poore fequeftred Stag 
That from the Hunters aime had tanea hurt, 
Did come to languifh; and indeed my Lord ' 
The wretched annimall heaw’d forth {uch groanes 
That their difcharge did ftretch his leatherne coat 
Almoft to burfting, and the big round teares 
Cours’d one another downe his innocent nofe 
In pitteous chafe : and thus the hairie foole, 
Mauch marked of the melancholie Jaques , 
Stood on th extremeft verge of the {wift brooke, 
Augmenting it with teares. 
Da.Sen. But what faid Laques? 
Did he not moralize this fpectacle? | 
1.Lord, O yes,into athoufand fimilies. 
Firft, for his weeping into the necdlefle freame; 
Poore Deere quoth he,thou mak’fta teftament 
As worldlings doe, giuing thy fum of more 
To that which had too muft: then being there alone, 
Lefe and abandoned of his veluet friend ; 
"Tis right quoth he, thus miferie doth part 
The Fluxe of companie : anon a careleffe Heard 
Full of the pafture,iumps along by him 
And neuer ftaias to greet him: I quoth Jaques, 
Sweepe on you fatand greazie Citizens, 
Fis iuft the fafhion ; wherefore doe you looke 
Vpon that poore and broken bankrupt there? 
Thus moft inuectiuely he pierceth through 
The body of Countrie, Citie, Court, 
Yea,and of this our life, {wearing that we 
Are meere vfurpers, tyrants,and whats worfe 
To fright the Annimals, and to kill them vp 
In their affign’d and native dwelling place. 
D.Sen. And did you Jeaue. him in this contemplation ? 
2.Lerd. We did my Lord,weeping and commenting 
Vpon the fobbing Deere., 


Da.Sen. Show methe place, 
I loue to copehim in thefe fullen fits, 
For then he’s full of matter. 

yLor. Ile bring you to him firait. 


MERC SR gee RRO. 5 UTE. < omar eg NEWEST DEES Bre sc 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Duke, with Lords. 


Duk, Can it be poffible that no man faw them? 
It cannot be,fome villaines ofmy Court 
Are of confent and fufferance in this. 
1-Le. I cannot heare of any that did fee her, 
The Ladies her attendants of her chamber 
Saw herabed,andinthemorning early, 
They found the bed yntreafur’d of their Miftris. 
2.Lor, My Lord,the roynifh Clown,at whom fo off, 
Your Grace was wont to laughis alfo miffing, | 
Hifperia the PrincefleC entlewoman 
Confeffes that fhe fecretly ore-heard _ 
Your daughter and her Cofen much commend 
The parts and graces of the Wraftler 
That did but lately foile the fynowie Charles, 
And fhe beleeues where ever they are gone 
That youth is {urely in their companie. 
Dek, Sendtohis brother, fetch that gallant hither, 
Ifhe be abfent,bring his Brother to me, 
Ile make him finde him : do this fodainly ; . 
And letnorfearch and inquifition quaile, 


To bring againe thefe foolifh runawaies. Exant, 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 


Orl. Who's there ? 

Ad, What my yong Matter, oh my gentle mafter, 
Oh my {weet maiter,O youmemorie 
Of old Sir Rowland; why,what make you here? 
Why are you vertuous ? Why do people loue you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong,and valiant? 
Why would you be fo fond to ouercome 
The bonnie prifer ofthe humorous Duke? 
Your praile is come too {wittly home before you. 
Know you not Mafter,to feeme kinde of men, 
Their graces ferue them but as enemies, 
No more doe yours; your vertues gentle Mafter 
Are fandtified and holy traitors to you: 
Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 
Enuenoms him that béares it ? 
Why, what’s the matter ? 

Ad. Ovuhappie youth, 
Come not within tlaefe doores : within this reofe 
The enemie ofall your graces lines 
Your brother, no,no brother, yet the fonne 
(Yet not the fon,] will not call him fon) 
Ofhim I was about to call his Father, 
Hath heard your praifes,and this night he meanes, 
To burne the lodging where you vic to lye, 


And you within it: if he faile of that He 








































| Hewillihaize other meanestovcut you of 80) 6 yoy 

Pecubaard him:/and-his practifes’: oqh-g9b owsto | 

This is no place, ee buta butcherie; Han Oe | 

Abhorreit,feareic, doe notenter itn 1) yim 2c ods 

| at Why whether dans would’tt thou haueme'go? - 

(Ad; No matter whether,fo youcothe not here,» 
Orl. What, would’ftthou haueme go8 beg my food, 

‘| Or with a bafe and boiftrous Sword enforce’ 

‘Atheeuifhiliaing on thecommon rode ? 

This I muft do,orknow not whatto do: 

Yet this I willnotdo,do how I can, 

[rather will fubiect meto the malice 

Ofa diuerted blood,and bloudie brother, ~ . 

Ad. But do not fo: I haue fiue hundred Crownes, 

Thethriftie hire Ifaued ynder your Father, 

Which I did ftore to be my fofter Nurfe, 

When feruice fhouldin my old limbs lie lame, 

And ynregarded agein corners throwne, 

Take that, and he that doth the Rawens'feede, 

Yea prouidently caters forthe Sparrow, | 

Becomfort to my age whereis the gold,. 

All this I giue you, let me be your feruant, 

Though I looke old, yet am ftrong and luftie ; 

Forin my youth I newer did apply 

Hot,and rebellious liquors in my bloud, «- 

_|Nor did not with vnbafhfull forehead woe, 

The meanes of weakneffe and debilitie, 

| Therefore my age is as aluftie winter, 

Froftie,but kindely ; let megoe with you, 

Ile doe the feruice of'a yonger man . 

Inall your bufineffe and neceffities. 

Orl. Oh good old man, how well in thee appeares 

The conftant feruice of the antique world, 

When feruice fweate for dutie,not for meede: 

Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times, 

Where none will {weate,but for promotion, 

And hauing thatdo choake their feruice vp, 

Euen with the hauing, it isnot fo with thee: 

But poore old man, thou prun’ft a rotten tree, 

That cannot fo much asa bloffome yeelde, 

‘| Inlieu of all thy paines andhusbandrie, 

_ | But come thy waies, weele yoe along together, 

And ere we hauethy youthfull wages {pent, 

Weele light vpon fome fetled low content. 

| Ad. Mafter.goe on,and I will follow thee 

|| Tothe laft gafpe with truth and loyaltie, 

_| From feauentie yeeres, till now almoé fourefcore > 

| Here liued I, but now lite here no more’ ” sented 

,| At feauenitecne-yeeres many theirfortuties feeke °° 
But at fourefcore; itistoolatea weeke; | 

|| Yet-fortune cannot recompence me better 

_| Then to die well, andnot my MafterSdebter- 


Fs eet 
y 


Exeunt. 
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Enter Rofaline for Ganimed, Celi for Aliens, avd > 
, Glowne, alias’ Tonch pores! 008 010i lo Wi 
Roll uods Igy: Yiloivp csdi naw od sik pe | 

_ Rof, O Tapiters how ittedry ate my-fpifits? © 202 0 

| Ci. I care not formpltpitits, if inty Tepes were Boe 

/| Wearie. ; itp 7 hia to odzei104 | 

| Ref Teould Findei> thyiheare%to di 

|} *Pparell, and to cry like a 


OEIC cata 





Yate niy mats | 







Sette ee ee Pantone rman 


ee teenie 


Asyouliketh. \« 


- felfe coragious to petty“coate; therefore courage,so0d 


- Abruptly as my paffion 


woman: "but Pana comfort | 


wee ve 






1910! 
the weaker -veflell, as doublecand hofe oughtto thaw it , 


Alienas'on 70>. tai oe 
Cel. I pray youbeare with me, I cannot goc fio fur- 
ther. : 23 has ssulotrue tit yorrgy ee 
(%0.'For my part; Thad rather beare with you; then 
beare you: yet I fhould beare no croffe if I°did beate 
you, for ] thinke you haueno money in your purfe. 
Rof. Weell,thisisthe Forreft of Arden oe 
Clo. I,nowam Tin Arden, the more foole T. when] 
was athome | was ina better place; bat Travellers muft 
be content. sth? agai Diblaien - 


Enter Corin and Silatds, 


Rof: 1,be fo good Touch/tone: Look you,whd comes 
here, a yong man and aiold in folemnetalke, 7°" 97% 
Cor. Thatis the way to make her feorne you ftifly 
Sil. Oh Corin,that chou knew’ how] do loué Het, 
(or. Ipattly gueffe: for T hauelow’dere how. tei 
Sil. No Coria, being old,thou ¢anft not gueffle,* 


Though inthy youththou waftas truealouer 

As euer figh'd vpona midnight pillow: Re 
But ifthy loue were euerliketo mine, ani ay 
As {ure I thinke did neuer man Ione {o =’ lo = 
How many actions moft fridiculous, ’ ena ins 
Haft thou beene drawne to by thy fantafie? {0 bad 





Cor. Intoa thoufand thar T have forgotten. | 

Sil, Ohthou did then never loue fo Hartily, . mit 
If thou remembreft nor the flighteft folly’ mbAny 
That ever louedid makethee rudinto, ~” “ 
Thou haft not Jou’d: 3 HuOY 
Or ifthou haft nor far4sT'doe now, °°) 
Wearing thy heareritithy Miftris praife, 
Thowhaft norlowdy! 2/00. Sit Ses 
Or ifthou haft not broke from companie, 
now makes me, 
Thou haft not lowds «+s. 4" 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exit. 

Ref. Alas poore Shepheard fearching of they would, 
Thaue by hard aduenture found mine owne. 

Clo. And I mine’: Iretvember when T'was in lone, I 
broke my {word vpona ftcne, and bid him takethat for 
comming a night to lave Smile, and Ticnember the kif- 
fing of her batler, and the Cowes digs that her prettie | 
chopt hands had milk’ds ‘and ‘I remenibeér’ the wooing 
ofa peafcod inftead ofther, from whom, I tooke two | 
cods, and giuing her them againes faid with weeping 
teares, weare thefefor my fake: “wee that are true Lo- 
uers, runne into ftrange capers ; but a8 allis mortall in 
nature, fo is all nature in loue, mortall in folly. 

Rof. Thou {peak’wifer then thou art ware of.’ 

Cla Nay, Mhall neve be ware of mine owne wit, till 
Tbreake my fhins againfit. 9 #2198 e 1 eee 
Rof. Lowe,Ioue,this Shepherds paffion, hese 

Is much¥pén my fafhion,’ ° ee meee. 
Clo» ‘And mirie, bat itgrowes’ fomething ftale with 
mee. as .- 

(el. pray you, one of you queftion yon’d man, » 
Ifhe for gold will gine vs any foode,) 7 9 
I faint aimdlt to'death’ «S08 fotos 

(lo. HollasyouClowne,” 7 vor 

“°Rof."Péatefoole, he'snécthy Kinftian: O° 8 
Cor: Whocals? a ee 
"Clo. Your berters Sit. >" 

Cor? Elfe are they very wretched: * 
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| “ 198} | 


of: Peace ace 1 f fay ; gooe good evento o your friend. 
Cor. Andto you gentle Sir,and to youall,, 
Rof. I prethee Shepheard, ifthar loue or gold 
Can in this defert place buy enteftainment, 
Bring vs where we may reft our felues,and feed: 
Here’s a yong maid with trauaile much oppreffed, 
And faints for fuccour. 
Cer, Fai..> Sir; I pittie her, 
And with for her fake more then for mine owne, 
_My fortunes were more able toreleeue her; 
But Iam fhepheard to another man, 
And donot fheere the Fleeces that I graze: 
My matter is of churlith difpofition, 
And little wreakes to finde the way to heauen 
By doing deeds ofhofpitalitie. 
Befides his Coate,his Flockes,and bounds of feede 
Are now on fale, and_at our theep- coat now 
- By reafon of his abfence there is nothing 
That you will feed on: but whatis, come fee, 
And in my voice moft welcome fhall you be. 
Rof. What is hethat fhall buy his flocke and pafture? 
Cor, That yong Swaine that you faw heere but ere- 
while, 
That little cares for buying any thing. 
Rof: 1 pray thee, if it and with honeftie, 
Buy thou the Cottage, pafture,and the flocke, 
And thou fhalt haue to pay for it of vs. 
Cel. And we willmend thy wages : 
Llike this place, and willingly could 
Wafte my time init. 
Cor. Affuredly the thing isto be fold: 
} Go with me, ifyou like vpon report, 
The foile, the profit,and chiskinde of life, 
Iwill your very faithfull Feeder be, 


And buy it with sity, Gold right fodainly. Exeant, 


Scena Cas 


Sei 


Enssrs Amyens, i aques, G orbers. 
Song a) 
Vader the greene woodt tree, 
who loues to lye with mee, 
' And turne his merrie Note,’ 
untothe {weet Birds throte : 
Come bitherscome hither, come hither : 
Heere fhalt he fee no enemiey 
But Winter and rough Weather. 


. More,more,I pre'thee more. 
te. It will make you melancholly Monfieur Jaques 
Jaq. I thanke it: More, I prethee more, 
I can fucke melancholly out ofafong, 
Asa Weazel fuckes egges : More,I pre thee more, 
Amy. My voices ragged, 1 know I cannot #8 
ou. 
; Taq. I donot defire you te pleafeme, 
I do defire you to fing :. 
Come,more, another ftanz0: Cal you’em fanzo’ 3? 
Ay. What you wil Monfieur Jaques. 
Jaq. Nay, Lcarenot for their names, they ar mee 
nothing. Wil you fing ? 
Any. Moce at your requeft,then to pleafe my felfe. 
taf: Well then, if euer. I thankeany man, - thanke 


of: 5 j0U: 0 ke it. 


: 
2 


you: but that they cal complement islike th’enceunte 
of twodog-Apes. And when amanthankes me hartily, 
me thinkes I haue given him a penié, and he renders m 
the beggerly thankes, Come fing; and you that wil me 
hold your tongues. 
Amy. Wel; He end the fong. Sirs; couer the while 
the Doke wil drinke vnder this trees he hath bin all thi 
day tolooke you. 
Jaq. And haue binall this-day to auoid him: : 
He is too difputeable for my compariie : 
I thinke of as many matters as he, but I giue 
Heauen thankes, and make no boaft of them. 
Come,warble,come. 


Song. eAltogether hesre, 
who doth ambition [bunne, 
and lones to live i'th Sanne: 
Seeking the food be cates, 
and pleas'd with what he gets : 
Come hither,comse hither comme hither, 


Heere fhall he fee.ce. 


Jaq. Uegiue you a verfeto this note, 
That I made yefterday in defpight ofmy Invention, 

Amy. And Te fing it. 

Amy. Thus it goes. 

[fit do come te paffe, that any man turue Aff: 
Leaning his wealth and cafe, 

44 flubborne willto pleafe, 

Ducdame, ducdame,ducdame : 

Heere fall he fee, groffe fooles as he, 

And if he will come to me. 

Amy. What’sthat Ducdame? 

144. Tis a Greeke invocation, to call fools into acit. 
cle. Ile go fleepe if I can: if I canner, Ile raile againft all 
the firft borne of Egypt. 

Amy. And lle go feeke the Duke, 


His banket is prepard. Een 


ees ee cena Sexta. 


Enter Orlande, & eAdam. 


Adam. Deere Mafter.I can gone Gucchieets : 
O Idie for food, Heere lie I downe, 
And meafure out my graue, Farwel ‘kinde mafter, 
Orl,Why how now Adam? No greater heart in thet: 
Liuea little,comfort a lictle,cheere thy felfea little. 
If this vncouth Forreft yecldany thing fauage, 
I wil either be food for it,or bring it for foodeto thee: 


| Thy conceite is neerer death, then thy powers. 


For my fake be comfortable,hold death awhile 

At the armes end: I wil heere be with thee prefently, 
| And ifIbring thee not fomething to eate, 
I wil giue thee leaue to die: but ifthou dieft 

Before I come, thou art a mocker of my labor, 

Wel faid, thou look’ft cheerely, 

And Ile be wich thee quickly : yet thou lief 

In the bleake aire. Come, .I-wilbeare thee | © 

-To fome fhelter,and thou fhaltnot die 

For lacke of a dinner, 

Ifchereliueany thing i inthis eicle 

Cheerely good Adem... 





































































































































































































































































































































































































Du. Sex, Truc is it, that we hane feene beter dayes, 
And haue with holy bell'biti knowld to Church, "°° 
And fat at good mens feafts, and wip’d ourcies 
Of drops, that facred pity hath engendted: 

And therefore fit you downé in gentlenefle,, 
| And take:vpon conimanid; wharhelpe we haue 
| That co your wanting may be miniftred. ei 
Orl. Then but forbeare your food alittle while: ~ 
Whiles (like a Doe) I goto finde my Fawne, 
And giueit food, There isdnold poore man, 
Who after me;hath many a weary fteppe 
Limpt in pure love: till he be firtt fufhic’d, 
Oppreft with two weake euils, age,and hunger, 
I willnot touchabit. -- >’ 
Duke Sen. Go finde him our, 
And we will nothing wafte till you rerurne. 
Orl.I thanke ye, and be bleft for your good comfort. 
Ds Sen. Thou feeft,we are novall alone vnhappie: 
This wide and-yniverfall Theater 
Prefents more wofull Pageants then the Sceane 
Whereinwe play in. 
Ja. Allthe world’s a ftage, 
Andall the men and women, meerely Players; 
They hauetheir £xirs and their Entrances, 
And one man in his. time playes many parts, 
His Ads being fenen ages. At firft the Infant, 
Mewling,and puking in the Nurfes armes : 
Then, the whining Schoole-boy with his Satchel] - 

And fhining morning face, creeping like {naile 
Vnwillingly tofchoole. And then the Louer, 

| Sighing like Furnace, with a wofull ballad 
Made to his Miftrefle eye-brow. Then, a Soldier, 
Full of ftrange oaths, and bearded like the Pard, 
Telous in honor, fodaine,atid quicke in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble Reputation 
Euen in theCanons moutlt: And then, the Tuftice, 

In faire round belly, with good Caponlin’d, =~ 
With eyes feuere, and beard of formall cur, 

Full of wife fawes,and moderne inftances, 

Andfo he playes his part, The fixtagefhifts 

| Into the leane and {lip per’d Pantaloone, 

With {pectacles:on nofe, and pouch on fide, 

His youthful hofewell fau'd, a world too wide, 

For his fhrunke fhanke, and his bigge manly voice, 
Turning againe coward childifh trebble pipes, 

And whiftlesin his found, Laft Scene ofall, 

| That ends this ftrange eventfull hiftorie, 

Is fecond childifhneffe, and meere obliuion, 

Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans euery thing. 


» 20 Enter Orlando with Alam. 
- Da Sen. Welcome: fet downe your venerable bur- 

then, and let him feedes | 

Orl, Tthanke you moft for him. 

Ad, So had youneede, 
I fcarcecan {peake to thanke you for my felfe. 

Du. Sen. Welcome, fall too: I wil not trouble yeu, 

| As yet to queftion you about your fortunes’: 

Giue vsfome Muficke,and good Cozen, fing. 


Song. 


Blow, blow, thou winter winde, 

Thon art not {ovukinde, as mans ingratitude 

Thy tooth zs not fo keene, becan{e thou art not feene, 
although thy breath berude. 


Freigh ho, fing heigh be, unte the greene boll, 
Moff frendfisp, a Somings mel Lewing, mecre folky: 
The heigh ho, the belly, 
This Lsfeis moft iolty. biden 
Freixe, freize, thom bitter skie that doff not bight fa nigh 
ee : as benefits forgot : L228 a TG) 
Though thou the waters warpe, thy fing is wot Of 
as freind vaniosubiel pit . ab 


Heighho, fing, &c, 


Duke Sen.lf that you were the good Sir Rew/, 
As you haue whifper'd faithfully pou were, i fe: 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witneffe, 
Moft truly limn’d, and liuing in your face, 

Be truly welcome hither : Iam the Duke 

That lou’d your Father, the refidue of your fortune 
Gotomy Caue, and tellmee, Goodoldman, 
Thou art right welcome, asthy maftersis: 
Support him bythe arme : giue me your hand, 


And let me all your fortunes ynderftand, . Exeunt 


eAtlus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


cements on 


Exter Duke, Lords, & Oliner, 

Dx. Not fee him fince? Sir, fir, that cannorbe: 
But were I not the better part made mercie 
Ifhould norfeekeanabfentargument 
Of my reuenge, thou prefent : but looke to it, 

Finde out thy brother whérefoere he is, 
Seckehim with Candle: bring himdead,or living 
Within this tweluemonth, or tutne thouno more 
To feekea living in our Territorie. 

Thy Lands and all things that theu deft call chine, 
Worth feizure, do we feize into our hands, 

Till thou canft quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 
Of what wethinke againfl thee, 

Ol. Ob that your Highieffe knew my heart inthis 
I neuer lou’d my brother in my life. 

Duke.More villaine thou.Well path him out of dores 
And let my officers of fuch anature ‘ 

Make an extent vpon his houfe and Lands: 


Dothisexpediently, andturnehim going, —_Exeust 


a a a 


Scena Secunda. 
ae eee FE aS, CAO 
Enter Orlando. 

Orl. Hang there my verfe, in witneffe of my loue, 
And thou thrice crowned Queene of night furuey 
With thy chaite eye, from thy pale {pheareaboue 
Thy Huntrefle name, that my full life doth {way. 

O Rofalind, thefe Trees fhall be my Bookes, 

And in theitbarkes my thoughts Ile charraéter, 

That euerietye, which in this Forreft lookes, 

Shall fee thy vertue witneft euery where. 

Run, run Orlando,carue on euery Tree, 
The faire,the chafte,and vnexprefliue thee, Exit 


_ Enter Corin & Clowne, oe 
(e.And how like you this fhepheds life Mr Teach 
Gy 





As yous like it 


Clow. Truely Shepheard,. in refpe of it felfe, iis a 


ood life; bucin refpect chat it is a fhepheards life, iris, 


. Inrefpeét that ic is folicary, I like it yeric well : 
4 rele che it is priuate, it is a very vitd life. Now 
in refpect it is in the fields, it pleafeth mee well : butin 
refpedt it is not in the Court, itis tedious. As it is afpare 
life(looke you) it fitsmy humor well: :butas thereisno 
moreplentieinit, it goes much-again{t my. ftomacke, 
Has’t any Philofophiecinthee fhepheard? 

Cor. Nomore, but that I know the moreone fickens, 
theworfe ateafeheis: andchat hee that wants money, 
meanes, and concent, is without three good frends. That 
the propertie of raine is to wet, and fireto burne: That 

‘pood pafture makes fat fheepe: and thata great caufe of 

thenight, is lacke ofthe Sunne: Thathee that hath lear- 
ned no wit by Nature, nor Art, may complaine of good 
breeding,or comes of avery dull kindred. 

Clo. Such aone isa natutrall Philofopher : 

Was't ever in Court, Shepheard ? 

cor. No truly. 

Clo, Then thou art damn’d. | 

Cor, Nay,J hope. 

(le. Truly thou art damn’d, like anillroafted Eege, 
allon one fide. 

Cor, For not being at Court? your reafon. 

Clo, Why, ifthou neuer was’c at Court, thou never 
faw’ft good manners : if thou neuer faw’ft good maners, 
then thy manners mult be wicked, and wickednes is fin, 
and finne is damnation: Thou art in a parlous ftate fhep- 
heard. ) 

Cor. Not a whit Tonch/Pone, thofe that are good ma- 
nets at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrey, as 
the behauiour of the Countrie is moft mockeable at the 
Court. You told me, you faluce not at the Court, but 
youkiffe your hands; that courtefie would be yncleanlie 
ifCourtiers were fhepheards. 

Clo. Inftance,briefly s come, inftance. 

Cor, Why we are fti!l handling our Ewes, and their 
Fels you know are greafie. 


Cle. Why do not your Courtiers hands {weate ?.and - 


isnot the greafe of a Mutton, as wholefome as the {weat 
ofaman? Shallow, fhallow: Abecterin@ance I fay : 
Come. 

Cor. Befides,our hands are hard. 

Clo, Your lips wil feele them the fooner. Shallow a- 
get: amore founder inftance, come. , 

Cor. And they are often tart’d ouer,with the furgery 
of our fheepe ; and would you haue vs kiffe Tarre ?- The 
Courtiers hands are perfum’d with Ciuer. 

Clo. Moft fhallow man: Thou wormes meate in re- 
fect of a good peece of fleth indeed : leatne of the wife 
and perpend : Ciuet is ofa’ bafer birch then Tarre ,: the 
vacleanly fluxe of a Cat. Mend the inftance Shep- 

card.” Mala) oe re 

Cor, Youhaue too Courtly a witefor me, Ile reft. 

Clo, Wilt thou reft damn’d? God helpe thee fhallow 


Clo. Thatis ano 
Ewes andthe 





| fes Brother. 


__ gi 
to a-crooked-pated olde CuckoldlyRamme, patof all 
reafonablematch. Ifthoubee’f not damm‘d for thi sthe || 
dive!l himfelfe will haue no thepherds, I cannot fee elfe 
how thou fhouldft fcape.. - OF 16: 


Cor Heere comes yong Mt Ganimed, my new. Miftrif- 


Enter Rofalind. 
Rof: From the eaft to wefterne Inde, 
. no tewel 1s like Rofalinde, 
Hir worth being mounted on the winde, 
through all the world beares Rofalinde, 
All the pictures faireft Lindey sy, 
are but blaske to Rofalinde: 
Let no face bee kept in mind, 
but the faire of Rofalinde, 





<0 are tinmntere mame 


Clo. Merime youfo, eight yeares togethers dinners, 
and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted; it is the right 
Butter-womens ranke to Marker, Rockne 

~ Rof. Out Foole. 
Clo, For atafte. 
Ifa Hart dee lackea Hinde, 
Let him feeke out Rofalinde: 
Ifthe Cat will after kiwde, 
fo be fure wsll Rofalinde : 
Wintred garments muft be linde, 
fo muff flender Rofalinde : 
They that reap muft fheafe and bindes 
then tocart with Rofalinde. 
Sweetef? wnt, hath fowreft rinde, 
fich annt is Rofalinde. 
He that fweeteft rofe will finde, 
muff finde Loves pricke, & Rofalinde. 


Thisis the verie falfe gallop of Verfes, why doc you in- 
feét your felfe with them? 
Rof. Peace you dull foole, I found them ona tree. 
Clo. Truely the tree yeelds bad fruite, ) 

_ Rof, Ve graffe it with you, and then I fhall graffe it 
witha Medler : then it will be the earlieft fruit i’th coun- 
try : for you'l be rotten ere you bee halfe ripe, and that’s 
the right vereve of the Medler. 

Clo. You haue faid : but whether wifely or no, lec the 
Forreft iudge. ; 
Enter Celia with a writing, Z 
Rof.Peace,here comes my fitter readin g,ftand afide. 
Cel. Why fhould th Defert bee, _ . via Tefiodt 
foritisunpeopled? Noe: 
Tonges Ile bang on encrie tree, 
that hall cinill fayings fhoe. 
Some, how briefe the Life of man 
runs his erring pilgrinsage, 
That the ffretching Pa pan, 
oe. buckles in hes famme of age. 
Some of violated vewes, + Ai 
. _ltwixtthe foules of friend and friend: 
Bat upon the fatreft bowes,y 4 pain 
__ or at enerie fentence end ; 
. Wik I Rofalindawrite, 
teaching all that reade, to know 
| The quinteffence of enerie fprite, 

rat heawen wopld in little fhow. 

* Therefore heawen Naturecharg’d, 
that one bodiefbonldbefilld 
{j.With all Graces wide enlarg'd, 

"ature prefently af Wa 

ee Helens 












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































‘Helen checke, but nor bis-beart, == 
pp ede rot \Cleopatia’s Miiefiie : He o.dsism 
o> ONetalanta’s better part 9° 
fad Lucrecia’s Modeftir. osey: 
Thiis Rolalinde ofwmante parts, — 
by Heanenly Synode was deuis'd, ‘taflaoid 29: 
Of manie faces eyes, ‘and hearts, 
to hawe the touchésdeere/t prisd. - -” 
Heanen would tbiar [pee thele gifts fhould hane, 
and tolline and die her flaue. " 
sutclad 1 enee Ritoe set Wa eka els 


GI 
cnotiod 


; t 
? PMSuit 


Rof. O moft gentle Inpiter, what tedious homilie of 


Louchaue you weatiéd your parifhioners withall, and 
neuer cri’de, haue patience good people. . 
* Cel. How now backe friends : Shepheard,go off a lit- 
itle : go. with him firrah, 
Clo. Come Shephezrd, let vs make an honorable ree 
treit, thotizh not withbagge and baggage, yet with 
{crip and fcrippage. 
Cel. Didft thou heare thefe verfes? 
 - Rof.. Oyes, [heard them all,and more too, for fome 
ofthemhad in them more feete then the Verfes would 
beare. ts 
Cel, That’sno matter =the feet might beare ¥ verfes, 
Rof. 1, butthe feet were lame, ‘and’ could not beare 
~ I themfelues without the verfe,and thefefore ftood lame- 


lyin the verfe. : 
| Cel. Burdidft thou heare without wondering, how 


thy name fhould be hang’d and carued vpon chefe trees ? 

Rof. 1 was {euen of the nine daies out of the wonder, 
before youcame : forlooke heere what I found on a 
Palme trees I was never fo berim d fince Pythagoras time 
that I was an Irifh Rat, which I can hardly remember, 

Cel. Tro you,who hath done this? 

Rof. sit aman? ped ; 

Cel, Anda chaine that you once wore about his neck: 
change you colour? (2289 

Rof. Ipre’thee who? fest, gg 

Cel. O Lord, Lord; itis a hard matter for’ friettds to 
meete; but Mountaines may bee remoou'd with Earths 
quakes,and fo encounter. acs 

Rof. Nay,but who is it? 

Cil. Isit poffible? 


Rof, Nay, I pre’thee now, with moft petitionary ve- 


hemence, tell me whoit ts. 

_Cel. O wonderfull, wonderfull, and moft wonderfull 
wenderfull, and yet againe wonderful, and after that out 
ofall hooping. | se 

Rof. Good my conipledtion, doft tho think though 

I am caparifon’d ike a man,T haue a doublet and hofe in 
my difpofition? Oncinch of delay more, is a@South-fea 
of difcoucrie. I pre’thée tell mie, who is it quickely, and 

| fpeake apace: I would thou couldft ftammer, that thou 


| might’'ft powre this conceal’d man ou éfthy mouth, as | 


‘| Wine comes out of a narrow-mouth’d bottleteither too 


i] much at once, or none at all. [pre’thee take the Corke | ° 


| out of thy mouth, that Imiay drinke thy tydings. 
4 Cel. So you may ptit'a man in your belly. 
Rof. Ishe of Gods making’? What manner of man ? 
Ishis head worth ahat? Or his chin werth a beard? 
Cel. Nay,hehath buta little beards it 
Rof. Why God will fend more, ‘ifthe man will bee 
| thankful; letme flay the gfowth of his beard, if thou 
eer menot the knowledge of his chin. | 


el. Itisyong Orlando, thatttipt vp the Wraitlers 


heeles,and your heart,both in an infant. 


Exit.’ |) 





Roft ‘Nay, but the diuell rake mocking : {peakefaqae| 
brow,and true'maid. °°) *'°°"? 


|S Gel: I'faith(Coz) tis he. 


“Rof. Orlando? 
Cel. Orlando, aie ioe 
* Rof? Alas the day, what'fhall I do with my doublet 


hofe? What did he when thou faw’fthim? What fayde| 


he? How look’d he? Wherein went he? What makes hee| 


 heere? Did he aske for me? Where remaineshe ? How 


parted he with thee ? “Atid when fhale thou fee him, 
gaine? Anfwer me in one vvord. 
Cel. You muft borrow me Gargantuas mouth firt; 


’tis a Wordtoo great for any mouth of this Ages fize,to 


fay I and no, to thefe particulars, is more then to anfwer 
in a Catechifme. sul 

Rof. Bur doth he know that I am ‘in this Forreft, and 
in mans apparrell ? Looks he as frefhly,as he did the day 
he Wraftled? ; ' 

Cel, \tis as eafieto count Atomies'as to refolue the 
propofitions of a Louer: but take atafte of my findin 
him, and rellith it with good obferuance. I found him 
vnder a tree like adrop’d Acorne, 

Rof. It may vvel be cal’d Jones tree, when it droppes 
forth fruite. 

Cel. Giue me-audience, good Madam. 

Rof. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay hee ftrerch’d along like a Wounded 
knight, beta 

Ref, Though it be pittie to fee fuch a fight, it wvell 
becomes the ground, . 

Cel: Cry holla,to the tongue, I prethee : it curuettes 


vnfeafonably. He was furnifh’d likea Hunter. 


Rof. O ominous,he comes to kill my Hart. 

Cel. I would fing my fong witliout a burthen, thou 
bring’ft me out of tune. 

Rof: Do you not know F ama woman, when I shinke, 
I mutt {peake:{weet,fay on. 


Enter Orlando & Taques. . 
Cel. Youbring me ott. Soft,comes he not heert? 
Rof: Tis he, flinke by,and note him. , 
Taq? \thanke you for your company, but good faith. 
Lhad as liefe haue beene my felfe alone. Kid} 
Orl. And{o hadI: but yer for fafhion fake 
Tthanke you too, for your focietie. «| | 
Jaq. God buy you, let’s meet as littleas wecan, 
Orl. Ido defire wemay be better ftrangers. 
Taq. 1 pray you miarreno more trees: vvith 
Loue-fongs intheirbarkes. ; 
Ort, YP ptay You marre no moe of my verfes-with ret 
ding theth ill-fauouredly. : 
ag. “Refalinde is yout loues name? 
“Tage Tdo not like hername. ee 
Orl. There wasno thought of pleafing you when fhe 
was chriften’d. pisck ued 
Taq. What ftatureis fhe of? ©» he 


Woiting. 


Orl.Xes,lut. 
pay i} 





o 


Asiyon like it. 197. 
againtt whom] know mofi faults... fo) on ox..14 thathelaidto the charge of women? 6 
Jaq» The vorit fault you haue;ts tobe inoue... :.. Rof. There were nene principal, they were alllike 
Orl. 3Tis-afaule.I will nos. change, for your beftver- -| one another, as halfe Pencerare, eueri¢ one fault feeming 
nerLamwestisidfyOUsod sic: ngnrbsitiem eo bes: monftrous,til his fellow-faulr came to matchit.. of 
(? 1g. By mystroth, I was; {eeking foraFoele, whenI,, Orl. Iprethee recount fome of them, : oh 
Sia Tidilencerett 31 san eted = Ibls oh sdileaes Rof- No: I wil notcaft awa hyfick,but on thofe 
Lend He is drown’d in the brooke, looke butin, and | thacareficke. Thereisa tn, . Forreft, thata- 
rou fall fee him. bufes our yong plants with caruing Rofalinde on, .their., 
Y Jaq. There I fhal{eemine.owne fi gure; barkes; hangs Oades ¥pon Hauthornes, and Elegies on 
Orl, Which Jtake.tobe cither a foaic, ora Cipher. | brambles ; all (forfooth) defying the name of Rofalinde> ' 
Tag. Metarrie no.longer. with you, farewell: good fig-| If I could meet that Fancie-monger, I would giue him 
ior Loue. $HaqqedOauay onney iiiw'os »| fome good counfel, for he feemes to have the Quotidian 
,Orl, Lamglad of your departure : Adieu good Mon- gels Sree im erasure 
lanchollye« jo se go 4 riantived r. Lanvhe that is fo Loue-fhak’d, ray you tel [i 
hawt wil faethe tohim. like afawcie Lacky, andvyn- | me your remedic. eeu! : 
der that habit play the knauve with him,do you hear For- ; Rof. Thereis none ofmy Vackles markes vpen you: |. 

Orl. Verie wel,whar would you?...:,, (refter, | he taughtme howto knowaman in louezin which cage |. 

Refi Ipray you,whari'it aclocke? ), | ofsuthes, Tam fure you art not prifoner. oe 
or, Youfhould aske me what time o’day: there’s no» 
locke in the Forreft...., 5 | vine T siargtn 
Then there is no true Louer in the Forreft,, -elfe, 
fighing eueric minute, and groaning euerie houre wold 
detect the lazic foot of time,as wel asaclocke. 

Orl, And why notthetwift foote oftime? Had not 
that bin as proper ? pods 

Rof, By no meanes firs Time trauels in divers paces, 
with diuers perfons : Ile tel you who Time ambles with- 
all, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal, 
and who he ftands ftil withall... ~ 
—Orl. Iprethee,who dothhe trot withal2 

Rof. Marry he trots hard-with a yong maid,between 
thecontract of her marriage,and the day itis folemnizd: 
iftheinterim be buta fennight, Times paceisfo hard, 
that it eemes the length of feuen yeare, 

- Orl, Who ambles Time withal ? 

Rof. With a Prieft that lacks Latine, and arich man 
that hath not the Gowt : for the-one fleepes eafily be- 
caufe he cannot ftudy, and the other liues merrily, be. 
‘caufe he ftelesno paine : the one lacking the burthen of 
Teaneand wefteful Learnings the other knowing no bur. 
then ofheauie cediovs penurie. Thefe Time ambles 
withal. 

Or]. Whodoth he gallop withal ? 

Ref, With a theefe tothe gallowes ; for though hee 
‘go as foftly as foot can fall, he thinkes himfelfe too foon 
there, 

Ort, Who ftaies it ftil withal? Orl. Did you euer cure any fo? 

Fof. With Lawiers in the vacation : for they fleepe Rof- Yes one, and inthis manner. Hee was toima- 
bate ene Termejand Terme,and then they perceiuenot | ginemehis te a Mifiris ; - Bin euerie sy 
how time moues, to woeme At which time would I, being but a monnifh 
_ Orl, Where dwel you prettie youth? youth, greeue,be effeminate, changeable, longing, and 

Rof’ With this Shepheardeffe my fifter : heereinthe liking, proud, fantaftical, apifh, fhallow, inconftant, ful 
skirts of the Forreft, like fringe vpon a petticoac, of teares, full of {mies ; for euerie paffion fomething,aud 

Orl, Are you natiue of this place? for no paffion truly any thing, as boyes and women are 
‘ ae As the Conie chat- you fee dwell where thee is = the i ey cattle of this ee bie ae! like 

indled, im, now loath him: then entertaine him, then for{wear 

ees accent is fomething finer, then you could | him: phi ie then a at him i that psi 
purchafein fo remoued a dwellin y my Sutor from his mad humorx of loue,to a iujng humor 

Rof- Lhaue bin told fo of ont :butindeed, anolde of adage was to forfweare the ful ftream of § world, 
teligious Vinckleof mine taught me to {peake; whowas } andto live inanooke meerly Monaftick:and thus I cur’d 
inhis youth an inland man,one that knew Courtfhip too | him,and this way will take Ypen mee to wafh your Li- 
Well: for therehefel in lou, Thaueheardhhim read ma- | uer as cleane as 9 found fheepes heart,that there fhal not 
hy Lectors aging it,and I thanke God,Lamneta'Wo- {| beone fpot of Louein’t. ; 
man to be touch’d with fo many giddie offences ‘as hee Orl, Twouldnotbecuredyouth: 
hath generally tax’d their whole fex withal,: Rof. would cure you, if you would but call me Ref.- 

Ori, Can you remember any of:the(principall euils, | Jmd;and come euerie day my my Coat,and woe me, Pe 

3 _ Un. 





he 








be 


Orl. What were bismarkes ? erent 

Ref. A leane cheeke, which you hauenot: ableweie 
and funkea,which you haue not: an vnqueftionable {pi- 
rit,which you haue not: a beard neglected, which you 


hanenot:(but I pardon you for that, for fimply your ha- 
uing in beard, is a yonger brothers revennew) then your 


wa 


— 


é 
i: 
7 
= 


hofe fhould be vngarter'd, your bonnet wnbanded, your 
fleene ynbutton’d, your fhoo vnti'de, and cuerie thing 
about you,demonftrating a careleffc defolation:but you 
are no {uch man; yeu are rather point device in your ac- 
couftrements,as louing your felfe,then feeming the Lo- 
uer of any other, (I Loue. 

Orl. Faire youth,I would I could make thee beleeue 

_ Rof. Me beleeue it ? You may affoone make her that 

you Loue beleeue it, which I warrant fheis apter to do, 
then to confeffe fhe do's: thatis one of the points, in the 
which women ftil giue the lie to their con{ciences. But 
in good footh, are you he that hangs theverfes on the 
Trees,wherein Rofalind iso admired ? 

Orl, Ifweareto thee youth, bythewhite hand of 
Rofalind,J am that he, that ynfortunate he, 

Ros.But are you fo much in loue,as your rimes {peak ? 

Orl. Neither rime nor reafon can expreffe how much. 

Rof: Loueis meerely amadneffe, and} tel you, de- 
fernes as wel a darkehoufe, anda whip, as madmen do : 
and the reafon why they are not fo punih’d and cured, is 
that the Lunacie is fo ordinarie, that the whippers are in 
loue too : yet I proteffe curing it by counfel, : 




























































































































































































































































































































198. 


Orlan. Now by the faith of my loue, Iwill ; Tel me 
where it is. ovale 
Rofl: Go with me toit, and Ile fhew it you: and by 
the way, you fhal tell me, where in the Forreft you liue : 
Wilyou go?. © pie maar 

- Orl. Withall my heart,good youth. 

Rof. Nay, you muft call mee Rofalind: Come fifter, 

willyou go? => - ~ . Exeunt. 


Scena TL ertia. 


Enter Clowne, A udrey Taques | 


) 26h: Come apace good Audrey, T wil fetch vp your 
Goates, Andrey : andhow ‘A idrey am I the man yet? 
Doth my fimple feature content you? 

‘Aud, Your features, Lord warrant vs:what features ? 

“Clo, Lam heere with thee,aind thy Goats,as the moft 
capricious Poet honeft Ovid was among the Gothes. 
laq. Oknowledgeil! inhabited, worfe then Toue in 

-athatch’d houfe. 

Clo. Whenamans verfes cannot be vnderftood, nor 
a mans good witfeconded with the forward childe,*vn- 
derftanding; it trikes aman more dead then a great rec- 
koning ina little roome : truly, would the Gods hadde 
made thee poetical. 

And. Ido not know what Poetical is; is it honeft in 
deed and word: is it atrue thing? 

(le. No trulie: for the trueft poetrieis the moft fai- 
ning, and Louers are given to Poetrie : and what they 
{weare in Poetrie, may be faid as Louers, they do feigne. 

And, Do youwith then that the Gods had made me 
Poeticall 2 

Clow. 1 do truly : for thou fwear'ft to me thou art ho- 
neft: Nowif thou werta Poet, I Might haue fome hope 
thou didftfeigne. E 

Aud, Would you not haueme honeft ? 

Clo, No truly, vnleffe chou wert hard fauour’d ; for 
honeftie coupled co beautie, isto haue Honie a fawce to 
Sugar. 

Iaq. Amateriall foole. 

Aud, Well, 1am not faire, and therefore I pray the 
Gods make me honeft. 

Clo. Truly, and tocaftaway honeftie vppon a foule 
flut,were to put good meate into an vncleane difh, 

Aud. Tamnota flut, though ithanke the Geddes I 
am foule. 

Clo, Wellspraifed be the Gods, tor thy foulneffe;flut- 
tifhneffe may comeheereafter. But beit, asit may bee, 
Iwilmarriethee: andtothatend, Ihaue bin with Sir 
Oliner Mar-text she Vicar of the next village, who hath 
promis’d to mecte mein this place of the Forreft, and to 
couple vs. 

Jaq. 1 would faine fee this meeting. 

Aud.Wel, the Gods giue'vs ioy. 

Clo, Aten. Aman may ifhe were ofa fearful hearer, 
Ragger inthis attempt: for heere wee haueno Temple 

| but the wood, no affembly but horne-beafts. But what 
| though? Courage. As hornes are odious, they are necef- 


{arie.It is faid, many aman knowes no end of his goods; | 


right: Many aman has good Hornes,and knows no end 
ofthem, Well, that is che dowrie of his wife, ’tis none 
ofhis owne getting 5 hornes, euen fo poore men alone: 


As you like it. 


Sd 


No, no, the nobleft Deere hath them as huge'asthe Raf. 
call : Isthe fingleman therefore blefled ? No, as a wally 
Towne is more. worthier then‘a village, fois the fore. 
head of amarried man, more honourable then the bare) 
brow of a Batcheller : and by How much defence is bet. |. 
terthenno skill, byfomuch is a horne mor€ precious) 


then,to want. ”” 


Enter Sir Oliner Mar-text,. 
Heere comes'Sir'Oliner : Sir Oliwer (Mar-text youate} 
wel met.’ Will you difpatch vs heere vnder this tree, of 
fha! we go with you to your Chappell ? of 

Ol. Isthere none heereto giuethe weman? 

Clo. J wilnot take her on guift ofany man, (- 

O/. Truly the muft be give; or the marriage is\ nor 
lawfull. sii 

Taq. Proceed,proceede: Tle giue her. 

Clo, Good even good MF what ye cal’t: how doyou 
Sir, you areverie well met :°goddild you for your laf 

_companie, I am verie glad to fee you, euema toy inhand] 
keere Sir : Nay, pray be couer’d. 

Jag. Wilyou bemarried, Motley? 

Clo. As the Oxe hath his bow fir, the horfe his curb, 
and the Falcon herbels, fo man hath his defires, andas 
Pigeons bill, fo wedlocke would be nibling: 

Taq. And wil you (being a man of your brecding)be 
married vnder a buh like a begger? Get you to church, 
and haue a good Prieft thar can tel you what marriageis, 
this fellow wil but ioyne you together , as they ioyne 
Wainfcot, then one of you wil prove a fhrunke pannel, 
and like greene timber, warpe,warpe. 

Clo Yamnot inthe minde, but I were better to bee 
matried of him then of another, for hé is nor like comar. 
rie me wel : and not being wel married, it wil bea good 
excife for me heereaftet, to leaue my wife. « © 

Taq. Goethou with mecy 
And let tite counfel thee.’ 

Ol... Come {weete uilrey, 
We mutt be married,or we mufttive in baudreys 
Farewel good MF Oliner : Not O {weet OlinersO brave} 
Oliver leane me not behind thee: But winde away, bee 
gone] fay, I wilnotto wedding withthee. =| 

Ol. ’Tis no matter; Ne’re a fantaftical knaie ofthem 
all thal flout me out of my calling. ) Exewt 





Scena Quarta. 


_ Enter Rofatind & Celia.’ 
Rof: Neuer talketo me,I wil weepe. 
Cel. DoT prethee, but yet hauethe grace.to confider, 
that teares donot becomea man, ’ 
Rof. But haue I not caufe to weepe ? 
Cel, As good caufeas one would defire, 
Therefore weepe. BF 
Rof, His very haire 
Is of the diffembling colour. : 
Cel, Something browner then Judaffes : 
Marric his kiffes are Iudaffes owne children. 
Rof. Vfaithhis haire is of a good colour.» 
~ Cel, Arvexcellent colour » ' 
Your Cheffenut was ever the onely colour: 
Rof. And his kiffing is. as fulof fandtitic, © 
As the touch of ely bre. 
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Cel. Hee hath bought a paire of caft lips of Diana; a | Thateyesthatare the frailft, and foftert things, 


Nun of winters fifterhood kiffesnot more xeligiouflie, 


very yee of chaftiryis‘in thei, > 
ae But why did hee fweare hee would come this 
morning,and comesnot? — a haat 

Cel, Nay.certainly-cheteis.no trith in him. 

Ref. Doe you thinke fo ? 
»..Cel. YesyI thinke he is not 2 picke purfe,nor a horfe- 
ftealer, but for his verityin lone, I doe thinke him as 
concaue as a coueredigoblet,er a Worme-eaten nut, 

Rof. Not truein loue? », = 
_ Cel. Yes:when he is in,but I thinke he isnat in. 


Cel, Was,is not is: befides, the oath of Louer is no 
ftronger chen the word of a Tapfter, they are both the 
confirmer of falfe reckonings,he attends here in the for- 
refton the Duke your father: 

| Rof: Imetthe Duke yelterday, and hadmuch que 
ftion with him: he aske me of what parentage I was 51 
}told him of as good ashe, fohe laugh’d and let mee goe. 
But what calke wee of Fathers, when there is {uch aman 
as Orlando ? 

Cel, Othat’s abraueman , hee writes braue verfes,, 
fpeakes braue words, fweares braue oathes, and breakes 
them brauely, quite trauers athwart the heart of his lo- 
uer,as a puifoy Tilcer, y fpurs his horfe bur on one fide, 
| breakes his ftaffelike a noble goofe ; butall’s braue that 
youth mounts, and folly guides : who.comesheere? 


Exter Corin.“ 

Corin, Miftreffe and Mafter, youhaue oft enquired 
'| After the Shepheard that complain’d of loue, 
Who you {aw fitting by me onthe Turph, 
Praifing the proud difdainfull Shepherdefle 
|| That was his Miftreffe. 

Cel, Well: and what ofhim ? 

Cor. Ifyou will fee a pageant truely plaid 
Betweene the pale complexion of true Loue, — 
And thered glowe of {corne and prowd difdaine, 
| Goehence a little,and I fhall condué you 
Ifyou will marke it. 

Rof. O come, let vs remoue, 
The fight of Louers feedeth thofe in loue : 
Bring vs to this fight, and you fhall fay 
| lle prouea bufie aétor in their play. 







Exersnt. 





Scena Quinta. 





Exter Siluius and Phebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phebe doenot fcorne me, do not Phebe 

{ Say that you loue me not, but fay not fo 

In bitterneffe; the commen executioner 

Whofe heart th’accuftom’d fight of death makes hard 
Falls not the axe vpon the humbled neck, 

| But firft begs pardon : will you fterner be 

Then he that dies and lives by bloody drops? . - 


Enter Rofalind, Celia, and Corin. 
Phe. Iwouldnot be thy executioner, 
Iflye thee,for I would not iniure thee : 
Thou tellft me thereis murder in mine eye, 
"Tis pretty fure,and very probable, 


pa . 


Who thut their coward gates on atomyes , 

Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers: 
Now I doe frowne of thee with all my heart, 

And if mine eyes can wound,now let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to fwound, why now fall downe, 
Or ifthou canft not, oh for fhame, for fhame, 
Lyenot, to fay mine eyes are murtherers: 

Now fhew the wound mine eye hath made in thee, 
Scratch thee but with a pin,and there remaines 


| Somefcarre of ic: Leane vponarufh 


| The Cicatrice and capable impreffure 
_ Rof. Youhaue heard him fweare downright he was. 


Thy pale fome moment keepes : but now mine eyes 
Which I haue darted at thee, burt thee nor; 
Nor I am fure there isno force in eves 
That can doe hurr. ; 
Sil. O deere Phebe, 
If ener (as that euer may be neere) 
You meet in fome frefh cheeke the power of fancie, 
Then fhall you know the wouuds inuifible 
That Loues keene arrows make. 
Phe. But till that time 

Come not chou neere me: and when that time comes : 
Affi: & me with thy mockes, pitty me not, : 
Astilithat time I fhall net pitty thee. 4 

Rof. And why I pray you?who might be your mother 
That you infulr,exule,and all at once 
Ouer the wretched ? whatthough you hay no beauty 
As by my faith, Ifeeno more in you 
Then without Candle may goedarketo bed; 
Maft you be therefore prowd and pittileffe ? 
Why what meanes this? why do you looke on me? 
I fee no more in you then in the ordinary f 
Of Natures fale-worke?’ods my little life, 
Ithinke fhe meanes to tangle my eies'too : 
No faith proud Miftreffe, hope not after it, i 
Tis not your inkie browes,your blacke filke haire, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheeke of creame 
That can encame my {pirits to your worfhib : 





You foolith Shepheard, wherefore do you follow her- 


Like foggy Sourh, puffing with winde and raine, 
You are athoufand times a properer man 
Then fhe a woman, ’Tis fuch fooles as you 
That makes the world full ofill-fauourd children's ~ 
Tis not her glaffe,bur you that flatters her, 
And out of you the fees her felfe more proper. 
Then any of herlineaments can fhowher: 
But Miltris, know your felfe,downe on your knees 
And thanke heauen, fafting, fora good mansloue; 
For I muft tell you friendly in your eare, 
Sell when you can,you are not for all markets: 
Cry the man mercy,loue hiin,take his offer, 
Pouleis moft foule,being foule co bea {coffer. 
So take her to thee Shepheard, fareyouwell. 

Phe. Sweet youth, | pray you chide a yere together, 
Thad rather bere you chide,then this man woee. 

Res. Heestalnein loue with your foulneffe, & fheeTl 
Fall in loue with my anger. Ifit be fo,as faft 
As fhe anfweres thee with frowning lookes, ile fauce 
Her with bitter words : why looke you fo vypon me? 

Phe. Forno ill will I beare you. 

Rof. Ipray you do not fall in loue with mee, 
For Iam falfer then vowes made in wine: 
Befides,I like you not : if you will know my houfe, 
*Tis at the tufft of Oliues, here hard by: 

Will you goe Sifter ? Shepheardply her hard : 


Come 
deepeemees =~ 











































































































































































































































































































As you like tt. | 


Come Sifter : Shepheardeffe,looke on him better 
And benot proud,though all the world could fee, 
None could be fo abus’d in fight as hee. 
Come,to our flocke, Exit. 
Phe, Dead Shepheard,now I find thy faw of might, 
Who euer lov’d,that lou’d notat firft ight? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe. 
Phe. Hah: what fait thou Séluiss? — 
Sil, Sweet Phebe pitty me. 
Phe, Why lam forry for thee gentle Sé/siss. 
Sil. Where euer forrow is,reliefe would be: 
If you doe forrow at my griefe inloue, 
By giuing louc your forrow,and my griefe 
Were both extermin'd: 
Phe. Thou hat my loue;is not that neighbourly ? 
Sil, Twould haue you. 
Phe. Why that were couctoufneffe : 
Siluina; the time was,that I hated thee; 
And yet it is not, that I beare thee loue, 
But fince that thou canft talke ofloue fo well, 
Thy company,which erft was irkefome to me 
I will endure ; and Ile employ thee too : 
But doe not looke fori further recompence 
Then thine owne gladneffe,that thou art employd. 
Sil. So holy,and fo perfeé is my loue, 
And I in fuch a pouerty of grace, 
That I thall thinke it a moft plenteous crop 
To gleane the broken eares after the man _ 
That the maine harueft reapes:loofe now and then 
A {cattred {mile,and that Ile liue vpon. (while? 
Phe. Knowft thou the youth that fpoke to mec yere- 
Sil. Not very well,but [haue met him oft, 
And he hath bought the Cottage andthe bounds 
That the old Carlor once was Matter of. 
Phe. Thinkenot I louehim,though I ask for him, 
"Tis buta peeuith boy,yet he talkes well, 
But what care I for words ? yet words do well 
When he that {peakes them pleafes thofe that heare: 
It is a pretty youth,not very prettie , 
But fure hee’s proud, and yet his pride becomes him; 
Hee’ll makea proper man: the beft ching in him 
Is his complexion : and fatter then his tongue 
Did make offence,his eye did heale it vp: 
He is not very tall,yet for his yeeres hee’s tall: 
His leg is but fo fo,and yet’tis well : 
There was a pretty redneffe in his lip, 
A lictleriper, and more luftie red 
Thenthac mixt in his cheeke: twas iuft the difference 
Betwixt the conftant red,and mingled Damaske. 
There be fome women Siluins had they markt him 
In parcells as I did,would haue gone neere 
To fall in loue with him : but for my part 
Tloue himnot, nor hate him not: and yee 
Haue more caufe to hate him then to loue him, 
For what had he to doe tachide at me? 
He faid mine eyes were black,and my haire blacke , 
And now I am remembred,fcorn’d at me: 
I maruell why J anfwer'd not againe, 
But that’s all one ; omittance is no quittance ; 
Ile write to hima very ranting Letter, 
And thou fhalt beare it,wilt thou Silwines > 
Sil. Phebe,with all my heart. , - 
Phe. Ve write it ftraic : 
The matter’s in my head,andinmy heart, 
I will be bitter with him, and paffing thort ; 


Goe with me Silwins. Exeunt. 


eAtus’ Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Rofalind, and Celia, and lagnes, 


Inq. I prethee,pretty youth,let me 
a gia P »pretty youth, let me better acquainted 
Rof They fay you area melancholly fellow, 
Jaq. am fo : J doe loue it better then laughing, . 
Rof, Thefe that are in extremity of either, are abho. 
minable fellowes, and betray themf{elucsto eucry mo. 
derne cenfure,worfe then drunkards. 

Jaq, Why, tis good to be fad and fay nothing. 

Rof. Why then’tis good to bea pofte, iyo 

Jaq. Thaueneither the Schollers melancholy, which 
isemulation: nor the Mufitians, which is fantafticall 
nor the Courtiers, which is proud ; nerthe Souldiers, 
whichis ambitious : nor the Lawiers, which is politick! 
nor the Ladies, whichisnice: northe Louers, which 
isallchefe: butitisa melancholy of mine owne, com. 
pounded of many fimples, extracted from many obieds 
and indeed the {undrie contemplation of my travels it 
which by oftenrumination, wraps me ina moft bumoe 
rous fadneffe, 

Rof. ATraueller: by my faith you Hue great res. 
fon to befad; I fease youhaue fold your owne Lands 
to fee other mens ; then to haue feene much, and to haue 
nothing, is to haue rich eyes and poore hands, 

Jaq. Yes, Uhaue gain’d my experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Rof. And your experience makes you fad: Thadra- 
ther have a foole to make me merrie, then experienceto. 
make me fad, and to trauaile for it too. 

Orl. Good day,and happineffe,deere Rofalind. 

ae Nay then God buy you,and you talke in blanke 
verfe, é / 
__ Ref. Farewell Mounfieur Trauellor : looke you 
lifpe,and weare ftrange fuites; difable all the benefits 
of your owne Countrie: be out. of lowe with your 
nativitie, and almoft chide God for making youthat 
countenance you are; orl will farce thinke you haue 
{wam ina Gundello. Why how now Orlando, where | 
haue you binall this while? you a lover? and you 
ferue me {uch another tricke, neuer come in my fight 
more, . 

Orl, My faire Refalind,I come within an houre of my 
promife. 

Rof. Breake an houres promife in loue? hee that 
will diuide a minute into a thoufand parts, and breake 


but a part of the thoufand part of a mioute inthe affairs | jf 


of loue, it may be faid of himthat Cupid hath clapt 
him oth’ fhoulder, but Ile warrant him heart hole. 

Orl. Pardon me deere Rofalind. 

Rof. Nay,and you be fo tardie, come no more in my 
fight, had as liefe be woo'd of a Snaile. 
+ Orl. OfaSnaile? 

Rof. I, 0faSnaile: for shough he comes flowly, hee 
carries his houfe on his head ; a better ioynéture I thinke 
then you makea woman : befides,he brings his deftinie 
with him. 

Orl, What's thate e 

Ref. Why hornes: W fuch as youare faine to bebe- 
holding to your wiues for : bur he comes armed inhis 
forcune,and prevents the {lander ef his wife. 

Orl, Vertue 





Orl, Vertueisno horne-maker : and my Rofalind is 
‘| yertuous. - 

er And Iam your Rofalind. 

Cel. It pleafes him to call you fo: but he hatha Rofz- 
| find of a better leere then you. 


holy-day humor, and like enough to confent : What 

would you fay to me now, and I were your veric, verie 
Rofalind ? 

|} Orl. I would kiffe before I fpoke. 

Rof. Nay, you were better {peake firft,and when you 
were grauel’d, forlacke ofmatter, you mighttakeoc- 
cafion to kiffe: verie good Orators when they are out, 
they will {pit, and for louers, lacking (God swarne vs) 
matter, the cleanlieft fhift is to kiffe. 

Orl. How if the kiffe be denide ? 

Rof. Then the puts you to entreatie,and there begins 
new-matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloued 
Miftris ? 

Rof. Martie that fhould vou if I were your Miftris, 
orl fhould thinke my honeftie ranker then my wit. 

Orl, What, of my fuite? . 

Rof. Not out of your apparrell, and yet out of your 
fuite : 
Amnot I your Rofalind ? 

Orl. Itake fome ioy to fay youare, becaufe I would 
betalking of her. 

Rof; Well, inher perfon,] fay I will not have you. 

Or!. Then in mine owne perfon, I die. 


almoft fix thoufand yeeres old, and in all this time there 
was Rot anie man died in his owne perfon (videlicet) in 
aloue caufe : Troilous had his braines dafh’d out witha 
Grecian club, yet he did whathee couldto die before, 
and heis one of the patternes of loue. Leander,he would 
haueliu’d maniea faire yeere though Hero had turn’d 
Nun; if ithad not bin fora hot Midfomer-night, for 
(good youth )he went but forth to wath him in the Hel- 
lefpont, and being taken with the crampe,was droun’d, 
Jand the foolifh Chronoclers of that age, found it was 
Hero of Ceftos. But thefe are all lies, men haue died 
from time to time,and wormes haue eaten them,but not 
for loue. 

Orl.I would not haue my right Rofalind of this mind, 
for I proteft her frowne might kill me. 

Rof. By this hand, it willnot kill aflie: but come, 
now I will be your Rofalind ina more comming-on dif- 
pofition : and aske me what you will,I will grant it. 

Orl. Then loue me Rofalind. ws 
Rof. Yes faith will I,fridaies and farerdaies,and all, 
Ori, And wilt thou haueme? > © De 
Rof. I, and twentie fuch; 
~ Orl. Whatfaieft thou? 

“Rof) Areyowhot good? > « | 
| Orl. Thopefo.! © 










he i j ‘ 


: fay fitter ¢ 
Onl, Pray thee martiewss: 10% F080. Lagne! 


Ref. You mug begin, will you Orlande, 


falind? . 


+ woTon hoowk wwhO 
’ 


Rof. No faith, die by Atcorney : the poore world is" 


| Rofalind, Why then , can one defire too much of a 
| 800d thing : Come fifter, you fhall be the Prieft, and _ 
matrie vs : give me your hand Orlando: What doe you | 
i “Cel. I cannot fay the words. o Faaeos : 
ie a Goe too: wil you Or landoshaue to wife this Xe- 
Orl, Twill, A ALLO" ¢ ub ie awoliwl sda aiaiod V4 


As youlikeit. ) 


Rof. Come,wooe me,wooe mee: fornow I am in a | - 


a 


Tous, if you breake one iot of your promife.or come one! 


201 e 





Rof. 1, but when? 

- Orl. Why now,as faft as fhe can marrie vs, aes 

a Then you muft fay, 1 take thee: Réfalind for 
wife. 
Orl. \takethee Rofalind for wife, ; 

Rof. Imightaske you for your € ommiffion, | 
But I doe take thee Orlando for myhusband : theré’sa 
gitle goes before the Prieft, and cettainely a Womans 
thought runs before her aétions. - ; 

Orl. Sodo all thoughts,they are wing’d, 

Ref. Now tell me how long you would haue her, af- 
ter you haue poffeft her ? 

Ort, For ener, and a day. 

Rof. Say a day,without the ener: no,no Orlando,men | 
are Aprill when they woe, December when they wed: 
Maides are May when they are maides,but the sky chan- 
ges when they are wives: I will bee more jealous of 
thee,then a Barbary cocke-pidgeon ouet his hen » more 
clamerous then a Parrat againft raine, more new-fang- 
led then an ape, more giddy inmy defires, thenamon-] 
key : Iwill weepe for nothing, like Diana in the Foun- 
taine, & I wil do that when yon are difpos’d to be merry: 
I will laugh like a Hyen,and that when thou art inclin’d 
to fleepe. 

Orl. But will my Rofalind doe fo? 

Rof. By my life,the will doéas | doe. 

Orl. O but the is wife, 

Res. Orelfe fhee couldinot have the wit to doe this + 
the wifer, the waywarder: make the doores Vpon awo- 
mans wit,and it will ourat the cafement: fhut that, and 
“twill out at che key-hole : ftop that, “twill fie with tke 
{moake out at the chimney. 

Orl. Aman that had a wife with f 
fay,wit whether wil’c? ; 

Rof. Nay,you might keepe that checke forit,till you 
met your wives wit going to your neighbours bed, 

Ort, And what wir could wit hauc,toexcufe thar? - 

Rofa. Marry to fay the came to feeke you there; you 
fhall-neuer take her without her aniwer,vnlefle you take 
her without her tongue : 6 that woman that cannot 
make her fault her hufbands occafion,let her neuer nurle 
her childe her felfe, for the will breed it like afoole. 

Orl. For thefe two houres Rofaliede,T wil leaue thee. 

Rof; Alas,deere loue,T'caninorlacke thee two houres,. 

Orl. Tmutt attend the Duke at dinnet by two a clock 
Iwillbe withthee againe, : 

Rof. 1,g0¢ your waies, goe your waies: I knew what. 
you would proue, iny.frierids told mee as much > and]. 
thought no leffe ; that flattering tongue of yours wonne 
me: tis but one caft away,and{focome death : twoo’ 
clocke is your howre. 

Orl. I,fweetRofalind.§ et 

Rof, By miy troth; andin good earneft, andfo God. 
mend mee, and by all pretty oathes that are not dange- 

























cha wit,hemight | 


minute behinde your houre, ‘J will thinke you the mot 
pathericall breake-promife, anid che moft hollow louer, 
and the moft vnworthy of her you call Rofalinde, that. 
may bee chofer ott ‘of the groffe band of the vnfaith- 
full : therefore beware my cenfure, andkeep your pro-; 
mife. Ee ew ed 
Ori. With noleffereligion, then ifthow wertindeed 
my Refalind sfo adieu SHED 
Rof. Well, Timeis the'Olde Tuffice that examines ali, 
{uch offenders,and let tittie try: adieu, — ° Papers  ¥ 
Cel. Yowhaue fimply mifgs’d our fexe int yout louc.. 
ssaceslailnetas _. pate s 


ee 















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































prate : we muft hauc your doublet and hofe pluckt ouer 
your head, and fhew the world what the bird hath done 
to her owne neaft. 

Rof. O coz,coz,coz : my pretty little coz, that thou 
didft know how many fathome deepe I am in Joue : but 
it cannot bee founded : my affection hath an ynknowne 
bottome,like the Bay of Portugall, 

Cel. Or rather bottomleffe, that as faftas you poure 
affe&tion in,in runs our, 

Rof, No,that fame wicked Baftard of ens, that was 
begot of thought, conceiu’d of {pleene, and borne of 
madneffe, that blindevafcally boy, that abufes euery 
ones eyes,becaufehis owne are out , let him bee indge, 
how deepeI am in loue: ile tell thee A/iena,I cannot be 
out of the fight of Orlando : lle goe findea fhadow, and 
figh cill he come. 


Cel, And Ile fleepe. Exeunt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Iaques and Lords, Forrefters. 


Taq. Which ishe that killed the Deare ? 

Lord, Sir,it was I. 

Jaq. Let’s prefent him to the Dukellike aRomane 
Conquerour , and it would doe well to fet the Deares 
horns vpon his head, for a branch of victory ; have you 
no fong Forrefter for this purpofe? 

Lord. Yes Sir. 

Jaq. Sing it:’tisno matter hew it bee intune, fo it 
make noyfe enough. 


Muficke, Song. 
What (hal be bane that kild the Deare? 
His Leather skin,and hornes te weare : 
Then fing him home the reft fhall beare this burthens ; 
Take thou no {eorne to weare the horne, 
Tt was acreft ere thon waft borne , 
Thy fathers father wore it, 
And thy father bore it, 
The horne,the borne the lafty borne, 


Is not athing to laugh to {corne. Exeunt, 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Rofalind and Celia. 
‘Rof. How fay you now;is it not paft two a clock ? 
And heere much Orlando, fiat 
Cel. I watrant you,with pure loue,& troubled brain, 
_ . ., Enter Silnins. 
He hath t’ane his bow and arrowes,and is gone forth 
| To fleepe : looke who comesheere.. | .., 
Sil. My errand is to you, faire youth, » 
My gentle Phebe,did bidme gine you this : 
4 Tknow not the contents, but as J gueffe 
By the fterne brow, and wafpith aétion 
Which fhe did vfe,as fhe was writing of ir, ' 
It beares an angry tenures pardonme, 
| Lam butas a guiltleffe meffenger. 


"Raf. Patience her felfe would ftartle at this letter, ma 


And play the fwaggerer, bearethis,beare all: 
Shee faies I am not faire,that Ilacke manners, 
She calls me proud,and that fhe could not loueme 
Weremanas rare as Phenix : ’od’s my will, 
Her Joue is not the Hare that I doe hunt, | 
Why writes fhe foto me? well Shepheard, well, 
This is a Letter of your owne device. 
Sil. No, I proteft,I know not the contents, 
Phebe did write it. 
Rof. Come,come,you are a foole, 
And turn’d into the extremity of loue. 
I faw her hand, fhe has a leatherne hand, 
A freeftone coloured hand : I verily did thinke 
That her old gloues were on, but twas her hands: 
She has a hufwiues hand, but that’s no matter : 
I fay fhe neuer did inuent this letter, 
This is a mans inuention, and his hand. 
Si. Sure itis hers. 
Rof. Why,tis a boyfterous anda cruell ftile, 
A ftile for challengers : why, fhe defiesme, 
Like Turke to Chriftian : yvomens gentle braine 
Could not drop forth fuch giant rude inuention, 
Such Ethiop vyords, blacker in their effect 
Then in their countenance: vvill you heare the letter? 
Sil. So pleafe you, for I neuer heard it yet: 
Yet heard too much of Phebes crueltie. 
Rof. She Phebes me : marke how the tyrant yyrites, 
Read, Art thom god, to Shepherd turn'd ? 
That a maidens heart hath burn d. 
Can a vvoman raile thus? 
Si. Callyou this railing? 
Ref. Read. Why, thy godhead laid a part, 
War' ft thou with a womans heart ? 
Did you ever heare fuch railing ? 
Whiles the eye of man did wooe me, 
That coulddo ne vengeance to me. 
Meaning mea beaft. 
If the fcorne of your bright eine 
Hane power to ratfe {ach loue in mine, 
Alacke, in me, what firange effett 
Would they worke in milde afpect ? 
Whiles you chid me, I did lone, 
How then might your prazers mene ? 
He that brings this loue to thee , 
Little knowes this Lowe in me : 
And by him feale up thy minde , 
Whether that thy youth andkinde 
Will the faithfull offer take 
Of me, and allthat I can make, 
Or elfe by him may lowe denie , 
And then lle fudie how to die. 
Sil. Call you this chiding ? 
Cel Alas poore Shepheard. ks 
Ref: Doe youpitty him ? No, he deferues no pitty: 
wilt thou loue {uch a woman ? what to make thee an it+ 
ftrument,and play falfe ftraines vpon thee? not tobe ct 
dur’d. Well,goe your way to her; (for I fee Loue hath 
made theea tame {nake) and fay this to her; Thatif the 
loue me, I charge herto loue thee : if fhe will not, Twill 
neuer haue her,vnleffe thou intreat for her: ifyoubee® 


| true louer hence,and not a word ; for here comes mort 
} company. 5) 308 


Exit Sie 


Olis, Good morrow, faire ones: pray you, (ifyo4 
Where in the Purlews of this Forreft, ftands: 








7 “Aryontikeit. 


A coat,fene’d abour with Oliue-trees, ° m4 
Ma Wat of this place,downin the neighbor bottom 
The rankeof Oziers,by the murmaring flreame 
Lefton your right hand,brings you to the place: 
Burt at this howre,the houfe doth keepe it felfe, 
here’s hone within’ 9 PGliw VE 

ee Ifthat aneyé may proficby a tongue, 
Then fhould I know you by defeription, © 
Such gatments,and fuch yeeres : the boy's faire, 
Of femall fauour, and beftowes himfelfe © 
Like aripe fitter : the woman low 3 
And browner then her brother : arenot you 
The owner of the houfe I did enquire for ? . 

Cel. It isno boalt, being ask’d,to fay we are. 

Oli, Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that youth hee calls his Rofalind, 
Hefends this bloudy napkin; are you he? 

Rof. Lam: what mutt we vnderftand by this? 

Oli. Some of my fhame,if you will know of me 
What man I am,and how, and why,and where 

; This handkercher he a 
. I pray you tell it. 

a eae the yong Orlando parted from you, 

lefta promife toreturne againe = 
us is houre,and pacing through the Forreft ;: 
Chewing the food of iweet and bitter fancie, 

| Loe vvhat befell ; he threw his eye afide, 
And markevvhat obiect did prefent it felfe cages, 
Vader an old Oake, whofe bows were mofs’d with age 
And high top,bald with drie antiquitie: 
Awretched ragged man,ore-growne with haire 
| Lay fleeping on his back ; about his necke 
A greeneand guildedfnake had wreath’d it felfe, 
Who with herhead,nimble in threats approach’d 
The opening of his mouth : but fodainly 
| Seeing Orlando, it vnlink’d it felfe, 
And with indented glides, did flip away 
Into a bufh, vnder which bufhes fhade 
A Lyonneffe, with vdders all drawne drie, 
Lay cowching head on ground,with catlike watch 
When that the fleeping man fhould ftirre ; fortis 
The royall difpofition of that beaft 
To prey on nothing, that doth feeme as dead: 
This feene, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cel. O Thauc heard him {peake of that fame brother, 
And he did render him the moft vnnaturall 
Thatlin'’damengft men, - 

Oli, And well he might fo doe, 

For well I know he was ynnaturall. 
of, But to Orlando: did he leaue him there » 
Foed to the furck’d and hungry Lyonneffe? 

Oli. Twice did he turne his backe,and purpos’d fo: 

But kindueffe nobler euer then reuenge, 

| And Nature ftronger then his iuft occafion , 
Made him give battell to the Lyonneffe : 
Whe quickly fell before him,in which hurtling 
From miferable (lumber I awaked. 

Cel, Axe you his brother? 

Ref, Was’t you he refcu’d ? 

Cel, Was't you that did fo oft contrive to kill him ? 

O4&. “Twas: bur’tis not: I doe nat fhame 
To tell you what I was, fincemy conuerfion 
So fwecetly tattes,being the thing Tam. 

Rof. But for the bloody napkin ? 

. Ol. By and by: © 


203): 
When from the firft to laft betwixt vs two? NON Va 
Teares our recountments had mo@ Kindely bath’d; ¢ °° 
As how I came into that Defert places? 7). 7s 
Ibriefe, he led me tothe gentle Dake, : 

Who gaue me freth aray,and entertainment, 
Committing me ynto my brothers Be!) Pay 
Who led meinftantly ynto his Caue, 0 8" 
There ftript himfelfe, and heere vponhis arme = 
The Lyonneffe had torne fome flefwaway 27° SS 
Which all this while had bled ; snd now he fainted, > 
And cride in fainting vpon Rofalinde,’ “°° ' 
Briefe,I recouer’d him,bound vp his wound, 
And after fome {mall {pace, being ftromg atheart; * 
Hefent me hither, ftrangerasTam = 8 
To tell this ftory,that you might excufe 


_ His broken promife,and to gine this napkin 


Died in this bloud, vnto the Shepheard 


ok on bloud. 


Rof. 1 would 1 were at home. 
Cel, Wee'll lead you thither: 
I pray you will you rake him by thearme. "> 
Oli, Be of good cheere youth : you aman? 
You lacke a mans heart, , 
Rof: I doe fo, I confeffeir: 
Ah, firra, a body would thinke this was well counterfei- 
ted, I pray you tell your brother how well I counterfei- 
ted : heigh-ho. otek 
Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great te- 
ftimony in your complexion,that ic was a paffion of care 
neft. ‘ : Lae hed eee 
Ref: Counterfeic, faffure you. his aches 
Oli, Wellthen,take a good heare, and counterfeit to 
be aman. 
Rof. So I doe : but yfaith, I fhould haue beenea wo- 
man by right, he Rb ida 
Cel, Come,youlooke paler and paler: pray you draw 
homewards: good fir, goe with ys. : ed 
Oli, That willl :for I muft beare anfwere backe 
How you excufe my brother, Rofalind, mee 
Rof. I fhall deuife fomething : but I pray you com-. 
mend my counterfeiting tohim : will you goe? 
Excung, 


ef cus Quinius. Scena Prima. 


Enter (lowne and Awdrie. 


Clow, We fhall finde a time Awdrie, patience gen-} 
tle Awdrie. rh tg Beuceety 

44d. Faith the Prieft was good enough, for allthe. 
olde gentlemans faying. 

Clow. Amoft wicked Sir Oliver, Avdrie,amoft vile 
CMar-text. But Awdrie, there is a youth heere in the 
Forreft layes claime to you. : 

Awd. I,i know who’tis : he hath nointereft in mee 
in the world : here comes the man you meane. 


as Enter Williaws, 3 a 
(%. Itismeatand drinke to me to feeaClowne, by 


jn treiaperieelcce aa 

















































































































































































































































































































































































































Will, Good ew’n, Audreyer (so) 20: > Eve 
Aud. God ye good eu'n Williams: 6) 0) 94 
wih, Andgood cu’nte you Sips 00 o.enee 0! 
Clo, Good cun gentle, faiend.,Cover thy head, couer 
| thy head : Nay prethee bee eougs'd:. How oldeare you 
Friend? -snsre’ sidineay s1o0d bine lotipid agizht orer! 
Will. Five and twentic Siri 5.0. Dafne 
Clo,. Axipeage: Is thy name William > 
Will, william, fir... v 


for: we fhall be flouting; weicannothold. +s: . 


STTe Piet 


nei'th Forreft heere ? 


and yet it is not, itis but fo, fo: 
Artthou wife? mer 

. Wal, T fs, Lhaue a prettie wits. | 

“Clo. Why, thou faift well.I do. now remember a fay- 
ing : The Foole doth thinke heis wife, butithe wifeman 
knowes himfelfe to be a Foole.. The Heathen Philofo- 
pher, when he had a defire to eate aGrape,,wonld open 
his lips when he puricinto his mouth, meaning chere- 


by, that Grapes were madeto eate, and lippesito open. - (' 


You do loue this maid? 
wil, Ydo fit. 
. Clo, Give meyour hand; Art chou Learned ? 
Will, No fir. , 


Slo. Then learne this of me, To hauc, isto haue. For | 


J itis a figurein Rhetoricke, that drink being powr’d out 


ofa cup into a glaffe, by filling the one, doth empty the | 


other. For all your Writers de confenn, that ip/é is hee: 
now you are not ip/e, for 1am he. *e 
., Will.. Which he fir? 


Clo. He fir, that muft marrie this woman: Therefore 


you Clowne, abandon: whichis in the vulgar,teaue the 


focietie : which in the boorifh, is companie, of this fe- 
male; which inthe common, is: woman: which toge- 
| ther, is, abandon the fociety of this Female, or Clowne 
1 thou perifheft:or to thy better vaderitanding ,dyeft ; or 
| (to wit) [kill thee, makethee away,tranflate thy life ia- 
| codeath, thy libertie into bondage : J will deale in poy- 
fon with thee, or in baftinado, or in fleele: I will bandy 
| with thee in faction, Twill ore-run thee with police: I 
.| will kill thee a hundred and fifty wayes, therefore trem- 
Able and depart. : 

| And. Do good Piliam. 


Will. God reft you merry fir. Exit 


Enter Corin. 


Cor. Our Mafter and Miftreffe feekes you: come a- 
“| way,aways.. ntinid ; 
Clo. Trip Audry, trip Audry, I attend, 


Zattend.) oy. Exeunt 


vy faa the 


ee Scena Secunda. 


1 Ort. Ist pofible, thaton fo little acquaintance you 
Qhould likeher # that, but{ceing, you fhould lone, ber? 


my troth, we that haue good wits,haue muchtoanfwer | 


And louing woo2.and wooingsftie fhould,graunt> And 


| will you petfeuertolenioy her?,,,)... 


Ol. Neither calithe giddineffe ofit im queftion, thy 


pouertic of her, the {mall acquaintance, my fodaine eh, 
_ ing, nor fodaineconfenting.: butfay with mee, } loue 
| AAliena : fay with her, that fhe loues mee; confent wih 
| both, that we may enioy each other : it fhall be to Out 
' good : for my fathers houfe,and all the reuennew, shes 
_ was old Sir Rewlawds will Leftate ypon you,,. and heere 
| live and die a Shepherd: ... A 1 eee 


Enter Rofalingd. 


Orl. You have my confent.. 3 


+ Let your Wedding be to morrow: thither will ie 


e asd | Inuite the Duke, and all’s contented followers: 
d,very excellent good: | 
= _ | Heerecomes my Refalinde. 


Go you, and prepare Alienas forlooke you, 
Rof. God faue you brother, Z 
Ol. And you faire fitter. a) 
Rof? Oh my deere Orlando, how it grecues me to fee 

thee weare thy heart in a {carfe. 

Orl,. Ivis my arme, ; 

Rof, Ithought thy heart had beene wounded with 
the clawesofa Lion. 

Ort, Wounded it is, but with the eyes ofa Lady. 

Rof. Didyourbrother tell you how 1 counterfeyted 
to found. when.he fhew’d me your handkercher? 

Orl, J, and greater wonders then that, 

Kof: O, [know where you are: nay, tistrue: there! 
was neuer any thing fo fodaine, bur the fight of two 
Rammes,and Cefars Thrafonicall bragge of I caime,faw,| 
and oucrcomes: For your brother, and my fifter,no foo-} 
ner met, but they look’d : no: fooner look’d, but they 
lou’d ; no fooner lou’d,but they figh'd.:no fooner fighd’ 
but they ask’d one another the reafon :no fooner knew 
the reafon, but they fought the remedie: and in thele 
degrees, hauethey madea paire of ftaires ce marriage,| 
which they will climbe incontinent, or elfe bee inconti- 
nent before. marriage ; they arein, the verie, wrathof] 
lone, and they will together. . Clubbes cannot. patt 
them. oo th 
Orl. They fhall be married to morrow :_ and Iwill 
bidthe Duke tothe Nuptiall. But O,bow birter a thing 
itis, to looke into happines through another, mans cits: 
by fo much the more fhall Ito morrow be at the height 
of heart heauineffe. by how much I fhal thinke my bro-! 
ther happie,in hauing what he wifhes for. r| 

Rof. Why thentomorrow, I cannot ferue your turne 
for Rofalind? Tal 
Orl. Icanliuenolongerby thinking, =. | 
Rof: Twill wearie you then no longer withidle tale 
king. Know of me then (fornow I fpeake to fome pur’ 
pofe)that I know you are a Gentleman of good conceit! 
I {peake not this, that you fhould beare agood opinion 
of my knowledge : infomuch (I fay) know you arc:ncle 
ther do. labor tor a greater efteeme then may in fore 
little meafure draw a beleefe from you, to do your felfe 
ood, and notto grace me., Beleeue then, if you plealé 
that Jean do ftrangethings : I haue fince] was three 
ycare old conuerft with a Magitian, . moft profound in 
his Art, and yet not damnable. If you do loue Rofalinde 
foneere the hart, as your gefture cries it out :, when your 
brother marries Aliena, fhall you marrie her-1 know in- 
ro what ftraights of Fortune fheis driven, andit.is, ne 
impoffible to me, if it appeare nor inconuenicnt toy ee 
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Rof. Ihave promis’d to make all chis matter euen : 
Keepe you your word, O Duke, to giue your daughter, 
You yours Orlanda, to receiue his daughter : 

Keepe you your word Phebe,that you'l marrie me, 
Orelfe refufing ne to wed this fhepheard : 

Keepe your word Silwins, that you’: marrie her 

If fhe refufe me, and from hence I go 

To make thefe doubts all even. Exit Rof. and Celia. 

Du,Sen. 1. dotemember in this fhepheard boy, 
Some liuely touches of my daughters fauour. 

Orl. My Lord, the firft time that I euer faw him, 
Me thought he was a brother to your daughrer: 
But my good Lord, this Boy is Forreft borne, 

And hath bin tucor’d in the rudiments 

Of many defperate ftudies, by his vnckle, 

Whom he reports to be a great Magitian. 
Enter Clowne and Audrey. 

Obfcured in the circle of this Porreft. 

Taq. Thereis {ure another flood toward, and thefe 
couples are comming tothe Arke. Here comes a payre 
of verie ftrange beafts, which in all tongues, arecall’d 
Fooles. 

(lo, Salutation and greeting to you all. : 

aq. Good my Lord, bid him welcome : Thisis the 
Motley-minded Gentleman, that I have fo often met in 
the Forreft: he hath bin a Courtier he fweares. 

Cf. Ifany man doubtthat, lethim putmeeto my 
"Sati I haue trod ameafure, I haue flattred a Lady, 
Uhaue bin politicke with my friend, fmooth with mine 
enemie, I haue vndone three Tailors, I haue had foure 
quarrels,and like to have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that tane vp ? 

Clo. *Faith we met, and found the quarrel was ypon 
the feuenth caufe. 

Taq. How feuenth caufe? Good my Lord, like this 
fellow. 

Ds.Se, Like him very well. 

Cle. God’ild you fir, { defire you of the like : I preffle 
in heere fir, amongtt the reft of the Country copulatiues 
tofweare, and to forfweare, according as mariage binds 
and blood breakes : a poore virgin fir,an il-fauor’d thing 
fir, but mine owne, apoore humour of mine fir, totake 

{thae thatno man elfe will : rich honeftie dwels like a mi- 
fer fir, in a poore houfe, as your Pearle in your foule oy- 
fter. 

Du.Se, By my faith, heis very fwift,and fententious 

Clo. According to the fooles bolt fir, and fuch dulcet 
difeafes, 

faq. But forthe feuenth caufe. Howdid you finde 
the quarrell on the feuenth caufe? 

Clo. Vpona lye, feuen times remoued: (beare your 
bodie more feeming -Audry) as thus fir: I did diflike the 
cut of a certaine Courriers beard : he fent me word, if I 
faid his beard was not cut well, hee was in the minde it 
was: thisiscall’d the retort courteous, If I fent him 
word againe, it was not well cut, he wold fend me word 
he cut it to pleafe himfelfe: thie is call’d she quip modeft, 
Ifagaine, it was not well cut,he difabled my iudgment : 
this is called, the reply churlith, Ifagaine it was not well 

-}cut, he would anfwer I fpake not true: this is call’d the 
reproofe valiant. Tf againe, it was not well cut, he'wold 
fay, lie: this is call’d the counter-checke quarrelfome : 

and fo ro lye circumftantiall and the lye dire&. 


lag. And how oft did you fay his beard was not well - 


cut ? 
Cle. I durft go no further then the lye circumftantial: 






As you like it. 
















































nor he dusft not giue me the lye dire& : and fo wee me 
fur'd {words, dnd parva. os ate 

Taq. Can younominate in order now, the degrees of 
the lye. 

(%. O fir, we quarrel in print, by the booke ; asyou 
haue bookes for good manners : J will name you the dez 
grees, Thefirft, the Retort courteous: the fecond, the 
Quip-modeft : the third, the reply Churlifh:the fourth 
the Reproofe valiant : the fift, the Counterchecke quar- 
relfome: the fixt, the Lye with circumftance: thefeg, 
uenth, the Lye dire& : all thefe you may auoyd, but the 
Lye dire& : and you may auoide that too, with anIf. { 
knew when feuen Iuftices could not take vp a Quarrel] 
but when the parties were met themfelues, one of them 
thought but of an If; as if you faide fo, then] {aide {o: 
and they fhooke hands, and {wore brothers. Your ]fs 
the onely peace-maker: much vertue in if. 

Jaq. Is notthis arare fellow my Lord ? He's as good 
at any thing, and yet a foole. 

Dua. Se.He vies his folly like a ftalking-horfe, and yn. 
der the prefentation of that he fhoots his wit, 


Enter Hymen, Rofalind, and Celia. 
Seill Mnficke, 
Hymen.. Then 9 there mirth in heanen, 
When earthly things made eanen 
attone together. 
Good Date receine thy daughter, 
Hymen from Heanen bronglt her, 
Yea bronght her bether. 
Thatthon might icywe his hand with bse, 
Whofe heart within his bofomse ts. 
Rof. Toyoul gite my felte, for 1 am yours. 
To you I giue my {elfe, for Iam yours, 
Da.Se lf there be truth in fight,you are my daughter, 
Orl. If there be truth in fight,you are my Rofalind. 
Phe.Tf fight & fhape be true, why then my loue adieu 
Rof. le haueno Father,ifyou be nothe: 
He haue no Husband, ifyou be not he: 
Nor ne're wed woman, if you be not thee. 
Hy. Peacehoa: } barre confufion, 
’TisI muft make conclufion 
Of thefe moft range events : 
Here's eight that muft take hands, 
Toieyne in Hymens bands, 
Iftruth holds crue concents, 
You and you, no croffe fhall part ; 
Youand you, are hare in hart: 
You, to his loue muft accord, 
Orhaue a Woman to your Lord. 
You and you, are fure together, — 
Asthe Winter to fowle Weather : 
Whiles a Wedlocke Hymne we fing, 
Feede your felues with queftioning ; | 
That reafon, wender may diminifh 
How thus we met, and thefe things finifh. 
Song. 
Wedding ss great lunos crowne, 
O bleffed rs of beord and bed : 
°T ss Hymen peoples enerie towse, 
High wedleck then be honored : 
Honor, highbouer and renowne 
To Hymen, God of enerie Towne. 


Dw Se. O my deere Neece,welcome chow artco me, 
Euen daughter welcome, inno lefle degree. ft 
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to fer her before your eyes to morrow, humane as fheis, 
and without any danger, : 
Orl. Speak’tt thou in fobermeanings? 
Rof. By. my lifel do, which I tender deerly, though 
{fay 1am a Magitian : Therefore put you in your belt a- 
ray, bid your friends : for if you will be married to mor- 
row, you (hall: and to Rofalind if you will. 

(fi ' Enter Siluins & Phebe. 
Leoke,here comes a Louer of mine, and alouer of hers. 
* phe, Youth, you hate done me much yngentleneffe, 
| fo thew the letter that I writ to you. 
- Rof. Leave not if] haue itis my ftudie 

'Tofeeme defpightfull and yngentle to you: 
‘| you are theré followed by a faithful fhepheard, 
Lookevpon him; louchim:heworfhips you. _ 
Phe.Good fhepheard,tell this youth what’tis to loue 
Sil. Iv isto beall made of fighes and teares, 
And foam I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Gansmed, 

Orl, AndI for Rofalind. 
Ref And I for no woman. 
|” Sil. Icis to be all made of faith and feruice, 

And fo am] for Phebe. 
Phe. And I for Ganimed. 
} Orl. And TV for Rofalind, 
Rof. And] for no woman. 
Sil, Ivistobe all made of fantafie, 
Allmade of paffion, and all made of wifhes, 
 Alladoration, dutic, and obferuance, 
Allhumbleneffe, all patience, and impatience. 
} All puritie, all triall, all obferuance : 

And {o am I for Phebe. 
| Phe fAnd{foam | for Ganiwmed. 
Orl. And fo am] for Rofalind. 
~ Ref. And fo am for no woman. 
Phe. If this be fo, why blame you me to loue you? 
Sil. this be fo, why blame youme to loue you? 
Orl. Ifthis be fo,why blame you me to loue you? 
Rof. Why doyou {fpeake too, Why blame you mee 
toloue you. 
Orl. To her,that is not heere, nor doth not heare. 
Rof. Pray youno more of this, "tis like the howling 
of lrifh Wolues 2gainft the Moone : Twillhelpe you 
iflcan: I would loueyou ifI could: ‘Tomorrow meet 






















man, and Ile be married to morrow: I will fatisfie you, 
ifeuer I fatisfi’d man, ahd you fhall bee married to mor- 
tow. Twil content you, if what pleafes you contents 
you, and you fhal be married to morrow . As:you loue 
Rofalind meet, as youlotie Phebe meer, andas [loue no 
Woman, Ile meet ; fo fareyouwel : Ihaue left you com- 
mands, a¥ 

Séd, Tlenot faile, if line, : 
Phe. Nor I. ntl 
Orl. Norl. MRT Ye 





Exesnt. 





be bas yeh eee 


Scwna,Tertia. 





\. Suter Clowne und Audrey. sa 
- ¢&. To mortowis theioyfull day Audrey, tomorow 
will we be married, 
ON Aids VAs detneiewittvalliny-heares and Fhopeiit i 
yheartz: and | hopeit is 
no difhoneRedeGre,todeGre ‘t6‘bea woman of ¥ world? 


t 










mealrogether: I wil marrie you, ifeuerI marrie Wo- | 


y yom like it. 


| 
| 
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Heere come two of the banifh’d Dukes Pages, 
Enter two Pages. 
1.Pe, Welmethoneft Gentleman,. joy 
Clo. By my troth well met: come, fit, fic, anda fong, 
2.Pa. We arefor you, fiti’th middle, 
1.Pa. Shai we clap into’t roundly, without hauking, ¢ 
or fpitting, or faying we are hoarfe, which are the onely 
prologues to a bad voice. 
2.Pa, Lfaith, y faith, and bothin a tune like ewo 
gipfies on 4 horie. 
Song. 
Ts was a Loner, and his laffe, 
With ahey, andaho, anda hey “nina, 
That o’re the greene forne feild did paffe, 
in the (bring teme, the onely pretty rang times 
when Birds do fing ey ding ading ding. 
Sweet Louers lone the pring, 
And therefore take the prefent time, 
With a bey ,e aho,and a hey nonino, 
For lene ts crowned with the primes 
In {pring time, Ge. 


Betweene the acres of the Rie, 

With a hey,and aho,h ahey nonino ¢ 

Thefe prettie Country folks would lies 
In {pring time ,&c. 


This Carroll they began that boure, 
With ahey anda bo, cy aheynonino + 
How that alsfe was but a Flower, 

In fring time,&c. 


Cl. Truly yong Gentlemen, though there yvas no 
great matter in the dittic, yet § note was very vatunable 

1.Pa. youare decciu’d Sir,wekept time, we loft not 
our time, | 

Clo. By my troth yes:T count it but timeloft ro heare 
fuch a foolith fong. God buy you, and God mend your 
voices. Come Audie. Exeunt, 





Scena Quarta. 


ae 








Enter Dike Senior, Amsyens 'Taques, Orlane 
do, Oliuer, Celia. 
Du.Sen, Dott thou beleeue Orlanda, that the boy 
Can doaill this that he hath promifed 2 : 
Orl. [fometimes do beleeue, and fomrimesdo not, 
As thofe that feare they hope, and know they feare. 
Enter Rofalinde, Silsius, & Phebes--: ; 
Rof. Patience once more,whiles our cOpadt is vrg’ds 
You fay, if I bring in your Refalinde, d cicl| 
You wil beftow her on Orlando heere ? 
D#.Se.That would I,had I kingdoms to giue withhir. 
Rof-And you fay you wil haue her, when bring hir? 
Orl,. That would I, were I of all kingdomes King. 
Rof. You fay,you'l marrie me, it L be willing. — 
Phe, That will I, fhould J die the houré afters 
Rof. But ifyou do refufe to marrie me, |» 
You'l gine yout felfe to this moft faithfull Shepheard. 
Phe. Soisthe bargaine, asvion 
Rof. You fay that you'l haue Phebe if the will. 
Si. Thoughtohaue her and death, were both one 
‘thing. nits torts 
S$ Rof 




















As you like it. — 


Phe. I wilnoteate my word, now thou art mine,1. 
Thy faith, my fancie co thee doth combine, ' 


Enter Second Brother, a! 
a.Bro. Let mehaue audience fora word or two: 
[amthe fecond fonne of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring thefe tidings to this faire affembly. 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that euerie day. 
Men of great worth refortedto this forreft, 
Addreft a mightie power, whichwereon foote «> « 
In his owne conduct, purpofelyto take ~~ 
His brother heere, and put him to the fword : 
And to the skires of this wilde Wood he came; 
| Where, meeting with an old Religious man; 
After fome queftion with him, was contierted 
Both from his enterprize; andfrom the world: 
His crowne bequeathing to his banifh’d Brother, - 
Andall their Lands reftor'dtohimagaine 
That were with him exil’d. Thisco be truce, 
Idoengage my life. - 
| DaSe. Welcome yong man: 
Thou offer'ft fairely to thy brothers wedding 
Toone his lands with-held, and co the other 
Alandit felfe at large, a potent Dukedorne., 
{Firtt, in this Forreft, lec ys do thofe ends 
| That heere vvete well begun, and wel begot : 
And after, every of this happie number 
That haue endur'd fhrew’d daies, and nights with vs, 
Shal (hare the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meafure of their ftatess 
Meane time, forget this new-falnedignitie, 
And fallintoour RuftickeReuelries 
|Play Muficke, and you Brides and Bride-groomesall, 
| With meafure heap’d in ioy, to’th Meafures fall. 
| Jaq. Sir, by your patience : if [heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put ona Religious life, 
| And throwne into neglect the pompous Court. 


“ f 
tald 


ee Lite: 


_ youto your land, and loue, and great allies: 
you to along, and well-deferued bed: 
And you to wrangling, for thy louing voyage 
{ Is but for two moneths victuall’d: Soto your pleafures. 
I am for other, then for dancing meazures. F 
ee bees Laques, tay. : 
aq. To {ce no paftime, 1: what youy ane 
Ile ftay to know, ms your sandoi'd oak — weg 
e Du.Se, Proeced, proceed: wee'l begin thefe ri hig, 
As we do truft, they'l end intrue delights; ae 
Ref. Icis not the fathion toffee the Ladie the Epi 
logue: burit isno more vnhandfome, thento fee a 
| Lordthe Prologue. If it be true, that good wine needs 
no bufh, ‘tis true, that a good play needes no Epilogue. 
Yet to good wine they do vfe good buthes = and oo 
layes proue the better by the helpe of good Epilosues: 
hatacefeamIinthen, that amneither 4 earid = 
logue, nor cannot infinuate with you in the behalfe of al 
good play. Tam not furnith’d likea Begger, therefore 
to begge will net become mee. My way.is.to coniure 
you, and Ile begin with the Wemen. Ichargeyou (0 
women) for the loueyou bearetomen, to like as much 
of this Play, as pleafe you: AndI charge you (Q men) } 
for the lone you beare to. women (as I perceive by your 
fimpring ,none of youhates them) that betweene oi . 
and the women, the play may pleafe, If were a Wow} 
man, I would kiffeas many of you as had beards thar § 
pleas’d me, complexions that lik’d me, and breaths that 
I defi'de not : And I am. fire, as. many ashaue cood 
beards, or good faces, or {weet breaths, will feasted 
offer,when I makecurt’fie,bidme farewell,  ~ Exit, 
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~~ Taming of the Shrew. 


aA us primus. 


Enter Begyger and Hojtes,Chriftophero Sly, 


'S Begger. 
>~2Le pheeze you infaith. 
¥,  Alft.A paite of ftockes you rogue. 
iss Beg. Yare abaggage, the Svies areno 
YQ Rogues. Looke in the Chronicles, we came 
a's yin with ‘Richard Conqueror : therefore Par- 
_ Cas pallabris, let the world flide: Seffa. 
» ° Hoff. You will not pay for the glaffes you haue burft? 
' Beg. No, nota deniere: go by S.leronimie, goeto thy 
| cold bed;and warme thee. 
'  Hoft. Uknow my remedie,I muff go fetchthe Head- 
‘borough, 9° 
. Beg. Third, or fourth, or fift Borough, Tleanfwere 
‘him by Law. Ile not budge an inch boy: Eet him come, 
‘and kindly. °° _ Palles afleepe, 


-Winde hornes, Enter a Lord from hunting with bis traine. 
Lo. Huntfman I charge thee,tender wel my hounds, 
‘Brach Meriman; the poore Curreisimboft, © ~*’ 
_ And couple Clowder with the deepe-mouth’d brach, 
- Saw’ft thou not boy how Siiuer made it good 
“Atthe hedge corner, in the couldeft faule, 
‘I would notloofe the dogge for twentie pound. 
' Huntf. Why Belman is as good as he my Lord, © 
*He cried vpon it at the meereft loffe, 
: And twice to day pick’d out the dulleft fent, 
Truft me, I take him for the better dogge. 
Lord.. Thou art.a Foole, if echo were as fleete, 
I would efteeme him worth a dozen fuch: 
But fup them well,and looke vnto them all, 
| Tomorrow I intend to hunt againe, 
Huntf. I will my Lord. :” Rhee 
'. Lord, What's heere? One dead, or drunke ? See doth 
‘| hebreath? thee oe 
\  2.Hun. Hebreath’s my Lord, Were henot warm’d 


‘| with Ale, this were a bed but cold to fleep fo foundly, “|. 


Lord. Oh monftrous beaft,how like a fwine he lyes. 
Grim death, how foule and loathfome isthine image : 
Sirs, I will practife on this drunken man. 

What thinke you, ifhe were conuey’d to bed, . 
; Wrap’din fweer cloathes: Rings put vpon his fingers : 
A moft delicious banquet by his bed, 
And braue attendants neere him when he wakes, 
W ould notthe begger then forgethimfelfe? 

1.Hun, Beleeue me Lord, I thinke he cannot choofe. 

2.H.1t would feem ftrange vato him when he wak’d. 
- Lord, Euenasa flatt’ring dreame,or worthles fancie/. 


| 


| 


| Lord, Do 


Scena, Prima. 


Then take him vp, and manage well the icf : 
Carrie him gently to my faireft Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my vvanton pi@ures. 
Balme his foule head in warme diftilled waters 
And burne {weet V/ood to make the Lodging ae . 
Procure me Muficke readie when he vvakes. ‘i 
Tomakea dulcet anda heauenly found: ue 
And ifhe chance to fpeake, be readie ftraight | 
(And with alowe fubmiffiuereuerence) 
Say, what is it your Honor'vvil command: | 
Let oneattend him vvith a filuer Bafon 
-Pullof Rofe-water, and beftrew'd with Flowers 
Another beare the Ewer: the third a Diaper, : 
And fay wilt pleafe your Lordfhip coole your hands 
Some one bereadie withacoffly{uire, 
Andaske him what apparrel he will weare: 
Another tell him ofhis Hounds and Horler as 


And that his adie mournesat his difeafe, 
Perf{wadehim that he hath bin Lunaticke,, °° 
. And when he fayes he is, fay thathedreames, 
For heis nothing but a mightie Lord: wi 
-This'do, and do it kindly, gentle firs, - 

Tt wilbe paftime paffing excellens, 

Ifitbe husbanded with modeftie. 

__1.Haatf/My LordI warrant you we wil play our patt | 
As he fhall thinke by our true diligence ama 
He is no lefle then what we fay he is. 

Lord. Take him vp gently, and to bed with him, 

And each one to his office when he wakes, 

' Sound trampers: | 
Sitrah, go fee what Trumpet ’tis that founds, . i 
Belike fome Noble Gentleman that meanes 
(Trauelling fomeiousney).to repofe him here. 

. Enter Sévuingeman. 
How now? whoisit?: a 
| Ser, An’t pleafe your Howots Players 
‘That offer feruicero your Porth . 
qe en mA fe Enter Players. 
Lord. Bid them come eee; 
Now fellowes; you are'welcome. _ 
“Players, Wethanke your Honor. 
You intend to flay withmeto night? = | 
$o pleafe your Lofdfhippe to accept oult | 


y heart, This fellowIremember, | | 


‘Sitice once he plaide a Farmers eldeft fonne, 

yLwas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman fo well: 

-Lhaue forgot your name : but fure that part ees 
Was 4) 





as apely fitted, andnaturally performd,.. HintD s 


: sinekle,, A chinke*cwas Sete that your honor meanes. 
| Sony Gai verie truesthau.didftitexcellent : oat 
Well you are come to me,  happic time, aisle 
The rather for I haue fome {port in. Ady. 1, a 
Wherein your cunning can.athG.me much oi 6 3 
There is aerd yall heareyopplay tomehes oi: 
But am « otibefall of your modefties, 

Leatt (overseying ofhis odde behanionr, 9... 
Foye his honor neuer Réacd a play), fewer? 3 

You breake into fome metic pafon,. \ 6... 

And fo offend him : for {tell yeu fits, Harol b's 

Ifyou fhould fmile, he.growes impatient, 9 

Plai, Fearenot my.Lord, we.can contain ont felues, 

Werehe the verieft anticke in the worlds... 


H ¥¥ 


|_|} And then with kinde embracements, tempting kiffes, 


And with declining head into his bofome. 
Bid him fhed teares,as being ouer-ioyed 
To fee her noble Lord reftor’d to health, 

| Who for this feuen yeares hath efteemed him 
Nobetterthen a poore and loathfome begger: 
And ifthe boy haue not a womans guift 
Toraine a (hower of gommanded teares, - » 
An Onion wil do well for fucha fhift, 
Which in a Napkin (being clofe conuei’d) 
Shall in defpight enforce a waterie ele : 
See this difpatch’d with all the haft chou cant, 
Anon He giue thee more inftruations. 

; Exit a feruingman. 

Tknow theboy will wel vfurpethe grace, 
Voice, gate, and action of aGentlewoman ! 
Ilong to heare him call the drunkard husband, 


Fe 


_ | And how my men will ftay chemfelues from Jaughter, 


| When they do homage rochis fimple peafont, 
| lleinto counfell chem: haply my prefence 
ay well abate the ouer-merrie {pleene, . | 
Which otherwife would grow into extreames: 


Enter aloft the drunkard aa attendants, fome with apparel, 
Bafon and Ewer, otber appurtenances ch Lord. 


|. Beg. ForGods fake a pot of {mall Ale. 


1.Ser, 


2.Ser, Wilt pleafe your Honor tafte of thefe Con- 
ferues? Sake 
 3Ser. What raj 
Beg. Yam 
Lordfhip: 


» Thou hafta Ladi 





Lord, Heauen ceafe this idle humorinyour Honor. 
Ob thata tmightieman of fuch difcent, © 
‘Offuch poffeffions,and fo high efteeme, 
Should be infufed with fo foulea {pirit. - 


rf 
7 2% 


. : 


Beg. What would you makeme mad?Amnotl Chri- 


fropher Slie, old Sies fonne of Burten-heath, : by byrth 2 


Pedler, by education a Cardmaker, by tranfmutationa{ | 
Beare-heard, and now by prefent profeffion a Tinker.| 


Aske Afarrian Hacker the fat Alewife of Wincot,if thee} 


know me not: if fhe fay fam not xiiii.d. on the {core for} 


- fheere Ale, {core tne yp for thelying@ knauein Chriften |. 
dome, What amnotbeftraughe:here’s—-—_- 


.3-44an.Oh this itis that makes your-Ladie mourne, 


2 AMan.Oh this is it that makes your fernants droop: 
Lord. Hence comesit, that your kindred-fhuns your | 
As beaten hence by your ftrange Lunacie, — (houte, 
ObNoble Lord, bethinketheeofthy birch, 
Call home thy ancient thotights from banithment, _ «; 
And banith hence thefe abieét lowlie dreames : 
Looke how thy feruants do attend onthee, 
Each in his office readie atthybecke, ~ 9 
Wilt thou hane Maficke? Harke Apolloplaies, AZufick. 
Andtwentie caged Nightingales dofing, » , . 
Or wilt thou fleepe? Wee'l haue thee toa Couch, ; 
Softer and fweeter then the luftfull bed 6 
On purpofe trim’d vp for Semiramis. Phd 
Say thou wilt walke: we wil beftrow the ground. 
Or wiltthou ride? Thy horfes fhalbetrap’d,, _ 
Their harnefle ftudded all withGoldand Pearle. 
Doft thou louchawking ? Thou haft hawkes will foare 
Aboue the morning Larke, Or wilt chouhune, 
Thy hounds fhall make the Welkin anfwer them 
And fetch fhrill ecchoes from the hollow earth. 
1 Mas Say thov wilt courfe,thy gray-hounds areas 
As breathed Stags: I fleeter then the Rog... 3.4 ({wift 
2 Ad Doft thou loue pictures? we wil fetch thee ftrait } 
Adonis painted by arunningbrooke, ..  , ... 
And Cirherea all in fedges hid, 
Which feeme to mouc and wanton with her breath, 
Euen as the wauing fedgesplay with winde, 
Lord. Wee'l fhew thee Jo,as fhe wasa Maid, 
And how fhe was beguiled and furpriz’d, 
Asliuelic painted, asthedeede wasdone. __ 
3.A4an. Or Daphne roming through a thornie wood 
Scratching her legs, that one (hal {weare fhe blecds,. 
And at that fight thal fad Apollo weepes 
So workmanlie the blood and teares are drawne, 
Lord. Thou aa a Lord, and nothing but.a Lord: 
farre more Beautifull, 
Then any woman in this waining age. 


> 


yp ¥ Maa,And til the teares chat fhe hath thed for thee, 
Like enuious flouds ore-run her louely face, 
| She was the faireft creature in the world, © 


_ And yet thee is infetiour to none. 


Wilt pleafe your Lord drink a cup of facke? | 


Beg. AmJa Lord,and haue I fucha Ladie 2 


| Or do [ dreame? Or have! dredm’d till now? 
| Idonotfleepe: I fee, I heare, I {peake : 


I fmel {weet {auours, and I feele foft things ¢ 

Vpon my life ama Lordindeede, | 

And not a Tinker, nor Chriftopher Slice. 

Well, bring our Ladie hither to our fight, 

And once againe a pot o’th {mallet Ale. 
ie 







































































“4 te Someta hick 
a Ths Taming af the Shon. : 
2, Man. Wilt pleafe your mightinefle to wath your; | tie;a Chriftnsas gambold, or a ttimibling trickepe ay! 
BE ce A oe yo ons | Eady. Nomy good Lora itis more'pleafing Auge | 
Olihow weioy tote yourwitrefford,” “°° ) Beg. ‘What, houfhiold Auffes’° °°" Tact | 
Oh that once more youknew but what youare: | |- Lady. Icis aa kinde ofhiftary. 121202 518 Hoy Lyi] 
Thefefifteeneyectes youhaucbininadreame, “| Beg. Well,we'l feet? 1) 9 9 J soho erg | 
Or when you wak’d, fo wak’d asifyouflepr. | Come Madam wife fit by my fide; COD2 TON hisintty 
Beg. Thete fifteene yeeres, by my fay, a goodly nap, .|/ And let the world flip, we'fhall nere be yonger. * 
But didI neuer {peake of allthattime. SE FbOM WEY 10 1613 GHOD mad ag 
1 Mas. Ob‘ yes my Lord,butvericidlewords; - |. Flowrifh. ‘Enter Lucentio, and his man Trig °°. 
For though you lay heere inthis goodli¢ chamber, |, — Lac, Tranio,fince for the gieat defire I had 
Yet would you fay ye were beaten out of doore, To fee faire Padua, nurferic of Arts, ©0228 
And raile vpon the Hofteffe of the houfe, : - Lam arriu’d for fruitfull Lambardie, 
And fay you would prefent her attheLeete, The pleafant garden of great Tialy, © 8 OU | 
Becaufe fhe brought ftone-lugs,and ng feal’d quiarts : And by my fathers loueandleaticam arm’d”?- * 
Sometimes yoy would call out for Cicely Hacker. With his good will, and thy good companie. 
Beg. I,the womans maideofthehoufe, My truftic feruant well approu’d inall; § °°? 
3.man. Why'fir you know no houfe,nornofich maid | Heereletys breath,andhaplyinfticute 
‘Nor no fuch men as you have reckon’d vp, A courfe of Learning, and ingenious ftudies, 
As Stephen Stie, and old ohn Naps of Greece, Pifa renowned for graue Citizens 
And Peter Turph, and Henry Pimpernell, — | Gaueme my being, and my father firtt 
:And twentie'more fuch names and men as thefe, | A Merchant of great Trafficke through the world: ’ 
Which neuer were, nor no man ever faw. Vinceutio's come of the Beutinoly, L 
‘Beg. Now Lord be thankedfor my goodamends, | | Vinceutio’s fonne,brough vp in Florence, 
Al, Amen. ree ad It {hall become to ferue all hopes conceiu’d 
Kee scape =e _ | Todecke his fortune with his vertuous deedes: 
“Eater Lady with Attendants. | And therefore Tranio, for the time ftadic, 
Beg. Ithanke thee,thou fhalc nor loofe by it. Vertue and thatpart of Philofophie 
i Lady, How fares my noble Lord? Will I applic, that treats of happineffe, 
| ‘Beg. Marrie I fare well,for heere is cheere enough. By vertue {pecially to be atchieu’d. 
* Where is my wife? . |" | Tellmethy minde, for Ihave Pife left, 
La Heere noble Lord, what is thy will with her ? And am to “Padwa come, as he that leaues * 
Beg. Are you ay wife,and will not calme husband? | A thallow plafh, to plunge him in the deepe, 
My men fhould call me Lord, am your good-man, | And with {acietie feekes to quench his thirft.' | 
La.My husband and my Lord,my Lord and husband Tra. (MePardonato, gentle mafter mine: | 
‘Lam your wife in all obedience. © ci Iam in all affe&ed as your'felfe,  - ! 
Beg. Tknowit well, what muftI callher > Glad that you thus continue your refolue, 
Lord. Madan. To fucke the fwéets of fweete Philofophie, 
" Beg. Alce Madam, or Jone Madam? Onely (good mafter) while we do admire 
"Lord. Madam, and nothing elfe, fo Lords cal Ladies | This vertue,and this merall difcipline, 
| Beg’ Madame wife, they fay that I haue dream’d, Let’s beno Stoickes, nor no fockes I pray, 
And flept aboue fome fifteene yeare or more. Or fo deuote to Ariffoties checkes 
| Lady. I, and the time feeme’s thirty vnto me, As Ouid; be an out-caft quiteabiur'd : 
Being all this time abandon’d from your bed. Balke Lodgicke with acquaintaince that you haue, 
| Beg. Tis much, feruants leaue me and her alone : And praétife Rhetoricke in your common talke, 
Madam vndreffe you,and come now to bed. Muficke and Poefie vfe, to quicken you , 
La. ThricenobleLord,lecmeinneatofyou — The Mathematickes, and the Metaphyfickes 
To pardon me yet for a nightor two: Fal] co chem as you finde your ftomacke ferues you: 
Or ifnot fo, vntill the Sun be fer. No profit growes, whereis no pleafure tane : 
For your Phyfitians haue expreffely charg’d, ° In briefe fir, Rudie what you moft affe&. 
In perill co incurre your former malady, Luc. Gramercies Tranio, well dof thou aduife, 
That I thould yet abfent me from your bed: | If Biondeko thou wert come afhore, 
} Lhope this reafon ftands for my excufe. - We could at once put ys in readineffe, 
Beg. I,it ftands fo that I may hardly tarry folong: And takea Lodging fit to entertaine 
But] would be loth to fall into my dreamesagaine: I | Such friends (as time) in Padua thall beget. 
wil therefore tarrie in defpight of the flefh & the blood | But {tay a while, what companicis this ? ‘ 
: Tra, Mafter-fome fhew to welcome vs to Towne: 
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Enter a Meffenger. ; 

Mef.Your Honors Players hearing your amendment, | Enter Baptifta with his two daughters, Katerina & Bianos, 
Are come to play a pleafant Comedie, : Gremioa Pantelowne, Hortentso fifter to Bianca. 
For fo your dogtors hold it very meete, ; Lucen.Tranio,ftand by. 

Seeing too much fadneffe hath congeal’d your blood, - : : 

And melancholly is the Nurfe of frenzie, ~ Bap. Gentlemen, importuneme nofarther, © 

Therefore they thought it yood you hearea play, For how I firmly am refolu dyou know: 

And frame your minde to mirth and merriment, That is,not to beftow my yorgeft daughter, 

Which barresathoufand harmes,and lengthens life. — | Before I haue a husband for the elder : 
Beg. Marrie I willie them play, itis nora Comon- | Tfeither of you both loue Katherina, : 



































Becaule 
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Becaule I know you well, andloue you well, ; - 
Leauc fhall you have to court her.at your pleafure, 
Gre. To carther rather.;, She's ro roughfermec,, : 
‘there,there Hortemfio, will youany Wife? 
Kates Lpray you fir,is it your, will ae 
‘To makea {tale of me amongftthele mates 2... » 
| |: Hore Mates maid,how meaneyouthat ? 
‘Nomatesforyou, 
| Vinleffe you were of gentler mildermould. . 
Kate. Vfaich Gir, you fhall neuer.neede to feare, 
Jewis itis not halfe way to herheart:,-. 
pa if it were, doubtnot, hercarefhouldbe, ~ 
Tocombe yournoddle with athtee-lege’d itoole, 
And paint your face, and vfe you like a foole. 
Hor. From alhfuch divels,good.Lord deliver vs. 
Gre, Andmetoo, good Lord, . 
| Tra Huthe matter;heres fome.good paftime toward; 
That wench is flarke mad, or wonderfull froward, 
Laces. Butinthe others filence do I fee, 
Maids milde behauiour and fobrietie, 
Peace Tranio. . dug 
‘Tra. Well faid Mr, mum,and gaze your fill. 
Bap, Gentlemen, that J may foone make good 
What J haue faid, Biasca get you in, 
Andlet itnot difpleafe thee good Bianca, 
| For I will louethee nere the leffé my girle, 
Kate, A pretty:peate, it is beft put finger in the eye, 
and fhe knew why. ;' 
Bian. Sifter content you, in my difcontens. 
Sir, to your pleafure humbly I fubfcribe : 
My bookes and inftruments fhall be my companie, 
Onthem tolooke, and praétife by my felfe. 
Luc, Harke Tranio,thou maift heare Adimerga {peak. 
_ Hor, Signior Eaptiffa, will you be fo ftrange, 
Sotrieam I that our good will eftects 
| Bianca’s greefe. 
| Gre. Why will you mew her.vp 
(Signior Baprifta) for this fiend of hell, 
And make her beare the pennance of her tongue, 
Bap. Gentlemen content ye: Iamrefould ; 
Goin Bianca. 
And for know fhe taketh moft delight 
InMuficke, Inftruments, and Poetry, 
| Schoolematters will I keepe within my houfe, 
Fitto inftru@ her youth. Ifyou Hortenjio, 
Or fignior Gremio you know any fuch, 
Preferre them hither ; forto cunning men, 
Iwill be very kinde and liberall, 
| Tomine owne children, in good bringipg vp, 
And fo farewell : Katherina you may ftay, 
ForI haue more to commune with Biaxca. Exit. 
Kate.- Why, and I truft I may go too,may I not? 
What fhall I be appointed houres, as though 
(Belike) 1 knew not what to take, 
And what to leaue? Ha. Exit 
Gre. You may go tothe diuels dam: your guifts are 
fo good heere’s none will holde you: Their loue is not 
fo great Hortenfia, but we may blow our nails together, 
and faftit fairely out. Our cakes dough on both fides. 
Farewell: yet for the love beare my {weet Bianca, if 
I can byany meanes light on.afitman to. teach her that 
wherein the delights, I will with himto her. father. 
Hor. So will] figniour Gremio: buta word] pray : 
{ Though the nature of our quarrell yet nener brook’d 
‘| parle, know now vpon aduice, it toucheth ys both:that 


\ 


Wemay yet againe haue accefle to our faite Miftsis, and | 











be happieriuals in Bianca's loue, tolabourand ¢ 
one thing f{pecially. 

Gre. What'sthat I pray? 1b wort s; 
Hor, Marriefirtogeta husband for her Sifter, 
Gre. A husband: a diuell, 

Hor, 1 {ay ahusband. aes Cai , 

Gre. I fay,adiuell: Think’ thou Hortenfio,though | 
her father be verie rich, any man is fo veric a foole tobe 
married to hell ? ES 

Hor. Tuth Gremio: though it paffe your patience & 
mine to endure her lowd alarums, why man there bee } 
good fellowes inthe world, andaman could light on |. 
them, would take her withall faults,and mony enough, | 

Gre. I cannot tell: but I had as lief take her dowrie | 
with this conditions To be whipt at the hie croffe euierie 
morning. 

Hor. Faith (as you fay) there’s {mall choife inrotten 
apples: bur come, fince this bar in law makes vs friends, 
it fhall be fo farre forth friendly maintain’d, till by hel- 
ping Bapts/tas eldeft daughter toa husband, wee fet his 
yongeft free for a husband, and then have too tafrefh: 
Sweet Bianca, happy man be his dole: hee that runnes 
fatteft, gets the Ring: How fay you fignior Gremia? 

Grem. lamagreed, and would I had giuenhim the 
beft horfe in Padua to begin his woing that would tho- 
roughly woe her, wed her, and bed her, andridde the 
houfe of her. Come on. fgets 

Exeunt ambe. Manet Tranioasd Lucentio | 
Tra. I pray fir tel me, is it poffible 
That loue fhould of a fodaine take fuch hold, 

Luc, Oh Traxio, till I found it to be true, 

Ineuerthoughtit poffibleorlikely. 
But fee, while idely I ftood looking on, 

1 found the effect of Loue inidleneffe, 
And now in plainneffe do confefle to thee > 
That artto meas fecret and as deere 

As Annato.the Queene of Carthage was : 
Tranio | burne, I pine, J perifh Tranio, 

If] atchieue not this yong modeft gyrles 

Counfaile me Tranio, for I know thou canft: 

Afift me Tram, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Matter, it isno time to chide younow, 

Affection is not rated from the heart ; 

Ifloue haue touch’d you, naught remaines but fo, 

Redime te captam quam queas minimo, 

lace Gramercies Lad: Go forward, this contents, 

The reft wil comfort, for thy counfels found. 

Tra. Mafter,you look’d fo longly on the maide, 

Perhaps you mark’d not what's the pith ofall. 

Luc. Oh yes, I faw {weet beautie in her face, 

Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 

That made great Jove to humble him to her hand, 

When with his knees he kift the Cretan ftrond. 

Tra.Saw you no more? Mark’d you not how hir fifter. 
Began to {cold, and raife vp fuch a forme, 
That mortal eares might hardlyiidure the din. ° 

Luc. Tranio, \faw her corrall lips to moue, 

And with her breath the did perfume the ayre, 

Sacred and {weet was all I faw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then’tis time co ftirre him fr his trance: 

I pray awake fir: if you loue the Maide, 

Bend thoughts and wits to atcheeue her. Thus it ftands: 

| Her elder fifteris fo curft and fhrew'd, " 
That tilthe Fatherridhishandsofher, — 
Mafter,your Love muft liue a maide at home, 
And therefore has he clofely mieu’d her yp, 
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Becaufe 





























































































































































































































Becaufe fhe will not be annoy’d with furers. 
Luc. Ab Tranie, whata cruell Fathers he: 
But art thou not aduis’d,he tooke fome care v 
To get her cunning Schoolemafters to inQtrug her: 
Tra. Imarry am I fir, and now ’tis plotted. 
Luc. Thaueit Trazio, 
Tra. Mafter, formy hand, 
| Both our inventions meet and iumpe in one. 
Lve. Tell methine firtt. 
Tras Youwill be {chocle-mafter, 
And vndertake the teaching of the maid : 
| That’s your denice. 
Luc. Ivis ; May itbe done ? . 
Tra. Notpoffible : for who thall beare your part, 
And bein Padua heere Vincentio’s fonne, 
Keepe houfe, and ply his booke, welcome his friends, 
Vifit bis Countrimen, and banquet them ? 
Luc. Bafta, content thee: for I have ic full. 
| We hauenot yet bin feene in any houfe, 
Nor can we be diftinguifh’d by our faces, 
For man or mafter: then it followes thus ; 
Thou fhalt be mafter, Tranio in my fted : 
Keepe houfe, and post, and {eruants,as I fhould, 
I willfome other be, fome Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Fifa. 
"Tis hasch’d, and fhall be fo : Tranioaconce 
Vncafg thee : take my Conlord hat and cleake, 
When Bisudello comes, he waites on thee, 
But I will charme him firft ro keepe his tongue, 
Tra. Sohad youneede: 
.| In breefe Sir, fith it your pleafure is, 
And I am tyed to be obedient, 
For fo your father charg’d me at our parting § 
Be feruiceable to my fonne (quoth he) 
Although I thinke ’twas in another fence, 
| Iam content to bee Lucentio, 
Becaufe fo well I loue Zncentio, 
Luc. Traniobe fo, becaufle Lasentio loves, 
And let me bea flaue, v'atchieue that maide, 
| Whofe fodaine fight hath thral’d my wounded eye. 


Enter Biondello, 
Heere comes the rogue. Sirra,where haue you bin? 
Bion. Where have I beene » Nay hownow, where 
areyou? Maifter, ha’s my fellow Tranio ftolne your 
cloathes, or you ftolnehis, orboth? Pray what’s the 
newes? “ 
Lae. Sirta come hither, tis no time to ieff, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time 
Your fellow Tranioheereto faue my life, 
"| Puts my apparrell, and my count’nance on, 
And I for my efcape haue pur on his: 
| For in a quarrell fince I came a. fhore, 
Tkil'd a man,and feare I was defcried: 
.| Waite you on him, I charge you, as becomes :: 
| While Imake way from hence to faue my life: 
You vnderftand me? 
Bion. J firyne’re a whit. 
Lue. And not aiot of Tranioin your mouth, 
Tranio is chang’d into Lecentio. 
' ‘Bion, The better for him, would I were fo too. 
Tra. So could I “faith boy, to haue the next with af- 
| ter, that Lucentio indeede had Baptiftas yongelt daugh- 
ter, But firra, not for my fake, but your matters, I ad- 
uife you vfe your manners difcreetly in all kind of com- 
Panjes; Whesr] am atone, why then I am-Tranjo: but in 
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all places elfe, you mafter Licentio, © « 
Luc. Tranioler'sgo%' : ; 
One thing more refts; thatthyfelfe execute, | 
To make one among'théfe wooers : if thou ask mewh 
Sufficeth my reafonsare both good and Waighty: A “| 
Exennt, The Prefenters aboue freakes, 
1. Man, My Lord-yeunod, you do not minde the| 
play. ; ti oY 
Beg. Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good matter furely:| 
Comes there any more of it ? 
Lad. My Lord,’tis but begun. 
Beg. ‘Tis averie excellent peece of worke, Madame 
Ladie: would ‘tweredone. They fit ard marke, 


Enter Petruchio, and bis man Grumie. 
Petr. Verona, for a while I take my leaue, 
To fee my friends in Padwa; but of ail 
My beft beloued and approued friend 
Hortenfio: & I trow this is his houfe: 
Heere firra Grumio, knocke I fay. 

Gru. Knocke fir? whom fhould I knocke? Is there 

any man ha’s rebus’d your worfhip? . 
Petr, Villaine I fay, knocke me heere foundly. 

Gru. Knocke you heere fir? Why fir, what am] fr 
that I fhould knocke you heere fir. 

Petr, Villaine I fay, knocke meat this gate, 

And rap me well, or lle knocke your knaues pate. 

Gre. My Mris growne quarrelfome: 

Ifhould knocke you firt, 
And then I know after who comes by the worft, 
Petr, Willit not be? 
Faith firrah, and you'l not knocke, Ile ring it, 
Ile trie how you can Sol,Fa,and fing it. 
Herings bim by the eares 
Gra. Helpe miftris helpe, my mafteris mad, 
Petr. Now knocke when I bid you: firtah villaine. 
Eater Hortenfio. 

Her, How now, what’s the matter ? My olde friend 
Grumio,and my good friend Petrachto? How doyouall 
at Verona? 

Petr. Signior Hortenfio, come youto part the fray? | 
Contutti lecore bene trobatto, may I fay, 

Hor. Alla noftra cafa bene venuto taulto honorata ign. 
or mio Petrachio. 
Rife Grmmio rife, we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay’tis no matter fir, what he leges in Latine. 
If this be nota lawfull caufe for me to leauehis feruice, 
looke you fir : He bid me knocke him, & rap him found- 


| ly fir. Well, was it fic fora feruane to vie his matter fo, 
| being perhaps (for ought I fee) two and thirty, a peepe 


out? Whom would to GodI had well knockt atfirh, 
then had not Gramie come by the worft. 

Petr. A fenceleffe villaine: good Horten{io, ’ 

I bad the rafcall knocke vpon your gate, 
And could not get him for my heartto doit. 

Gra. Knocke at the gate? O heauens: {pake younot 
thefe words plaine ? Sitra, Knocke me heere: rappeme 
heere: knocke me well, and knockeme foundly? And 
come you now with knocking at the gate ? 

Petr. Sitrabe gone,or talke not I advife you. 

Hor. Petruchio patience, I am Grwamio’s pledge: 
Why this a heauie chance twixr himand you, 

Your ancient truftie pleafant feruant Grumsio: 
And tell me now ({weet frietid) what happie gale 
Blowes you to Padwa heere, from old Verova? | 
Petr.Such wind as {catters yongmen thtogh j wet? 
m 































Jo feeke their fortunes farther then at home, 
Where {mall experience growes but ina few, 
Sjonior Hortenfio,thus it ftands with me, 
“Antonio mny father is deceaft, 
AndI haue thruft my felfe inco this maze, 
Happily to wiue and thriue, as beftImay: ,. 
» |Crownes in my purfe I haue,and goods at home, 
And fo amcome abroad to fee the world. 
Hor. Petrachio, fhallI then come roundly to thee, 
And with thee to afhrew’d ill-fauour’d wife? _ 
Thou'dft thanke me but a little for my counfell : 
And yet Ile promife thee fhe fhall berich, 
Andyerie rich : but th’art coo much my friend, 
and Henot wifh theeco her. 
Per. Signior Horten/io,’twixt fuch friends as wee, 
few words fuffice ; and therefore, if thoa know 
Onerich enough to be Petruchio s wife : 
(aswealth is burthen of my woing dance) 
Bethe as foule as was Florentins Love, 
Asoldas Sibe#, and as curt and fhrow’d 
| AsSocrates Zentippe, or a worle: 
She moues me not, or not remoues at leaft 
Aieions edge in me. Werefheisasrough 
Asare the {welling wAdriaticke {eas. 
Icome to wiue it wealchily in Padua : 
Ifwealthily, then happily in Padua. ing 
Gru. Nay looke you fir, hee tels you flatly what his 
minde is: why giue him Gold enough, and marrie him 


tooth in her head, though fhe haue as manie. difeafes as 
twoand fiftie horfes.. Why nothing comesamiffe, fo 
monie comes withall.. va), 

|. Hor, Petruchio, fince we are ftept thus farrein, 


| IcanPetruchiohelpe thee toa wife » sia 
With wealth enough, and yong:and beautious, 

Brought vp as beft becomes'a Gentlewoman, | 

Her onely fault, and that isfaults enough, = =. 

Js,that theis intolerable curit, .... iadgie 2iiy% 
‘And fhrow'd,and froward, fo, beyond all meafure, 

That were my ftate farre worfer then it iss, 

1 would not wed her fora mineofGold. . 

__ Petr, Hortenfio peace :thou knowft not golds effeé, 


“my word, and fhe knew him as wel as 1 dé,fre would 
thinke eit would doe little good vpon him: Shee 
a 


_ Her Tarrie Petruchio, ¥ rift go with thee, 
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toa Puppetor an Aglet babie, oranoldtrot withnerea | 


_ All bookes of Loue, fee that at any hand 
_ And fee you reade no other Le@tures to hers*+"* 


{Twill continue that I broach’dinieft, WoT 





-| And other bookes, good ones, I warrant ye... 
~|t Her. Tis well and ThauemetaGentleman 
“| Hath promift me to helpe oneto anathet yy xy 





217 
For in Baptiftas keepe my treafureis : 
He hath the Iewel of my life in hold; 
His yongeft daughter, beautiful Bianca, 
And her with-holds from me, Other more ©” 
Suters to her,and rivals inmy Loue : 
Suppofing ita thing impoffible, 
For thofe defects I haue before rehearft, 
That.euer Katherina wilbewoo'd: 
Therefore this order hath Baptifta tane, 
That none thal haue acceffe ynto Bianca, 
Til Katherine the Curft, haue got a husband; 
Gre. Katherinethe curft, 
A title fora maide, of all titles the worft, * : 
Hor. Now thal my friend Petruchio dome grace, 
And offer me difguis’d in fober robes, 
To old Baptifiaas a fchoole-mafter 


. Wellfeene in Muficke, to inftruc Bianca, 
' That fo I may bythis deuice at leaft 


Haue leaue aud leifure to make lone to her 
And vnfufpected court her by het felfe. 


Enter Gremio and Luc tio difgufed, 

Gru. Heere’sno knauerie, See, to beguile the olde. 
folkes, how theyoung folkes lay their heads together, | 
Mafter, mafter, looke about you: Who goes there? ha. 

Hor. Peace Gremio, itis the riuall of my Loue, 
Petruchio ftand bya while. é 

Grumio. .& proper ftripling,and an amotois, 

Gremio. O very well, [haue perus’d the note: 
Hearke you fir, Ile haue them verie fairely bound, 





You vnderftand me. Ouer and befide 


. Signior Baptistas liberalitie, 


Te mend it with a Latgeffe. "Take your papertoo, 
And let me haue them verie wel perfum’d ee 
For the is {weeter then perfume it felfe 
To whom they goto : what wil you readeto her, 

- Luc, What ere I reade to her, He pleade for you, 


3 
> 


| As for my patron, ftand you foaffur'd; - 


As firmely as your felfe were ftill in place, : 


_ Yea and perhaps with more fucceffefull words © 
_ Thenyou; vnleffe you were'a fcholler firy 200 2 


<Gre. Oh this learning ,what-athing ivig2hi .: 
Gr. Oh this Woodcocke, what an Affeitisé 
Petru. Peace firra, teckel ete att 
Hor. _Gramie mum: God faue you fignior Gremio. 
Gre. And you are wel met; Signior Horten/io; 


_ Trow you whither 1am going’? Fo Daprifta Adinola, 


I promift to enquire carefully 


14 Abouta fchoolemafter for the faire Bianéa, ins 


And by good fortune I hauelighted well... 
On this yong man; For learning and behauiour:. 


| Fit for her turne, wellread in Poetrie. =, + 


A fine Mufirian to inftru@ our Miftris; 
So thal I no whit be behinde in dutie 


Y | To faire Bianea, fo belousd of me. ~ 


Gre. Beloued-ofme,and that my deeds fhal proue, 
Gru, And that his bags fhal proue, trgs 
-_ Hor. Gremio, tis now no time to vent our loue, _ 
Liften tome, andif you fpeake me faire, ..- > 
Ile tel you newes indifferent good for either. 
Heere is aGentleman whom by chance I met 


Vpon 












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Vponi agreement from ys tohis liking, 
Will vndertake to woo curft Katherine, 
Yea, and to marrie her, ifher dowric pleafe, 
Gre: So faid, fo done,is well : 
Hrtenfio,haue you told him all her faules ? 
Petr. [know fheis an irkefome brawling feold : 
Tf chat be all Mafters, I heareno harme, 
Gre. No, fayft me fo, friend ? What Countreyman? 
Petr. Borne in Verena, old Butonios fonne: 
My father dead, my fortune lives for me, 
And I do hope, good dayes and long, to fee. 
Gre. Oh fir,fuch a life with fuch a wife,were ftranges 
But if you hauea ftomacke, too’ta Gods name, 
‘You fhal have me affifting you in all. 
But will you weothis Wilde-cat? 
Petr. Willlliue? . é 
Gra. Wilhe woo her?! : or Jie hang her. 
Petr. Why came hither, but to that intent? 
Thinke you, a little dinne can daunt mine eares? 
Haue I not in my time heard Lions rore ? 
Hatie I not heard the fea, puft vp with windes, 
Rage like an angry Boare, chafed with {weat ? 
Haue I notheard great Ordnance in the field? 
And heauens Artillerie thunder in the skies? 
Haue I notin a pitched battell heard 
Loud larums, neighing fteeds,& trumpets clangue ? 
And do you tell me of a womans tongue? 
That gives not halfe fo great a blow toheare, 
As wil a Cheffe-nut in a Farmers fire, 
Toth, tufh, feare boyes with bugs, 
Gra. For he feares none. 
Grem. Hortenjfiohearkes: 
This Gentleman is happily arriu’d, 
| My minde prefumes for his owne good,and yours, 
| Hor. Ipromift we would be Contributors, 
And beare his charge of wooing whatfoere, pe 
Gremio. And fo we wil, provided that he wis here. 4 
Gra. I would L were as fure of a good dinner. | 


Euter Tranio brane, and Biondello. rie eee 

Tra. Gentlemen God faucyou. If Imay be bold 
Tell me I befeech you, which isthe readiet way Y 
Tothe houfe of Signior Baprifta B4inola?- oil 
Bion. He that ha’s thetwo faire daugheera: ift he you 
Meane Peisis Asn oe! = 

Tra, Euenhe Biondeflo. - 95 
Gres: Hearke you fir, you mesne tot her eo 

7ra. Perhaps himand her fir, what haue youta do? 

Petr. Not her that chides fit,at any hand! pray. °°’ 


Tranio. Lloueno chiders'fir: Biondelleler’'saway. | 


Lue ‘'Wellbegun Traxio. 
Hor, Sit,a word ere’ yougo: 9° *” i 
Are you a futor tothe Maid you talke off yea ot tio? 
Tra. Andif Ibe fir, isitany offence? a 
te Gremio. Novif without more words you will get you 
mee. S20 mer sued f hoey 4p ThA 


Tra. ‘Why fr, I pray are not the fireees as fee ate 


For me, as for you 2 

Gre. But fo is not fhe. i 

Tra. For what reafon befeech you. 

ve. For thisreafon if youl kno, 

That fhe’s the choife loue of Signior Gremite 

Hor, That the’s the chofen of fignior Hortenfie. 

Tra. Softly my Mafters : Ifyou be Gentlemen 
Dome this right: heare me with patience, 
Baptiffaisanoble Gensleman, 


bi 
+7 


| Iprethee fifter Kace,vntie n hands. .., 
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To whom my Father is not all vnknowne, 
And were his daughter fairef then theis, 
; She may more futors haue, and me fot one; 
Paire Ladaes daughter had a thoufand wooe¢s. 
Then well one moré may faite Biancahaue; ; 
And fo fhe fhall : Lucentio thal make one, 
Though Pars came; in hope to {péed alone, 
Gre. What, this Gentleman will otit-talke ys ai] 
Lue, Sirgiue him head; I know hee'l proue a Tade, 
Petr. Hortenfio,to what end are all thefe words? 
Hor: Sit, leeme be fo boldasaske you, 
Did you yet euer fee Baptyfas daughter? 
Tra. No fir, but heareI dothat he hath two: 
Tne one, as famous for a fcolding tongue, 
Asis the other, for beauteous modeftie. 
Petr, Sir,fir, the firft’s for me, let her go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules 
And let it be more then e-4/endes twelue, 
Petr, Sit vnderftand you this of me (infoothy 
The yongeft daughter whom you hearken for, 
Her father keepes from all acceffe of futors, 
And will not premife her to any man, 
Votill the elder fifter firft be wed. 
The yonger then is free, and not before, 
Tranio. Ifitbe fo fir, that you are the mam 
Mutt fteed ys all, and me amongft the ret: 
And if you breake theice, and do this feeke, 
Atchieue the elder : fet the yonger free, 
For oe whofe hap fhall be ro haue her, 
Wil not fo graceleffe be, to be ingrare. 
Hor,:Siryou fay wel, and wel you do cenceiue, 
. And fince you do profeffe to be a furor, 
You muft:as we do, gratifié this Gentleman, 
To whom weall reft generally beholding. 
Tranio. Sit, I fhal notbe flacke,in igne whereof, 
Pleafe ye we may contrive this afternoone, ' 
And quaffe.carowfes to-our Miftreffe health, 
And do as aduerfaries doin law, ag att 
Striue mightily, but eate and ‘drinke asfriends, ©) 
Gra, Bion.Oh excellent motion: fellowes let’s be gon, 
Hor. The motions good indeed, and beit fo, 
Petruchio,\ fhal be yourZeen'venuto, Exeunt,| 


{ 


Exter Katherina and Bianca,’ 
Bian. Good Sifter wrong me not,nor wrong your felf} 
_Tomakeabondmaideandaflaueofmee, 
That I difdaine : but for thefe other goods, | 
_Vnbinde my hands, Ne pull them off my felfe, 
Yea all my raiment, to my petticoate, 
Or what you will command me,willdo, 
So welll know my'dutiete'my elders. 9 Ss, 
Kate, Ofall thy fatorsheere I charge tel | 
Whom thou low’& belt :fee thou diffemble note 
Bianca. Beleeue me fifter, of all the men alive, 
J[neuer yet beheld chat fpeciall face, fees: 
‘Which I could fancie, merethen anyother. - ., | 
Kate. Minion thou lyeft: Is't not Hortenfia® i} 
Bian. Ifyou affek him fitter, heere Ifweare 9 
He pleade for you my felfe, but you fhalhaue hime... 
Kate. Oh then belike you fancieriches more... 
You wil hauc Gremio tokeepe you faire. j:.;.) 
Bian. Isitforhim you do enuie me fo? i...) 44/1 
Nay then youieft, and now I wel perceitte 1) 5,.:; 910 
You haue buciefted with me all this while... ..9 90»! 
nig Boiss Liptihle | 
Kea. If that be icf, chen all the reft was fo. ie so 


ern 








Enter Baptifea. 
Bap. Why how now Dame,whence growes this in- 
folence ? ge 
uucaftand afide, poore gyrle fhe weepes : 
en thy Nosalls manda not with her. 
for shame thou Hilding of a diuellith {pirie, 
Why doft chou wrong her, that did nere wrong thee? 
when did fhe crofle thee with a bitter word? 
Kate, Her filence flouts me, and Ile be reueng’d. 
. Flies after Bianca 
Bap. Whatinmy fight? Bianca getthecin. Exit, 
Kate. What will you not fuffer me’: Nay now I {ee 
sheisyour treafure, (he muft hane a husband, 
[mutt dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 
And for your loue to her, leade Apes in hell, 
Talke not to me, I will go fit and weepe, 
Tillcan finde occafion of reuenge. : 
Bay. Was cuer Gentleman thus greeu'das I? 
Bur who comes heere, 


Enter Gremio, Lucentio, in the habit of a means man, 
Petruchio with Tranio,with his boy 
bearing a Lute and Bookes. 


Gre, Goad morrow neighbour Baprsfa. 
Bap. Good morrow neighbour Gremsio: God faue 
you Gentlemen. 
Pet. And you good fir: pray haue you not a daugh- 
‘\terycal’d Katerina,faire and vertuous. 
Bap, | hauc adaughter fir, cal’d Katerina. 
Gre, You are too blunt, go ce it orderly. 
Pet, Youwrong me fignior Gremio,giue me leaue.' 
Jama Gentleman of Verona fir, 
That hearing of her beautie,and her wit, 
Her affability and bafhfull modeftie : 
Her wondrous qualities, and milde behauiour, 
Amboldto thew my felfe a forward gueft 
Within your houfe, to make mine eye che witneffe 
Ofthat report, which I fo oft haue heatd, 
And for an entrance to my entertainment, 
Ido prefent you with a man of mine 
Cunning in Muficke,and che Mathematickes, 
Toinftrugét her fully in thofe {ciences, 
Whereof 1 know fhe is not ignorant, 
Accept of him, or elfe you do me wrong, 
Hisname is Litio, borne in ALantua. 
Bap. Y’are welcome fir,and he for your good fake. 
Butformy daughter Katerine,this I know; 
Sheisnot for your turne, the more my greefe. . 
Pet. Y{ee you donot meane to part with her, 
Orelfeyou like net of my companie. 
Bap. Miftake me not, I {peake but as I finde, 
Whenceare you fir? What may I call your name, 
Pet. Petruchio is my name, edutonio' sfoune, 
Aman well knowne throughout all Italy. 
Bap, I know him well: you are welcome for his fake, 
Gre. Sauing your tale Petruchio, I pray Jet vs. that are 
poore petitioners fpeake too? Bacare, you are meruay- 


lous forward, BU Sa, + 
; Pet, Oh,Pardon me fignior Gremse,1 would faine be 
ing, POE Fou I LGB pes, 
, Gre. I doubtitnotfir. But you willcurfe 
our Wooing neighbots:: this isa guift 
ery ratefull, Jam fure of ic, toexpreffe - 
The Ji c kindaeffe my felfe, that hauebeene 
More kindely beholding toyouthen any: « ’ 


fe SRO. 
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' Holla, within. 
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Freely giuevnto this yong Scheller, thathath 

Beene long ftudying at Rhemes 48 cunning 

InGrecke, Latine, and other Languages, 

As the ether in Muficke and Mathematickes « 

His name is Cambio : pray accept his feruice: 
Bap. A thoufand thankes fignior Gremio: 

Welcome good Cambio, But gentle fir, 

Me thinkes you walke like a ftranger, 

May I be fo beld, to know the cafe of your comming ? 
Tra, Pardon me fir, the boldneffe is mine owne, 

That being a ftranger in this Cittie heere, 

Do make my felfe af utor to your daughter, 

Vnto Bianca,faire and vertuous : 

Noris your firme refolue ynknowneto me, 

In the preferment of the eldeft fifter, 

This liberty is all that I requeft, 

That vpon knowledge of my Parentage, 

I may haue welcome’mongft the re(t that wo9, 

And free acceffe and fauour as the reft. 

And toward the education of your daughters: 

I heere beftow a fimpleinftrument, 

And this {mall packet of Greeke and Latine bookes: 

If you accept them, thentheir worth is great: 
Bap. Lucentso is your name,of whence J pray. 
Tra. Of Pifa fir, fonne to Viscentio. 

Bap. A mightie man of Pifa by report, 

I know him well : you are verie welcome fir: 

Take you the Lute, and you the fet of bookes, 

You fhall go fee your Pupils prefently. 


Exter a Seruant, 

Sirrah, leade thefe Gentlemen 
To my daughters, and tell them both 
Thefe are their Tutors, bid them vfe them well, 
Wewill go walkea littleinthe Orchard, 
And then to dinner: you are paffing welcome, 
And fo I pray you all to thinke your felues, 

Pet, Signior Baptita, my bufineffe asketh hatte, 
And euerie day I cannot come to woo, 
You knew my father well, and ip him me, 
Left folicheire to all his Lands and goods, 
Which I hae bettered rather then decreaft, 
Thentell me, ifI get your daughters loue, 
What dowrie fhall I haue with her to wife. 

Bap. After my death, the one halfe of my Lands, 
And in poflefsion twentie thoufand Crownes, 

Pet And for that dowrie, Ie affure her of 
Her widdow-hood, be it that the furuiue me 
In all my Lands and Leafes whatfoeuer, 
Let {pecialties be therefore drawne betweene vs, 
That couenants may be kept oncither hand, 

Bap. 1, when the {peciall thing is well obtain’d, 
That is her loue : for that is allin all; 

Pet. Why thatis nothing : for] tell you father, 
I am as peremptorie as fhe proud minded : - 
And where two raging fires meete together, 
They do confume the thing that feedes their furie, 
Though little fire growes great with little winde 
yet extreme gufts will blow outfireandall;: 
Sol toher, and fo fhe yeeldsto me, 
For Iamrough,and woonotlikea babe; ©. - sine 

Bap. Wellmaiftthou woo, and happy be chy fpeed: 
Butbe thou arm’d for forme vnhappie words. 

Pet. Ito the proofe,as Mountaines are for windes, 
That fhakes not, thoughthey blow perpetually.. 

_ Enter Hortenfio with his head broke. 

































































































































































































































































_ Bap. How now my friend, why doft thou looke fo 
pale? 
Hor, Fer feareI promife you, if looke pale. 
Bap. What, will my daughter proue a good Mofiti- 


an? 
Hor. Ithinke the’l fooner proue a fouldier, 
[ron may hold with her, but neuer Lutes. 

Bap. Why then thew canft not break her to the Lute? 

Hor. Why no, for fhe hath broke the Lute to me: 
I did but cell her the miftooke her frets, 

And bow’d her hand to teach ber fingering, 

When (with a moft impatient diuellith {pirit) 

Frets call youthefe? (quoth fhe) Le fume with them: 
And with that word fhe ftrokeme on the head, 

And through the inftrament my pate made way, 
Andthere I ftood amazed fora while, 

As ona Pillorie; looking through the Lute, 

While fhe did call me Rafcall, Fidler, 

‘And twangling lacke, with twentie fuch vilde tearmes, 
As had fheftudied to mifvfe me fo. 

Pet. Now by the world, itisa luftie Wench, 
Tloue her tentimes more then cre I did, 

Oh how [long to haue fome civat with her. 

Bap. Wel go with mej.and be net fo difcomfited. 
Proceed in practife with niy yonger daughter, 

She’s apt tolearne, andthankefull for good turnes: 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with vs, 
Ox fhall [fend my daughter Kare to you.. 

Exit. Manet Petruchio. 

Pet. pray youdo. Ile attend her heere, 

And woo her with fomedpirit when the comes, 
j Say that fhe raile, why then He tell her plaine, 
| She fings as {weetly asa Nightinghale:~ 
| Say thac fhefrowne, He fay fhe lookes as cleere 
As morning Rofes newly wafht with dew: 
} Say the be mute; and will notfpeake a word, 
| Then Ie commend her volubility, 
} And fay fhe verereth piercing eloquence : 
| Ifthe do bid mepacke, Ile:give ber thankes, 
As though fhe bid me ftay by her a weeke: 
If the denice towed, Ie craue the day 
When I fhalliaske the banes,and when bemarried. 
4 But heere fhecomes, and now Petruchie {peake. 
vy Enter Katerma, 
| Good morrow Kate, for thats your name | heare. 
Kate.. Welbhaue you heard, but fomething hard of 
4 hearing: te 19°: wy 
They call meKaterine, that do talke of me. 
‘Pet, Yau lyeinfaith, for you are call’diplaine Kate, 
1 And bony Kate, and fometimes Kate the curft : 
1 But Kate, theprettieft Kate in Chriftendome, 
| Kate of Kateshallymy fuper-daintie Kate; 
For dainties are all Kates, andtherefore Kate 
Take shis@fme; Kare of my, confolation, ©: 
Hearing thy mildneffe prais’d in cuery Towne, 
Thy vertuesfpoke of and thy beautie founded, 
Yet not fodeepely.as toxhee:belongs, >: 
My felfe ammboii’d:to- woothee for my wife, 

Kate. Moutd,in gdodtime, techim: tharmou'd you 
hether CT PAM SGeOl ous 
Remoue you herice sbknewyouatthe fir... 
You were amouablesis cow vod hy 

Pet. Wehyywhat’s amouable? 

oKatiobioymdftoaleso! 22,Fooc eds! 

Pet. Whowhafthitits comeficonmess =: 

Kate. Affasdvemade to beare, and fo are you, 


a4 


‘ 
NN 


Pee, Women are made to beare, and fo are you, 
Kate. No fuch Jade as you, if me you meehe, 
Pet. Alas good Kate,I will not burthen thee 
For knowing thee to be but yongandlight. 
Kate. Too light for {uch a fwaine as you to catch 
And yetasheauieas my waightfhouldbe, —’ 
Pet. Sholdbe, fhould : buzze. 
Kate. Welltane, andlikea buzzard. . 
Pet,Oh flow-wing’d Turtle, fhal a buzard takethes 
Kat. { fora Turtle, as he takesa buzard, i 
Pet, Come, come you Wafpe, y'faith you atetos 
angrie. 
Kate. If1 be wafpith,beft beware my fing, 
Pet, My remedy is then to plucke it out, 
Kate. I, ifthe foole could finde it where it lies, 
Pet, Who knowes not where aWafpe does weare 
his fting 2 In his taile. 
Kate, Jnhis congue? 
Pet. Whole tongue. 
Kate. Yours if youtalke of tales,and fo farewell. 
_ Pets What with my tongue in your taile, 
Nay, come againe, good Kate, lam a Gentleman, | 
Kate. That lle trie. shes hj 
Pet. 1 {weare Ile cuffe you, ifyou fies " 
Xate. So may you loofe your armes, 
If you {trike me, youare no Gentleman, 
And ifno Gentleman, why thennoarmes. ©. 
Pet. A Herald Kate? Oh put mein thy bookes, 
Kate. What is your Creft, a Coxcombe? 
Pet, A combleffe Cocke, fo Kate will be my Hen, 
Kate. No Cocke of mine, you crow too like acrauen 
Pet. Nay come Kate,come: you muft not looke fo 
fowre. | 
Kate. Icis my fafhion whenI fee aCrab, | 
Pet. Why heere'sno crab, ‘and therefore looke not! 
fowre. rar , 
Kate. Thereis,there is. 
Pet. Then fhew it me: 
Kate. Had laglafle,I would. | 
Pet. What,you meane my face. 
Kate. Well aym’d of fuch a yong one. 
Pet. Nowby§. George amtoo yong for you. 
Kate, Yet you are wither’d, o) 
Pet. ’Tis with cares, 
Kate. I care nor. 2 
Pet, Nay heare you Kate. ‘Tnfooth you {cape norfo. 
Kate. Uchafe youifl carrie. Let me go: 
Pet, No,not a whit, I finde you pafling gentle: 
Twas told me'you were rough, and coy,and fullen, 
| And now I finde report a very liar : He 0 
| For thou art pleafant, gamefome, pafling courteous, 
But flow in fpeech: yet {weet as fpring-time flower’. 
Thou canft notfrowne, thou canitnot lookeafconce, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 
Nor haft chou pleafure to be croffe intalke: 
But thou with mildneffe entertain’ft chy wooers, 
| With gentle conference, foft, and affable.” 9 = 
| Why does the world reportthar Kate'dothlimpe? © 
Oh fland’rous world: Kate like the hazle twig’ 


¢ 


° || Gs ftraight,and flender, and as browne inhue 


| 


Ashazle nuts,and {weeter rhen the kernels: 

Oh let me feethee walke : thou doftnoc halts | © 
Kate. Go foole,andwhomthoirkeep’ft. command: | 

| Pet. Dideuet Dias fo become aGroues 9)” 

| As Kate this chamber withher princely gates” >” 

| Obethou Diszandletherbeikate, oced vole Yio! 
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Andthen Jet Katebe chafte,and Diaz fportfull. NE And kiffe me Kate,we will bemarried a fonday,»y 9 7° 
Kare, Wheré'did you ftudy all this goodly fpeech? | at Exit Plrrachio and Katherine...) 
Petre [eiseutenspore,from my mother wit.’ | Gre. Was euer match clapt vp fofodainly? | 20> |} 

| Kate. Awitty mother, witleffe elfe het fonne, “ ‘S. Bap. Faith Gentlemen now I play amarchants patt, 7 

per. AmT not wile? ss dae ne See S|) And venturemadly onadefperate Marts = gf 


Kat. Yes, kecpe you warme. sirons Sa |: Tra. Twasacommodity lay fretting by you, oh ant 

pet. Marry fo I meane {weet Katherine iti thy bed: “|| | Twill bring yougaine,orperifh onithe feasas)/2 02) yf 
And therefore fetting all this chat afide; ana Bap. The gainel fecke,is quietme thematch.> «) f; 
sphus in plaine termes : your father hath confented ~ ' Gre. Nodoubt buthe hath gota quietcatch: |) 9 
That you fhaall bemy wife; yourdowry greedon, But now Baptafta, to your yonger daughter, :° 0) 0 iif 
‘And will you, nilfyou, I willmarry you. Now is the day we long haue looked fors = 5) 0 6 0A 
Now Kate, Jamia husband for your turne , Tam your neighbour, and was futerfirftsg voibA .sxd 
Forby thislight,whereby I fee thy beauty, Tra, And Lam one that loue Bianca more 9) 91)? 
Thy beauty that doth make rhe like thee well, ° _ Then words canwitnefic,or your thoughts can gueffes: 7 
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‘thou mutt be married to no man bur me, © | Gre, Yongling thou canft not loue fo deate as'I-? 29° 
o Tra. Gray-beard thy louc doth freeze. . (ss. 20io c Af 

Enter Baptifta,Gremio,Trayno. |. Gre. Bucthinedoth frie, Such A et 

10 7 Skipper ftand backe,’tis age that nourifheth:! »). | 

forlam he ara borne totame you Kate, — Tra, But youth in Ladies eyes that florifheth:: «: 
i And bring you from a wilde Katetoa Kate Bap.Content you:gentlemen,} wil cépound this ftrife! 
| Conformable as other houfhold Kates : ’Tis deeds muft win the prize, and he of both 25. 1): 4 
Heere comes your father, neuer make deniall, That can affure my daughter greateftdower  « 


[mutt,and will haue Katherine to my wife. (daughter? | Shall haue my Bisncas loue. © hits yiedr20% 9¢ 
Bap, Now Signior Perruchio,how {peed you with my | Say fignior Gremio, what can you affure het 2c) gh.) A 
Pet, How but well firehow but weil? Gre. Firft, as you know, my houfe within the City 


Irwere impoflible J fhould {peed amiffe. (dumps? | Is richly furnifhed with plate and gold , 
Bap. Why how now daughter Katherie , in your Bafons and ewers to Iaue her dainty hands : 





Kat, Call you me daughter ? now I promife you My hangings all of tirias tapeftry : 
Youhaue (hewd atender fatherly regard, In Iuory cofers I haue ftuft my crewnes: __ 
To with me wed to one halfe Lunaticke, . In Cypres chefts my arras counterpoints, 
Amad-cap ruffian, and a {wearing lacke, Coftly apparell, cents, and Canopies , 
That thinkes with oathes to face the matter out. _ Fine Linnen, Turky cufhions boft with pearle, 
Pet. Father,’tis thus,your felfe and all the world _ Vailens ef Venice gold, inneedle worke: « 
That talk’d of her,haue talk’d amiffe of her : | Pewter and braffe,and all things that belongs 
Ifthe becurft, it is for pollicie, . _ To houfe or houfe-keeping : then at my farme 
For fhee’s not froward,but modeft asthe Doue, ; Ihaue a hundred milch-kine tothe pale, 
Shee isnot hot, but temperate as the morne , _ Sixe-fcore fat Oxen ftanding in my ftalls, > 
For patience fhee will proue a fecond Grifell, And all things anfwerable to this portion. 
} AndRomane Lueréce forherchaftitie: My felfe am ftrookein yeeres I maft confefle, 


Andto conclude, we haue greed fo well together, AndifIdie to morrow this is hers, qi 
That vpon fonday is the wedding day. Tfwhil'ft I line the will be onely mine. Ww Ot 
Kate, lle fee thee hang’d on fonday firft. (firft.{ Tre. That only came'wellin: fir, lift come,» 
Gre. Hark Petruchio, fhe faies fhee’ll fee thee hang’d | Tam my fathers heyre and onely fonne, 

Tia.Isthis your {peeding?nay thé godnight our part. | If] may haue your daughterto my wife, > 
| Pet, Bepatient gentlemen, I choofe her for my felfe, | Ile leaue her houfes three or foure as good 
Iftheand I be pleas’d, what’s that to you? , | Within rich Pifa walls, asany one 


——— 


‘Tisbargain’d twixt vs twaine being alone, Old Signior Gremio has in Padua, pa YY 

That fhe fhall (till be curft in company. Befides,two thoufand Duckets by the yeere 

Itell you ’tis incredible to beleeue Of fruitfull land, all which fhall be her ioynters © © 

How much fhe loues me: oh the kindef&t Kate , What,haue I pincht you Signior Gremio? bes 

Sheehung about my necke, and kiffe on kiffe Gre. Twothoufand Duckets by theycere of land, 

Shee vi'd fo faft, protefting oath on oath y My Land amounts not to fo muchin all ; ny bt 

That inatwinke fhe won meto her loue. -That fhe fhall hate, befides an Argofie : 

Oh you are nouices, tis a world to fee A: That now is lying in Marcellus roade: 

How tame when men and women are alone, What, have I choakt you with an‘Argofie? : 

Ameacocke wretch can make the curfteft fhrew= - Tra. Gremio,’tis knowne my father hath no leffe. 

Giue me thy hand Kate, I will ynto Venice Then three great Argofies, befidestwo Galliaffes 

To buy apparel ’gainft the wedding day ; And tweluecire Gallies, thefe I will aflure her, 

Prouide the feat father,and bid the guefts, And twice as much what érethou offreft next. 

I willbe fare my Katherine fhallbefine. ° < - Gre, Nay, I haue offred all, I hauenomore; ~ 
Bap. know not what to: ‘ay ;but giueme your hads, } And fhe can haueno morethenallI haue, 

God fend Youioy, Petruelyd; tisa match. | Hyoulike me, fhefhallhauemeandmine, 9. 
Gre.Tra. Amen fay we, we willbe witneffess”’ |? Fra. Why then the maid is mine from all the world | 


ia ‘By your firme promife, Gremio is out-vied. 

vice |S Bapy Imuttconfeffe your offer isthe belt, » 

dys - And let your father make her the affurance, 92°. 
T __ Shée 


Pet. Father, and wife,and gentlemen adiev, 
Twill to Venice, fonday comes apace, 
We will haue rings’ and things,and fine arr 
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Shee is your owne, elfeyoumuft pardon.me: 

Ifyou fhould die beforehiin,where’s her dower? 
Tra, That's but acauill: he is olde; IL young, | 
Gre. And may novyong men dieas wellas.old? 
Bap. Well gentlemen, }amthus refolu’d, 

On fondaynext;you know TOF g 

|My daughter Katherine is to-be married: 

‘Now onthe fonday following, fhall Bianca 

| Be Bride to:youyif you make this aflurance: 

HIt nor, to Signtot Gremioziov 1. 

:And fo I take my leaue,anidthanke youboth.. Exit, 
Gre. Adieu good neighbour: now I fearethee not : 

'Sirra,yong gamefter, yourfather were afoole 

To giue thee all, and in his wayning age 

E Set foot vader thy table: tutja toy, 

{ An olde Italian foxe is not fo kinde my boy. Exit. 

Tra. Avengeance on your crafty withered hide, 

Yet I haue fac’dit with acardoften: | 

Tis in my head to doe my mafter good : 

Tfee no reafon but fuppos’d Lucentio 

/Muft geca father, call’d fuppos’d Vincentio, 

| And that’s a wonder : fathers:commonly 

Doe get their children : but in this cafe of woing, 

Achilde fhall geta fire,if I failenot ofmy cunning, Est. 


















Aélus Tertia. 





Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, asd Bianca, 
| Lac. Fidler forbcare, you grow too forward Sir, 
| Haue you fo foone forgot the entertainment 
| Her filter Katheriae welcom’d you withall. 
Hort. But wrangling pedant, this is 
| The patroneffe of heauenly harmony ; 
1 Then giue me leave to haue prerogatiue, 
| And when in Muficke we haue {pent anhoure, - 
1 Your Lecture fhall haue leifure for as much. 
Luc. Prepotterous Affe that neuer read fo farre, 
| To kaow the caule why muficke was ordain d : 
_| Was it notrorefrefh the minde of man 
1 After his ftudies,or his vfuall paine ? 
Then giue me leave ro read Philofophy , 
} And while J paufe,ferue in your harmony. 
| . Hort. Sirra,{ will not beare thefe braues of thine. 
Bianc. Why gentlemen, you doe me double wrong, 
1 To ftriue forthatwhich refteth in my choice: 
| Iam no breeching {choller in the fchooles, 
[Ile not be tied tohowres,nor pointed times , 
| But learne my Leffons.as:I pleafe my felfe, 
4 Andto cutoff all firife: heere fit we downe, 
| Take you your inftrument,play you the whiles, 
His Leéture will be done ere you haue cun’d. 

Kort. You'llleaue his Leéture when I am in tune? 

Luc. Thatwill benever,tune your inftrument. 

Biaw. Where left we laft ? 

j Luc. HeereMadam :' Hic [bat Simos, hie eff figeria 
tellus, bic fleterat Priami regia Celfa fenw. 

Bian. Confter them, 

Luc. Hie Ibat;as\ told you before,Simow, Tam Lu- 
centio, his ef, fonne-vnto: Vincentio of Pifa, Sigeriatel- 
las, difenifed thus to get your lone, bic freterat, and that 
Lucentio that comes.a wooing, priami, is my man Tra 
nio, regia, bearing my pore , celfa fenis chat we might be- 
guile che old Pantalowne. 














The Taming of the Shrew. 
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) My Leffons make no muficke in three parts. 


_ Then hath beene taught by any of my trade, 





Hort. Madam,my Inftrument’s in tune, _ 
Bian. Let's heare,oh fie,thetrebleiarres,.. 
Luc. Spitintheholeman,and tune againe, 

Bian. Now lermec fee. if1 can confter it. Hic iba fi 
mols, ¥ know you not, hic eff figeria teva, tru you a 
hic ftaterat priami, take heede he heare vs not , regia pr : 
fume not,Celfa fens, defpaire not. ee 

Hort. Madam,tis now in tune, 

Lac. Allbut the bafe. 

Hort. The bafeis right, ’tis the bafe knaue that jars, 

Luc. How fiery and forward our Pedantis i 
Now for my life the knaue doth court my loue. 
Pedafcule, \le watch you better yet : : 

In time I may beleeue, yet I miftruft. 
Bian. Miftruft ic not, for fure eLacides 
Was Ajax cald fo from his grandfather. 
Hort. 1 muft beleeve my. mafter,elfe I promi 
I fhould be arguing ftill ss that deubee Heyou 
But let it reft, now Litio to you: 
Good mafter take itnot yokindly pray 
That I haue beene thus pleafant with you both, 
Hort. Youmay go walk,and giue meleaue awhile, 
























Luc. Ate you fo formall fir,well I muft waite 
And watch wicthall, for but I be deceiu’d ,. 
Our fine Mufitian groweth amorous, 

Hor. Madam, before you touch theinftrument, 
To learne the order of my fingering, 
I muft begin with rudiments of Art, 
Toteach you gamoth in a briefer fort, 
More pleafant, pithy, and effetuall , 










And there it isin writing fairely drawne. 
Bian. Why, 1am paft.my gamouth long agoe, 
Hor, Yetread the gamouth of Hortentio. 
Bian. Gamouth 1am, the ground of all accord: 

Are,to plead Hortenfio's paffion : 

Beeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord 

Cfave, that lowes with all affection : 

D falre, one Clifte,two notes haue!, 

Ela mi, fhow pitty or I die, 

Call you this gamouth ? tut! hike it noc, 

Old fafhions pleafe me beft, I am not fo nice 

To charge true rules for old inuentions. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Nicke. Miftreffe, your father prayes you leaue yout 
And helpeto dreffe your fifters chamber vp, (books, 
You know to morrowis the wedding day, 

Bian, Farewell {weet matters both, I muftbe gont. 

Luc. Faith Miftreffe then I haueno ceule to flay. 

Hor. But I haue caufe to pry into this pedant, 
Methinkes he lookes asthough he were inoue: 
Yet ifthy thoughts Bianca be fo humble 
To caft thy wandring eyes on every ftale; 

Seize thee that Lift, ifonce J finde thee ranging, 

Hortenfio will be quit with thee by changing. 

























Exit. 







Exter Bapts$a, Gremio, Tranic, Katherine, Bianca, and ” 
- thers attendasts. 
Bap. Signior Lucentie,this is the pointed day 
That Katherine and Petruchie fhould be married, 
And yet we heare not of our fonne in Law : 
What will be faid,what mockery willitbe? 
To want the Bride-groome when the Pricft attends 
To fpeake che ceremoniall rites of marriage? 
What faies Lucentio to this fhame of ours? 













No 

















kate. No fhame but mine; muftforfooth be forft 
To giue my hand oppos’d againft my heart 
Vintoa mad-braine rudesby, full of fpleene,, 
Who woo’d in hafte, and meanes to wedat leyfure: 
[told you I, he wasa franticke foole, : 
Hidiny his bitter iefts in blunt behaviour, 
Andto be noted for amerty mans) ov o2 
Heell wooe 2 thoufand, point the day cf marriagé, 
Make friends, invite,andproelaime the banes , 
Yer neuer meanes towed whete he hath woo'd : 
Now muft the world point:at poore Katherine, 
And fay, loe, there is mad Petrachio’s wife 
| fit would pleafe him come and marry hers. 
Tra, Patience good Katherine and Baptifiatoo, 
Vpon my life Petruchie meanes buvwell, 
Whatever fortune ftayes him from his word, 
Though he be blunt, 1know hinapaffing wile ,. 
Though he be merry,yet withall he’s honeft. 1} 
Kate. Would Katherine had neuer fecn him though, 
ts > 0) Exit weeping. 
Bap. Goce girle,I cannot blame thee now to weepe, 
For {uch an iniurie would vexea very faint, 
Much more a fhrew of impatient humours 
Enter Biondello, 
Bion. Matter, mafter, newes , and fuch newes as you 
never heard of, ' 
Bap. Is it new and olde too? how may that be? 
Bion. Why , isitnornewes to heard of Petruchic's 


Bap. Ishe come? (comming? 
Bion, Why no fir. " hd 
Bap, What then? © 

Bion. He is commning gi 


Bap. When willhebeheéte? © so ya cot: 

Bion, Whenhe ftands where I am, aitdftes you there. 

Tra, But fay,what to thine oldenewes# fs: +! 

Bion. Why Petruchio is comming ,ina new hat and 
anoldietkin; apaire of olde breeches tlarice curn’@;. | 
paire of bootes that haue beene candle-cates, one buck- 
led, another lac’d : an olde rufty {word tane out of the 
Towne Atmory, with a broken hilt,and chapeleffe:with 
two broken points : his horfe hip’d with an olde mo- 
thy faddle, and ftirrops of no kindred : befides pofleft 
with the glanders, and like to mofe in the chine, trou- 
bled with the Lampaffe, infeéted with the fafhions, full 
of Windegalls, fped with Spauins ,°raied with the Yel# 
lowes, paft cure of the Fiues', ftarkefpoyl’d with the 
Staggers, begnawne with the Bots; Waid im the backe, 
and fhoulder-fhotten, neere leg’d before and witha 
halfeechekt Bictey& a headftall of fheepes leather,which 
being reftrain’d to keepe him from ftumbling,bath been 
olten burft,and now repaired with knots : one girth fixe 
times peec’d: ahd a womans Crupper of velure, which 
hath two lecters for hername, fairely fer down in ftuds, 
and heete'atid there peec'd with packthred. 

Bap. Who tomes withhim? ©) boris som 

Bion, Olvfir., his Lackey; fer all the world Gaparir 
fon'd like-the‘horfe: witha linnen-ftockomoneleg, and 
akerfey boot-hofe on the other.,’gartred witha red and 
blew liftjat\ old hat, 8 the humor of forcy fancies prickt 
int for afeather:a aionfteryrawery monRerin apparel), 
8 not like a Chriftian foovt hoy;ora genrleimans Lacky. 
Tra. "Tis fome od humor pricks him to this fafhion, 
Yet oftentimes he goes burmeaneapparel’d. 
Ni, Bap. Lam glad he's corhel/howfoere he comes. | 
bi Bion: Whyfit,he comesinots>! sig A 2x0 


The Taming of the Shrvv. 


“| Bios. Who, that Petruchiocame? 


a Bap. Why that’s all one. 


ad iv Didftthou not-fay hee comies? es sbi | 


‘2te 


Bap. I,thatPetrachiecame. “tbackia’| 
Bion. No fir, ] fay his horfe comes with him on his } 
















Bion. Nay by S./amy,.hold youa penny,a horf and, | 
aman is more then one,and yet not many. oe 





Enter Petruchio and Grumio, 

Pet, Come, where be thefe gallants? who's at home ?. | 

Bap. You are welcome fir. Po 

Petr. And yet 1 comenot well, 

Bap. Aad yet you hair nor. ae 

Tra. Nottfo well apparell’d as I with youwere.__ , 

Petr, Were it better I fhould ruth in chus + # 

' But where is Kare ? where is my louely Bride? Beta 

: How does my father?gentles methinkes you frowne , 

' And wherefore gaze this goodly company , ; 

_ Asifthey faw fome wondrous monument , 

' Some Commet, or vnufuall prodigie? Pe 

Bap. Why fir, you know this is your wedding days. 
Firft were we fad, fearing you would noteome, 
Now fadder that you come fo vnpronided; 

Fie, doff this habit,fhame to your eftate, 
Aneye-forete our folemne feftiuall, 

Tra. And tell ys what.occafion of import 
Hath all folong detaii’d youfrom your wife, — 
And fent you hither fo vnlike your felfe? 

Petr, Tedious it were to tell,and harfh to heare, 
Cufficeth 1am cometo.keepemy word, |» 
Though in fome part inforced to digreffe , 

| Whichat moreleyfurel will foexcuic, 
| Asyourthall well be fatisfied with all. ~ 


4 


: refs 


yay a 


Bap. But thus] truft you will not marry.her. (words, 
Pet. Good footh euen thus : therefore ha done with 
To me fhe’s married not vnto my cloathes ; 
Could I repaire what fhe will weare in me, 
As I canchange thefe poore accoutrements, 
’Twere well for Kate, and better for my felfe. j 
But what afoole am I to chat with you,, oe 
When I fhould bid good morrow to my Bride? ss | 
And fealethe title with alougly kiffe. .... Exit. 
Tra. Hehathfome meaning in his mad attire, , 
We will perfwade him beit poffible, .. es 
Toput on betcer ere he goe to Church, nih 
Exit 


‘4 


Bap, Ueafter him,and fee the euencof this. 

Tra. Butfir, Lone concerneth vs to.adde 
Her fathers liking, which to bring to.pafle  ; 
As before imparted to your worfhip,, ..4./ TAI 
Iam te get aman what erehebe, cine oy 
Jeskills not much, weele fic lim to. our turne, ott 
And he thall be Vincentio of Pifa, 
And make affurance heere in Padua ion sees 
Of greater {ummes then] haue promifedy..> i 
So fhall you quietly enioy your hope,. 
And marry {weet Bianca with confente, ...) .. 

Luc. Were itnot thar my fellow {choolemafter 


But where is Kate? I ftay too long fromher,._ 6 sid] 

Themofiiiag weares, tis time we wereat Church... 

Tra. Seenot your Bride in thefe vnreuerent robes, ce } 

Goe to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet, NotI, belecue me,thus Ile vifit her. 

Doth watch Bianca’s fteps{o narrowly3.... 

i| "Twere good me-thinkes to fteale our marriage , _ 

‘| Which once perform’d,let all the world fay no, .-» 

‘| Ile keepeamine ownedefpite.ofall the world. 

Tra. That by degrees'wemeaneto, lookeinto, |; 
t4 = And 
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The Taming of the Shrew. 


And watch our vantage in this bufineffe, ; 
Weel ouct-reach the grey- beard Greymo, 
The narrow prying father AZinola, 

‘The quaint Mufician, amorous Litio, 

All for my Mafters fake Lucentio. 


Enter Gremio. 


Signior Gremio,came you from the Church? 
Gre. As willingly as ere | came from fchoole. 
Tra. Andis the Bride & Bridegroom coming home? 
Gre. Abridegroome fay you? ’tis a groome indeed, 
A grumlling groome,and that the girle fhall finde. 
Tra. Corfter then fhe,why ’tis impoffible. 
Gre. Why hee’s a deuill,a deuill,a very fiend. 
Tra. Why fhe’s a deuill,a deuill the deuils damme. 
Gre. Tut,the’s a Lambe,a Doue,a foole to him: 
Ile tell you fir Lucentio; when the Prieft 
Should aske if Katherine fhould be bis wife, 
I,by goggs woones quothhe,and {wore fo loud, 
That all amaz’d the Prieft let fall the booke, 
Andas he ftoop’d againe to take it vp, 
This mad-brain’d bridegroome tooke him fuch a caffe, 
4 That downe fell Prieft and booke,and booke and Prieft, 
4 Now take therm vp quoth he, ifany lift. 
Tra. What faid the wench when he tafe againe? 
Gre. Trembled and fhooke: for why, he {tamp’d and 
} {wore,as if the Vicar meant to cozenhim: but after ma- 
| Ny ceremonies done, hee cails for wine, a héalth quoth 
| he, as ifhe had beene aboord carowfing to his Mates af- 
‘| ter a ftorme, quaft off the Mufcadell,and threw the fops 
| all in the Sextons face : hauing no other reafon, but that 
{his beard grew thinne and hungerly,and feem’d to aske 
_| him fops as hee was drinking : This done, hee tooke the 
| Bride about thenecke, and kift her lips-withfuch a cla- 
‘|morous fmacke, that at che parting all the Church did 
_{ eccho: and I feeing this,came thence for very (hame,and 
after mee J know the rout is‘comming, fuch amad mar- 
| ryage neuer was before: harke, harke, ] heare the min- 
' | ftrels play. Muficke playes. 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Bianca, Hortenfio,Baptifta. 


Petr.Gentlemen & friends, I thank you for your pains, 
I know you thinke to dine with me to day, 
And haue prepar’d great ftore of wedding cheere, 
Bat fo it is, my hafte doth call me hence, 

And therefore heere I meane totake my Jeaue, 
Bap. 1s't poffible you will away to night? 
Pet. Imuftaway to day before night come, 

Make itno wonder: ifyou knew my bufineffe, 

You would intreat me rather goe then flay : 

And honeft company,! thanke you all, 

That haue beheld me giue away my felfe’ © 

To this moft patient,{weet,and vertuous wife, 

Dine with my father,drinkea health tome, 

For I mufthence,and farewell to you all, 

Tra. Letvsintreat you fay till after dinner. 
Pet. Itmay notbe. | wp! 
.Gra. Let me intreat you, 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kat. Let me intreat you. 

Pet. Lam content. 

Kat. Are you content to ftay ? 

Pet. L amcontent you fhail entreat me ftay, 

"| But yet not ftay,entreat me how you can. 


Kat. Nowifyou loueme ftay. , “i 

Pet. Grumsio;my horfe. - , | 

Gra, 1 fir, theybe ready , the Oates haue eaten the! 
horfes. ae 

Kate. Nay then, 

Doe what thou canft, I will not goete day, 
No,nor to morrow, not till I pleafe my felfe , 

The doreis open fir, there lies your way, 

You may be iogging whiles your bootes are greene; 
For me,Ile not be gone till I pleafe my felfe, 

Tis like you'll prouea iolly furly groome, 

That take iton you at the firft feroundly, - 

Pet. O Kate content thee,prethee benot angry, 

Kat. I will be angry, what haft thou to doe? 
Father,be quiet, he {hall ftay my leifure, 

Gre. Imarry fir,now it begins to worke. 

Kat. Gentlemen,forward to the bridal] dinner, 

I {ee a woman may be madea foole 
If fhe had not a {pirit to refit. 

Pet. They thall goe forward Kate at thy command 
Obey the Bride you that attend on her. ' 
Goe to the feaft, reuell and domineere , 

Carowfe full meafure to her maiden-head, 

Be madde and merry,or goehang your felues; 

But for my bonny Kate, fhe muft with me: 

Nay, looke not big,nor ftampe, nor ftare,nor fret, 

] will be mafter of whatis mine owne, 

Shee is my goods,my chattels, fhe is my houfe, 

My houfhold-ftuffe, my field,my barne, 

My horfe,my oxe,my affe, my any thing, 

And heere fhe ftarids, touch her who euer dare, 

lle bring mine aétion on the proudeft he 

That ftops my way in Padua: Grumio 

Draw forth thy weapon, we ate befer with theeues, 
Refcuethy Miftreffe ifthou be aman: 
Feare not fweetwench,they fhall not touchthee Kate, 
Ile buckler thee again{ta Million, Exeunt, P.Ka, 

Bap. Nay,lerthem goe,a couple of quiet ones. (ing, 

Gre. Went they not quickly,! fhould die with laugh. 

Tra, Of all mad matches neuer was the like, 

Lac. Miftcefle, what’s your opinion of your filter? 

Bian, That being mad her felfe,the’s madly. mated, 

Gre. J warrant him Petrachiois Kated.. 

Bap. Neighboursand friends,though Bride & Brides 
Fortofupply the placesatthetable, (groom wants 
You know there wants no iutikets atthe fealt: 
Lucentzo, you fhall fupply the Bridegroomes place, 
And let Biancatakeher fiftersroome. 9... 

Tra. Shall fweet Bianca practife how to brideit? | 

Bap. She fhall Lucentio:.come gentlemen lets goce 

: Enter Grumios + - Loe. Exeunt, 

Gru,:. Fie,fie on all tired. Tades, on all,mad Mafters,8 
all foule waie¢: was euer man fo, beaten ?,was ever man 
fo raide ? was euer man {o weary ? -I-amfent beforeto 
make afire,and they are comming after to, warme then: 
now were not [a little pot;& foone hor my very lippes 
might freezetomy teeth;:my tongue to. theroofe of my 
mouth, my heart in my.belly; ere 1 fhould come by afire 


tothawme;but I withblowing the fire thall warme my 
felfe: for gonfidering theaweather, atallerman then I 
will take cold: Holla, hoa Curtis. « +. ; 


4 
+ ae 
194 


0 ise Bnten: Gurtiss ooo. scl esmiIns 

Curt. Whois that calls fo coldly ?:!« ms { 9" r 
Gra. A piece of Ice: ::if thou doubr,itythou ma" 
flide from my fhoulder, to: my heels’ with 90) 
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5 ere eT TPT ET a eee ee 
greater arunbut my head and my necke. Afire good 
tb. TeeERy | eels ‘ 
Oe Is my mafter and his wife comming Grumie? 
| Grw, Ob I Cubtes 1; and thetefore fire, fire, caft on no 
water. i gna ge BER AE A 
cwr, Is fie folhot a fhrew as fhe’s reported.” an 
Gra. She was good Curtis before this froft: but thou 





















































hath tam’d my old matter, 
felfe fellow (wrter. 3 
Grv. Away you three inch foole, Iam no beaft. 


and my new miftris, and my 


andfolong am Tat theleaft. But wilt thou make a fire, 
or fhall 1 complaine on thee to our miftris, whofe hand 
(the being now at hand) thou fhaltfoone feele, tothy 
cold comfort, for being flow in thy hor office. 

cur. Iprethee good Gramis,tell me, how goes the 
‘world? é 3 
Gru. A cold world Carts in every office but thine, & 
wherefore fire : dothy duty, and haue thy dutie, for my 
Mafter and miftris are almoft frozen to death. 

Cur. There’s fire readie, and therefore good Grumia 
thenewes. 

Gru, Why Iacke boy, ho boy, and as much newes as 
wilt thou. 

Cur, Come,you are fo full of conicatching. 

Gre. Why therefore fire, for] haue caught extreme 
cold, Where’s the Cooke, is fupper ready, the houfe 
trin’d, rufhes ftrew’d, cobwebs {wept, the feruingmen 
intheirnew Zuftian, the white ftockings, and euery offi- 
cerhis wedding garment on? Be the Iackes faire with- 
in, the Gils faire without, the Carpets laide, and euerie 
thingin order ? 

Cur, Allreadie :and therefore I pray theenewes. ~ 
| Grw. Firft know my horfe is tired, my mafter & mi- 
ftrisfalne out. Car, How? 

Gre, Out of their faddles into the durt, and thereby 
hangsatale. 

Car, Let’s ha’t good Grumio, 

Gra. Lend thine eare. 

Car, Heere. 

Gra. There, 

Cur, This’ tis to feele a rale,not to heare atale. 

__ Gra. And therefore’tis cal’d a fenfible tale: and this 
Cuffe was but to knocke at your eare, and befeech lift- 
ning: now I begin, Inprimis wee caine downea fowle 
hill, my Mafter riding behinde my Miftris. 

Cur, Both of one horfe ? 

Gra. What's that to thee? 

Cur, Why ahorfe. 

Gra. Tell chou the tale : but hadft chou not croftme, 
‘thou fhouldft haue heard how her horfe fel, and fhe vn- 
detherhorfe : thou fhouldf have heard in how miery a 
place, how fhe was bemoil’d, how hee left her with the 
herfe vypon her, how he beat me becaule her horfe ftum- 


me: how he fwore,how fhe prai’d, that neuer prai’d be- 
fore: how I ctied,how the horfesranne away, how her 
bridle was burt : how] loft my crupper, with manie 
things of worthy memorie, which now thal! die in obli- 
wion; and thou returne ynexperienc’d to thy eraue, 

pie, by this reckning heis more fhrew than thei’ 


finde when he 


gerfop and the ref 





The Taming of the Shrew. 


know ft winter tames man, woman, and beaft: for ic’ 


-‘Grw. AinT but three inches? Why thy horne is 4 foot _ 


bled,how fhe waded through the durt to plucke him off 


and that thou aad the proudeftof you all {hall 
Call £ comes home. But what talke Lof this? | 

all forth Nathaniel, lofeph, Nicholas, Phillip Walter,5u- | 
? lee their heads bee flickely comb'd, 














2385 | 
their blew coats brufh’d; and their garters of an indiffe- 
rent knie; let them curtfie with their left legges, and not | 
prefume to touch ahaire of my Mafters horfe-taile, till | 
they kiffe theirhands. ‘Arethey allreadie?. sf 
Car. They are. Mai 
Gra. Callthem forth. 
Car. Do youheare ho? 
co counsenance my miftris, 
cra. Why fhe hatha face ofher owne. 
Car, Who knowes not that ? ” biinased’y 
Gra. Thouitfeemes, that cals for company tocoun- | 
tenanceher. ros CAR 
Car, Teall them forth to-credit here: 
Enter fonreor fine feruingmen. 


you muft meeté my maifter | 


Gru. Why fhe comesto borrow nothing of them. © ' 

Nat, Welcome home Gramio, 

Phil, How now Grumio. 

Tof. What G rumio. 

Nick. Fellow Gramio. 

Nat. How now oldlad. k Nett et 
Gra, Welcome you: how now you: what you: fel- 
low you: and thus much for greeting, Now my {pruce 
_ companions, is all xeadie,and all things neatc? 

Nat, All things is readie, howneere isourmafter? 

Gre. E’neat hand, alighted by this: and therefore be 


not-———Cockes paffion,filence, I heare my matter. 





__ Enter Petruchio and Kate... 

Pet. Where be thefe knaues? What no. man at doore 
To held my ftirrop, ner to take my horfe? 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Phillip. 

Ai‘ fer. Heere,heere tir,heere fire 

Pet, Heere fir,heéere fir,heere fir,heere fir, 

You logyrer-headed and vapellifht groomess- 
What? no attendance? noregard? no dutie? 
Whereis the foolifh knatie I fent before? 

Gra. Heere fir, 8 foolifh as I was before, 

Pet. You pe:xant,{wain, you horfon malt-horfe drudg 
Did Inot bid thee meete me in the Parke, . 
And bring along thefe rafcal knawes with thee? 

Grumio. Nathan,els coate fir was not fully made, 
And Gabrels purspes were all vapinkt i'th heele : 

There wasno Linke ta colour Peters hat, 
And Walters dagger was not come from fheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Rafe, and Gregory, 
The reft wereragged, old, andbeggerly, saci 
Yetastheyare, heerearethe'v come to meete you, » 
Pet. Gorafcals, go,and fer.ch my fupper in. Ex Sere § 
Where is the life that late [led? . vreA 
Where are thofe? Sitdowne Kate, bait stl 
And welcome. Soud,foud,foud, foud. * 
Enter fernants with fuppere ER Bi 
Why when I fay? Nay good {weete Kate be merrie. ». 
Off with my boots, you rogues : you villaines, when? 
Tt was the Friar of Ordersgray, tbe 
As he forth walked on bis way. 
Out yourogue, you plucke my foote awrie, 
Take that, and mend the plucking of the other. 
Be metrie Kate : Some water heere : what hoa. 
Enter one with water. 
Where’s my Spaniel Troilus? Sitra, get you hence, » 
And bid my cozén Ferdinand come hither : 
One Kate that you muft kiffe, and be acquainted with. 
Where are my Slippers? Shall lhauefome wager? 
Come Kate and wafh,& welcome heartily : 
; you horfow villaine, will youlecie fall? 
: 73 

























Kate, ; 































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































The Taming of the Shrew. 


Kate. Patience pray you, twas afault vnwilling, .. { Stand by, and marke the manner of hi ‘ 


Pet. Ahorfon beetle-headed flap-ear’d knaue : 
Come Kate fitdowne, I know you haue a ftomacke, 
Will you giue thankes, fweete Kate,or elfe fhall.1? 
What's this, Mutton ? 218 | 

“gS I. 
' Pet. Who broughtit?. 
Peter, I. ; 
Pet. ’Tis burnt, and foisall the meate: 

What dogges are thefe ? Where istherafcall Cooke? 
‘How durft you villaines bring it from the dreffer 
And ferue it thus to me that loue itnot? 

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups,and all : 
You heedleffe iolt-heads, and vnmanner’d flaues. 

What, doyou grumble? Ile be with you traight, 
Kate. 1 pray you husband be not fo difquiet, 

The meate was well, if you were fo contented. 

Pet. { tellthee Kate, twas burncand dried away, 
And I expreffely am forbid to touch it; 

‘Bor it engenders choller, planteth anger, 
And better ’twere that both of vs did taft, 
Since of our felues, our felues are chollericke, 

Then feede it with fuch ouer-rofted flefh: 

Be patient, to morrow’t fhalbe menced, 

And forthis night we | faft for companie. 

Come I wil bring thee tothy Bridall chamber. Sxennt. 

Enter Seruants fenerally, 
Nath. Peter didft euer fee the like. 
Peter, Hekils her in herowne humor. 
Gremio, Whereis he? 
Enter Curtis a Seruant. © 
- Cur, Inher chamber, making a fermon of continen- 
cie to her, andratles,and {weares, and rates, that fhee 

(poore foule) knowes not which way to ftand,tolooke, 

to fpeake, aid fits as onenewrifen from adreame. A- 

way, away, for he is comming hither. 
Eater Petruchio. 

Pet. Thushaue [ politickely begun my reigne, 

And’tis my hope to end fucceffefully : 

My Faulconnow is tharpe, and paffing emptie, 

And til the ftoope, fhe muft not be full gorg’d, 

For then fhe neuer lookes vpon her lure.. 

Another way I haue to man my Haggard, 

To make her come; and know her Keepers call: 

Tharis, to watch her, as we watch thefe Kites, 

That baite, and beare, and will not be obedient : 

‘She eate no meate to day, nor none fhall eate. 

Laft night fhe flept nor, nor to night fhe fhall not : 

As with the meate, fome wndeferued fault 

[le finde about the making of the bed, 

And heere Ile fling the pillow, there the boulfter, 

This way the Couerlet, another way the fheets : 

I, and amid this hurlieJ intend, 

That al! isdone in reuerend cave of her, 

Andin conclufion, fhe fhal watch all night, 

And if fhe chance to nod, Ile raile and brawle, 

And with the clamor keepe her ftil awake : 

This isa way to kila Wife with kindneffe, . 

And thus Ilecurbe her mad and headftrong humor : 

He that knowes better how to tamea fhrew, 

Now let him {peake, ‘tis charity to fhew. 

Enter Tranioand Horten/fio: 

Tra. Ist pofsible friend Life; that miftris Bianca 

Doth fancie any other but Lucentio, 
‘Ltel you fir, fhe beares me faire in hand. 
Lic, Sir, to fatisfie you in what I haue faig, 


Exit 


s teaching. 
si a z le .:. 
Jor, Now Miftris, profit you in what you reade> 

Bian, What Mafter Siena firft, relate i | 

Hor. Jreade, that I profeffe the Art toloue, 

Bian And may you proue fir Mafter of your Art, 

Lue. While you {weet deere ptoue Miftreffe of rar 
heart. ; 3 y 

Hor. Quicke proceeders marry, now tel m 
you that durft {weare that your miftris Bianeg 
Lou’d mein Seeds esl as Lucentio, 

Tra. Oh defpightful Loue, ynconftant w 
Ttel thee Liffo this wonderfull. ornanbie 

Hor. Miftakeno more, Iam not Lifo, 

Nora Mufitian as I feemeto bee, 

But one that fcorne to live in this difguife, 
For {uch aone as leanes a Gentleman, 

And makesa God of {uch a Cullion ; 
Know fir, that] am cal’d Horten/io, 

Tra. Signior Hortenfio,| haue often heard 
Of your entire affe@tion to Bianca, 

And fince mine eyes are witneffe of her lightneffe, 
I wil with you, if you be fo contented, 
Foi fweare Bianca, and her love for ever. - 

Hor. See how they kiffe and court: Signior Lucentio 
Heere is my hand, and heere J firmly vow , 
Neuer ro woo her more, but do foriweare her 
As one vnworthie all the former fauours 
That I haue fondly flatter’d them withall. © 

Tra. Andheere I take the like vnfained oath, 
Neuer to marrie with her, though fhe would intreate, 
Fic on her, fee how beaftly fhe doth court him4 | 

Hor.W ould all the world but he had quite forfwom 
For me, that may furely keepe mine oath, 
IT wil bemarried to a wealthy Widdow, 
Ere three dayes paffe, which hath as long lou'd me, 
AsI hauc lou’d this proud difdainful Haggard, * 
And fo farewel fignior Lucentio, 


eI pray, | 


hore ° . i 
Kindneffe in women, not their beauteous lookes 


Shal win my loue, and foI take my leaue, 
Inrefolution, as I {wore before, 

Tra. Miftris Bianca, blefle you with {uch grace, 
As longethro a Louers bleffed cafe: 
Nay, I have cane you napping gentle Loue, 
And haue forfworne you with Hortenfio, 

Bian, Tranioyouictt, buthaue you both forfworne) 
mee? 

Tra. Miftris we haue, 

Lue. Then weare rid of Lif. 

Tra. Y faith hee’'l havea luftie Widdow now, 
That fhalbe woo'd, and wedded ina day. 

Bian. God giue him ioy, 

Tra. I,and hee’l tame her. 

‘Bianca. He {ayes fo Tranio. 

Tra. Faith heis gone vnto the taming {choole. 

Biaw.The taming f{choole: what is there fuch 4 place? 

Tra. Imiftris, and Perruchyo is che mafter, 
That teacheth trickes eleuen and twentie long, 
Totame a fhrew, and charme her chattering tongue. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Oh Mafter, mafter I haue wateht folong, 
That I am dogge-wearie, but at laft I {pied 
An ancient Angel comming dewne the hill, 
Wil ferue the turne. 

Tra, Whatis.he Biondello> 

Bio. Mafterya Marcantant,or a pedant, 





























































a not what, but formall in apparrell, - 
ote and eountenance-furely like a Father, 
Exc, And what of himTranio? 
Tra. Ifhe becredulous, and cruft my tale, 
Jlemake him glad to feeme Vixcentio, 
And give affurance to Baptifta Adsnola. 
Asifhe were thevight Uincentio. Pa 
Par. Take me your loue, and then Jet me alone. 
Entera Pedant. 
Ped. God fauc you fir. 
Tra, And you fir, youare welcome, 
Trauaile you farre on, er are you atthe fartheft ? 
Ped. Sir at the fartheft for a weeke or two, 
But then vp farther, and as farre as Rome, 
And fo to Tripolie, :fGod lend me life. 
Tra. What Countreyman I pray? 
Ped, Of Mantua, 
Tra, Of Mantua Sir, marrieGod forbid, | 
And come to Padua careleffe of your life. 
Ped, My life Gr? howl pray? for tnat goes hard. 
Tra Tis death for any onein Mantua 
Tocome to Padua, know you not the caufe? 
Your fhips are ftaid at Venice, andthe Duke 
For private quarrel twixt your Duke and him, 
- | Hath publith’d and proclaim’d it openly : 
‘Tis meruaile, but that youare butnewly come, 
oumight haue heard ir elfe proclaim’d abouc. 
Ped. Alas fir, itis worfe for me then fo, 
For I haue bils for monie by exchange 
From Florence, and muft heere deliuer them. 
Tra, Wel fir, to do you courtefie, 
Thiswil I do, and this I wil aduife you, 
Firfttell me, haue you euer beene at Pifa? 
]  ?ed, I fir, in Pifa haue often bin, 
Pifarenowned for graue Citizens. 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincenti? 
Ped. \ know him not, but I haue heard of him: 
AMerchant of incomparable wealth, 
Tra. Heismy father fir, and footh to fay, 
Incount’nance fomewhat doth refemble you, 
Bion. As muchas an apple doth an oyftter, & allone. 
Tra. To {auc your life in thisextremitie, 
This fauor wil I do you for his fake, « 
And thinke it not the worft ofall your fortunes, 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio, 
Hisname and credite fhal you vndertake, 
Andin my houfe you hal be friendly lodg’d, . 
Looke that you take vpon you as you fhould, 
youvnderftand me fir: fo fhalyouftay 
Tilyou haue done your bufineffe in the Citie : 
Ifthis be court’fie fir, acceptof it. 
Ped, Oh fir I do, and wil repute you ever 
The patron of my life and libertie. 
Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good, 
This by the way I let you vnderftand, 
y father is heere look’d for euerie day, 
© paffe affurance of a dowre in marriage 
‘Twixt me, and one Baptiftas daughter heere: 
Inall thefe circumstances Ie infiruct you, 


Gowithmeto cloath youas becomes you,  Exeunt, 


UW 


Atlus Quartus. ScenaPrima. 


Enter Katherina and Gremio. 
















Bae 
Gr#. No,no forfooth I darenot for my life. °° ~ 
_. Ka, The more my wrong, the more his {pite appears, 
What, did he marrie meto famifh me? © iO YES 
Beggers that come vnto my fathers doore, “ 
Vpon intreatie haue a prefentalmes,) vee 
Ifnot, elfewhere they meete with chatitie: 
Bur I, who neuer knew howto intreat, 
Nor neuer needed that I thould intreate, ba | 
Am ftaru’d for meate, giddie for lacke of fleepe =” 
With oathes kept waking, and with brawling fed; 
And that which fpights me more thenall thefe warts,” 





#2btin cy 


He does it ynder name of perfe& loue: 
As who thould fay. ifI fhould fleepe or eatel 
"T were deadly fickneffe, or elfe prefent death. 
| prethee go, aud get me (ome repaft, 
I care not what, fo it be holfome foode. 
Gru. What fay youto a Neats foote ? ee 
Kate. "Tis pafsing good, Iprethec tet frie haue it. sas 
Gra. I feare it is too chollericke aineate. yay 
How fay you to a fat Tripe finely broyl'd? nai 
Kate. I likeit well, 00d Grumio fetch it me." 
Gra. Icannottell, I feare’tis chollericke, x 
What fay you toa peece of Beefe and Muftard? 
Kate. A difh that Tdo loue to feedevpon. & 
Gre. 1, but the Muftard is too hor alittle. oti | 
Kate, Why then the Beefe, and let the Muftard reft, 
Gru. Nay then I wil not, you thal have the Moftatd 
Or elfe you get no bsefe of Grumio. : 
Kate. Then both or one, or any thing thou wile, | 
Gra. Why then the Muftard without the beefe, 
Kate, Go get thee gone, thou falfe deluding flaue, | 
Beats bins, 


That feed’ft me with the veriename of meate 
Sorrow on thee, and all the packe of you 
That triumph thus vpon my mifery : 
Go get thee gone, I fay, 
LJ 
. ‘Enter Petruchio,and Hortenfio with meate. 
' Petr. How fares my Kate, what {weeting all a-mort ? 
Hor.. Miftris, what ¢heere ? 
Kate. Faith as cold as can be, . 
Pet. Plucke vp thy fpirits,looke cheerfully vpon me, 
Heere Loue, thou feefthow diligent I am, 
To dreffe thy meate my felfe, and bring it thee. 
Tam fure fweet Kate, this kindneffe merites thankes, 
What, not a word? Nay then, thou low’fit not 3. 
And all my painesis forted to noproofe, 
Heeretake away this dith. 
Kate. I pray you let it ftand. 
Pet. The pooreft feruice is repaide with thankes, 
And fo fhall mine before you touch the meate. 
Kate. Ithanke you fir. 
Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie you are too blame: 
Come Miftris Kate, Ile beare you companie. 
Petr, Eateit vp all Horten/o, ifthou loueft mee: 
Much gocddoitvntothygentleheart: 
Kate eate apace ; and now my honie Loue, 
Will wereturne vnto thy Fathers houfe, 
And reuellicas brauely asthe beft, 
With filken coats and caps, and golden Rings, 
With Ruffes and Cuffes, and Fardingales, and things: | 
With Scarfes, and Fannes, & double change of brau'ry, 
With Amber Bracelets,Beades,and all this knau’ry. 
Whiat haft thou din’d? The Tailor ftaies thy leafure, 
To decke thy bodie with his ruffling treafure. 
Enter Tailor, 


Come 

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































5 The Taming of the Shrew, . 


Away with it, come let me hauea bigger. 
_ Kate, Ile have no bigger, this doth firthe time, 
- And Gentlewomen weare {uch caps as thefe. 
| “Pet, When you 2re gentle, you fhall haue one too, 
And not tillthen, ith 
| Hor. That will not bein hat, . 
Kate. Why fir Ltruft I may haue leaue to {peake, 

‘ And fpeake I will... lam no childe, no babe, 
| Your berrers haueindur’d me fay my minde, 
And Jfyoucannot, beft you ftop your cares, 
‘My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or els my heart concealing it wil breake, : 

And rather theiit flvall, I will be free, 
‘Buen to the vetermolt as I pleafe in words, 

Pet. Why thou{ailt truce, it is paltrie cap, 
’ Acuftard coften, 2 bauble, a filken pic, 

-Tloue thee well in that thou Jik’fit nor. 

 » Kate. Loue me, or loue menos, | like the capy 
And it E-witl haue, or I will haue none. 

Pet. Thy gowne, why Is come Tailor let vs feet. 

Oh mercie God, what masking ftuffe is heere ? 
| Whats this? a fleeue 2 ’tis like demi cannon, 
» What, vpand downe-caru’dlike an apple Tart? 

Heers (nip, and nip, and cur, and flifh and flash, 
| Like to a Cenfor ina barbers fhoppet 
Why whata deuils name Tailor cal'ft thou'this ? 


Hor, 1 {ce fhees like to haue neither cap nor gowne. 


Tai. You bid me make it orderlie and well, 
According to the fafhion, and the time, 
| Pet, Matrie and did: butifyou be remembred, 
| I didnot bid-you marre it to the time. 
Go hop me ouer every kennell home, 
For you fhall hop without my cuftome (ir: 
Nenone of it; hence,make your beftof ir, 
Kate. Ineuerfaw a better fafhion’d gowne, 
More queint, more pleafing, nor more commendable : 
Belike you meane to make a puppet of me. 


Pet. Why true, he meanes to make a puppet of thee. 


Tail. She faies your Worfhip meanes to make a 
puppet of her. 

Pet, Ohmonftrous arrogance: 
Thowlyeft, thou thred, thouthimble, 
Thou yard three quarters, halfe yard, quarter, naile, 
Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter ericker thou; 
Brau’d in mine owne houfe with a skeine ofthred : 
Away thou Ragge, thou quantitie, thouremnant, 
Or I fhall fo be-metethee withthy yard, 
As thou fhalt thinke on prating whil’ft thou liu’ft : 
L tell thee 1, that-chou haft marr’d her gowne. 

Tail, Your worfliip is deceiu’d, the gowne is mads 
Iuft as my mafter had direction : : 
Gramie gauc order how it fhould-be done. 

Gra. I gaue himno order, [ gaue him the ftuffe. 
Tail. But how did you defire it fhould be made? 
* Grae Matric fir with needle and thred. 
Tail. But did you not requeft to haueit cut ? 
Gra. Thowhalt fac’d many things. 
Tail. Lhaues- 


Grs. Facenotmee: thowhaft brau’d man; 
braue not me ; I will neither beefac’d nor bein? ee 
vnto thee, I bid thy Mafter cutout the gowne,but | ‘i 
not rh - a it te peeces.Ergothoulieft, ‘ 

Tail. cereis the note ofthe fafhi 

Pet. Rinds it. Rare — 

Gru. Thenote lies in’s threateif he fay] {aid fo 

Tail, Inpvimis,aloofe bodied gowne, 

Gre, Matter, ifeuer I faid loofe-bodied gowne. {; 
me in the skirts of it, and beate me to death with ey 
tome of browne thred: I faida gowne. ee 

Pet, Proceede. 

Tai. Witha {mall compaft cape. 

Gra. I confeffe the cape. 

Tai. Witha trunke fleeue. 

Gru. Iconfeffe two fleeues, 

Tai: The fleeues curioufly cur, 

Pet, I there’s the villanie. ; 

Grs. Error i’th bill fir, error i’th bill ? | commanded 
the fleeues fhould be cut out, and fow'd YP againe, and 
that Ie proue vpon thee, though thy little finger be ar. 
med in a thimble. ; 

Tail, ThisistruetharI fay, and Ihad thee j 
where thou fhowdft know fe —— 

Gru, Yam for thee fraight : take thou the bill 
me thy meat-yard, and {pare not me. 

Hor, God-a-merci¢e Gramio, then hee thall haueno 
oddes, ji 

Pet. Well fir in breefe the gowne is not for me, 

Gre, Youarei'thrightfir, ‘tis for my mifttis. 

Pet, Gotake it vp vnto thy mafters vie. 

Gra. Villaine, not for thy life: Take vp my Miftreffe 
gowne for thy matters vie. 

Pet, Why fir, what’s your conceit in that? 

Gra. Oh fit,the conceit is deeper then you think for; 
Take vp my Miftris gowne to his mafters vie. . 
Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Pet. Hortenfio, fay thou wilt feethe Tailor paide: 
Go take it hence, be gone, and fay no more, 

Hor, Tailor, lle pay thee for thy gowne to motrow, 
Fake no vnkindneffe of his haftie words : 

Away I fay,commendmetothy matter. Exit Tail, 

Pet. Well, come my Kate,we will ynto your fathers, 
Euen in thefe hoaeft meane habiliments: 

Our purfes fhall be proud, our gatments poore : 
Fortis the minde that makes the bodie rich. 


giue 


| And as the Sunne breakes through the darkeft clouds, 


So honor peerethin the meaneft habic. 


| What is the Iay more precious then the Larke? 
Becaufe his feathers are more beautifull, 


Or is the Adder better then the Eele, 

Becaufe his painted skin contents the eye. 

Ohno good Kare; neither art thou the worfe 

For this poore furniture, and meane array.’ 

Ifthou accountedtt it fhame, lay it on me, 

And therefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith, 

To feaft and {port vs at thy fathers houfe, 

Ge call my men, and let vs ftraight to him, 

And bring our horfes vnto Long-lane end, 

There wil we mount, and thither walke on foote, 

Let’s fee,I thinke’tis now fome feuen 2 clocke, 

Aud well we may come there by dinner time. 
Kate. 1 dareaffure you fir, cis almofttwo, 

And ’twill be fupper time ere you come theres 
Pes. It thall be feuen ereI goto horfe: 

Looke what I {peake, or do, or thinke todoe, 


You 















































are fill crofling it,firslet’s alone, pau 
til not goe to day, and ere I doe, 
jt {hall be whataclock.I fay itis, 


Hor. Why fothis gallant will,command the funne, : 
Enter Tranio,ana the Pedant dreft like Vincentio. 

Tra. Sirs, this isthe houfe, pleafe ityou chat I call. 
Ped 1 what elfe, and bur I be deceiued, 

Signior Bapti/?a may remember me. ..< | 

INeeys twentic yearesa.goein Genoa. .°)/ 

¥ Trt. Where we were lodgers, at the Pegafus, 

Tis well, and hold your owne in any. cafe 

With fuch aufteritie as longeth toa father, 


Enter Biondello, 

Ped. Lwarrent you; but.Grhere comes your boy, 
Twere good he were fchool’d. 
” Tra. Feare younot him: firra Biondeko; 
Now doe your dutic throughlie Laduife you: 
| Imagine ‘twere the right Véncentio. 

Bion, Tut, fearenot me, 

Tra. But haft thou done thy errand to Baprifta. 

Bion. Itold him that your father was at Venice, 
Andthat you-look’t for, him this day in. Padwa, 

Tra, Th’arta tall fellow, hold thee that to drinke, 
Here comes Baprifa : {ec your countenance fir. 


Enter Baptifiaand Lucentio: Pedant booted 
and bare headed, 
| Tra. Signior Baptifta youare happilie met s 
{ Sir, this isthe gentleman I told you of, 
| Ipray you ftand good father to me now, 
|Giueme Bianca formy patrimony... , 
Ped. Soft fon: fir by your leaue,hauing comto Padua 
To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucentio 
Mademe acquainted with a waighty caufe 
Of loue betweene your daughter and himfelfe : 
And forthe good report I heare of you, . 
And for the loue he beareth to your daughter, 
And fhe to him : to tay him not too long, 
Tamcontent ina good fathers care... 
| Tohaue him marche, andif you pleafe to like 
|No worfe then I,vpon fome agreement 
Me fhall you finde readie and willing 
With one confent to haue her fo beftowed : 
For curious I cannot be with you ©, 
\Signior Baptifta, ef whom I heare fo well, 
Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I haueto fay, 
| Your plainneffe and your fhortneffc pleafe me wells: 
| Right true it is your fonne Lucentio here 
oth loue my daughter,and fhe loueth him, va 
Or bothdiffemble deepely their affections: a 
And therefore if you fay.no more then this, 
{Thatlike a Father you will deale with him, 
And paffe my daughter a fufficient dower, 
The match is made, andallisdone,.. 5 | hi 
Your fonne fhail haue my, daughter with confent... 19) 
Tra. 1 thanke you fir,where then doe you know beft 
| Webeaffiedand fuchaflurancetane, (5°... 
As thall with either parts agreement ftand., 
oe pe Not inmy house Lrcentie,foryou know, 
| Pitchers haue cares, and I haue manie feruants, <5». 
|Belides old Gremi ishackning Filly joo05% one 
And happilie we might be interrupteds iio wo) soc | 
fe Tra« Eten amiplodging nd aclike yous) aS 
| tere doth my father lies and thesethisnight®’ .,.:) 
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PaO, 








the Shrew.. 














































Weele paffe the bufinefle privately and well : 
Send for your daughter by your feruant here, 
My Boy fhall fetch the Scrivener prefentlie, 
The worft is this thac at fo flender warning, 
You are like to haue a thin and {lender pittance. - 
Bap. Itlikes me well: alt 
Cambio hie you home, and bid Bianca 
ftraight: n.03 
And if you will tell what hath hapned, © 
Lucentios Father is arriued in Padua, 
And how fhe’s like to be Lucentios wife... - ts 
‘Biond. Ypraie the gods the may withallmy heart. 
stor! Exit. 
Tran. Dallie not with the gods, but gettheegone.’ | 
Enter Peter. Moors hy 
Signior Baptiffa, fhall I leadethe way, 
Weicome, one mefle is liketo be your cheere, 
Come fir,we will better it in Pifa. q 
Bap. follow you, 


make her readie} 


(Wy Exeuut. 
Enter Lucentio and Biondello. 

Bion. Cambie, 

Luc. What faift thou Biondello, 

Biord. You faw my Mafter winke and 
you? 
Luc. Biondelle, what of thar? a fie) 

Biond. Faith nothing : but has left mee here behinde 
to expound the meaning or morrall of his fignes andto-. 


laugh vpon 


kens, 
Luc. Y pray thee moralizethem. Houel sxicth | 
Biowd. Then thus: Baptiftais Safe talking with the. 
deceiving Father ofadeceitfullfonne. 4 avatt at 
Lac. And what of him? die 
Biond. His daughter is to be brought by, you.to the. 
fupper. waveit 
Luc. Andthen. no EE 
Bie. The old Prieft at Saint Lakes Church is at your 
command at all houres. BR 
Luc. And what of all this. od wah. aaa 
Bion. I cannot tell, expec they are bufied about a 
counterfeit affurance : take you aflurancejof-her, | Cum 
prenilegio ad Impremenduw folem, to th’ Church take the 
Prictt, Clarke, and fome fufficient honeft witnefles: > 
If this benot that you looke for, I hauenomoreto.fay, | 
But bid Bianca farewell foreuerandadays,... 9 
Luc. Hear'tt thou Biondella, - Pyetg a bre t 
., Biend. I cannot tarry: [knew a wench seared inan- 
afternoone as fhee went to the Garden for Parfeley to’ 
ftuffea Rabit , and fo may you fir : and fo adew fir, my. 
Matter hath appointed me to goeto Saint Lakes to bid. 
the Prieft bereadie to. come againft you come with your 
appendix. \ « Sei laieb, var vant Kies ef sermneeeted 
Luc. I may and will, if the befo contented; Erdal 
She will be pleas’d,.chen wherefore fhould donbe: , 
Hap what hap may, Ileroundly.goeabouther: 
It fhall goc hard if Cambio goe without her... Exit. : 


& 13035 


199227: 


is reas iqqediodi som yliggsH .xiv4 
Enter Petruchio, Kate,Hortentio : Wawanbiat 
Petr, Come on aGods name,once moré toward our. 


fathers: 5. 


it isnot Moonelight. 
noWe . i: AIG APA 4B de BE pe ae 
Pet. I fayitisthe Moone that fhinesfobright. a) 
Kate. I know it is the Sunne that fhines fo bright... 
Fet. Now by my mothers fonne, and that’s my. felfe, 

at | ace Ie. 


ae | 






































































































































































































































































































































I fhall be mooneyor ftarrejor what I lift, 

Or ere] iourney to your Fathers houfe: © 
Goe on, and fetch our horfes backe againe, 
Euermore croft and croft nothing but'croft: 

Hort. Say as he faies, or we fhall neuer gor. 

Kate, Forward I pray, fince we haue-come fo farre, 
And be it moone, orfunne,or what you pleafe: 
And if you pleafe to call it arufh Candle, 
Henceforth I vowe it fhall be fo for me. 

Petr. 1 fay itis the Moone. 

Kate. I know itis the Moone, 

Petr. Nay theu youlye: iris the bleffed Sunne, 

Kate. Theo God be bleft, it im the blefled fun, 

But funne it is not,when you fay it is not, 

And the Moone changes even as your minds : 

What you will haue it nam’d,cuen thac it is 
And fo it fall be fofor Katherine, = 

Hort. Petruchio, goe thy waies,the field is won. 

Petr. Well,forward,forward,thus the bowle fhould 
And not vnluckily againft the Bias - (tun, 

‘| But foft, Company is comming here: 


> 


1 “Enter Vincentio. 
} Good tnorrow gentle Mifttis, where away: 
Tell me {weete Kate,and tell me truely too, 
| Haftthou beheld a frefher Gentlewoman®” 
Such warre of white and red within her cheekes: 
| “What ftars do fpangleheauen with fuch beautie, 
} Asthofetwo eyes become that heauenly face ? 
') Faire louely Maide,once more good day to thees 
| °Sweete Kate embrace her fot her beauties fake. 


Hert. A will make the matt mad to make the woman | 


of him, : 


| | KateOYong budding Virgin, faire,and frefh,& {weet, 


| Whether away,or wherher is thy aboade? 
a| Happy the Parents of fo faire a childe ; 
‘| ‘Happier the'man whom fanourable ftars 
«| Alots thee for his louely bedfellow. 
| Petr. Why how now Kate,I hope thow art not mad, 
‘| "Thigis’a Maan old; wrinckled,faded,withered, 
| ‘And ri6t a Maidenjas thou faift he is. 
| oRate. Pardon old facher my miftaking eies, 
| Thathaaebin to bedazted with the funne, 
| Thaceuery ting Tlookeon feemeth greene: 
Now I perceit¢thou arta reuerent Father : 
| Pardon I pray thee for my mad miftaking. 
“Petr, Do good old grandfire,8& withall make known 
f Which way thou cravelleft, if along with vs, 
‘| We thall bé ioyfall of thy companie. 
Vin. Faire Sit,and you my merry Miftris, 
That-with your ftrange encounter much amafde me: 
| Myname is call’d Vincentio, my dwelling Pifa, 
| And bound'l am to Padwa,theretovifite ~~ 
4 Afontedfmitie;whichlongT havenotfeene. © 
Petr.* Whatishisname? > . 
A Vine, Luckstio gentle fir.: °~ 
Petr. Happily met, the happier for thy fonne: 
‘| And now by Law5as well as reverent age, — 
{J may intitle thee my louing Father, 
1 The fifter to my wife,this Gentlewoman, °°" 
| Phy Sonne by this hath married:wondernot,~ — 
| iNorbenot-gricaed, fhe is of pbod eftetmie,* » 
| Her dowrie wealthie,and of worthie birth; ° 
\ Befide}fo qualified, as may befeeme | 
| THe Sponfe éfany noble Geitleman? Vo | 
| Let mcimbrace with OR incentio,y : 


ee 


pleafure, 


Petr, Come goer along aiid fee the truth hereof 
For our firft merriment hathimade'thée iealous, Sibi: 
Hor, Well Petruchio, this has putime in heart; i 
Haue tomy Widdow, and if fhe froward; > & 
Thenhaftthoutaught Hortentiotobevntoward, ey | 
Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianea, Gremio | 
%s ont before, 
Biond. Softly and {wiftly fir,for the Prieftis ready, 
Luc. I flie Biondello; but they may chance to iicede 
thee at home,therefore !eaue ys, Ex 
Biond, Nay faith, Me feethe Church‘a your backe 
and then come backe to my miftris as foone as I cap, 
Gre, Imaruaile Cambio comes not all this while, 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, CVincentio, Gremio 
with Attendants. 

Petr. Sir heres the doore, this is Lacentios houle, 
My Fathers beares more toward the Market-place, 
Thither muft I,and here I leaue youfir. 

Vin. You fhall not choofe but drinke beforeyou 20, | 
Ithinke I {half command your welcome heres 
And byalllikelihood fome cheereis toward. Kuch 

Gre, They're bufie within, you were beft knocke 

lowder, 
Pedant lookes out of" the window, 
Ped. What's he that knockes as he would beat downe 
the gate? é 

Vin. IsSignior Lucentio within Gir? o 

Ped. He’s within fir,but not to be fpokert withall, 

Pinc, What ifa man bring him a hundred peundor 
two to make metrie withall. Ra | 

Ped, Keepe your hundred pounds to your felfe, hee 
fhall neede none fo long as I ine. . 

Petr. Nay,I told you your fonne was well belovedin 
Padua: doe you heare fir, to leave friuolous circumftan- 
ces, I pray you tell fignior Lacentiothat his Father is 
come from Pifa, and is here at the doore to fpeake with 
him. 

Ped, Thoulieft his Father is come from Padwa, and 


| 


here looking out at the window, 
Vin. Art thowhis father? fab Se il 
Ped, 1 fir,fo his mother {aies,if I may beleeue her. 
Petr, Why how how gentleman: why this is flat kna 
werie co take ypon you another mans names! * 
Peda. Layhands on the villaine, I beleeuea meanes 
toeofen fomebodie in thisCitiewnderimy countenance 
“'' Eyter Biondello.8 °° 0.089 6 RUIN 
Bio. Lhaue feéne them in the Church together, God, 
fend’em good fhipping : but who is here? mirie’old Ma 
fter Vincentio: ‘iow: wee are vindone and broughtono- 
Vin. Come hither crackhempe, ©! 5:2 2° °° 
Bion, Thope limay choofe Sing 7243' dain Hse 
Vin: Contehiither youre gne;y whe haue fouforge 
mee? ist sidem sued {has eos sen enon | 
Biond, Forgot you,no fir: Keoukd not for per you, for} 
I neuer faw you before in all my lifes 2 gee 
Vine. What you notorious villainesdidft chou neue, 
feethy Mifttis farher tj incendie Pil toss) you GIOD 29" 


Amey amuoseetc ut 


' 


Biers ‘What’ ! 
















































Bios. What my old worfhipfull old mafter? 

marie fir fee where he lookes out ofthe window. . 

Vin. Ifo indeede, | .Hebeates Biondello, 
Bion. Helpe,helpe, helpe,here’s.a mad man will mur- 

we ”. Helpe,fonne, helpe Ggnior Baptifta. 

Key, Preethe Kateler'sftand afide and lee the end of 

pnd Grerouerfies os kbre.ehird earls 


Enter Pedant with fersants, Baptifia,ivanio. 
Tra. Sit; what are you/that offer to beate my fer+ 
t ; 
ae What am J fir:nay what are you fir: oh immor- 
tall Goddes: oh fine villaine, a filken doubtler, a vel- 
uethofe,afcarlet cloake,and acopataine liar: oh. I am 
yadone, 1am vndone : while I plaie the good husband 
at home, my fonne and my feruant fpend. all. at the yni- 
uerfitie. alisha 
| Tra. How now, what's the matter 2 
Bapt. What isthe man lunaticke? 
Tra. Sit, youfeemea fober ancient Gentleman by 


fir,what cernes it you, if I weare Pearle and goldsI thank 
my good Father, I arn able to maintaine ic. 

Vis, Thy father: oh villaine, he is a Saile-maker in 
Bergamo. 


you thinke is his name ? 

Via, Hisname, asif Iknewnot his name: I haue 
| brought him vp euer fince he was three yeeres old, and 
hisname is Tonio. 


{he ismine onelie fonne and heire to the Lands of me figs 
nior Vincentio, rofl 

| Ven. Lucentio: oh he hath murdred his Mafter ;: laie 

Jhold onhimI charge youin the Dukes name: oh my 

] fonne,my fonne: tell me thou villaine, where is my fon 

| Lucentio ? iy 

Tra. Call forth an officer: Catrie this mad knaue to 


forth comming, 
Vine, Carrieme tothe Jaile? 
Gre. Staie officer, he fhall not go to prifon. 
ha Talkenot fignios Gremio: Lfaiche fall goet 
ptifon, oe 
Gre, Take heede fignior Bapri/ta, leaft you be coni- 
catcht'in this bufineffe:. I dare {wearethis is theright 
Vincentio, ; 
Ped, Sweare if thou dart. Es 
Gre. Naie, I dare not {weare it. 7 
Tran, Then thou wert, beft faie that I-am not La- 
centio, 


“Grey Yes, know theetobefignior Lucentio. . » 
Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Biawen, 


flrous villaine,. 


orfweare him, or elfe.weiare all vndone,. .. nee 
Exit BiondeHo sZranio-and Pedant as faft as may bes 
Zuc. Pardon (weete father. 
Pin Liues my fweetefonne?. fs) 26) es 
sh. Pardon deere father, —.. tgiomsd T wward 
~ Bap, Howhak thou offended; where is Lacestio? 


Centie, 


| The Taming of the Shrew. 


yes 


your habit; but your words fhew youa madman: why ’ 
Bap. You miftake fir, you miftake fir, praie what do i 


Ped. Awaie,awaie mad affe, his name'is Lacentio,and 


| thelaile : father BaprifFa, 1 charge you feethat hee be 


» | Andthou Hortestio with thy louing Widdow: © 
Bap, Awaie with thedotard,totheIaile with him, 


Vin, Thus ftrangets may behaildand abufd : oh mon- 


Bion, Oh we are{poil'd sand yonder heis,denie him, 


15 Kneclee, - ‘y : 


Luce: Here’s Lucentio, tight fonhetoithe tight Cir 








That haue by martiage madethy davghtermine, 
While counterfeit fuppofes bleer’d thine eine, : 
Gre. Here's packing with a witneffetto deceiue ys all, 
Vin. Where is that damned villaine Trento, 
That fac’d and braued me in this matrer fo? 
Bvp. Why,tell meis not this my Cambio > 
Bian. Cambiois chang'dinto Lucentio. > 
Luc. Loue wrought thefe miracles. Biancas loue 
Made me exchange my ftate with Tranio,>- > 
While he did beare my countenance inthetowne,.. | 
Aod happilie I haue arrived at the lat rhe 
Vnto the wifhed hauen of my bliffe : 
What Tranio did my {elfe enforft him to; 
Then pardon him {weete Father for my fake, 
Via, Te flit the villaines nofe that would haue fent 
me to the Iaile, hy 
Bap. But doe you heare fir, haue you married my 
daughter without asking my goodwill? ° ‘ 
Vin, Fearenot Baptiffawe will content you, goeto: 
but I will into be reveng’d for this villanie, Exit, 
Bap. And] to found the depth of this knauerie. Exit, 
Luc. Looke not pale Bianea,thy father will not frown. 
stilwell Exegnt. 
Gre, My cakeis doug,hbut Ile in among the reft,, 
Out ofhope ofall, but my fhare of the feat... x 
Kate.Husband let’s follow,to fee the end of this adoe. 
Petr. Firlt kiffe me Kate,and we will, ~y 
Kate. What inthe midft of the Areete? 
Petr. Whatart thou afham’d of me? 
Kate. Mo fir,God forbid, but afham'd to kiffe. 
Petr, Why then let’s home againe: Come Sirra let’s 
awaie, . 3 
Kate. Nay,I will giue thee a kiffe, now praie thee 
Loue ftaie. ‘S182 
Petr. Isnot this well? come my {weete Kate. 
Better once then ueuer, for never to late. Exeunt, 











Aus Quintus. 





Enter Baptifta,V incentio,Gremio,the Pedant, Lucentio, and 
Bianca. Tranio, Biondella Grumio, and Widdow :.— 
. The Seruingmen with Tranio bringing 
a “in a Banquet. . m2 
Luc. Atlaft, though long, our iasring notes agree, 
And time itis when raging warre iscome, Be = 
Tofmile at {capes and perils ouerblowne: 
My faire Biaaca bid my father welcome, , 
While I with felfefame kindneffe welcome thine: ©” 
Brother Petrachio,fifter Katerma, 2 . 


Feaft with the beft,and welcome to my houfe, 
My Eanketistoclofeourftomakesvp = 24 
After our great good cheere: praicyoufitdowne, 
Fo! now we fit to chat as well aseates 
Petr. Nothing but fit and fit,and cate and este. 
Bap, Padwa aftords this kindneffe, fonne Petruchio. 
Petr. Paduaaffords nothing but whatis kinde. 
Hor.For both ourfakes I would that werd were true. 
Pet. Now for my life Hortextiofeares his Widow. 
wid. Thenneuer truft me if] be affeard. ine. 
Petr. Youareverie fencible, andyet you mifle my 
fence s - ‘ Ss hepoiep eas : 
Jortentiois afeardofyou. | car ee 
I meane Hortentiois afeard of you. page | 






































































































































































































































Wid. Hethatis giddiethinks the world curns round. 
Petr. Roundlie replied > iSitit 
“Kat. Miftrisjhow meane you that? 
wid. Thus I conceiue by him: 
Petr, Conceiues by me, how likes Hortentie that? - 
-Hor, My Widdow faies,thus fhe conceiues her tale. 
Petr, Verie well mended: kiffe him for that good 
yi Widdow. > . 
Kat.He thatis giddie thinkes the world turnes round, 
I prai¢ you tell me what you meant by that, 
Wid, Your housband being troubled with a fhrew, 
Meafures my husbands forrow by his woe: 
And now you know my meaning. 
Kate. Avetiemeane meaning, 
Wid. Right, 1 meane you. 
Kat. And I am meance indeede, refpecting you, 
Petr, To her Kate. 
Her. Toler Widdow. 
Petr. A hundred marks,tny Kate does put her down. 
Hor. That’s my office. 
Petr. Spoke like an Officer: hatothelad. 
shee bali is Drinkes to Hortentio. 
‘Bap. How likes Gremio thefe quicke witted folkes? 
Gre. Beleee mic fir they Burtogether well. 
Biaw, Headiand but an haftie witced bodie, 
Would fay your Head and But were head and horne. 
Vin. { Miftris Bride, hath that awakened you? 
Bian. I,burnotfrighted me, therefore Ile fleepe a- 


gaine. FAK. 
Petr. Nay that you fhall not fince you hauebegun: | 


Haueat you fora better ieft or too. rs 
Bian. AmI your Bird,I meane to fhift my buth, 
And then purfue me as you draw your Bow. © 
You are welcome all. Exit Bianca, 
Petr. She hath prevented me, here fignior Tranie, 
This bird you aim’dat,though you hit her.-not, 
Therefore a health to all that fhot and mift, 
Tri. Oh fir, Lucentio flipt me like his Gray-hound, 
Which runs himfelfe,and catches for his Mafter. 
Petr. A good {wit fimile,but fomething currifh. 
| Tra. Tis well fir that you hunted for your felfe : 
*Tis thought your Deere does hold you at a baic. 
Bap. Oh,oh Petruchio, Trasio hits you now. 
Inc. Ithanke thee for that gird good Trani. 
Hor, Confefle,confeffe, hath henot hit you here? 
Petr. Ahas alittle gald me I confeffe : 
And asthe lett did glaunceawaie from me, 
*Tistentooneit maim’d youtoooutright. _ 
‘Bap. Now in good fadneffe fonne Petruchio, 
I thinke thou haft the verief fhrew ofall. | 
Petr. Well,I fay no : and therefore fir aflurance, 
| Let’seach one fend vnto his wife, 
; And he whofe wife is moft obedient, 
To come at firft when he doth fend for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propofe. 
Hort. Content, what's the wager? 
Lac. Twentie.croynes. 5 
: Petr. Twentiecrowtes,.: 7. 7s 
Ile venture fo much of my Hawke or Hound, * - 
Buttwentie times fo much yponmy Wifes. 
Lue, Ahundredthen, 3. 4; 3 
Hor. Contents oo 1s: 5 o. 
, Petr. Amatch, ‘tisdone, 
~ Hor. Who fhall begin ? 
Luc, That willl. ; ss 
Goe Biondelle,bid your Miftriscometo me, ~~ 


Bie. Igoe. OW & 3801 ‘Sfp , 
Bap. Sonne; tebe your halfe,Bianca comes, > "dl 
Lue. Iehatieno halues Ile beare ir all myfelfe, 


Enter Biondello. 


| How now,what newes? 


Bio, Sit,my Miftris fends you word 
That fhe is bufie,and fhe cannotcome. 
Petr. How? fhe’s bufie,and fhe cannot come: “*%, 
an anfwere? a 
Gre. I, and akinde onetoo: 
Praie God fir your wife fend you not a worfe, 
Petr. Ihope better. 
Hor. Sirra Biondello, goe and intreate my wife tp 
come to me forthwith. Exit.Bin, |. 
Pet. Ohho,intreateher, nay then thee muft needs | 
come. 
Hor. Tam affraid fir,doe what you can 
Enter Biondelo. 
Yours will not be entreated : Now,where’s my wife? . 
Bion, She faies you haue fome goodly Ieft inhand 
She will not come: fhe bids youcometoher, . .” 
Petr, Worle and worfe, fhe will not come: 
Oh vilde,intollerable,notto be indur’d : 
Sitra Grumio,goe to your Miftris, 
Say I command her come tome. 
Hor. (know her anfwere, 
Pet. What? 
Hor, She willnot. 
Petr, The fouler fortune mine,and there an end, 


Exit, 


Enter Katerina. 

Bap. Now by my hollidam here comes Katerina, 

Kat. Whatis your will fir,that you fend forme? 

Petr. Where is your filter,and Hortenfios wife? 

Kate, They fit conferring by the Parler fire. 

Petr. Goe fetch them hither, ifthey denie tocome, 
Swinge me them foundly forth vnto their busbands: 
Away Ifay,and bring them hither ftraight. 
> Lue, Here is a wonder, if you talke of a wonder. 

© Bor, Andfoitis : lwonder what it boads. 

Petr. Martie peace it boads, and loue,and quiet lift, 
An awfull rule,and right {upremicie’: a 
And to be fhort, what not,that’s {weete and happie, 

Bap. Now faire befallthee good Petruchio; — 
The wager thou haft won,and I will adde 


} Vnto their loffes cwentie choufand crownes, — 


Another dowrie to another daughter, 
Fe fhe is chang’d as fhe had neuer bin. 
Petr. Nay,I will win my wager better yet, 
And fhow more figne of her obedience, 
Her new built vertue and obedience. 
Enter Kate, Bianca,andWiddow. 
See where fhe comes,and brirtgs your froward Wives 


| As prifoners to her womanli¢e perfwafion: 


Katerine, that Cap of yours becomes younot, 
‘Off with that bable,throw it ynderfoote, 
Wid. Lord let me neuer havea caufe to figh, 


| Tilt bebroughtto fuch a fillie paffe. 


Bian. Fie what a foolifh dutie'call you this? 

Lue. Y would your dutiewere'as foolifhtoo!. 
The wifdome of your dutie faite Bianca, “ 
Hath coft me fiue hundred crownes fince fupper time 

Bian, The more foole you for laying on my duti¢. 

Pet. Katherine Vcharge thee cell chefe pend fet 
ks Pa dutie they doe owe:their Lords and hu! 

anads, 


scape : wid, Come, 
one bees — ‘ 
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Wid. Come, come, your mocking : we will haucno | Tooffer warre, where they fhould kneele for peace: 
vellings e900 Sees oe) Onfeeke forrule, fupremacie, and fway, 

Pet, Comeon | fay, and firft begin wich her, (| When they 4re bound co ferwe, loue, and obay. 
| 7H, She fhall not. (oy Ay Why are our bodies foft, and weake, and fmeoth, 
| (Co. 1 fay fhe thall, and firft begin with her, _ | Vnapeto toyle and troublein the world, >. 
d " Kate. Fie;fie, ynknit chat thretaning ynkinde brow, 1 But that our foft conditions; andourharts, — 
| And dart not {cornefull glances from thofe cies, Should weil agree with our externall parts # 
| To wound thy Lord, thy King, thyGouernour.- ” “| Come, come, you froward and ynablewormes, 
| Irblors thy beautie, as frofts doe bite the Meads, (1 My minde hath bin as bigge as one of yours, 
| Confounds thy fame, as whirlewinds fhake faire budds, ~My heart as great, my reafon haplie more, 
Andinnofence ismeeteoramiable, 3 4 To bandie word for word, and frowne for frowne ; 
Awoman mou d, is like a fountainetroubled, But now I fee our Launces are bit frawes: 
Muddie, ill feeming, thicke, bereft of beautic, '| Our ftrength as weake, our weakeneffe paft compare, 
And whileic is fo, none fo dry or thirftie "| That feeming to be moft, which we indeed leaft are. 
Willdaigneto fip, or touch one drep of ir, | Then vale your ftomackes, for it isno boote, 





















ie. 














Thy husband is thy Lord, thy life, thy keeper, “And place your hands below your husbands foote : 
Thy head, thy foueraigne : One that cares for thee, Intoken of which dutie, ifhepleafe, 
| Aadfor thy maintenance, Commits his body -'} My handis readie, may it do himeafe. 

To painfull labour, both by fea and land : Pet. Why there’sa wench: Come on, and kiffe mee 
Towatch the night in ftormes, the day in cold, Kate. | siekasicwanc 
Whilft thou ly’ft warme at home, fecure and {afe, . Luc, Well go thy waies olde Lad for thou {halt ha’t. 
And craues no other tribute at thy hands, | | Yin. Tisa goodheating, when children are toward, 
But loue, faire lookes, and true obedience; | Luc. But aharth hearing, when women are froward, 
Toolittle payment for fo great a debe. Pet, Come Kate, weee'leto bed, 

! 
| 
d 















Such dutie as the fubie&t owes the Prince, We three are married, but youtwoare fpeds = es nins 

Euen fuch a woman oweth to her husband : 

And when the is froward, peeuith, fullen, fowre, 

Andnot obedient to his honeft will, 

What is the but a foule contending Rebell, 

And graceleffe Traitor to her louing Lord? 
Tamatham’d that women are fo fimple, 


"Twas I wonne the wager, though you hitthe white, 
And being a winner, God giue you good night.’ 
Exit Petruchio 


Horten. Now geethy wayes, thou haft tam’d a curft 
Shrow. 


Lwc.Tis a wonder, by your leaue, fhe wil be tam’d fo. 


FINIS. 


















































































































































SE Se 
- Well tchacEnds Well. 


eA clus primus. Scena Prima. 


Eneer yong Bertram Count of Roffillion, his Mother, and 
"Helena, Lord Lafew, all in blacke. 


Mother. 
@N delivering my fonne from me, I buriea fe~ 
cond husband. 
» Ref. AndTin going Madam, weep ore my 
*fathers death anew;but I muft actend his maie- 
(ties command, to whom 1 am now in Ward, euermore 
in fubie&tion. 

Laf. You fhall find of the King ahusband Madame, 
you fira father, He that fo generally is at all times good, 
muft of neceffitie hold his vertue to you, whofe worthi- 
nefle would ftirre it vp where it wanted rather then lack 
it where there is fuch abundance. 

Mo.What hope is there of his Maiefties amendment? 

Laf. He hath abandon’d his Phifitions Madam, vn- 
der whofe practifes he hath perfecuted time with hope, 
and finds no other aduantage in the procefle , but onely 
the loofing of hope by time. 

Me. This yong Gentlewoman hada father, O that 
had, how fad apaffage tis, whofe skill was almoft as 
great as hishoneftiec, had it {tretch’d fo far, would haue 
made nature immortall,and death fhould hawe play for 
lacke of werke. Would forthe Kings fake hee were li- 
uing, I thinke it would be the death ofthe Kings difeafe. 

Laf. How call’d you the man you {peake of Madam? 

Mo, He was famous fir in his profeffien, and it was 
his great right to be fo : Gerard de Narbon, 

Laf. He was excellent indeed Madam, the King very 
latelie {poke of him admiringly , aad mourningly : hee 
was skilfull enough to haue liu’d ftil,ifknowledge could 
be fet vp againft mortallitie. 

, Rof. What is it (my good Lord)the King languifhes 
of? . 

Laf. AFiftula my Lord. 

Rof. 1 heard not of itbefore. 

Laf, I would it were not notorious. Was this Gen- 
tlewoman the Daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Mo. His fole childe my Lord,and bequeathed to my 


ouet looking. [hauethofe hopes of her good, that her. 


_l education promifes her difpofitions thee inherits, whieh 


and atcheeues her goodneffe. 

Lafew. Your commendations Madam get from her 
teares, 

Mo Tis the beft brine a Maiden can feafon her praife 


heart, but the tirrany of her forrowes takes all livelihood 
fromher cheeke.. Nomore of this Helena; gotoo, no 
more leaftit be ratherthought you affedt a forrow,then 
to have— aes : 

Hell. 1 doe affect a forrow indeed, but I haue it too. 

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of tlie dead 
excefiiue greefe the enemie tothe liuing, i 

Mo. Ifthe living be enemie to the greefe, the excelle 
makes it foone mortall. 

Rof; Maddam] defire your holie withes. 

Laf, How wnderftand we that? 

M€o. Be thou bleft Bertrame, and fucceed thy father; 


| 
| in. The remembrance of her father neuet approches her 


Contend for Empire in thee, and thy goodneffe 
Share with thy birth-right. Loueall, truftafew, 
Doe wrong tonone: be able for thine enemie 
Rather in power then vfe: and keepe thy friend 
Vnder thy owne lifes key. Be checkt for filence, 

| But neuer tax’d for fpeech. What heauen more wil, 
That thee may furnith, and my prayers plucke downs, 
Fall on thy head, Farwell my Lord 


| Im manners asin fhape: thy blood and vertue 


| ’Tis an vnfeafon’d Courtier, good my Lord 
Aduife him. 
Laf. Hecannot wantthebeft ° 
| That fhall attend his loue. 
Mo. Heauen bleffe him: Farwell Bertram. = 
Ro. The beft wifhes that can be forg’d in your thoghts} 
be feruants to you : be comfortable to my mother, yout 
Miftris, and make much of her, 
Laf. Farewell prettic Lady, you muft hold thecit| | 
dit of your father, 
Hell, O were that all, Ithinkenot on my father, 
And thefe great teares grace his remembrance more 
Then thofe I fhed for him. What was he like? 


Carries no fauour in’t but Bertrams, 
Tam vndone, there is no living, none, 




































































I haueforgott him, My imagination 
makes faire gifts fairer: for where an yncleane mind care" Tf Bertrams be away. ’T were all one, 

ries vertuous qualities, there commendations ge with | That I fhould louea bright particuler fare, 
picty, they are vertues and traitorstoo: inher they are | And think to wed it, he is fo aboue me 

the better for their fimpleneffe; fhe deriues her honeftie, | In his bright radience and colateralllight, 


Mult 


Se nF Pe 








enintieressianes 


itera, 


Mat ]ve comforred, not in his (phere; -*; ati A 
Mee iciontntay foue thus plaguesitt felfez: Letins 
The hind that would be mated by the Lion’ 11.02 silo! 
Muftdie for lowe: “Twas prettie, though alplague 
TofCihim’euerié houre to Gtand draw °° 900). 
i Cohed browes, hit hawking‘cie, his'curles * > 

In o¢laeartétable vheattitoo capeable 

Ofeuerieline and cri¢ke ofthis fweer fauouri?2°2 yn: 
Butnow he’s Bone vai my WdolatFous fancie or » 
Mut fandtifie his Reliques.\Whocomes heerez” 



















































POM MISA? Fe8 ‘ 

Enter Parrolles, “PISWHISG 2 
One that poes with him? T Lowe him for his fake, 
Andyet I know hima fororious'Diar, ico. 
Thinke him a great way foole, foli¢'a. coward, a 
Yetthefe fixe evils firfo fitin himy 2) - oo v/s 
Thattheytakeplace, when Vertues fteely bones. ©. 
Lookes bleakei’th cold wind’? withall,fulloftewe fee 
Cold wiledome waighting on'fiiperfluous follic. 

Par, Sauce you faire Queene, 9 9 boo: 

Hel, AndyowMonarchyo 08 

Par. No. O54 9H dS 

Hel, Andre. ’ Wad SLI oicshte % 

Par. Are you meditating on virginities”: » 

Hel.’ I you haue forme ftaine of fouldier in you: Let 
mecaske you a queftion.. Man is enemie tovirginiic, 
|how may we barracado it againft him ? 

Par, Keepe him our. RA 

Hel, But he affailes, and our virginitiethough vali- 
ant, in the defence yet is weak : vnfoldtovs fome war- 
like refiftance. . ; 

Par, Thereis nene : Man fetting downe before you, 
| will vndermine you, and blow you vp. wade 
| Hal. Blefle our poore Virginity from voderminers 
|ind blowersvp: Isthereno Military policy how Wir- 
gins might blow vp men ? 

Par. Virginity beeing blowne dowae, Man will 
quicklier be blowne vp :marryin blowing him downe 
againe, with the breach your felues made,you lofe your 
Citty. Itisnot politicke, in the Common-wealth of | 
Nature, to preferue virginity. Loffe of Virginitie, is 
rationall encreafe, and there was neuer Virgin gce, till 
Virginitie was firf loft. That you were made of,is met- 
talltomake Virgins. Virginitie, by beeing once loft, 
may beten times found : by being ever kept, itis euer 
|loft'tis too cold a companion: Away with’t. : 
| Hel. Lwill ftand for’t alittle, though therefore J die 
{aVirgin. 
| Par, Thete’s little can bee faidein’t, ‘tis againft the 

tuleof Nature. To fpeake onthe part of virginitie, is 
toaccufe your Mothers; which is moft infallible difo- 
tdience, He that hangs himfelfe is a Virgin : Virgini- 
tie murthers it felfe,and fhould be buried in highwayes 
Out of all fan étified limit, asa defperate Offendrefle a- 
{Saint Nature. Virginitie breedes mites, much like a 
i. tele, confumes it felfeté the very payring, and fo 

| dies with feeding his owne ftomacke. 

Ueis peeuif li, proud, ydle, ‘made of felfe-loue, which 

J isthe moftinhibited imieiithe' Cannon. Keepe it not, 
{Youcannot choofe but loofe by’t, Our with’e: within 
ten yeareit will makeittelfe two, whichisa 
|cteafe, andthe 
) Away with’r, 
|... Hel. 
piiking 


Befides,Virgini - 


goodly in- 
principall it felfenot much the worfe. | 


How might one do fir, to loofe it toher owne 


\ 











| That blinking Cupid goffips. Now fhallheg o> © 
















Par. Let meefee. Marry ill, to likehimt thatne re 
it likes. ’Tis a commodity wil lofe the gloffe with lying: 
The longer kept, the lefle wosth : Off with’t while *tis 
vendible. Aniwerthe time of tequeft, Virginitie like 
an olde Courtier, weares her cap out of fathion, rich] 
futed, but vnfuteable, iuft like the brooch & the tooth 
pick, which were not now : your Date is bettet in your 
Pye and your Porredge, then in your cheeke: and your {| 
virginity, your old virginity, ishke’one of our French 
wither'd peares, it lookes ill, it éates drily, matty *tis af 
wither’d peare : it was formerly better, marry yet’tis a 
wither’d peare: Will you any thing withir? 9% 
Hel. Not my virginity yets od hoe 
There fhall your Matter hauea thou andloues,~ 
A Mother, anda Miftreffe, anda friend; pitet 
A Phenix,Captaine, and an enemy, 
A guide, aGoddeffe, and a Soueraigne, 
A Counfellor.a Traitoreffe, anda Deare: 
His humble ambition, proud humility : 
His ‘arring, concord: and his difcord, dulcet: 
His faith, his {weet difafter : with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptions chriftendomes °F ov.” 


wy 


I know not what he thall, God fend him wellj).0)" 
The Courts learning place, andheisone, ---°) 
Par. What oneifaith? 99 °° segura 
Hel. That ¥ with well, ’tis pirty. suimiame. f 
Par. Whats pitty? : PONSA 
Hel. That withing well had not abody in't, 
Which might be felt, that we the poorer borne, 
Woefe bater ftarres do fhut vs ypinwifhes, 
Mighe vvith effects of them follow our friends," 


And fhew whet vve alonemuftthinke, which neuer 
Returnes vs thankes. Polqenrs + 


Enter Page, 


Pag, Monfieur Parrolles, 
My Lord cals for you, Ds 
Par, Little Hellen farewell, if I can remember thee,I 
will thinke of thee at Court. 
Hel. Monfieur Pareles, you were borne vadgg a 
charitable ftarre, Ve. a Gate 
Par. Vider Mars I. 
Hel. Tefpecially thinke, vnder\AZars, 
Par Why vnder AZars 2 
Hel. The warres hath fo kept you vnder, that you 
muft needes be borne vnder Adars. sa ene} 
Par. When he was predominant, > as 
Hel, When he was retrograde J thinke rather. 
Par, Whythinkeyoufo? =. 
Hel, You go fo much backward 
Par. That’s for aduantage, 
Hel, So is running away,” 
When feare propofes the fafetie : west 
But the compofition that your valour and feare makes 
inyou , isa vertue of agood wing , and Ilike the 
weare well, potg 
Parel. 1am fo full of bufineffes, 1 cannot anfwere 
theeacutely : T'will returne perfect Courtier, in the 
which my inftruétion fhall ferue to naturalize thee; fo 
thou wilt be capeable of aCourtiers councell, and yn- 
derftand what aduice fhall thruft vppon ‘thee, elfe chou |. 
dieft in thine vnthankfilnes,and thine ignorance makes 
thee away, farewell: When thou haftleyfure, fay thy 
Praiers : when thowhaftnone, rememberthy Friends: | 
= : oe Ger 


when you fight, 


















































































































































































































































































































































Getthee agood husba 
| Sofarewell. <3 


| Which we.afcribeto-heauen : the fated skye 

Giues vs free fcope, onely doth backward pull). . 

Our, flow defignes, when,we our felues are dull. 
What power is it, which mounts my louefo hye, 

That makes me fec,and.cannot feede mine eye? 
The mightieft {pace in fortune, Nature brings 

} Td,ioyne like, likes; and kiffe like natiue things. 
Impoflible-be range attempts to thofe 

That weightheir paines in fence, and do fuppofe 

} What hath beene, cannot be... Who euerftroue 

To fhew her meric, that did miffe herloue? 

(The Kings difeafe).my proie&t may deceive me, 


Elourifh Cornets. 
Enter the King of. Francewith Letters, and 
diners Attendants. . 


King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th’eares, 
Haue ai with equall fortune, andcontinue 
A brauing :warre. 

1.Le.G. Sotis reported fir, 

King. Nay tis moft credible, we heere receiue it, 
A certaintie vouch’d from our Cofin Aufria, 
With caution, that the Florentine will moue vs 
For {peedie ayde: wherein our deereft friend 
Preiudicates the bufineffe, and would {eeme 
To haue vs make deniall. 

1.L0.G. His lous and wifedome 
Approu'd:fo to your Maiefty, may pleade 
For ampleft credence. 

King. He hath arovd our anfwer, 
And Florence is deni’de before he comes : 
Yet for our Gentlemen that meane to fee 
The Tucan {eruice, freely haue they leavs 
To ftand on either part. 

a.Le.E. Ic well may ferue 
Anurfferie to our Gentrie, whoare ficke 
For breathing, and exploit. 

King. What’s he comes heere. 


Enter Bertram,Lafew,ana Paroles. 


_ .Ler.G. Icisthe Count Rofignoll my good Lord, 
Yong Bertram. 

| King. Youth, thou bear ft thy Fathers face, 
Franke Nature racher curious then in haft 
Hath well compos’d thee : Thy Fathers morall parts 
Maift chou inherit too: Welcometo Pare. 

Ber, My thankes and dutie are your Maiefties. 

Kin. Iwould I had that corporall foundneffe now, 
As whenthy father,and my felfe, in friendfhip 
Firft ride our fouldierfhip : he did looke farre 
Inte the feruice of the time, and was 
Difcipled of thebraueft. Helaftedlong, . 
Burton vs.both did haggifh Age fteale on, 
And wore vs out of aét It much repaires me: 
To ralkeof your geod father; in his youth 
He had the-wit,which I. can wellobferue. 
Today in our yong Lords, but they may ieft 
Till-cheir owne fcorne returme to them ynnosed 
Ere they can hide their leuitic im honour :. 
So like a Courtier, convempt nor bitterneffe 





All's. Well thas endi Well.» 
nd ,;-and viehimashe vfesthee: { Were.in his pridesor fharpneffe; ifthey. 
_ Hel. Our remedies oft in our felues do lye, al ve f 


| His tongue obey'd his hand.. Who were below i ot 


But my intents are fixt, and will not leane me. Exit 






















Wett,a0 | 
His equall had awak’d theim,and his honour... er. 

tocke to it felfe,:knew the true minute when a 
Exception bid him {peake; and atthis time: 





al 
er 
a 


He vs'd as creatures ef another place, . 
Aud bow’d his eminent: top to their low rankes, 
Making them proud of his humilitie, : eat 
In their poore praife he humbled : Such aman 
Might be a copieto thefe yonger times; ).) >, 0... 
Which followed well, would demonftrate themnow 
But goers backward. hom 4 

Ber, His good remembrance fir 
Lies richer in your thoughts, then.on his combes, . 
So in approofe liuesnat his Epitaph, :, ». .. 
Asin yourroyall {peech. “ if 

King. Would I were with him he would alwaies (qv. 
(Me thinkes I heare him now) his plaufiue secede a 
He fcatter’d notin eares, but graftedthem . 
To grow there and to beare ; Let menotliue,: 
This his good melancholly oft began 
On the Cataftrophe and heele of paftime. 
When it was out : Let me not live (quoth hee) 
After my flame lackes oyle, to be the fnuffe 
Of yonger fpirits, whofe. apprehenfiue fenfes 
All but new things difdaine ; whofe iudgementssre 
Meere fathers oftheir garments : whofe.conftancies 
Expire before their fathions : this he with’d. 
I after him, do after him wifh too; Fe 
Since I nor wax nor heniecan bring home, 
I quickly were diflolued.from my hiue. . . 
To giue fome Labourers roome, ; 

L,2.€. You's loued Sir, ae a 
They that leaft lendityou, fhalllackeyoufirft. 
Kin, 3 fila place Lknow’t : how long ift Count 

Since the Phyfitian at your fathers died ?.... 
He was much fam’d. 
Ber. Some fix moneths fince my Lord. 
Kin. Ifhe were liuing, I would try him yet. 
Lend me anarme: the reft haue worne me out 
With feuerall applications : Nature and ficknefle 
Debate it at their leifrre. Welcome Count, 
My fonne’s no deerer. ' 
Ber. Thanke your Maiefty. Exit 


% ra 
Paty 


Flowrifh. 
Enter Connteffe, Stérard,and Clowne. 


Con. I will now heare, what fay you of this gentle 
woman, bees aot lun 
Ste.’ Maddam the care I haue had to.cuen your con 
tent, I with might be foundin the Kalender of my pat 
endeuours, for then we wound our Modeftic, and make 
foule the clearneffe of our deferuings, whenof our elues 
we publifh them. 2 geile 
Conn. Whatdoe’s this knaue heere? Get you gone 
firra: the complaints I haue heard of you Idenot all bee | 
leeue, ’tis my flowneffe chat I. doe not ;, For] knowyol 
lacke not folly to.commit them, & haue abilisie enoug? 
to make fuch knaueries yours. odzt0nies 100 
_ Cie. “Tis not yaknown to you Madam, J ama poo! 
fellow. eae ill ve 
Com. Wellit, =. tdhiwe vowel 
Clo. Nomaddam},. 5) 2% sien scvites uot oath | 
‘Tis not fo well chat I am poore, though: ae 











ood will to goctoth 
illdoe as wemay. ah | 
aon, Wilt thou needes bea begger g:t9 
- Cle, doe beg your good will in this cafe, 
Cow, InwhatcafeP 
Clo. InJsbels cafe and ufine owne : feruice' is no heri- 
tage,and I thinke I fhall neuer haue the blefling of God, 
HET have iflue a my bodie: for they fay barnes are blef- 
ie a Tell me thy reafon why thew wil marti > 
» Clo, My poore bodie Madans requires it,] am driven 
onbythefleth, and hee muftneedes goe thar the divell 
drives, nabaheas : ; 
% ww, Isthis all your worfbips reafon? 


eworld, Isbell the woman and w 






nee ena 


they are. serine 

Con, May the world know them? 

Clo, \naue beene Madam a wicked creature, as you 
andall Alef and blood arc,and indeede I doe marrie that 

|may repent, 3 

. Con. Thy marriage fooner then thy wickedneffe. 

Clo, Yam outa friends Madam, andI hope to haue 
friends for my wiues fake. 
Com. Such friends are thine enemies knaue. 
1 Cl. Y’are fhallow Madam in great friends, forthe 
knaues come to doe that for me which 1 ama wearie of: 
hethat eres my Land, {pares my teame, and gives mec 
leuetoInnethecrop: if I behis cuckold hee’s my 
drudge; he that comforts my wife, is the cherifher of 
myficthand blood; hee that cherifhes my fleth and 
blood,loues my flefh and blood; he that loues my flefh 
and bloodis my ftiend:ergo,he that kiffes my wife is my 
friend :ifmen could be contented tobe what they are, 
there were no feare in marriage, for°yong Charbou the 

Putitan,and old Pey/am the Papift, how forncre their 
heartsare feuer'd in Religion, theit heads are both one, 
they may ioule horns together like non ith Herd, 
Com, Wilt thou euer be afoule motuth’d aid calum- 
nious knaue? ° tai 

Clo. AProphet I Madam, and I fpeake the truth the 
next waie, for F the Ballad will repeate, which men full 
true fhall finde, your marriage comes by deftinie, your 
Cuckow fingsby kinde, ; Poe 

Cow, Get you gone fir, Te talke with you more non, 

Stem, May it pleafe you Madam, that hee bid Helen 
tome to you, of her I amrto fpeake, 

_, 04. Sirra cell my gentlewoman I would {peake with 
“het, Hellen ¥ meane. 

— Cle. Was this faire face the caufe,quoth fhe, 
Why the Greeians facked Troy, 

Fond done,done, fond was this King Priamss ioy, 

With that the fighedas fhe ftood, bis 
And a this fentence then, among nine bad if one be 
00d, among nine bad if one be good, there's yet one 
Soodinten, = : 

F Com. What,one good i tenne? you corrupt the fong 

INCAS Wyre Aeg de. 8 ; 

_oCl% One good woman in ten Madam,which is a pu- 
rifying ath® fon g: would God would ferue the world fo 
all the yeere, weed finde no faule with che tithe woman 
'| 11 Were the Parfon,one inten queth a? and wee might 

aUea good woman borne bur ore euerie blazing ftarre, 
oF aran earthquake, ’twould mend the Letteriewell, a 
man may draw his heart out cre aiplucke one)» > 


; a" Youle begone fir knauejand doe as I corhmand 
‘You? 





cle. Faith Madam I have other holie reafons, fuch as ' 


| 5 Well that ends Well. 233°. 
fahe rich are daran'd,butif i may have your Ladithips | Cle. That man fhould be at womans Command, aad 








‘deflc, that had put fuch difference betwixt their two. 


_ Our bloud tovs, this to our blood is borne, 
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yetnohurt done, though honeftie be no Puritan, yet 
it will doe no hurt, it will weare the Surplis of humilitie | 
ouer the blacke-Gowne of a bigge heart : I am go- 
ing forfooth, che bufineffc is for Helen to comchither. 
Exit: 

Cow. Well now. 
Stew, I know Madam you loue your Gentlewoman 
intirely, , 

Cou. Faith I doe: her Father bequeath’d her to mee, 
and the her felfe without other aduanta e, may lawful 
liemake title to asmuch lone as fhee Fates, there is. 
‘more owing her then is paid, andmore thall be paid 
her then theele demand. 

Stew. Madam, I wasverie late more neere her then 
i thinke thee wifht mee’, alone fhees was , and -did 
communicate to her felfe her owne words to her 
owne eares, fheethought, I dare vowe for her, they 
touche not anie {tranger fence, her matter was, fhee . 
loued your Sonne; Fortune fhee faid was no god- 


eftates : Loue no god, that would not extend his might | 
oneli¢, where qualities were leuell, Queene of Vir- 
gins, thac would fuffer her poote Knight furpris’d 
withour refcue in the firft affaule or ranfome after. | 
ward: This fheedeliuer’d in the moft bitter touch of | 
forrow that ere I heard Virgin exclaimein,which Iheld 4 
my dutie{peedily to acquaint you withall, fithence in 
the loffe that may happen, it concernes you fomething 
to know it. sie 

Con. You haue difchare’d this honeflie, keepe it 
to your felfe, manie likelihoods inform’d mee of this 
before, which hang fo tottring in the ballance, thar 
I could neither beleene nor mifdoubr : praie you 
Jeaue mee, ftall this in your bofome, and I thanke 
you for your honelt care: I will {peake with you fur- 
ther anion, Exit Steward, 


Enter Hellen, 
Old.Cou. Euen fo it wvas vwith me when Twas yong: 


If cuer vveare natures, thefe are ours,this thorn 
Doth to ourRofe of youth righlie belong’ - 


Itis ths thow, and feale of natures truth, ©” 
Where loues ftrong paffion is impreft in youth, 
By our remembrances ofdaiesforgon, = 
Such were our faults, or then we thought themnone, ” 
Her eieis ficke on’t, I obferue her now. 
Hell. Whatis your pleafure Madama ? 
Ol.Cons You know Hellen) ania mother 
Hell. Mine honorable Miftris. ; 
Ol.(os. Nay amother, why not a mother? when I 
fed a mother 
Me thought you faw a ferpent, what’s in mother; 
That you ftarc at it? I fay lam your mother, 
And put you inthe Catalogue of thofe 
That were enwombed mine, ’tis often feene 
Adoption ftriues vvith nature,and choife breédes 
A natiue flip to vs from forraine feedes: | 
You nere oppreft me with a mothers groane, 
Yet J expreffe to you a mothers care, 
(Gods mercie maiden) dos it curd thy blood 
To fay I am thy mother? vvhat’s the matter, 
That this diftempered meffenger of wet? - 
Vv 


3 - 


to you. oe 


The fe 

















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































‘The mante colour'd Iris rounds thineeye? , 
Why,that you are my daughter? 
Hels, That Lam meter cong ues! sacl 
_ Old.Cou; fay 1am your Mother, 

_ Hell. Pardon Madam, . 
The Count Rofillzon cannot be my brother: 
Jam from humble,he trom honored name; 
No note vpon my Parents, his all noble, 
My Matter, my deere Lord he is,and I 

His feruantliue, and will his vaflall die: . 

He muftnot bey brother. 

-Ol.(o#, Nor l your Mother. 

Hell. You ate my mother Madam,would you were 
So that my Lord your fonne were not my brother, 
Indeede, my mother, or were you both our mothers, 
I careno more for, then I doe for heauen, 

‘Sol were. not his fifter,cant noether, 

But I your daughter,he mug be my brother. 

_ Old.Cou. Yes Hellex,you might be my daughter in law, 

God fhield you meane irnot, daughter and mother 

So ftriue vpon your pulfe; vvhat paleagen? 

My feare hath catcht your fondneffe! now J fee 

Themiftrie of your louclineffe,and fiade 

Your fale teares head, now.toall fence’tis groffe: 

‘You loue my fonne, inuention.s afham’d ..., » 

‘Againft the proclamation, of thy paffion 

‘}To fay thou dooft nor: therefore tell me true, 
Battell me then ‘tis fo, for looke, thy checkes 
Confeffe it‘rontoothteth’other,and thineeics — 

'|See it fo grofely fhowne in thy behauiours, 

That in their kinde they {peake it, onely finne 

A ndhellifh obftinacie tye thy tongue, 

‘That truth fhould be {ulpeéted, fpeake,ift fo? 

‘fit be fo,you haue wound a goodly clewes: 

If it be not, forfweare’t how ere I charge thee, >» 

As heauen fhall worke in me for thine auaile, 
To tell me truelie. 

Hell. Good Madam pardon me, 

Cou. Doyouloue my Sonne? 

Hell. Your pardon noble Miftris:: 

Cou. Loue you my Sonne? 

Hell. Doenot you loue him Madam? 

Con. Goenot about;my loue hathin’sabond. . 
Whereof the world takes note: Come, come, difclofe:: 
The ftate of your affetion;for your paffions 
Haue to the full appeach’d,... . 

Hell. Then I confeffe .; : ,, 


Here on my knee,beforchigh heauen and you, 


That,befoxe you, and next.vato high heauen,] loue your | 


" Sonne: is ee 

My friends were poore but honeft,fo’s my loue : 
Be not offended,for it hurts. nothim 

That heislou’d of me ; Lfollow himnot 

By any token of pre{umptuens fuite, 

Nor would J haue him,till 1 doe deferuehim, 

| Yer neuer. know how that defert{hould be: - 

I know I loue in vaine, ftriue.againft hope : 

Yet in this captious,and intemible Siue, 

I Rill poure inthe waters of my loue.. 

‘And lacke notto boofe fill; thus Jndian like 
Religious in mire error, Ladore 
‘The Sunne that lookes vpon his worfhipper, 
‘But knowes of him no more. My deereft Madam, 
‘Let not yourhate incounter with my loue, 
For louing where you doe,; but if your felfe, 
‘Whole aged honor cites avertuous youth, 


Bhi : 
Ge st 


Did euer, in fo true aflame of liking, — sid aaah 
With chaftly and Joue dearely,that your Dian, ie. 


Was both her felfe and loue, O then giue pittie 


Toher whofe ftate is fuch,that cannot choofe.. 
Butlend and giuewhere fheisfuretoloofe;  — 


That feekes not to finde that, her fearch implies, 
But riddle like, lines {weetely where the dies,. '. 
Com. Had younot lately an intent,{peake truely, 
Togoeto Para? 
Hell Madam |had. ite 
Co#.. Wherefore?cell true, aa 
Hell, I willtell truth, by grace it felfel {weare; 
You know my Father left me fome prefcriptions . 
Of tare and prou’d effects, fuch as his reading 


And manifeft experience, had collected 


For generall foueraigntie : and that he wil’d me 
In heedefull'ft referuation to beftow them, 

As notes, whofe faculties inclufiue were, 
More then they were in. note:Amongft thereft, 
There is a remedie,approu’d,fet. downe, 

To cure the defperate languifhings whereof 


‘ The King is render’d loft. 


Con, This was your motiue for Parés, was it, fpeake? | 
Hell. My Lord, your fonne,made me to think ef this; 
Elfe Parzs and the medicine,and the King, 
Had from the conuerfation of my thoughts, 
Happily beene abfent then, 
Cou. But thinke you Hellen, 
Ifyou fhould tender yous fuppofed aide, 
He would receiue it? He and his Phifitions 
Ace ofaminde, he,thar theycannethelpehim: 
They,that they cannot helpe, how,thall they credit 


A poore ynlearned Virgin, when the Schoeles 


E:nbowel'd of their dogtrine, haueleft off 
fhe danger te ix felfe, 
joel. There’s fe mething in’t Ehio-t 
More then my Fathers;skill, which was the great’ 
Of his profeffion, that his good receipt, 
Shall for my legacic be fanétified ; 
Byth’luckieft {tars in heauen, and would yourhonos. | 
But giue meleaue.totrie fucceffe, I’de venture 
The well loft life of mine, ou his Graces cure, 
By fach a day,an house,... ...,, 
Cos, Doo'ft thou belectie’t ? 
Hell, 1 Madam knowingly, y 
Cou. Why Hellen thou fate haue my leaue and loue,| 
Meanes and attendants,and my lowing greetings . 
Totho‘e of mine in Court, Ile ftaie at home ) 
And praie Gods bleffing into thy attempt: 
Begon to morrow, and be {ure of this, eas 
What I can helpe thee to,thou fhalt not miffe. . Exennh 


| Astus Secundus. 


Enter the King with diners yong Lords taking leane for 
the Florentine warre » Count, Rolfe, and 
Parrolles,.Flori{b Corsets, 

King. Farewell yong Lords,thefe warlike principles 
Doe not throw from you,and you my Lords farewell: 
Share the aduice betwixt you, if both gaine, all 
The guift doth ftretch itfelfeas tis receiu'd, 

And is en oughfor both. 

Lord.G. ’Tis our hope fir, 











fret wellentred fouldiers; toreturne. 

And finde your grace imhealeh, (2 » - swoon 1 

"xing. No,no, it cannot be; and yetmy heart oe 

will not confefle he owesthemallady (io) 

That doth my life befiege': facwell yong Lords, 

whether [liue or die, beyou the fonnes ‘ 2 

ofworthy Frenchmen t lechigher Italy 

Thole bated that inheric but the fall 

Of the latt Monarchy) feethat you commie’ 

Notto woe honour, but towed it, when | : 

The brauctt queftant fhrinkes: finde what you feeke, 

That fame may cry you loud: fay farewell. Poe. 
LG. Health at your'biddinig {erie yout Maiehy, 
King. Thofe gilesof Ptaly,take lived Ofthiém, ~ 

They fay ove French, lacke langtitige toideny’ 

Ifthey demand: bewateof being Caprines 

Before you ferne. « : Bh PRY 
Bo, Ourbearts receiue your warnings. 
King. Farewell, comehether tome, 9 | 
bac! Oh my {weer Lord yyou wil flay behind vs: 
parr. Tis novhis faulc'the {park. 
a Lodi. Ob'tis braue warres. 
Parr: Moft admirable, 1 haue feene thofe warres. 
Roi. Lam commanded here,and kepta coyle with, 

Too young,and the next yeere, and ‘tis too early, 
Parr. And thy minde ftandtoo't boy , 

edleaway brauely.. * 

” Roffil, I fhial ftay here che for-horfe to afmocke, 

Creeking my fhooes on the plaine Mafonry, 

Tillhonour be bought vp, and no {word worne 

Bur one to dance with: by heawen,Tleftealeaway. - 

1. L0G: There's henour in thechefe. 28) 5° 

Parr’ Commit ic‘ Count. 9 048] 8o.- 

2.L0.E.1 am your acceffary and fo farewell. 


»f 
Re es 
2h 


“1G. Farewll Captaine. 


Parr. Noble Heroes ;my fword and yottrs are kinne, 
good {parkes and luftrous;a word good mertals. You 
hall finde'in the Regiment of the Spinij, one Captaine 
Spuriohis fAicatrice, with atY Embleme of warre heere on 
hisfinifter cheeke ; it was this very {word entrench’dit: 
fiytohim livejand obferue his reports for me. 
| LaGe We fhall ioble Captaine.)* 9" 
Parr, Mars doate on you for his notices, what wil 
yedoe? °° | EAOY RIN 4 
Roff, ‘Stay the King: Eek peed Tey , 
Parr, Vie a more {pacious ceremionie to the Noble 
Lords, you hane reftrain’d ‘your felfe within the Lift of 
toocoldan adieu : be more expreffiue to'them tor they 
Weatethemifelues in the cap’of the time, there do mufter 
jue gate; eat, fpeske, and moue-vnder the influence of 
themoftreceiu’d ftarre, and though ‘the deuill leade the 
meafure, fuch are to'be followed: after them, and.takea 
jMoredilared farewell, Seuss 
Rof, And T will doefo. Seeds 
|. Parr. Worthy fellowes, and like to prooue moft fi- 
hewiefword-men. ose ee Exennt. 
3 Enter Lafew. ~ 
L,Laf. Pardon my Lord for mee and fot my tidings. 
King, Ne {ee thee to ftand 1G, = ee erdon. 
Leaf. Then heres aman ftands that has brought his 
I would youhad kricel’d my Lordtoaskememercy, 
And tharat my bidding you could fo ftand vp. © 
| King, I would Lhad, fo I had broke thy pate 


| Andaskt thee mercyfor's, io .4t 


| My royallfoxe could teach them:] hauefeen amedidi el 
' | That’s able to breath fife intoaftone, ©? 9 3 : 


| 
i 
Sa 
; 
i 
4 


‘Ref. 1 grow co you, & our parcing is atortut’d body. | 


2.LoaE. Sweet Mounfier Paroles. ©": ‘in suena | 


Gide Well, | = 











Laf. Goodfaith a-croffe,but my good Lerd ticthie 
Willyou be cur’d of your infitcaitne® RY: rove thi, 
King... No, -2°'' 38 a2lsed 91 9289 61 320 Asbein A 

- Laf: O will you eatho grapes my royall foxe ? 
Yes but you will, my noble grapes, and if 4 


Quicken a recke,and make you.dance Canari 2 | 
With fprightly fireand motion, whofe fimple touch sé 
Ts powerfull to arayfe King Pippen, nay oY Some 
To giue great (harlemaineapenin’shand’ | °°’ >= 
And write to her a loue-line, ’ saree’ 
King. Whather is this? itt Pee 
_ Laf.’ Why doctor the: my Lord,there’s one arriu’d, 
Tf you will feeher: now by my faith and honour, 
If {erioufly 1 may conuay my thoughts ve 
In this my light deliuerance, I have poke!) 29%. 210 
With one, thacid her fexe, her yeeres,profeffion, © 
W icdome and conftancy,hath amaz'd mee more | 
Then I dare blame my weakeneffe : will youfecher? _ 
Fos thatisher demand,and know her baiinefle? 
That done,laugh wellatme,9 9) 08028 


ee | 


King. Now good Lafew, 9 (0° 8 FS 
Pring inthe admiration, that we with thee’ 
May {pend our wonder too,ortake off thing = =) °” 
By wondring how thoutookMir, © 9 9) or aes 

Laf. Naypalefityeu') e602 ow cateod to glo ad 


And not be all.dayneither,! °"- 089 (0) oise 
King. Thushe his fpeciall nothing cutrprologues.. 
Laf. Nay, come your waies, ET BRIO MIL 2) | 





een 


"Enter Hellen, 200 he 
King. This hafte hach wings indéedi? | en 28¢ 
Laf. Nay, cotne yotir waies , RSENS Et he 

Thisis his Maieftie, fay your mindeto'him, °° 
A Traitor you doe looke like, but fuch traitors || 1°! * 
His Maieltyfeldome feares ; Tam Creffeds Vacle, 
That dare leate two together, far you'well: °° Byip, 
King. Now faire one, do’s your bufiries followys?_ 
Hel. Tmy good Lore p38 OF 3 ete ti s07ws 373 
Gerard de'Narbos was my father, ~ th 
In what he did profeffe, well found,’ °° 
King. Tknew him. 9)!" idle seta d: 
Hel, The rather will ¥ {pate my praifestowardshim, 
Knowing him is enough? on’s bed of death, 9? °° 
Many receits'he gaue me, thieflieone} * ea 
Which as the deareftiffue of hispradti¢e’ © 8" vy 
And of his olde cxperiense:eitunile Genin: 838 
He bad me ftorevp, as atripleeyes 00 oe 
Safer thea mine owne two : more deareThatie fopteert 
And hearing yourhigh Maieftieis toucht’ °° : 
With that malignant ¢anfe, wherein'the honour "| * 
Of my deare fathers gift, ftands cheefe inpower, © _ 
Icometo tender it, and'my appliance, 09° 90 Bi 
With all bound humbleneffe. si bal 
King. Wethanke you maiden, ey i 
But may not be fo credufous of cure, «'*” 
When our moft learned Doctors leaue vs, and’ |"! “! 
The congregated Colledge haue concluded, ees 
That labouring Art can neuer ranfomenature 28" 
From her inaydible eftate: I faywe muftnet | °° 


he 





So ftaine ouriudgement, or cotruptourhope, | 


To proftiture our paft-cure malladie : 
Toempericks, or to diffeuer fo i 
Our great felfeandourcredit,toefteeme =. 

A fenceleffe helpe,when helpe paft fence wedeem@;’- 


a Hel. My} 




















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































#, What 1 can doe, can,doeno hurt to try, 
} Since you fet vp your reft’gainftremedie; 

He that of greaceft workes is finifher,, 

Oft does them by the weakeit minifter: . 


ess 


Wohatis inficme;from your found parts fhall flie, 

Health tha!l line free, and fickeneffe freely dye. 
King. Vpon thy certainty and confidence, 

4 What dar'ft thouventer 24...) /, 

Hell. Taxeofimpudence, 

4 A trumpets boldneffe, a divulged fhame.« ..., 

1 Traduc’d by. odious ballads : my maidens name 

“Seard otherwife, ne worle of worft extended 

4} Withvildeftcorcure, let my life be ended. 


His powerfull found, within an organ weake : 
And what impoifibility would flay 

In common fence, fence faues another way : 
Thy life is deere, for all that life canrate 
Worth nameoflife, in thee hath eftimate : _ 
Youth, beauty,wifedome, courage, all 

That happines and prime, can happy call: 

| Thou this to.hazard, needs muft intimate 

| Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate, 

Sweet practifer, chy Phyficke Iwill try, 

. That minifters thine owne death if] die. 

| Hed. If Lbreake time,or flinch in property .... 


Of what Lfpoke, vnpittied lecme die , 


| of your breeding, 


Kin. Methinksin thee fome bleffed fpirit doch {peak 


yfeey 








Hel. But will you make it euen? 
Kin, I by my Scepter,and my hopes of helpe, 
Hel, Then fhalt thou giue me with thy kingly hang] | 
What husband in thy power I will command: 
Exempted be from me the arrogance ite 
To choofe from forth the royall bloud of France, 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy thate : 
But fuch a one thy vaffall, whom I know 
Is free for me to aske, thee to beftow. ee 
Kin, Heereis my hand, the premifes obferu’d, 
Thy will by my perfornsance fhall be feru’d: ., 
So make the choice of thy owne time, for I 
Thy refolv’d Patient, on thee ftill relye s: 
More fhould I queftion thee, and more I muft, - 
Though more to know, could not be more totruft: 
From whence thou cam’ft,how tended on,burret 
Vnqueftion’d welcome, and yndoubted bleft, 
Giue me fome helpe heere hoa, ifthou proceed, . 
As high as word, my deed fhall match thy deed, i 
— Florifh, El 
_ Enter Counteffe and Clowne. 
Lady. Come on fir,] thallnow puryou totheheight| 


Clown. I will fhew my felfe highly fed, and lowly} 
taught, I know my bufineffe is but co the Court. ‘ 
Lady. To the Court, why what place make you {pee 
ciall, when you put off that wich fuch contempt, butto| 
the Court? Lae 
Clo. Truly Madam, if God haue lent a man any man-| 
ners, hee may cafilie put it off at Court s hee that cannot 
make alegge,put off’s cap, kiffe his hand , and fayno. 
thing, has neither legge, hands, lippe, nor cap 5 and ine} 
deed fucha fellow, to fay precifely, were nozforthe] 
Court, But forme, I have an an{were will ferueallmen. | 
Lady. Marry that’s a bountifull anfwere that fits al] 
queitions. \; 
(%. Itislike a Barbers chaire chat fits all buttockes, 
the pin buttocke, the quatch-buttocke, the brawn but 
tocke, or any.buttocke. 

Lady, Will your anfwere feruc fit to al] queftions? 

C/o, Asfitas ten groats is for the hand of an Attu 
ney, as your French Crowne for your taffety punke , 4 
716s ruth for Toms fore-finger,as a pancake for Shrove 
tucfolay, a Morris for May-day, as thenaile to his hole, 
the Cuckold to his horne, asa {colding queanc to 4] 
wrangling knaue, asthe Nuns lip to the Fricrs mouth,| 
nay as the pudding to his skin. 

Lady. Haue you, I fay, an anfwere of fuch fitneffe for 
all queftiens? 

Clo. From below your Duke, to beneath your Con- 
ftable, ic will fic any queftion, . 

Lady. Temuft be an anfwere of moft monftrousfite, 
that muft fit all demands. 

Clo. But atrifllencither in good faith, ifthe learned) | 
fhould {peake truth ofie : heere it is,and all that belongs 
to’t, Askemee if Iam aCourtier, it fhall doe youn} 
harme to learne. 

Lady. To be young againeif we could : Iwill bee 
feole in queftion , hoping te bee the wifer by your 4 


{wer. 2h 


enc nt it REE CI ARN 

























ey are baftards cothe Englifh; the’ 
Frenchnere got em. dneds Glenn ARO 
} La. Youare too young, too happie, and too good 
} To make your felfe.a fonne ourofmy bloods. 
| °4.Lord, Paire one, I thinkenot fo, Wie 
Ol.Lord There’s one grape yet, Iam fure thy father. |: 
deunke wine, Butifthou be'ftnotanaffe, I ama youth 
of fourteenie:: I haueknownetheeialready. 
Hel, { darenot fay Irake you, but] give’ «2» ~- 

Me and my feruice, ever whilft Live “f 

Into your guiding power: This is the man. 
| King. Why'thea young Bertram take her fhee’s thy 
| wife. snoiie 
Ber, My wifemy Leige? Ifhal befeech your highnes 
In fuch a bufines, giue me'léauc to vie ; 
| Thehelpe ofmineownecies, 
} King. Know’ftthou not Bertram what thee ha’s 
4 done for mee ? 
| Ber. Yes my good Lord, but neuer hope to know 

why Ifhouldmarrieher.. -~. 
King. Thouknow’tt thee ha’srais’d me from my fick- 
ily bed. rove ved: 
2 Ber. But followesit my Lord, to bring medowne 
| Muft anfwer for your raifing? I knowe her well ; 
4 Shee had her breeding at my fathers charge: 
| A poore Phyfitians daughter my wife? Difdaine 
4 Rather corrupt me ever, wick SE 
| King. Tisonely titlethou difdaint inher,the which 
|Icanbuildyvp: ftrange is it chat our bloods : 
Of colour, waight, and heat, pour’d all together, 
Would quite confound diftinGion: yet ftands off 
{In differences fo mightie. If the bee 
| All that is vertuous ( faue what thou diflik’ft) 
‘| A poore Phifitians daughter, thou diflik’ft 
Of vertue for the name: but doe not fo: .) 
From loweft place, whence yertuous things proceed, 
| The place is dignified by th’ doers deede. 
| Where great additions {well’s,and vertue none, 
‘lItisa dropfied honour.Goddalone,, 
‘| Is good without a name? Vileneffe is fo; 
The propertie by whatisis,fhould go, 
Not bythetitle. Shee is young, wife, faire, 
In thefe, to Nacure fhee’s. ioumediate heire: » 
And thefe breed honour : thatis honours {corne, 
| Which challenges itfelfe as honours borne, 
Andis not likethe fire: Honours thrive, 
When rather from our aéts we them deriue 
_| Then our fore- goers : the meere words, a {laue 
-{Debofhd on eueric combe, on euerie graue: 
A lying Trophee, and as oft is dumbe, | 
Where duft, and damn’d oblivion is the Tombe. 
‘| Of henour'd bones indeed; what fhould be faide? 
If thou canft like this creature, as amaide, 
Ican create the reft: Vertue, and fhee 
{Isher owne dower: Honour and wealth, frommee.. 
Ber. 1 cannot loue her, nor will ftrive to doo’r. 


Shall weigh theero the beame : That wilt not know, ~ 
Itis in Vs to plans thine Honour, where j..) 63 = 
Wepleafeto haue it grow. Checke thy contempe ’ : 
Obey Our will, which trauailes inthy good:,.7 | . 
Belecue not thy difdaine, but ptefentlie..oi<. 
Dothine ownefortunesthatobedientright i; . 
| Which both thy ducie owes, and Our power claimes, | 
| Orl will throw thee from my.care.for euer,. i, 
| Anto the ftaggers; and che careleflelapfe....y . 5 
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Of youth and ignorance : both my reyenge andhate 

Loofing vpon thee, inthe name of iuftice,., 5... , 

~ Without all cermes of pitti. Speake,thine anfwen 

Ber. Pardon.my gracious Lerd :for Ifubmie 

| My fancieco your ees, when'I confider,. 5.3: .,...... 
| What great.creation, and. what doleofhonous 
Flies where you bid it; J finde that. fhe whichlate ; a 

_ Was in my Nobler thoughts, moft bafe:isnow .\ 

. The praifed of theKing, who foennobled,,, 

. Isas’twere borne fo. ; : 

| King, Takeher bythehand,. . 

| And tell her the is thine: to whom] promife 

A counterpoize.: Ifnot to thy eftate, 

A ballance more repleat. 

Ber. \takeher hand. Sapa as aa \ 
Kiz, Good fortune, and the fauour of theKing | 

Smile vponthis Contra&t : whofe Ceremonie 

Shall feemeexpedient onthe now. borne briefe, 

And be perform’d tonight ; the folemne Feat 

Shall more atcends vpon the coming {pace, 

Expeéting abfent friends; As thou lou’{ther, 

/ Thy loue’sto me Religious :elfe,do’serre. — Exenut 
. Paroles and Lafew tay bebind, commene 

"a yoting of this wedding. 

. «Leaf, Do you heare Monfieur? A word with you. 
Par. Your pleafure fir, | 
Laf. Your Lord and Mafter did well to make his ree 

cantation. : et 

_ Par. Recantationg My.Lord? my Mafter? 
Laf. 1: Isitnora Language I {peakez 
Par, Amoft harth one, and nocto bee ynderftoode| 

without bloudie fucceeding My Mafter? 
Laf: Are youCompanion to the Count Rofittion? 
Par, Toany Count, to all Counts :to whatismau, |) 
Laf. To what is Counts man : Counts maifter isof} 

another ftile. 
Par. Youaretoo old fir: Letit fatisfie you, youat} 
too old, 
Laf. Ymuft cell thee firrah, I write Man; towhich} 
title age cannot bring thee, 
Par. What I date too well do, Idare not do. 

, Laf. Udid chinke thee for two ordinaries ; tobees} 

prettie wife fellow, thou didft make rollerable ¢entof} 

thy trauell, it might pafle: yet the {carffes and the ban- 
nerets about thee,did manifoldlie diffwade me from be-| 
lecuing thee a veffell of too great a burthen, I hauenow 

) found thee, when I loofethee againe, J care not: yetatt 

| Xiag. Thou wrong ft thy felfe, ifthoufhold'itftriue | thou good for nothing but taking vp, and chat th outt 

to choofe. » uolss | {earce worth. 

Hel, That you are well reftor'dmy Lord, Imeglad: | — Par. Hadft thownot the priviledge of Antiquity ¥p-| 

A Let the reft go. fob - onthee. a 2 5}99%4 

| Xing. My Honor’s at the ftake, which to defeate Laf. Do not plundge thy felfeto farre in anger, leat] 

IT muft produce my power. Heere,takehechand,.. | _ thou haften thy triall: which if, Lordhanemercie® 

Proud fcorntull boy, vnworchie this good gift,. thee for ahen, fo my good window of Lettice fare thet] 

| That doftin-vilemilprifion thacklevp | well, thy cafement J needenot open, for I look throug) 

thee. . Giue me thy hand, | 


My loue, and her defere : thar canft not dreame, pee 
We poizingwsin her defective fealey po. 4c _ Par My Lord, you giue me moft egregiousin dig 
< laf. 






















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































I with all my heart, and thou art worthy of ic, 
sa Thaue not as Lord deferu’d it. 
Léf. Yes good faith, eury drammeof it, and 1 will 
notbaetheeafcruple.. 3) 
Par, Well, I fhall be wifer. ¥ ante 
LafEu'n as foone as thou can’ft, for thou haft to pull 
atafmacke a’th contrarie. If euer thou bee'ft bound 
in thy skarfe and beaten, thou fhall finde what itis co be 


waintance with thee,or rather my knowledge, that I 
may fay in the default, he isa man I know. 
Par. My Lord you do me moft infupportable vexati- 


Pe Iwould it were hell paines for thy fake, and my 
ore doing eternall : for doingI am paft, as I will by 
‘thee, in what motion age will giue me leaue, Exit. 

Par, Well, thou hafta fonne fhall take this difgrace 
offme; fcuruy, old, filthy, fcuruy Lord: Well, I mutt 
be patient, there isno fettering of authority. Hebeate 
him (by my life) if lean meete him with any conueni- 
ence, and he were double and double a Lord. Ilehaue 
{no more pittie of his age then I would haue of. lle 
beatehim, and if I could but meet him a gen. 





Enter Lafew. 


Laf. Sirra,your Lord and mafters martied, there’s 
newes for you: you haue anew Miftris, 

Par. Imoft vnfainedly befeech your Lordthippe to 
make fome referuation of your wrongs. Heis my good 
Lord, whom I ferue aboue is my mafter. 

‘| laf. Who? God. 
Par, 1 fir. 
Lif, The deuill it is, that’s thy mafter. Why dooeft 
thou garter vp thy armes a this fafhion? Doft make hofe 
Jofthy fleeues Do other feruants fo ? Thou wert beft fet 
thy lower part where thy nofe ftands. By mine Henor, 
ifTwere but two houres yonger, I’de beate thee: mee- 
think’ thou art a generall offence, and euery man fhold 
beate thee : Ithitike chou waft created for mento breath 
themfelues ypon thee. 
| Par. Thisishard and vndeferued meafure my Lord. 
Léf. Go too fir, you were beaten in /taly for picking 
akernell ouc ofa Pomgranat, youarea vagabond, and 
notrue traueller : you are more fawcie with Lerdes and 
honourable perfonages, then the Commifsion of your 
bitth and vercue giues you Heraldry. You are not worth 
another word, elfe V’de call youknaue. Ileaue you. 
Exit 
Enter Count Roffillion. 


Per, Good, very good, itisfothen: good, yery 
geod, let it be conceal’d awhile, 

Ref. Vndone, and forfeited to cares for ever. 

Par. What’s the matter fweet-heart ? 

_ Refit, Although before the folemne Prieft I haue 
fworne, I willnot bed her. 

Par, What? what{weetheart? 

of. O my Parrolles, they haue married me: 

he Tujcas warres,and neuer bed her. ; 

. Franceisa dog-hole, and it no more merits, 

€ tread of a mans foot : too’th wares. 
Ref. There’s letters from my mother: What th'im- 
Portis, Iknew not yet, 


Par, Ithat wouldbe knowne: too’th warrs my boy, 
too'th warres: 3 





Als Well,that Ends Well. 





proud ofthy bondage, Ihauea defireto holde my ace 





He weargs his honor in a boxe vnfeene, » 
That hugges his kickie wickie heareat home, 
Spending his manlie marrow in her armes re 
Which fhould fuftaine the bound and hi ghcuruer 


| OF Afarfes ficrie feed : to other Regions, 


France isa ftable, wee that dwellin’t Tades, 
Therefore too’th warre, 

Rof- It fhall be fo, Ile fend her to my houfe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to Ker ei 
And wherefore I am fled: Write tothe King 
That which I durft not fpeake. His prefent gift 
Shall furnith me to thofe Italian fields 
Where noble fellowes ftrike: Warres is no ftrife. 
To the darke houfe,and the deteSted wife. 

Par. Willthis Caprichio hold in thee, art fure? 

Rof. Gowith meto my chamber, and aduice me; 
Ile fend her ftraight away: To morrow, 
Ile tothe warres, fhe ro her fingle forrow. 

Par, Why thefe bals bound, ther’s noifein it. Tis hard 
A yong man maried, is aman that’s mard : 
Theretore away, and leaue her brauely: 20, 
The King ha’s done you wrong :buthufh’tis fe, Exje 
Exter Helena and Clowne,” 


Hel. My mother greets me kindly, is fhe well? 

(lo. Sheis not well, but yet fhe hasher health, fhe’s 
very merrie, but yet fhe is not well : but thankes be gi- 
uen fhe’s very well, and wants nothingi’th world ; bur 
yct fhe is not well. 


Hel. Ifthe be verie wel, what do’s the ayle,that fhe’s 
not verie well? 


Clo. Truly the’s very well indeed, but for two things 
Hel. What two things ? 
Clo. One,that fhe’s not in heauen, whether God fend 


her quickly : the other, that fhe’s in earth, from whence 
God fend her quickly. . a 


Enter Parolles, 

Par. Biefle you my fortunate Ladie, : 

Hel. thope fir Ihane your good will to haue mine 
owne good fortune. 

Par. You had my prayers to leade them on, and to 
keepe them on, haue them ftill. © my knaue, how do’s 
my old Ladie ? 

Clo, Sothat you had her wrinkles, and Ther money, 
I would fhe did as you fay, 

Par, Why I fay nothing. 

Clo. Marry youare the wiferman: for many a mans 
tongue fhakes out his mafters vndoing : to fay nothing, 
todo nothing, toknow nothing, and to haue nothing, 
is to be a great part of your title, whichis within a yerie | 


, litcle ofnnothing, 


Par. Away,th’art aknaue, 

Clo. You fhould haue faid fir beforea knawe, th’arta 
knaue, that’s before me th’art a knaue: “this had beene 
truth fir, 

Par. Go too,thouarta wittie foole,I haue found 
thee. ; “ote 

Cle. Did you finde me in your felfe Gr, or were you 
taught to finde me? 
Cle, The fearch fir was profitable,and much Foole 
may you find in you,euen to the worlds pleafure,and the 
encreafeoflaughter.  -- 

Par. Agoodknaueifaith,and wellfed. = 

Madam, my Lerd will go awaie ronjght, 


Al 











































































































































































































































































































240 
A Verieferrious bufineffe call’s on him : 
The great prerogatiue and rite ofloue, 
Which as your due time claimes, he do’s acknowledge, 
But puts it off toa. compell’d reftraint: 
Whofe want, and whofe delay, is ftrew’d with fweets 
Which they diftill now in the curbed time, 
To make the comming houre oreflow withioy, 
And pleafure drowne the brim. 

Eel, What'shis will elfe? 

Par. That you will take your inftant leaue a’th king, 
And make chis haft as your owne good proceeding, 
Strengthned with what Apologie yeu thinke 
May make it probable neede. 

Hel. Whatmore commands hee ? 
Par. Thathauing this obtain’d, you prefentlie 
_ Attend his further pleafure. 
Hel, In eucry thing I waite vpon his will. 
Par. 1 fhallreport it fo. 
Hell. I pray you come firrah, Exit 


Enter Lafew and Bertram. 


Laf. But Thope your Lordfhippe thinkes nothima_ 


fouldier. 
Ber. Yesmy Lord and of verie valiant approofe. 
Laf. You haue it from his owne deliverance. 
Ber. And by other warranted teftimonie. 
Laf. Then my. Diall goes not true, Itooke this Larke 
for a bunting. 
Ber.1 do affure you my Lord heis very greatin know- 
ledge, and accordinglie valiant. 
Laf. Thaue thenfinn’d againfthis experience, and 
tranfgreft againft his valour, and my ftate that way is 
} dangerous, fince Icannot yet find in my heart to repent: 
Heere he comes, I pray you make ys freinds, I will pur- 
fue the amitie, 


Exter Parolles. 

Par, Thefe things fhall be done fir. 

Laf. Pray you fir whofe his Tailor ? 

Par. Sir? 
Laf. Olknow him well, I fir, hee firsa good worke- 

man, a verie good Tailor. 

Ber. Is thee gone to the king ? 

Par. Sheeis. 

Ber. Willfhee away to night? 

. Par. Asyou'lehaucher, 

Ber. Thaue writ my letters, casketted my treafure, 

Giuen order for our horfes, andte night, ' 

When I fhould take poffeffion of the Bride, 

And ere] doe begin. é 
__Laf. A good Trauailer is fomething at the latter end 
ofadinner, butontharlies three thirds , and vfes a 

| known truth to paffe a thoufand nothings with, fhould 
| bee oncehard, and thrice beaten. God faueyou Cap- 
j taine. 

Ber. 1s there any vnkindnes betweene my Lord and 
you Monfieur ? 

Par. I know not how Ihaue deferued to run intomy 

Lords difpleafure. 

..Laf. You haue made fhiftto run into’t, bootes and 
fpurres and all ; like him that leapt into the Cuftard, and 
out ofit you'le runne againe, rather then fuffer queftien 
for your refidence. 

Ber, Itmay bee you have miftakenhim my Lord. 
| Laf. And hall doefoeuer, though I tookehim at’s 
prayers. Fare youwellmy Lord, and belecuc this of 


SR nee reste ce 


Exit Par. 


All's Well that ends Well. 


me, there canbeno kernell in this light Nut: th 
of this manishiscloathes : Truft himnot in m 
heauie confequence : Ihaue kept ofthem ta 
their natures. Farewell Monfieur, 
of you, then you haue er will to d 
we muft do good againft euill. 

Par. Anidle Lord, I fweare, 

Ber. I thinke fo, 

Par. Why do younot know him ? | 

‘Ber. Yes, 1 do know him well, and common fpeech 
Giues him a worthy paffe. Heere comes my clog. 


© foule 


Enter Helena. 
Hel, Thaue fir as 1 was commanded from you 
Spoke with the King, and haue procur’d his leaue 
For prefent parting, onely he defires 
Some private {peech with you. 
Ber, I thall obey his will. 
You muftnot meruaile Helen at my courfe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The miniftration, and required office 
Onmy particular. Prepar’d I was noe 
For fucha bufineffe, therefore am I found 
So much vnfetled ; This driues me co intreate you, 
That prefenily you take your way for home, 
And rather mufe then aske why T intreate you, 
For my refpeéts are better then they feeme, 
And iy appointments hawein thera aneedé 
Greater then fhewes it felfeat the firft view, 
To you that know them not. Thisto my mother, 
’T will be two daies ere] fhall fee ‘ait fo 
Tleaue you to your wifedome. 
Hel. Sir, 1 can nothing fay, 
But that I am your moft obediént feruant. 
Ber, Come, come, no more of that, 
Hel. And euer fhail 
With true obferuance fecke to eeke out that 
Wherein toward me my homely ftarres haue faild 
Toequall my great fortune. 
Ber. Letthat goe: my haftis verie great. Farwell: 
Hie home, : 
Hel. Pray fir your pardon. 
Ber, Well, what would you fay? 
Hel. Tam not worthiec of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I fay ’tis mine: and yét it isy 
But likea timoroustheefe, moft faine would fteale 
What law does vouch mine owne. 
Ber. What would you haue? 
Hel,Something, and {carfe fo much : nothing indeed, 
I would not tell you what I would my Lord : Faithyes, 
Strangers and foee do funder, and not kiffe. 
Ber. I pray you ftay not, but in haft to horfe. 
Hel. I fhallnot breake your bidding, good my Lord: 
Where are my other men? Monfieur, farwell. Exit 
Ber. Go thou toward home, where I wil newer come, 
Whilft I can thake my fword, or heare the drumme: 
Away, and for our flight. 
Par, Brauely, Coragio, 


eA tlus Tertius. 


Florio. Enter the Duke of Florence, the swe Frenchmen, 
with a troope of Souldiers. : 
Duke.So that from point to pojnt,now haue you - 
\ G 





























mentall reafons of this warre,:’ 
| Wot Sieg Re hath much bleod let forth 
Andmorethirfts after. a 
y.Lord. Holy feemesthe quarrell . . 
| Vpon your Graces part: blacke and fearefull 
. ofer. tae 44 
Peay Thgeefore we meruaile much our Cofin France 
| Would info iuft a bufineffe, fhut his bofome 
| Againtt our borrowing prayers, 
| French E. Good my Lord, 
‘| Thereafons ofour ftate I cannot yeelde, 
{Bat likea common and anoutward man, 
I That the great figure of a Counfaile frames, 
| py (elfeveable motion, therefore dare not 
| say what I thinke of it, fince I haue found 
My felfe in my incertaine grounds to faiie; 
| Asoftenas I gueft. i 
| Duke, Be ithis pleafure, . 
Fren.G., But Lam fure the yonger of our nature, 
That furfet on their eafe, will day by day... -. 


: 


. ’ 


‘| Come heere for Phyficke. 

ai Welcome thallthey bee: 

| Andall the honors that can flye from ys, 

| Shall on them fettle : you know your places well, 
| When better fall, for yourauailes they fell, 
Tomorrow to'ththe field, 




























Ejourifb. 


Enter Counteffe and Clowne. 
ComtAthath happen’d all, as I would haue had it, faue 
thathe comes not along with her, 

Clo, By my troth I take my young Lord to bea ve- 
tiemelancholly man. Y 

Count, By what obferuance I pray you. ‘ 

Clt. Why he will looke vppon his boote, and fing : 
mend the Ruffe and fing, aske queftions and ing, picke 
his teeth, and fing : I knowa man that had this tricke of 
melancholy hold a goodly Mannor for a fong, 

Lad. Let me fee what he writes,and when he meanes | 
tocome, 

Clow. Thaueno minde to Jsbell ince I was at Court. , 
Our old Lings, and our Jsbels a’th Country, are nothing 
like your old Ling and your /sbels a'th Courtethe brains 
ofmy Cupid’s knock’d out, and I beginne to Joue, asan 
old man loues mouey, withno ftomacke. 

Lad, What haue we heere? 

Clo, In that you haue there. 

Ai Letter. ' 
Thane fent yoo a daughter-in-Law, [bee bath reconered the 
King, and undone me : 1 haue wedded her, not bedded her, 
and fivorne to make thenot eternal. Youfball heare Lane 
runnt avoay, kuow it before the report come. If there bee 
bredth enough in the world,  willbold a long deftance. My 
ty to you. Your unfortunate (onue, 
pais Bertram, 


exit 


{This is not well rath and vnbridled boy, 
oflye thé fauours of fo goodaKing,) 
Oplucke his indignation on thy head, 
Y the mifprifing of a Maide too vertuous 
orthe contempt of Empire. - 
Enter Clowne. Ce 
Clow, O'M adam, yonder is heauienewes, within bes 
tWeene two fouldiers, and my yong Ladie..... ; 
4 Whatisthematter, sii 
0. Na 


q 


y there is fome comfort in the newes, fome 
Fe yout fonne willnot be kild fo foone as I thoghe 
ould, : 


Als Well,that Gnds Well 


“And call her hourely Miftris.. Who was with him ? 


ae K 2 » € you 
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La. Why thould he be kill’d?22"/ °° : 

. (to. Sofay I Madame, ifhe tunne’away, as I heare he 

does, the danger is in ftanding root, thurs the loffe of 


men, though it be thegetting of childten. Heere they 


come will tell youmore, For my pare Ionely heare your 
fonne was run away. & 


Enter Hellen and two Gentlemen, 


French E.. Saue you good Madam, ; 
Hel, Madam, my Lord is gone, for euer gone, 
French G. Do not fay fo. ne, 
La. Thinkevpon patience,pray you Gentlemen, 
I haue felt fo many quirkes of ioy and greefe, 
That che firft face of neither on the Rare : 
Can woman me vntoo’t. Whereis my fonne I pray you? |. 
Fren.G. Madam he’s gone to ferue the Duke ‘of flo. 
rence, Of { : secre 
Wemet him thicherward, for thence we came: 
Aad after fome difpatchin hand at Court, 
Thither we bend againe. on 
Hel, Looke onhis Lettér Madam,here’s my Pafport. 
Wher thou canft get the Ring upon my finger, which newer 
Frall come off, and fhew mee a childe begotten of thy bodie, | 


that I am father too,then call me husbands but in {isch a(then) ¥ 
J writea Newer, ; 


This is a dread full fentence: 
La. Brought you this Letter Gentlemen? 
1.G. 1 Madam, and forthe Contents: fakeare forrie 
for our paines,, As 
OldLa, Iprethee Ladiehaue a better cheere, 
If thou engroffe(t, all the greefes are thine, 
Thou robft me ofamoity: He was my fonne,” 
But I do wath his name out of my blood, 
Andihouartall my childe. ‘Towards Florence ishe? 
Fres.G.1Madam, 
La. Andto bea fouldier, ae 
Prea.G. Suchis his noble purpofe, and béleeu’e 
The Duke will lay vpon him all the honor 
That good conuenience claimes. Z 
La. Returne youthither, 
Fren.E. 1 Madam,withthe fwiftelt wing of fpeed, | 
Hel, Till I hawe nowife, I hate sothiny in France, 
Tis bitter. 
La. Findeyouthat there? ° 
Hel, I Madame. 3 
Fren.E.’Tis but the boldneffe of his harid haply,which 
his heart was not confenting too, oe fas a 
Lad. Nothing in France, vntill he hatie no wife : 
There’s nothing heere that is too good for him 
But onely fhe, and the deferues a Lord’ _ 
That twenty fuch rude boyes might tend vpon, 


Fren.E. A feruant onely, and aGentleman: which] 
haue fometime knowne, 

La. Parolles was it not? 

Fren.€, I my good Ladie, hee. . 

La. Ayerie tainted fellow, and full of Wickedneffe, : 
My fonne corruptsa well derited nature: ' 
With his inducement, 

Frex.€. Indeed good Ladie the fellow has adeale of 
that, coo much, which holds him much to hate. 

La. YarewelcomeGentlemen, I willintreate you 
when you fee myfonne,.. to tell him that his {word can 
neuer winne the ionor that he loofes : more Ile intreate 
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_ you written to bearealong. 
Fren.G. Weferue you Madam in that and all your 
worthielt affaires. , 
La. Notfo, buras we change our courtefies, 
Will you draw neere? 
Hel, Till I bane no wife [bane nothing in France. 
Nothing in France yntill he has no wife : 
_ Thou fhalt haue none Roffidion, none in France, 
' Then haft thou all againe : poore Lord, is’t I 
That chafe thee from thy Countrie, and expofe 
' Thofe renderlimbes of thine, to the euent 
Of the none-fparing warre?-AndisitI, | 
> That driue thee from the {portiue Court,where thou 
Was’t fhot at with faire eyes, to be the marke 
— Of fmoakie Muskets ? O you leaden meffengers, 
- Thatride ypon the violent {peedeoffire, 9° 
' Fly with falfe ayme, moue the ftill-peering aire. 
-|. That fings with piercing, do not touch my Lord: 
- Who euer fheotsat him, Iferhim there. 
Who ecuer charges on his forward bref 
’ Tam the Cairiffe that do hold him too’t, 
- And though I kill him not, I amthe canfe 
_ His death was fo effected : Better twere 
- Imetthe rauine Lyon when he roar’d 
- Wich fharpe coaftraint of hunger: better ‘ewere, 
1 That alli che mifertes which nature owes - 
Were mine at once. Nocomethou home Roffillion, 
Whence honor but of danger winnes 2 {carre, 
As oft itloofesall. I will be gone: 
My being heere it is, that holds thee hence, 
Shall I ftay heere to doo’t ? No, no, although 
The ayre of Paradife did fan the houfe, 
And Angles offic’d all : I willbe gone, 
That pittitull rumour may report my flight ~ 
Toconfolate thine eare. Come night, end day, 


Exit. 


For with the darke(poore theefe) lle fteale away, Exit, 


Flosrifh, Enter the Dake of Florence, Roffillion, 
drum and trumpets, foldiers,Parrelles. 


Duke, The Generall of our horfe thou art,and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beft loue and credence 
Vpon thy promifing fortune, 

Ber. Sir itis 
A charge too heauy for my ftrength, but yet 
Weel {triue to beare it for your worthy fake, 
To th’extreme edge ofhazard. 

Dake. Then go thou forth, 
_ And fortune play vpon thy profpsrous helme 
As thy aufpicious miftris. 

Ber. Thisveryday =. . 
Great Mars I put my felfe into thy file, 
Make me butlikemy thoughts, and I fhall proue 
A loner of thy driimme, hater of loue. Exesnt omnes 


Eater Countelfe & Stewards: 


La. Alas! and would you take the letter of her : 
- Might you not know the would do, as fhe has done, 
By fending mea Leiter. Readeiragen, A 


Letter. 
Lam S.Taqnes Prlgrim, thither gone : 
Ambitions lone hath fo inme offended, 
That bare-foot plod I the cold ground upen 
With fainted vow my fanitstobane amended, 


Al's Welltbatends Well 





Write, write, that from the bloodie comrfeefwarre. 
My deereft Mafter your deare fonne, may bie; 
Bleffe him at home in peace. Whilst 1 from Sarre, 
His name with zealous fernowr fantlifie : Ne 
His taken labours bid bim me forgine : 

This defpightful Iuno fent bis forth, 

From Courtly friends, with Camping foes to line, 
Where death and danger dogges the heeles of worth,’ 
He ts toogoodand faire for death, and mee, 

W bow I my felfe embrace, to fer bim free. 


Ah what fharpe ftings are in her mildeft words? 
Rynaldo, you did neuer lacke aduice fo much, 
As letting her paffe fo : had I {poke with her, 
I could haue well diuerted her intents, 
Which thus fhe hath prevented, 

Ste. Pardon me Madam, 
If] had given you this at ouer-night, 
She might haue beene ore-tane : and yet fhe writes 
Purfuite would be but yaine, ' 

La. What Angell fhall. 
Bleffe this vnworthy husband, he eannot thrive, 
Voleffe her prayers, whom heauen deli ghts to heare 
And loues to grant, repreeuc him from the wrath. 
Of greateft Iuftice. Write, write Rywalde, 


| ‘Tothis vynworthy husband ofhis wife, 


Let eueric word waigh heauie ofher worth, 

‘That he does waigh too light : my greateft greefe, 

Though little he do feele it, fet downe fharpely, 

Difpatch the moft conuenient meffenger, 

When haply he fhall heare that the is gone, 

He will returne, and hope J may that fhee 

Hearing fo much, will {peede her foote againe, 

Led hither by pure loue ¢ which of them both 

Is deereft tome, I haaeno skill in fence 

To make diftin&ion 3 prouide this Meffenger : 

My heartis heauie, and mine age is weake, 

Greefe would haueteares, and forrow bids me fpeake, 
. Exeunt 


A Tucker afarre of. 


Enter old Widdow of Florence, ber daughter, Vislanta 
aud Mariana, with other 
Citizens, 


Widdow, Nay come, 
For ifthey do approach the Citty, 
We thall loofe all the fight, 
Diana, They fay, the French Count has done 
Moft honourable feruice. 
Wiad. \tisseported, 
That he has taken their great’ft Commander, 
And that with his owne hand he flew 
The Dukes brother : we haue loft our labour, 


_They are gone a contrarie ways harke, 


you may know by their Trumpets. 
(Maria. Come lets returne againe, 
And fuffice our felues with the repart of it. 
Well Diana, take heed of this French Earley, 
The honor of a Maide is her name, 
And no Legacicisforich. 
Ashoneftic. — 
Widdow. Thaue told my neighbour i on 
How you haue beene folicited bya Gentleman} 
His Companion, Maris 
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| iar, Tisow charinaae, kang himajbieRetlen | Canrapeshe ender honoinofaMaidesion. 
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Farle, beware ofthemDisnas theirpromilessentile, | Inhonefiel defences 0:2). 
“ments, oathes, tokens, and all thefe engines of lu ft, are anit 
notthe things they. go vndersmanyamaidehathbeene | » 
‘{educed by them, and the maiferie is example,» that, fo 
terrible fhewigs in the wracke of maiden-hoad,,: cannot 
forall chavidiflwade fucceffion, but that they.aredimed 
with the twigges that threatens them, I hope Ineede 
notto.aduife youfurther, -but I hope yoyriowne grace 
willkeepeyou where you, are): though there weie fo 
further danger knowne, but the modeftie whichis, fo 
loft daive onyure1 wud -blrow adi ai eee Ages QBI210 & 30Ul D1 ASYRION  Sietiuth 
_ Dia Youdball not needeto feare meio bas .coinoy | That withtheplume,*tisamoft gallanefellow.:) 1 
ae a4 _ Enter, Hellen; enone sisi oviud | Iwould helou’d his wife Tabane honefter » G4 tes 
Wide Maope fo, slooke henecomesa, pilgrim] know | He were much goodlierIs't not ahandfom Gentleman 
fhe willlye ar my houfe, thither they fend one another, | Hel. Like himewelly:s:55 65 is: 
dlequeftion her... God fane you.'pil grimy whether are 

Tink caw ah. mid shea ow 975 


aid ow nsdw .esisizube ad2 lo 199¢9d a2 crn bois 
revlon: qidthsDrwmme and Colotrs.. 5205 ©; Ail 
-i Enter Count Roffition, Parrolles, and the whole Armiie.: 
03 19,9199! sisdis nonlugiios Fisd oifbads ai bas stil 
i Man, -The goddes forbid elle. 0 sa voy yovrsd 
2 Mids: So, now they come;. seit bak os 
That is Anthonio the Dukes eldeft fonne).. 
That E feats. 

» Hel. -WWhichis the Fr 
>. Dia, Hees > 


1Ou HY reas 


. 
\ 


eenebman? sr ict O D.qa3 
; : 0 bs : { a r 


Beatie Wl oon That leades him to thefe places: were J his Ladie 
bound?) 9/11 I would poifon that vile Rafcall, : 


| .« \Hel »Whichishe 2) 5.2! 


iS 


Hel, To S,taques la grand. seid trodw sated 
Where do the(Palmerslodge, Ido befeech you? >... 
Wid. At the S.Francis heere befide the Port,: . 
Hel, Isthis the way? y yo 5 A: march afarre. | melancholly? 
wid. Imartie ift. Harke you, they come:this ways | .- 
Ifyou will tarric holy Pilgrime | d se ¥ 
Buttillthe troopes,comebys.- 4 raé 
| Iwill conduct you where you fhall be lodg’d, 


Hel, Peschance he's hurti’th battaile.»..."’ 
Par. Loofe our drum? Well, 


has, fpyed vs... 


Hele Tsit your felfe 2. :!, fe ated’ 
Wid. Myouthall pleafe fo Pilgtimes 4... ¢ 
Hel, Ithanke you, and.will ftay vpon your leifure. 
Wid. you came I thinke from France 2 | dot 
Hel, Idid fo. 3° Lig etein? bad 
Wid. Heere you fhall fee a Countriman of yours. 

Thathas done worthy fervices 0 6) vy se 
Hel, Hisname Ipray you? — 

Dia, The Count Roffillion «know yotifuch aone? | 
Hel. But by the eare that heares moft nobly ef hiar: | 








There's foure or fiue, to great S./aquesbound;.: +.) 


-Pleafe it this Matron,and this gentleMaldery ne 

_Toeate with vsto night, the charge andithanking™ »» 

| Shall be for me. and torequiteyoufurthery... 
Iwill beftow fome precepts of this Virgin - : 


Worthy thenore. sia ad 
Both, Wee'ltake your offer kindly, :.:;; Exewnt, 


eee 


His face know nots —. 1; sop 

| Dia. What fomere heis, « 

He's brauely. taken heere: He-ftole from Frauce 

| As tisreported : forthe King had married him | *~ 





as at firft. 
Hel, | furely meere the truth, I know his Lady. 4 |ehauehis way. th i 


Reports but courfely ofther,” 


- hold meng more in your refpect. 


Hel, What’s his name?.-...’ satis aise ay Cap.E, On my life my Lord abubble. - alii 
| Dia Monfieur Parrolles, =...» a ro... | Ino, Bers Do youthinke Lam fo farre R20t3 Sh 
| Hel. OhL beleeue with him, owe dol op | |ADeceinedinhim. ‘ 


Inargument of praife, or.tothe worth» -<. Cap.E. Beleeucit my Lord, in mine owneé diredt 
fthe great Count himfelfe, fheistoomeane. knowledge, without any malice, ‘but to fpeake of him. 
Tohaue hername repeated,all her deferning | || as my kinfman, hee’s a moft notable Coward, an infi- 


ty areferued honeftie, andthat-- -” +e nite and endleffe Lyar, an bourely promife-breaker,the 
auenot heard examin’d. a 


| 

IY 
Dian. Alas poore Ladié; odeT Wh it 
Tisa hard bondage to become the wifes doy.) 4 | 
Ofadetefting Lord, . q bae fat dainty} 

Wid. I write good creature,wherefoerefhieis, \) | great and truftie bufinefle, ina maine daunger, fayle 
et hart waighes fadly : this yong maid might do her : 













entertainment, fi 2 
Cap.G..1t were fit you knew him, leaft repofing too 


fhtewd turnieifthe'pleas’d.. ; 
e How do,you meane ?, 19d sitts3 orsulelsA | 
I ‘ay be the amorous Count folicitesher, s+: 
Pad aml purpote. hoold sacreqmi 2id 
Me Hedoesindeede’s oiciiy s - typ ria’ Mag! 
Andbroke ad 


him. if 


: bnastish lsorlt AT | lsiteke tode. 
Swithallthatcanin fuchafuites...' 5.15 | 


ip GsEx Lwith a troop of Florentines wil fodainly fur- 
x2 













—— 


nd 


‘afilthy Officer,heis in thofe,fuggeftionss.for theyoung | But fheisarm'd for him, and keepes her guards: ; of 


Di.’ Tis pitty he isnot honeft:yonds that fame nae 
roo Diae That Jacke an-apes-with fearfes. ‘Whyis hee ; 


Mar. He'sfhtewdlyvextat fomething. Lookte he 


Therather for I thinke I know your hofteffe © || da Wad. Marrie hang FAHtes sealts9 ew sisd Ty .filol 4 
Asample as my felfe. sal |. Adar. And your curtefie, fora ring-carrier. Exit. 


Wid. The troope is paft : Come pilgrim, L wil brin ey 
‘'you,Where you fhall hoft: Of inioyn’d penitents\ _ 


oAlreadicatmyhoufe., :. .. 57g lon bineweteee | 
. Hel, humbly thanke you: bustatno. | 


Enter Count Rofiilion and the Frenchmen, «. — 
Again his liking. Thinkeyouitisfo2... |}... Cap.E. Nay good my Lord put him too’t : let him 


Dia. There is a Gentleman that ferues the Count, ||>. Cap.G.. If your Lordfhippe finde him nota Hilding, 


owner of no one good qualitie, worthy your Lordfhips 


farreinthis,vertue which hehath not, he might at fome. 


Ber. T would I krew in what particular aGion to try: 


Cap. G. None better then to let him fetch off his 
drumme, which you heare him fo confidently voder=. 


prize: 


| 
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Cap.G. O for the foueoflaughter’, let him ferch his 
drumme, he fayes he bas a ftratagem for’ *° when your 
Lordfhip fees the bottomie of this fucceffe in’t, and to 
what mettle this covnterfeyt lump of ours will be mel- 
tedif you giue him noeTohn drummies entertainement, 
your inelining cannot be remoued. Heere he comes. 


Enter Parrolles. 


Cap.E. O for the louc of laughter hinder not the ho- 
om of his defigne, let him fetch off his drumme in any 
and. : 
Ber. How. now Monfietr? This drumme fticks fore- 
ly in your difpofition. ; 
Cap.G. A pox on’t, let it go, ’tis bue adrumme. 
Par. Butadrumme: If buta drumme? A drum fo 
loft, There was excellent command, to charge in with 
} our horfe vpon our owne wings, and to rend our ewne 
fouldiers. - 
(4p.G. That was not to be blam’d in the command 
of the feruice : it was a difafter of warre that Cefar him 


felfe could not liaue preuented, if he had beene thereto | 


command, ; 

Ber, Well, wee cannot greatly condemne our fue- 
cefle; fome difhonor wee had inthe loffe of that drum, 
but itis notto be recouered. 

Par. Icmight haue beene recouered, 

Ber. It might, but itis not now. 

Par. Itistobe recouered, but that the merit of fer- 
nice is fildome attributed to the trueand exaét perfor- 
mer, I would have that drumme or another, or bic ia~ 
cet. 

Ber. Why if you haue a ftomacke,too’t Monfieur: if 
you thinke your myfterie in ftratagem, can bring this 
inftrument of honour againe into his native quarter, be 
magnanimious in the enterprize and go on, I wil grace 
the attempt fora worthy exploit : ifyouf{peede well in 
it, the Duke fhall both{peake of it, and extend ro you 
what further becomes his greatnefle, euento the vimoft 

fyllable of your worthineffe,. 

Par. By the hand ofa fouldier I will vndertake ic. 

Ber. But you mutt not now flumber init. 

Par. Tleabour it this euening, and I will prefently 
pen downe my dilemma’s, encourage my felfe in my 
certaintie, put my felfe into my mortell preparation : 
and by midnight looke to heare further from me. 

Ber. May bee bold to acquaint his-graceyou are 
gone about ir. 

Par. Tknownot what the fucceffe wil be my Lord, 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber, know th’art valiant, 

Andto the pofsibility ofthy fouldierfhip, — 

Will {ubferibe for thee: Farewell, 

Par, T loue not many words. Exit 

Cap.€. Nomore thena fith loues water.’ Isnot this 


a ftrange fellow my Lord that fo confidently feeme,~ 
» = ie a atvnefe, which he oats.» sen be 
ne, damneshimfelte todo, & dares bere | 
thento door 9: | tsb a 
’ Cap.G. Youdo not know him my Lords we dog 
certaine it isthae he will Neale himfelfe into.a mans fy 
uour, and fer a. weeke efcapea great deale Of difcory, 
fies, but when you finde him out, youhaue hith ever af. 
ter. se 
Ber. Why do youthinke he willmake no deede x 
all of this that fo feriouflie hee dooes addreffe himfelt 
vato? 
Cap.E. None in the world, but returne with an in. 
uention, and clap vpon you two or three probablelies: 
but we haue almoft imboft him, you fhall fee his fallto 
_ 3 forindeede he isnot for your Lordthippes re. 
ect. 
 Cap.G. Weele make you fome {port with the Foxe] 
ere we cafehim. He was firft {moak'd by the old Lord 
Lafew, when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what 
a {prat you fhall finde him, which you fliall {ee this ye. 
rie night. 
Cap.€. Imuft golooke my twigges, 
He {hall be-caught, 
Ber. Your brother he fhall go along with me, 
Cap.G. As'tpleafe your Lordfhip, Ile leaue you, 
ber, Nowwill lead you to the houfe,and thew you 
The Laffe I {poke of. 
Cap.€. But you fay fhe’s honeft. 
Ber, That’s all the faule : I {poke with hir buronee, 
And found her wendrons cold, but I fentto her 
By this fame Coxcombe that we haue i’ch winde 
Tokens and Letters, which the did refend, 


| And thisisall I haue done ; She’s a faire creature, | 


Will you gofee her? 
Cap.E. Withall my heart my Lord. Excunt 
Enter Hellen and widdow, 


Hel, Vf you mifdoubt me that I amnot thee,! 
1 know not how I thall affure you further, 
But | fhallloofe the grounds I worke vpon. | 
Wid. Though my eftate be falne,1 was wellborne,’ | 
Nothing acquainted with thefe bufineffes, | 
And would not put my repurationnow 
Inany ftaining ad. 
Hel. Nor would I with you. 
Firlt giueme truft, the Counthe is my hasband, 
And what to your {worne counfaile I have fpoken, 
Is fo from word to word: and then you cannot 
By the good ayde that J of you fhall borrow, 
Errein beftowing it. 
wid. Ifhould belecue you, ; 
For you haue fhew’d me that which well approwes — 
Y’are-great in fortune, 


Hel, Take this purfe of Gold, 


| And let me buy your friendly helpe thus farre, 


Which ] will ouer-pay, and pay againe 

When I hauefound it. The Count he woes yout 
daughter, ; 

Layes downe his wanton fiedgebeforeher beautie, 

Refolue to carrie her : let herin'fine confent 

As wee dire& herhow’tis bef to beare it? 

Now his important blood will naught denie, 

That fhee’l demand : a ring the Countie weares, 

That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe 




















































fiom jonne to.fonne, fomefoure or fine difcents, 

since the firlt father wore it. This Ring he hold 

Jamoft sich.choice : yet in his idle fire, o>. > 

To buy his will, it would not feeme too deere; 

How ere repented after. AtieReorreystioy uaok 
wid. Now Ifee the bereome of your purpofe. 

Hd. Youfecit lawfullthen, itisno more; 
{But that your daughter ere fhe feemesas wonne;! 
|Defiresthis Ring s appoints. him an encounter 3. 
Infine, deliuers me to fill the time, 

Her felfe moft chaftly abfent :.after 


Pt 


Tewhatispattalreadys. 0. 
wid, Thaweyeelded i, oy) hy 


Inftrud my daughter how fhe thal perfcuer, 
That time and place with this:deceite fo lawfull 
May proue coherent. Euery night he eomes 
With Mufickes.of all forts,and fongs compos’d 
Toher vnworthineffe : It nothing fteeds vs 
Tochidehim from our ecues, for he periifts 
Asifhislifelay.on’t... .... 

Hel. Why then to night. . 
Lets aflay our plot, whichifit {peed, _ 
Iswicked meaning in alawfull deede; 
And lawfull meaning in a lawfull a&, 
| Where both not finne, and yet a finfull fact. 
‘{Butlet’s about it. ; 





{lus Quartus. 


Enter ome of the Frenchmen, with fine or ‘fixe other 
_ feuldiers in ambufh, 


| 1.Lord E.He.can come no other way but by this hedge 
corner : when you fallie vpon him, fpeake what terrible 
Language you will: chough you vnderftand it not your 
felues, no matter: for we muftnot feemeto vnderftand 
him, vuleflefome one among vs, whom wee mutt pro- 
duce for an Interprecer, 

1.50l, Good Captaiue, let me be th’Interpreter. 

Lo.E, Arcnot acquainted with him? knowes he not 
thy voice? ene 

1.50. No fir I warrant you. 


againe, 

1.50. E’n fuch as you {peake tome, 
| 26.5, He muft thinke vs fome band of fran gers, Vth 
aduerfaries entertainment, Now he hath a {macke of all 


¢aman of his owne fancie, not to know what we {peak 
one to anothers fo we feeme to know,is to know ftraight 
ourpurpofe: Choughs language, gabble enough, and 
Boodenough,. As for gow interpreter, you muit feeme 
Very politicke. Bur couch hoa, heere hee comes, to be- 


Suileewo houres ina fleepe,and then to returne & {wear 
thelies he forges ie Sea 








ares ater Parroles. zt 

|p. 7#"- Tenaclocke: Within thefe three houres twill 
jt. They be nn€ to fmoake mee, and difgraces haue of 
late, knock” a oftenat my doore: I fiade my tongue 


istoo foolechardie : but my beare hath the feare of Mars 










AU SW ell that Ends Well. 


before ir, and. of his creatures; not dar aa ther eports of 
| my songoes 9 o> REMEDY SIAN, AT 2 


| was guiltie of, aE pate th 


Tomarry her, Ie adde three thoufand Grownes ap 





LoE, But what liafie wolfy haft thou to fpeake to vs 


ttighbouting Languages : therefore we mult euery one - 


AE home. What fhallIfayI haue 






3° 


ain eS 





= 





(Pam reN S)uTy ‘= 
Lo.E. This is the firft tnith thatere thine own tongue 


Par. What the divell fhouldimoue mée to vndertake 
the recouerie of this drumme, being not ighoratir of the 
impoffibility, and knowing I had ‘no fuch purpofe ? } 


| mutt give my felfe fome hurts; and fay T pot them in ex. 


ploit: yer flight ones willnot carrie it, They will fay, 
came you off with folittle? And greatones I dare not 
giue, wherefore what’sthe inftance, Tongue, mutt pur 
youinto.a Butcer-womans mouth, and buy miy felfe ano. 
set Be Baiazetbs Mule, if you prattle mee into thefe 
perilles, Se ETN bord, 
Lo.E. Is itpofiible he fhould know whathee is, and 
bethatheis. 3 
Par. I would the cutting of my garmefts wold ferue 
the turne, or the breaking of my Spanith fw mi 
Lo.E, Wecannotaffoord youfo, =.) ’ 
‘ Par. Orthe baring of my beard, andto fay it was in 
ftratagem, . Piney ef a bleadt fo¢: 
Lo.E. *Twould notdo. : 
Par. Or to drowne my cloathes, and fay I was ripe. 
Lo.E. Hardly ferue. " ‘ 
Par. Though {wore ] leapt from the windoweof the 
Cicadell. : 
Lo.E. How deepe ? . 
Par. Thirty fadome. . 
Lo.E. Three great oathes would fearfe make that be 
beleeued. Lan 
Par. 1 would] hadany drummeof the enemies, J 
would {weare I recouer’dit, 
Lo.E. You fhall heare one anon, 
Par, A drumme now of the enemies, 


* 


Alaram within. 

Lo E. Threca movoufus, Cargo,cargo,carge, 

All. Cargo,carga,cargo, villianda par corbe, carga. 

Par. O ranfome, ranfome, : 
Do not hide mine eyes, 

Luter. Boskos thromuldo boskos. 

Par. 1 know youare the Adskos Regiment, 
And I fhall loofe my life for want of language, 
If there be heere German or Dane, Lew Dutch, 
Italian,or French, lechim{peaketome, 
Ile difcouer that, which thal endothe Florentine, : 

Int. Boskos vanvado, Lynderttand thee, & cam fpeake 
thy tongue : Kerelybonto fir, betake thee tothy faith, for 
feucnteenc ponyards areat thy bofome, 

Par. Oh, 

Inter. Oh pray, pray,pray, 
(Manka renania dulche, 

Le.E. Ofcorbidulcbos voliuorce, — 

Int, The Generall is content to {pare thee yet, 
And hoodwinke a8 thou art, will leade theeon, 
To gather fromthee. Haply thou mayft informe 
Somethingtofanethylife = 

Par. O lemme ditty ss: ): pais eB 
And all the fecrets of our campe 
Their force, their purpofes : Nay, lle {pi 
Which you will wonderat, 









Inter. But wilt thou faitifully > : 
Par. lfidonot,damié¢me. aie 
| Unter, Acordolintas pL Aree 
Comeon,thouaregranted fpace. 8. Baa 

Ad Loort Alaruspsvithitte, t 







































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































ES ae 


qu « derkee: Sav cell. sheGount:Rofisomand : 

} Wehaue caught the woedcocke, and willcdenepe hitn 
b Tallowede heats fremtbeinay © © 42. 47 

| Sof. Captaine! will, 

1. doEy & will betsaytsallynce ourtel 
Informeanshat., ! re 
« Sole. Be ao 

‘ hakegT rt 


35 
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PSH , rtp * os xis 
= Enter Berrrant, andthe aide called’ 
- Bers Theyeold me pie Hattie wal Fontybelt, 
Die: Donny woud Lord, Dia, 
Ber. Titled Goddeffe, © oe 
Andavwtels iooviehi addition butfaieToule, 
In your fine frame hath loue no qualiti¢? 
ihthic qui ct fe of youth liptithot yourihthde; 
You areno Maiden Burd matiiment ” 
When you are dead youlhould be'fuch'a ond 
As yo aeinow efor'you are Coldahd fterne, 
And now you fhould be as your mother wa 
When your fweet felfe was gor! ° 
4) Diy Shethou washonch, 
Ber. So fhould yoube, 
Dray Des je > 
My mother did but dutie, fuch(aiy Lord) 
As you owe to your wife, 
Ber, No more a’that: 
 Dptechtedo tio: firiie tytn my vowes? 
I was compell’d to her, but J Joue thee 
ownic fovdeveonttiaine, and will forcuer 
Do thee all rights of feruicé, 
Dia. Ifo you ferwevs' 
Till we ferue you? But when youlistic our Roles, 
You barely Leaue our thornes to pricke cur felues, 
And mocke vs with ourbareneffe, 
Ber. How'iaue I fworne. e. 
we Tisnorthenvany oather that makes the truck, 
But the plaine fingle vow, thatis vow'd'trur: 
What isnot holic, that we {weareiiot by, 
But take the high’ftro-witneffesthen pray you tel] me, 
If 1 thoalitfweare by Foues grearatiribures, 
Hlou'd yewdeerely would you beleeue ty oathes, 
When f did Toue you ill? Thisha’s no holding 
To fweare by him wheat Iprote{t rolore 
Thav i wil worke againft him. Therefore your bathes 
4 Ave'words and poore conditions, but-ynfeald 
of Acie in my opinion. ‘ ba 
Ber. Changeit;chinge its 
Be not fo holy cruell : Loue is holie, 
And my integritic ne’re Knew the crafts . 
That you de charge men with : Standité more'off> 
But giue thy felfe vncomyfickedefires, 
Who theritecouers. Say thou art mine, and ever 
My loueavit beginnes, thall fo perfener, 
Did dfeethat men make rope’s in'fuch's {carre, 
That wee’l forfake our felues, Gitieme chat Ring.’ 
Ber. Telend itthee my deere; but haneno power | 
To giue it from tne, 
Didi Will younotmy Lord? 
Ber. It isan honour longing to our hanfe; 
Bequeathed downe from manie Anceftors, | 
Which were the greateft obloquie i’th world, 
In me to loofe, . 
}.. . Dias. Mine Honorsfuch aRing; 
My chaftities the Jewell of our houfe, 


shondle keepehiw datkeand-fafelptbcte, 

































aes 


wne fron ma ny Anceltbrs. : 


Whiclewereehegté | 
In mee to loofe.. Thus your Swit properwifedoar 
Brings in theChamp npiiv howerok Siebate ; 


Againit our yaine aflaule. 


Bers Meere, take my Ringe’: 
My honfe; thitichonoh, yed-ely MERE HAG” WK 
And IleBebid byttiees a ri 
Dia, Wher midnight comies,linde Beat my chat 
” ber i a Rod Tin 05 5 ; en! | 
Ile order take, my mother fall iot Heare, 
Now will I'charge'jotiin thé Wand’ofrluh 
When you haue conquer’d my yériniden bed 
Remaine we ise ap haus norf wep i oe 
My reafons are mbit trong, dnd'you fell knowthem; | 
When batkéapaine ran : he bé dene 
And on your finger in thehight, He pu ” 
Another Ritig; thabwharin time procéeds, 
May token to' the future, ourpatt deeds, 
Adieu till hei then faile nor: you have wonne’ 
A wife of me, though there my hope ‘be done, — 
Ber. A heauen on earth Thate wonby wooing thee, 
Di.For whichsliuelong to thank Both Heatien & mie, 
You may fointheernd, — 
My mother told mefufthow He would woo, 
As if the farein’s heart.’ She fayes, all nen 
Haue the like oathes : He had fworne to marrieme 
When his wife's dead-+-therfore Nelye-withhim 
When I am buried, Since Frenchmen are fo braide, 
Marry that wil, Tliueand diet Maid ¢ 
Onely inthis-difgui-e, I chink’c no finne, 
To cofen him that would yniuftly winne. 





























a eat | 







Enter the twe French Captaswes, and fonse two or three 
e » » , Souldsonrs. . 
Cap... You haue not giuen him his mothers letter, 
Cap-€. Thave deliu’ted it an houre fince,there is fom 
thing in’t that tings his nacwre ¢ for on the reading it, 
he chang’d almoft into another man, 
Cap.G, Hehasmuch worthy blame laid vpon hin, 
for fhaking off fo good a wife, and fo {weet a Lady. 
Cap.E. Efpecially, hee hath incurred the euerlafting 
difpleafure of che King, who had even tun’d his bounty 
to fing happinefferohim, J willtell you a thing, but 
you fhalllet it dwell darkly with you, 
Cap.G. When you haue fpoken it ‘tis dead,and Tam 
the graueofit.. : & 
_ Cap.€. Hee hath perverted a young Gentlewoman 
heere int Florence, ofa moft chafte renown, & thisnight 
| he flefhevhis willin the (poyte of her honour! ‘hee bath 
given herhis monumentall Ring, andthinkes himfelfe 
made fh the ynchafte compofition. Niigis. 
Cap.G. New God delay our rebellion as we art our 
felues, what thingsare we. eae 
Capt Meerely dur OWne traitours . Andas inthe 
common courfé of all tresfaris/ we fill {ee chem reacale 
themfelies: till they artainie te their abhorr’d ends fo 
he that in this aGtion contriues againft his:owne Nobi- 
lity in his proper ftreame, ore-flowes himfelfe. 
Cap.G. Isit not meant damnable in vs, to be Trum 
ecers of our volawfull intends? We fhatl not then have 
iscompanytonight? - = . anit 
Cap. Net till afeér midnight : for het is’ dieced t0 
his heure:’ af eae 
Cap .G. That approaches apace : I would gladly hag 
hint {ee Hig Company anathomiz'd, chat hee might take 
8} 
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egteatefhoblogie ire wort, | 
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| hehad fec this counserieites: tad syed weg 
Cops Ea: Wem nos meddle with himtill he come ; 
| for his prefencesmart bethewhip oftheother, 
|. CefeGs.Jnshemeanesimes whawhcare youofthefe 
“Warres? Hf 
(ea heatethercisan ouertureofpeace.. 
(4G. Nay, laffiire youapenceconcluded. 
|. CapEw Whatewill Count Xofilliondo then? Willhe 
‘qrauaile higher, or returne againe into France? : 
1 CapeG.-Liperceive-by thisdemand) you arenot alto- 
eether of his councell. 
|... GaprBa Letitbeforbidits;, foshoula Ibec agreat 
|. Gep.G» Sirsbis.wife fomestwo months. fince fledde 
{ from his houfesher-pretenceisapilgrimageto Saint Jae 
qeslegrand g whichholy vndertaking, withmoftau- | 
terelanttimonie fheaccomplifhe;and there refiding, | 
| the sendernefle:of-her Nature, becameas.apreytoher 
| grecfe: in fine, madeagroane.ofher.laftbreath,. &now 
| the fngsin heauen,. | 
 Capobs, How isthis iuftified?, 
_» GipGs. Theftronger.part-of it by her owneLerters, |, 
which makes her{torie truey cuen: to the poynt: of her | 
’ deathi:die® death, it-felfe, which couldnor-be her office 
wofaysis come; savas faithfully, confirm'dby the Rector | 
oftheplace.«. . 
GapiEs. Haththe Councall thisintelligence ?- 
|. GipGs, Ty andthe particular confirmations, paint | 
frompoine,tothe fill! arming ofthe veritics. 
ae I ampbheassily-forric thar hee'l. bee gladde of 
this, 
|. CaGs Howmightily fometimes,wasalkic vs com- 
forts of our Loffes., ; 
CapBs, And how mightily fome other times, wee | 
Gwntourgaineinteares, the great dignitic that his | 
} Yalourhath here acquir’d for him, fhalkathome be €n- 
| courted wich afame asample, 
| -CipGs. The webbe of ous life.is ofa mingled yarne, 
{ Boodand:ill rogechers, oun Merutes weuld bee proud,.if 
| cufaults whipcthem nots. andour crimes would dif. 
| Paiseifthey were.not, cherifh’d by ourvertucs. | 


I mealurc of hie owneiudgémentaywhercin{o,cusionfly, 






Enter a dMeffenger, 
} Hownow2?- Where's your mater? . 
Str. Hemecehe Duke in the fixeet. fir, of whomhee 
hathtakema,folemne leaues his Lordfhippe will next. 
Morning forFrance.. TheDukehathioffered him Let- 
Atts of commenderionsta the King. 

__ CapE. They fhall beeno more then needful there, 
kthey Were more thas shey-can. commend, 


Enter Count Roffition. 
| “Ber, They-cannorbeteo fweete for the Kingstart- 
nelle, beexe’s his Lordfhip now. Hownow my Lord, 
Hfnot after midnight? 
| Se. Thave tonight difpatch'd-fixteene bufineffes, a 
‘Moneths length a peece, by an-abftract of fucceffe: 1 
due congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his 
| rita butied a-wife, mourn! d for! de pwrit to my La- 
e Mother, Tam returning, ente.tain’d my Convoy, & 
betvreenestiefemaine parcelaotdifpatch,: affected ma- 
TY Dicer needs thela@ wasthe greateft,bucthar have 
Not ended ver, wests 
Gop, 1Eche bufinelle bee of any. difficulty, and this 
Memning your depattureheace, it requises-balt.of your 





ANN Pellehavend Wolk 


- tahearpefiaheseafiers-butthall wehauc 
pre sig a Epon « Gomes! bring. 


-double-meaning Prophelittis ooo sStvo sf 
| GapBlPs Tiaodemh bentoetikiiichessiighe 


| pore gallant knaue. 


pan purres:{o lang, How does he carty himn(eife? 
| i) 
| ftockes carrichim. Butto anfwer you as you wouldbe 
 vadarftoed, hea.weepes likearwenehthathiadMied her 4 
| milke,-he hath confelthimfelfete,4far 
{uppofesto beaPriar, ff che, timeofhis remembrance & 
- tothis very-inflancdifaiter.of-his fetting veh Rockes::i 
_ and whatthinkeyouhe hathconfelt?v. 9 a 


| to his face, if yourLord{hippe be in’e, astbelecue you 
are, you muft hauethepatiencetobearein. - cf 


» oftmes hufh; huts. 


' witheut-eme. S30 


Ifye pinch melike a Pafty 


bids you enfwer towhat | fhaliaske you:outiofa Note. | 


isftrong.. What fay youcorhan®: 
feruiceable : the troopes are all {cactaredyand:the Com- | 


manders:verie poore rogues, 
credit, amcbassl hope todiue, 


| way you will; all’soneto: him. 


Parrolles thegallant milivasift, chatwas hisowne phrafe 
hat had the whole theosicke- of warremthe knot ofhis 
fearfe, andthe pradtile imelte chapeof his dagger. 

his {word:cleane, nor-belzeuehecan haue-eustic thing} 
in him, by wearing his apparrell neatly. | 


or thereabouts ferdowne, for lle:fpeakewruth. 

delivers it. 

Rogues are maruailous 
5 


foot. What fay youtothar?® . 
houre, I will tell true, Lecmefee, Speréoa hundred gz | 


, 


247 


Het I meanothebubinelisianenendsd; as fearing. | 
this dialogue. 












dileyhacs, deesin’d meey likes’ ; 


Ber, No matter, hishecleshatedéferit'd ity ity yfir- | 
w Lhane cold: your: Lordthip alicadie, as Dhe db 


an tA 


Ber, Nothing ofime,ha’sa2 >>. - H 
Cap.E. His confefiion istaken, and it thall beereed: 


Sy odeopenree. s 


Enten Paroles wish bis: Interpreters. IT: 
Ber. A plague vpon him,muffeldshecan faynothing 


C#p.G. Hoodman comes: Portotartaro{fa. 
Tater. Hecallesfor the 


i 


tarcures, what willyou fay | 


Per. Twill confeffe what know without conftraint, 
, Lan fay nomore. 2 

Lut. Bosko(himureho, : 

Cap». Bablibindo, chissrmsercas. 

Int. You area mercifull Generall : @Oun:Generall:} 

Pur, Aoduwuly,as Lhopetolive., . : 

dur Fir demand,of him, how many harfethe Duke’} 


Par. Fiue or fixe thoufand, but very weake and vine! 


‘2 
9 


Ypon mytepuration and 
var ibs ft 


dnt. Shall I fec downe your anfwer fo ges f 


Par, Do, Vietake the Sacramenvon'tjhow& which 


Ber. Whata paft-faningflaucisthis®: | 11) 
Cap.G. Y’are decciu’d my Lord, thisis Mounfeur | 


CuapiE,.1 willncucneruft amamagaine, for keeping: 

; } 

Int. Wellythac’s feqdowne. : 

Par, Fineorfixthoufandhorfe I fed, dwilhfayeeue, | 
4 


Cap.G. He's veryneerethe enuchinthiss: 
Ber. Burl combim nothankesfor cinche naturebe: 
Par. Poore rogues, I pray you fay aS 
dnt. Well,that'sfeedownes At we 

Par. 1 humbly thanke you fir, a truchisia truth, the 


poore Ale 
ver. Demaund of him of whasftrengeh theyarea 
By my trethfir,: if f were todinethis prefent 


Par. 


- fiftie, | 


frre. 




















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































_  CapiG." Nothing, but let him haue thankés, Demand 
of him my condition ’s-and what credite'l’ haue with the 
Duke. jouy Bea os ft ait Ovi. inir: BX QAP: 
* dat. Well that’s femdowne : you thall demaund of 
‘him, whether one Capraine'D aseaine beei'tly Campe, # 
Frenchman z what his repucation is with the Duke, what 
his valour, honeftivyand ex pertneffe in warres : or whe- 
ther he thinkes inwere not’ poffible. with’ well-waighing 
fummes of gold to corrupthim tora rnelt. What fay you 
to this? What do you know'of it? oo 

4 Par. Tbefcech you ler me anfwer to the particular of 
the intergatories. ‘Denrarnd them, fingly. 

| Jat, Doyou know this Captaine Dumuaine ? 

| Par. T know him,awasia Botchers Prentizein Paris, 


SIV TTP} 


from whencehc.was. whipt for getting the Shricues foo! | 


with childe, adumbe innocent that could not fay’ him 
May. WLS 2 On ET : 


know his braines are forfeite to the next tilethatfals. > « 
| Tap. Wellyis this Captaine in the Duke of Florences 
campe? 52: ei meaty ie Ss oHiL9 
| Par. Vponmy knowledge heis, and lowfie. 
Cay.G. Nay looke not fovpon me : we fhail heare of 
your Lordanon. 
| Lat. Whacis his reputation with the Duke ? 
Par, The Duke knowes him for-no other, bur a poore 


Officer of mine, andwrit to mee this other day, to ‘tarne | 


himouta’th band, Ichinke'l haue his Letter in my poc- 
‘ket. : 
p det. Marry we'll fearch: ©: 
| ' Par.In good fadneife Ido not know, either it is there, 
or itis ypon a file with the Dukes other’ Letters, in my 
‘Tent. FO: IWS WSy< se ag 

. Unt. Heere’tis, heere’s a paper,fhall Preade it to you? 

Par. I donot know ifirbe it or no, 
Ber. Our Interpreter do’s it-well, 
| Cap. Ge Excellendy.: 2 ss > ee 
| = dnt. Dian,the Counts afoole,and full of gold. 
Par, Thatisnorthe Dukes letter fir : that isan af 

uertifement toa proper maide in Florence, one Diana,to 
takeheede of the allurement of cne Count Roffillion, a 


foolith idle boy: but for all that very ruttifh, I pray you 


fir put it vp againe. ©) mos 
Zat. Nay, Ile reade it firftby-your favour. 

_ Par. My-meaning in’c Tproveft was very honeft inthe 
‘Pbehalfe ofthe maid’: for 1 knewthe young Count to bea 
| dangerous and fafciuious boy; whoisa whaleto Virgi- 

nity, and-deuours vp all the fryitfinds. | 
Ber. Damnable both- fides togue. 


Int Let, When be fweares oathes,bid hina drop gold, and 
gilt Stns sealeaty tube SF ris 
After he foores, be neuer payesthefeore: 
Halfe won is match well nade match and wellmake ity 
He nere payes after. debts, takeit before, 
| Aud fay afeutdier (Dian) told thee thes: 
Men aveto mellwith, boyes arenot to kis. 


; x Ber. Nay, by yourlewe hold your hands) though | | 


For count of this, the Connts a Feole I know by ie 0a 
Whopayes before, but not whew he does owe it. ‘ay 
a Thine ashe yow’d to thee inthine care,’ 
& et8l20 207t5 qitlw sit 90s Dangle gts 2 pir rah 
Ber. He fhall be whipt through the Armie with this 
rime in’s forehead. ae 
Cap.E. This is your devoted friend fir, the manifold 
Linguift, andthe army-potent fouldier. ~~ 
Ber. \ could endure any thing before but a Car, and| 
nowhe’saCattome, . = 20 be . 
“dnt. Yperceiue fir by your Generals lookes, wee fhall 
befaine to hang you. as 

Par, My lite fir in any cafe: Not thatI-am afraideto| 
dye, but that my offences beeing many, I would repent 
outthe remainder of Nature, Let me liue firina dunge- 
on, i’th ftockes,or any where, fo I may liue, 1 

Int, Wee'le fee whatmay bee done , fo you confeffe| . 
freely : therefore once more to this Captaine Dumaine: 
youbaue anfwer'd to his reputation with the Duke, and 
to his valour. What is his honeftie ? 

Par. Hewill fteale firan Egge out of a Cloifter : for| 
rapes and rauifhments he paralels Neffus. Hee profeffes 
not keeping of oaths, in breaking em he is ftronger then] 
Hercules.’ He will lye fir, with fuch volubilitie,that you 
would thinke truth were a foole : drunkennefie is his bet 
vertue, for he will be fwine-drunke, and in his fleepe he 
dees littleharme, {aueto his bed-cloathes about him: 
but they know his conditions, and lay himin ftraw, I 
haue’but little more to fay fir of his honefty, he ha’s eue- 
rie thing that an honeft man fhould not haue; what an 
honeft man fhould haue, he has nothing. 

Cap.G. 1 beginto loue him for this. 

Ber, For this defcription'of thine honeftie ? A pox 
vpon him for me, he’s more and more a Cat. 

‘Int. What fay youto hisexpertneffe in ware? 

“ Par. Faith fir, ha’s led the drumme before the Eng- 
lith Tragedians: to belye hins I will not, and more ofhis 
fouldierfhip I know not, except in that Country, he had 
the honour to be the Officer at a placethere called Afsle-| 
end, to inftruct fot the doubling of files, Iwould doe the 


~man what honour I can, but of this I am not certaine. 


Cap.G. He hath out-villain’d villanie fo farre,thar the 
raritie redeemes him, 

Ber. Apox onhim,he’saCat fill, 

Jnt. His qualities being at this poore price, I neede 
not to aske you, ifGold wilicorrupt himto revolt. 

Par, Sit, for a Cardceue he will fell che fee-fimpleof 
his faluation, the inheritance of it, and cut th’intaile from 
allremainders, and aperpetuall fuccefsion for it perpe> 
tually. 

Int. What's his Brother, the other Captain Dumain? 

Cap.€. Why do’s heaske him of me? 

Int. What's he? 

Par. Enea Crowa’th fameneft : not altogether fo 
great as the firftin goodneffe, but greater a great dealein 
euill, He excels his Brother fora coward, yet his Brother 
is reputed one ofthe bef thatis. Inaretreate hee out- 
runnes any Lackey; marrie in comming on, hee ha’s the 
Crampe. 

Int. If your life be faued,will you vadertake to betty 
the Florentine. sie 

Par. 1, andthe Captaine of his horfe,Count Roffilion. 

Int, Tle whifper with the Generall, ‘and knowe his 
pleafure. P \ eee Ma 

Par, leno more drumming, a plague of all drummes, 
onely to feeme to deferue well,and to beguile the {upp | 


ficion 
¥ 





Alls Well, thar Ends Well. 


¢,or let me fee my death. 
| Int, That fhall you, and take your Jeaue of all your 
‘Jfriends; ; 
$o, looke about you, know you any heere ? 

Count Good morrow noble Captaine. 

LE. God blefle you Captaine Paroles. 
Cap.G.,. God {auc you noble Captaine, 
| Loz. Captain, what greeting will youto my Lord 
|Lafew? Lam for Frawce, 

Cap.G. Good Captaine will you giue mea Copy of 
the fonnet you Writ to Diana in behalfe of the Count 
Rofition, and I were not a verie Coward, I'de compel 
itof you, but far you well. Exennt. 
_ In. You arevndone Captaineall but your f{catfe, 
that hasa knot on’t yet. 

Par, Who cannot be crufh’d with a plot ? 

Inter. If you could finde outa Countrie wherebut 

{women were that had receiued fo much thame, you 
might begin an impudent Nation. Fareyee well fir, I 
amfor France too, we fhall {peake of youthere. Exit 

| _ Par, Yecand chankfull ; ifmy heart were great 
Twould burft at this : Captaine Ile benomore, 
But I will eace, and drinke, and fleepeas foft 
AsCaptaine fhall. Simply the thing I am 
Shall make me liue: who knowes himfelfe.a braggart 

‘| Lethim feare this ; for it will come to paffe, 

» | That euery braggart fhail be found an Affe. 

‘| Ruft{word, coole blufhes, and Parrolles liue 

‘{Safeft in fhame : being fool'd, by fool’rie thrives 

{ There's place and meanes for euery man aliue. 

‘Tleafter them. ¥ Exit. 


Enter Hellen, widdow,and Diana. 


Hel, That you may well perceiue I haue not 
wrong’d you, 
One of the greateft in the Chriftian world 
Shall be my furetie : for whofe throne ’tis needfull 
Brel can perfe& mine intents, to kneele. 
Timewas, I did him a defired office 
tere almoft.as his life, which gratitude 
_|Thtough fintie Tartars bofome would peepe forth, 
And anfwet thankes, I duly am inform’d, 
isgrace is at 2arcehe, to which place 
¢haue conuenient conuoy : you mult know 
‘| Tam fuppofed dead, the Army breaking, 
My husband hies him home, where heauen ayding, 
And mie leaue of my good Lord the King, 
| Weel be before ovr welcome. 
Wid. Gentle Madam, 
Youneuer had a feruant to whofe truft 
Our bufines was more welcome, 
Hel, Nor your Miftris | 
Euer a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour 
®tecompence your lone: Doubenot but heauen 


Ha brought me vp tob 
; Pp to be your daughters dower,! 
Asit hath fated her to be 1 ; 


And helper toahusband, But O Atrangemen, 


Thaccan fuch fweet vfe make of what they hate, 
When fawcie trufting ef the cofin’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night, foluft doth play 
With what it loathes, for that which is away, 
Bur mere of this heereafter : you Diawa, 
Vader my poere inftrudtions yet mutt fuffer 
Something in my behalfe, 

Dia. Let death and honeftie 
Go with your impofitions, 1am yours 
Vpon your will to fuffer, 

Hel, YerI pray you: 
Put with the word the time will bring on fummer, 
When Briars fhall haueleaues as well as thornes, 
And beas {weet as fharpe: we muft away, 
Our Wagon is prepar’d, and time reuiues v3; 4 
All’s well chatends well; ftillthe fines the Crowne ae 
What ere the courfe, theend is the renowne, . Exennt 


t 


Enter Clowne, old Lady, and Lafew. af 

Laf. No, no, no, your fonne was mifled with a fhipe |’ 

taffata fellow there, whofe villanous faffron wold haue ys 
made all the vnbak’d and dowy youth of anation in his | 
colour : your daughter-in-law had beene alive at this | 

houre, and your fonne heere at home, ‘more. aduanc 4 

_ by the King, then by chat red-tail’d humble Bee I {peak 

Ms 7 - 


La. T would] had not knowne him, ic was the death 
of the moftvertuous gentlewotnan, that ever Nature 
had praifufor creating. Ifthe had pertaken of my fleth 
and coft mee the deereft groanes of a mother, I could 
not haue owed her a more rooted loue,: 

Laf. Twasa good Lady, ’twasa good Lady. Wee 
may picke a thoufand fallets ere wee light on fuch ano- 
ther hearbe, 

Clo, Indeed fir fhe was the fweete Margerom of the 
fallet, or rather the hearbe of grace, 

Lef. They arenot hearbes you knaue,they are nofe- 
hearbes, 

Clowns. Lamno great Nabuchaduexay fix, I have not 
much skill in grace. 

Lef. Whether doeft thon profeffe thy felfe, aknaue 
ora foole? 

Clo. A foole fir at awomans feruice, and a knaue at a 
mans, 

Laf. Your diftin&tion, 

Clo. I would coufen the man of his wife, and do his 
{oguice. 

Laf. Soyou were a knaue at his feruice indeed. 

Clo. And I would giue his wife my bauble fir to doe 
her feruice, 

Laf. Twillfubfcribeforthee, thouart both knaue 
and foole. : 

Clo. At your feruice, 

Laf, No,no,no. (Bhi 

Clo. Why fir, ifT cannot ferue you, I can ferue as 
great a prince as you are, 

Laf. Whofe that,a Frenchman? 

Clo. Faith fira has an Englith maine, but his fifno« 
mieis more hotter in France then theres Ls Thal 

Laf. What prince is that? oly 

Cio, The blacke prince fir, alias the prince of darke- } 
nefle, alias the diuell. Ts SUF 

Laf.Hold thee there’s my purfe, I giuethee not this 
tofuggeft thee from thy mafter thou talk’toff, ferue 
him ftill, 

Clyw 





















































end Wal? 
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Wes Well tbat : 


eA clus Ow intus. 9900. 

bilitie remaine in’s Court) Lam for the houfe with the Hwert 20 e ei 9798 
narrow gate,which I take to be too little for! pompeto 
enter :fome that-humble.chemfelues:may}-burthe ma- 
_nie will be too’chill and tender, and theylebee for the 

flowrie way that leads tothe broad gate,-andthe great. 
fire. 2itt3 2D i 
Laf. Go thy waies, Ibegin to bee-a wearie of thee, 
Mand I tell thee fo before, becaufel wouldnotfall our ¢ 
faith thee. Gothy wayes, let my horfes be wel look’d 
too,withoutany trickes..¥) ° ove od] ck 
Clo. Af put any trickess vpon em fir, they'fhal! bee 
‘Jades trickes, which aretheir owneright by thelaw of 


i 
‘Nature. ev 2 exit 


)  Lafi Afhrewd knaue aidan vnheppie:*” 
- ebady.Soais. My Lord that’s gone made himfelfe 
imuch fport out ofhim, by his authoritie hee remaines 
*heere, which he thinkes is a/pattent forhis fawcineffe, 
and indéede he has no pace; butrunnes where he will, 
_. Laf. Vike lim well, ’tisnot amiffe:andI was about 
to tell you; finceI heard of the good Ladies death, and 
_ that my Lord your fonne was vpon his returne home. I 
moued the King my mafter to {peake in the behalfe of 
my daughter} which in the minoritie ofthem both, his 
Maicftie out of a felfe-gracious remembrance did fir 
propofe, hisHighnefle hath promis’d me to doeit, and 
to ftoppe vp the difpleafureske hath conceiued againft 
your fonne, thereis no fitter matter. Howdo’s your 
Ladythiplike it? gn70 3 jt 
La. With veriemuch content my Lord, and I wifh 
it happily effected. j | | 
Laf. His Highneffe comes poft from ALarcellus of as 
able bodie as when he number’d thirty, a will be heere 
+o inorrow, or Tam deceiu’di by him that in fuch intel- 
ligence hath feldome fail'd. 
“La: Irreioyces me, that I hope I {hall fee him ere] 
die. Ihaue letters that my fonne will be heere to night: 
| Lhhall befeech your Lordfhip to remaine with mee, till 
theymeetetogether. 
si obaf; Madani; Twasthinking with whatmanners I 
might fafely be admitted. bs 
« yaad. -Youneede but pleade your honourable priui- 
c. 
ar Ladie, of chat [ haue madea bold: charter, but 
Ithanke my God; it holds yet. . 





Enter Hellen, Widdow, and Diana, with 
two Attendants. pie 
Hel. But this exceeding pofting dayand night 
_ Muft wear your fpirits low, we cannot helpeit: 
But fince you haue made the daies and nightsas one 
To weare your gentle limbes in my affayres, . 
Be bold you do fo grow in my requitall, 
Asnothing cafivnroote you, In happie time, 
Enter a gentle Aftringer, 3 
This man may helpe me to his Maiefties care, 
Ifhe would {pend his power. God faue you fir, 
Gent. And you. 
Hel. Sir,I haue feene you in the Court of France. 
‘Gent. [have beenefometimesthere, 
Hel. T do prefume fir, that you are not falne 
From the report that goes vpon your goodneffe, 
And therefore goaded with inet (hace occafions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put youto, 
The vfe of your owne vertues, for the which 
1 fhall continue thankefull, | 
Gent. What's your will? 
Hel, That it will pleafe you 
To give this poore petition to the King, j 
And ayde me with that ftore of power you haue 
To come into his prefence, 
Gen. The Kingsnot heere. 
Hel. Nothcere fir? 
Gen, Notindeed, 
He hetice remou’d laft night, and with more hatt 
Then is his vfe. : 
Wid. Lord how we loofe otir paines, 
Hel. All’s well that ends well yet, 
Though time feeme fo aduerfe, and meanes vnfit: 
I do befeech you, whither is he gone? 
Gent. Marrie as I take it po Rofisiox, 
Whither Iam going. 
Hel. Idobeteech you fir, 
Since you are like to fee the King before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 
Which] prefume thall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thanke your paines for it, 
I will come after you with what good {peede 
Our meanes will make vs meanes, 
Gent. This Ile do forgou. . 
Hel. And you fhall finde your felfe to be well thankt 


what e're falles more. We mutt to horfe againe, Go, go, 
prouide. . 
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Enter Clowxe. 




















3} Gusg : 

“Cle. OMadam, yonders my Lord your fonne with 

| a patchofvelueton’s face whether there bee a {car vn- 

| der’t or no,the Weluet knowes, but’tisa goodly patch 

1 of Veluet, his left cheeke isa cheeke oftwo pile anda 

halfe, but his right cheeke is worne bare, 

-» Laf. Afdarre nobly got, 

Or ancble fcarre, is a good liu’rie of honor, 

1 So belikeis that. ‘5 

_oufle.: Bucit is your carbinade’d face. 
Laf. Let vs gosee 3s) 93087" 

our fonne J pray you, Iléng'totalke 





Enter (lovwne and Parroles. 
Par, Good Mt Lawateh giue my Lord Lafew thislet-| 
ter, I haue ere now fir beene better knowneto youywhen 
I haueheld familiaritie with frefher cloathes ; butJam 
now fir muddied in fortunes mood, and f{mell fomewhat 
firong of her ftrong difpleafure. , 2) hast a 
Clo, Truely, Fortunes difpleafure is but fluttith ifit 
{nell fo ftrongly as thou fpeak’ft of: 1 will hencefoorth 
eatenoFifh of Fortunes buce’ring.. Pre thee alow the 














With theyong noble fouldiere :: winde. wit ea ‘ 
epithe -Baich there’sa dozen.ofem, with ‘delicate Par. Nay you neede not to ftop your riofe fir: I fpake 
fide hats; and nok courteous feathers, which bow'the | but by a Metaphor. Race : 


: : ‘ : yi) Oy Yai Twill op 
| head. and Nodateucrieman: |. Cle. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ftinke,, 1 will 

jew iad fi my nofe, or againft any mans Metaphor. Prethe get Phe 
further. oe ges ees scel exon 





UE xeunt 























































All's 
er eee ea ° re 3 ~ > 
, Pray you fir deliver me this papers’ >: 
ey Fore prethee ftand away: 2 paper fromfortunes 
dJofe-ftoole, to giue'toa Noblemian. Lookeheere he 
| comes himfel oa e535 d room! is 










































Enter Lafom. 


Clo. Heete is a:purre of Fortunes fir, or of Fortnties 
Cuz, burnot 4 Mafcat, thatha’s falne into the vncleane 
f(h.pond of her difpleafure, and as he fayesis muddied 
withall, Pray youfir, vfe the Carpe as youmay, forhe 
iookes like a poore decayed, ingenious, foolifh, rafcally 
nae, 1doe pittie his diftreffe in my {miles of comfort, 
ind Jeane him to your Lerdfhip.. ss en, 

Par, My Lord Lam aman whom fortune hath cruel- 
Wy{eratch'de 5 oe) 
 Lef, And what would you haueme to doe? "Tis too 
ltetopaire hernailes now. Whereimhaue you played 
the knaue with fortune that fhe fhould fcratch you, who 
ofher felfe isa good Lady, * and would norhaue knaues 
thrive long vnder ? There’sa Cardecue for you: Letthe 
luftices make you and fortune friends ; Jam for other 
bufineffe. 

Par, Ubefeech your honotr to heare mee one fingle 
word, 

lif. you begge a fingle peny more: Comeyou fhall 
hat, faue your wore. 
far, My name my good Lord is ParroHes. 

Léf. Youbegge more then word then, Cox my paf- 
fon, give me your hand : Haw. does your drumme? 

Par, Omy good Lord, you were the firftthac found 
mee, 

Laf, Was Linfooth?And I was the firft that loft chee. 

Par, It lies in you my Lord to bring mein fome grace 
for you did bring me out. 

af, Out ypon thee knaue, daeft thou put vpon mee 
ttonce both the office of God and the diuel: one brings 
theein grace, and the other brings thee out. The Kings 
comming I know by his Trumpets. Sirrahy inquire fure 
therafterme, Thad talke of you laft night, though you 
weafoole and a knaue, you fhalleate, gotoo, follow, 

Par, \praife God for you. 


Flowrifo. Exter King, old Lady, Lafew; the two Frensh 
Lords, with attentants. 
Kin, We lofta Iewell of her, and our efteeme 
asmade much poorer by it : but your fonne, 
Asmad in folly, lack'd the fence to how 
ge home, : 
av Tis pat my Liege, 
And Ibefeech oni Malefticee make it 
Naturall rebeliion , donei’th blade of youth, 
he oyle and fire, too ftrong for reafons force, 
t-Dearesityand burnes on. 
Kin, My honour’d Lady, 
| hané forgiten and forgocten all, 
cugimy reuenges were high bent vpon him,’ 
Andwatch’d the time to fhoote. 
i Léf. ThisI mutt fay, 
i frit Lbegge my pardon: the yong Lord 
te to his Maiefty his Mother, and his Ladie; 
ence of mighty note; but tohimfelfe 


aie greatelt wrong ofall, He lott awife;: 

hofe beauty did aftonith the furuey 
whale wordsall cares tooke captiuey 
erfeCion, hearts that {corn’dito ferue, 


OfticheR cies « 
Whofe deere P 





Well that ends Well 








ten ellos 2y!I 
Humbly cail’d: Mifttis, <r 
Kin, Praifing what isloft, bsssceck 
Makes the remembrance deere. Well, call him hither 
Weare reconcil’d, and the fictt view fhall kill rae: | 
Allrepetition : Let him noc aske our pardon, 
The nature ofhis great offence is dead, 
‘And deeper then obliuion, we de burie 
Thiincenfing reliques of it. Let him approach 
A ftranger, no offender ; andinforme kim 
‘So’tis our willbe fhould. >” 
Gent. { fhallmy Liege.’ 
Kin. Whatfayes he to yout daughter, 
‘Haue you {poke ? : 
Laf. Allthat heis, hath reference to your Highner. 
Kia, Then thall we baweamatch, I haueletters fent 
me, that fers him high in fame, mt 





| Enter Count Bevtrans, 

Lafi He lookes wellon’t. 

Kin, Tam nota day of feafon, 
For thou maift fee a fun-fhine, and shaile 
In meat once : But tothe brightefR beamey 
Diftradted clouds giue way, fo ftand thou forth, 
The rimeisfaireagaines » 

Ber. My highrepented blames 
Deere Soueraipne pardoiito ine. 

Kin. Allis whole, 9 

Not one word more of the confumed time, 
Ler’stake the inftant by the forward top 3 
For we are old, and on our quick’ft decrees 
Thinaudible, and noifelefiefoot oftime . ' 
Steales, ere we can effeétthem. You remember 
The daughter of thie Lord?” 

Ber. Admiringly my Liege, at fir 
I ftucke my choice'vpon her, ere my heart 
Durft make too bold a herauild of my tongue : 
Where the impreffion of mine eye enfizing, 
Contempt his fcornfull Perfpedtiue did lend me, 
Which warpcthe line, of euerie other fauour, 
Scorn’d a faire colour, or éxpreft it ftolne, 
Extended or contracted all ptopostions ° 
Toamoft hideous obie&. Thence it came, - 
That fhe whom all men prais’d, aid whom iny felfes 
Since I have loft, haue loud; was in miné eye 
The duft that did offend it: 

Kin. Wellexcus’di ‘ 
That thou didft loue her, ftrikes fome {cores away 
From the great compr ! but loue that comes too fate, 
Like a remotfefull pardon {lowly carried 
To the great fender, turnes 2 fowre offence, 
Crying, that’s good that’s gone : Our rath faults; 
Make triuiall price of ferious things we haue, 
Not knowing them, vntill we know their grave. 
Oft our difpleafures to our felués yninft, 
Deftroy our friends, and after weepe their duft: 
Our owne loue waking, cries to fee what’s don,e 
While fhamefill hate fleepes out the afternoone, 
Bethis fweec Helens knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for faire Afandlin, 
The miaine confents are had, and heere wee'l ftay 
To fee out widdowers fecond marriage day : 
Which better then the firft, O deere heauen bleffe, 
Or, ere they meete in me, O Nature ceffe.: | 

_Laf. Come on my fonne, in whom my houfes name 
Muft be digefted : giue a fauour from you 
To fparkle in the {pirits of my daughter, tee 
at 





































































































































































































































































The laft that ere I tooke hergaue at Goure, 
I {aw vpon her finger. .. ..),. eo ae 
Ber, Hers it wasnot,. 


King. Now pray youlet.me {ec it. For mine eye, 
While I was{peaking, oft.was faften’d too’t:: 
This Ring was mihe, and,whenJ gaue it Hellen, 

bad her ifher fortunes ever ftoode 


a RO 


eceffitied to helpe, thar by thistoken . : 
I would releeue her, Hadiyou.that craft toreaue her 
Of what fhould ftead her moft 2 

Ber. My;gtacious Soueraigne, : 

ow ercit pleafes youto.takeit fo, 
The ring wasneuer hers. , ~~) ~. 
' Old La. Sonne,on my life 
I haue feene her weare jc, andefhereckon’d it 
Acher liues race. tis 
} Daf. Tam fure I faw her weare ir. 
| Ber, You aredeceiu’d my.Lord, fheneuer faw it : 
In Plorence was it froma cafement throwne mee, 
Wrap’d in a paper, which contain’d the name! 
Ofher that threw it ; Noble fhe was,and thought ; 
I ftoodingag’d . but when I had fubferb'd  - 
Tomine owne fortune, and inform’d her fully,. 
i could not anfwer in that courfe of Honour 

s fhe had made the ouerture, the ceaft 
i heauie fatisfagtion, and would neuer 
Receiue the Ring againe, 
| Kin, Platus hintelfe, 


That knowesthe ting and multiplying med’eine, 
Hath not in natures myfterie more f{cience, 
Then I have in this Ring. “Iwas mine, twas Helens, 
Whe euer gauc it you: then if you know 
That you are well. acquainted wich your felfe, 
onfefle ‘twas.hers, and by what rough enforcement 

You gotitfrom ber. She call’d theSaintsto furetie, 
That fhe would neuer put it from her finger, 
Voleffe the gaucit to your {elfe in bed, 
Where you haue neuer come: or fentit vs 
Vpon her great difafter. 

Ber. She neuer faw it. te 

Kin. Thou fpeak’flit falfely: as I loue mine Honor, 
And mak’ft conneéturall feares to come into me, 
Which I would faine fhut ou, ifitfhould proue 
That rhou art fo inhumane, ‘twill not proue fo’: 
And yet I know not, thou didfthate her deadly, 
And fhe is dead, which nothing but to clofe 
Her eyes my felfe, could win meto beleeue; 
More then to feethis Ring. Take him away, 
My fore-paft proofes, how ere. the matter fall 
Shall taze my feares of little vanitie,. | 
Hauing vainly fear'd too little, Away withhim, 
Wee'l fift thismatver further. 5. 

Ber, Ifyou fhallproue S58 
This Ring was euer hers, you fhallaseafie : 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in. Florence, 
Where yet fheneuer was. . 
; > Enter a Gentleman, 

King. [am wrap din difmall thinkings. 
_ Gen. Gracious Soucraigne, ' 
Whether I haue beenc too blame or no, I know not, 
Hicre’s.a. petition from a Florentine, 
Who hath for foure or fiueremoucs come fhort, 
Totender it her felfe. I vndertooke it, 


All sWeelae end Well 


That fhe may quickly come, By my oldibeatd;, oul 'Vanquith’d thereto by the faire grace arid fpeech i 
Wa cutie haire that's on’t, Helewthav'sdead: < oi | Ofthepsorefuppliant, whoby this Tknew > 
Was a {weet creature: fucha ting as this, - roads . ; 


‘| Isheereattending : her bufineffe lookes in her’ 


Yet you defireto marry, What woman’s that? 










With an importing vifage, and fhe told me 
-In a {weet verball breefe, ic did concerne 
Your Highneffe with herfelfé. >" 
A Letter. 
Upowibis many proteffations to marrie mee when his iy; wat 


o dead, I blufh to (ay it, he wonne me.Now is the Connt R 1) 


» fillion aWiddower , his vowes are forfested to mee, and ny 
honors payed tobiwm. — Hee ftole from Florence, taking ne 
lease,and I folow him to bis Conntrey for Inftice 
st me, O King, in you it beft les, otherwife a feducey fons 
rifles, and apoore Maid ts undone. 

> edd sau Diana Capiler, 
»_ Laf. Iwill buy mea fonne in Law ina faire,and toule 
for this. Ilenoneofhim. ” 

Ki. The heauens haue thought well onthee Lafew 
Tobring forth this difcoi’rie, feeke thefe futors : Fj 
Go fpeedily, and bring againe the Count. 

Enter Bertram. 
Tam a-featdthe life of Hellen(Ladie) 
Was fowly fnatchte. 

Old La. Now iuftice onthe doers. 

King, Twonder fir, fir, wiues are monfters to you, 

And that youflye them as youfweare them Lordhhip, 


Enter Widdow, Diana, and Parrolles. 
Dia. Lammy Lorda wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancient Capiler, 

My fuite as I do vnderftand you know, _ 

And therefore know how farre I may be pittied. 

Wid, { amher Mother fir, whofe age and honour 

Both fuffer vnder this complaint we bring, 

And both fhall ceafe, without: yourremedies ° wal 

+ Kiag, Come hether Count, do you know thefe Wo-| 

men? - 
Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will denie, 

But that I know them, do they charge me further ? 
Dia, Why do yculooke fo ftrange vpon your wife? 
Ler. She’s none of mine my Lord. i 
Dia. Vfyou fhall marrie 

You giue away this hand, and that is mine, 

You giue away heauens vowes, and thofe are mine: 

You giue away my felfe, whichis knowne mine: ° 

For I by vowam fo embodied yours, 

That the which marrfts you, muft marrieme, 

Either both or none, 

Laf. your reputation comes too fhort for my daugh- 
ter, you are no husband for her. 
Ber. My Lord, this isa fond and defp'rate creature, 


Whom fometime I haue laugh’d with: Ler your highnes | | 


Lay a more noble thought vpon mine honour, 
Then for to thinke that I would finkeitheere. 
Kis. Sir for my thoughts, youhaue themil co friend, 
Till your deeds gaine them fairer : proue your honor, 
Thenin my thought it lies. 
Dian. Good my Lord, 
Aske him ypon his oath, if hee do’s thinke 
He had not my virginity. 
Kia. What faift thou to her? 
Ber. She’s impudent my Lord, 
And was a common gamefter to the Campes 
Dia. He do’s me wrong my Lord : If] were {oy 


He might haue bought meat a common price. Do 





> Gran} 








Commoner athCampée " 


. 
pRI 5 





Ref. Whatof him: BMS 99 MOL 
Hesquoted for arnoft pe:fidious flaue 9 s\\o) 
With all the {pots a’th world, taxt and debofh’d, _ 
Whofe nature fickens : but to fpeake a truth, 
Am, or that or this for what hel vtter, 
That will {peake any thing. 
~ Kin, She hath that Ring of yours. 
| Ref, Ithinke the has; certaine it is Ilyk’d her, 
|Andboorded heri’th wanton way of youth: 
Sheknew her diftance, and did angle for mee, 
|Madding my eagerneffe with her reftraint, 
Asall impediments in fancies courfe 
Aremotiues of more fancie, and in fine, 
Herinfuite comming with her moderne grace, } 
Subdu’d me to her rate, fhe got the Ring, 
}AndThad that which any inferiour might 
| AtMarket price haue bought. 
| Dia. [muftbe patient: 
erane turn’d off a firft fo noble wife, 
{May iuftly dyetme. I pray you yet, 
(Since ie lacke rail will icafe a husband) 
{Send for your Ring, I will returne ithome, 
{And giueme mine againe. rine 
| Rof. Thaueit not. 
, Kin. What Ring was yours I pray you? 
Dian. Sir much like the fame vpon your finger. 
Kin, Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late. 
| Dia, And this was it] gauehim being a bed. 
Kin, The {tory then goes falfe,you threw it him 
Outofa Cafement, vy | 
Dia, Thaue {poke the truth, Sater Patelles. 
Ref, My Lord, I do confeffe the ring was hers. 
Kin, You boggle fhrewdly,euery feather ftarts you : 
{lsthis the man you {peake of ? iL 
Dia. I, my Lord. ae ; 
|, Aim Tellme firrah, but tell me true I charge you, 
Notfeating the difpleafureofyour maiter: =. ¢, 
hich on your iuft proceeding, Ile keepe off, & 
y him and by this woman heere, what know you? 








=> 










Monourable Gentleman . 
! Which Gentlemen haue, 

_ Kin, Come, come, to’th’purpofe : Did hee loue this 
tS Rindeide cited Saad dnd Me sobetsbnded chen 
Par. Faith fir he did loue her, but how. 

m™. How I pray you? 

Par. He did loue her fir,as a Gent. louesa Woman. 
Kin, How is that? 

ar. Helow’d her fir: and lou’d her not. 


Kin. As thou art a knaue and no knaue, what an equi- 


Trickes hee hath hadin him, 





__ Als Wellsthae Ends Wel 


uocall Companionis this? 


’ Jou Laf. Hee’sa good drumme my Lord, buta naughtie 


~ How could you giue it him ? 


._ | ‘Phough yet heneuer harm’d me, heere I quit him. 
“ol “He knowes himfelfe my bed he hath defil'd, 
‘Par, So pleafe your Maiefty, my mafter hath bin an 


_Andnowbeholdthemeaning. 








(253 | 


Par. Lama poore man, and at your Maiefties com- 
mand. a1 P 







Orator. 0 | 
Diaz. Do youknowhe promift memarriage? — 
Par, Faith know more then lle fpeake, 
Kin, But wilt thou not fpeake all thou know’ft ? 
Par. Yes fopleafe your Maiefty : I did goe'berweene 
‘them as I faid, but more then that he loued her, for in- 
deede he was madde for her, and talkt of Sathan, and of 
Limbo; and of Furies, and I know not what :yet Twas in 
that credit with them at that time, that I knéwe of their 
going to bed, and of other motions, as promifing her 
marriage, and things which Would deripe mee ill will to. 
{peake of, therefore T-will not fpeake whatT know. 
Kin. Thowhaft {poken all alreadie, ynlefle thou canft | 
fay they-are matied, but thou arc too fine in thy evidence 
therefore ftand afide, This Ring you fay was yours, : 
Dia. Imy good Lord, 
Kin. Where did you buy it? Or who gaueit you# 
Dia, It was not giuen me, nor | did not buy it, 
Kia, Who lent it you? eres 
Dia. It was not lent me neither. 
Kin, Where did youfinde it then? 
Dia. Jfound it not. 
Kin. Ifit were yours by none of all thefe wayes, 


























~ Dia, Ineuer gaue it him, 5 
.. Laf, This womans an eafie gloue my Lord, fhe goes 
off and on at pleafure. : 
Kin. This Ring was mine, I gave it his firft wife, 
Dia. Itmight be yours or hers for ought I know. 
Kia. Take her away, Ido not like her now, 
To prifon with her : andaway with him, 
Voleffe thou telft me where thou hadft this Ring, 
Thou dieft within this houre. 
Dia. Leneuvertell you. 
_. Kin, Take her away. 
Dia. Ie putin baile myliedge. 
Kin, Ithinke thee now fome common Cuftomer, 
Dia. By Toue ifeuer | knew man ’twas you. 
. King. Wherefore haft thou accufde him al this while, 
Dia. Becaule he’s guiltie, and heisnot guilty : 
He knowes Tamno Maid, and hee’l {weare too’: 
Tle fwesre I am a Maid, and he knowes not, 
Great King lam no {trumpet, by my life, : 
Iam cicher Maid, or elfe this old mans wife. 
Kix. Shedoesabufe oureares,toprifonwithher, | 
_ Dia. Good mother fetch my bayle. Stay Royall fir, 
The Teweller that owes the Ring is fent for, | 
And hefhall furety me. But for this Lord, 
‘Wiiio hath abus’d meas he knowes himfelfe, 

























And at that time he got his wife with childe: 
Dead though fhe be, fhe feeles her yong one kicke : 
So there’s my riddle, one that’s dead is quicke, 






ACRE 






Enter Hellen and Wiadow. 






Kin. Is thereto exorcitt 
Beguiles the truer Office of mineeyes ? 
{s’treall that I fee 2 
Hel, Nomy good = 







Pi ne ot a 






































































































































































































































Hel. Ohmy good Lord, when I was like this. Maid, 
I found yeu wondrous kinde, there is your Ring, 
And looke you, heeres your Setter : this it fayes, 
When from my finger you can get this Ring, 
And is by me with childe, &c. This is done, - 
{| Will you be mine now you are doubly wonne? 

Rof: Iffhe my Liege canmake me know this clearly, 
Ile loue her dearely, euer, euer dearly. 

Heé. [fic appeare not plaine, and prove vntrue, 
Deadly diuorce ftep betweene me and you. . 
O my deere mother do I fee youliuing ? 

Laf. Mine eyes {mell Onions, I fhall weepe anon: 
Good Tom Drummie lend me a handkercher. » 
SoI thanke thee, waite on me home, Ile make {port with 
thee: Let thy curtfies alone, they are {curuy ones. 


King Let vs from point to point this {torie know. | 

To make theeuen truthinpleafureflowi:; .  ” 

Ifthou beet yeta freflivncropped flower,” — 

Choofe thou thy husband,and Ile pay thy dower, 

For Ican gueffe, that by thy honeft ayde, 

Thou keprit a wife her felfe, chy felfe aMaide. 

Of that and all the progteffe more and leffe, 

Refolduedly more leafure.fhall expreffe: » 

All yet feemes well, and ifit end fo meete, 

The bitter paft, more welcome is the fweer. 
Flowrifb. 


"FS Kings a Begger, wow the Play is done, 

Al is well ended, ifthis (uste be wonne, 

That youexpreffe Content : which we willpay, 

With firift to pleafe yor, day exceeding day : 

Ours be your patience then, axd yours our parts, 

Your gentle hands lend vs, and take our beavts.Exeunt om, 
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TwelfeN ight, Orwhat you will 
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Asius Primus, Scena ‘Prima. 





Enter Orfino Duke of Illyria, Curio,and other 
Lords. 


eet 


Scena Secunda. 





Duke. 
EMuficke be the food of Loue, play on, 
Gine me exceffe of it: that furfetcing, 
The appetite may ficken, and fo dye. 
' That ftraine agen, it had a dying fall: 
Q,itcame ore my eare, like the {weet found 
That breathes vpon a banke of Vielets; 
Stealing, and giuing Odour. Enough, rio more, 
Tysnot {o fweet now, as it was before. 
Ofpirit of Loue, how quicke and frefh artthou, 
Thatnorwithftanding thy capacitie, 
Receiueth as the Sea. Nought enters there, 
Ofwhat validity,and pitch fo ere, 
But folles inco abarement, and low price 
Eueninaminure ; {0 full of fhapes is fancie, 
Thatit alone, is bigh fancatticall.: 
Cx, Will you go bunt my Lord? 
Du, What Curio? 
Cu, The Hart. 
Du. Why fo ldo, the Nobleft hat I haue: 
Owhenmine eyes did fee Oliaia firft, 
Methought fhe purg’d the ayre of peftilence ; 
Thatinftant was I curn’d into a Hart, 
And my defies like fell and cruel! hounds, 
Erefince purfue me. How now what newes from her ? 


Enter Viola, a Captaine,and Saylors. 


Vio. What Country (Friends) is this ? 
Cap. This is Illyria Ladie. 
Vio, And what fhould I do in Illyria? 

My brother he is in Blizium, 

Perchance he isnot drown’d : What thinke you faylors ? 
Cap. Itis perchance that you your felfe were faved. 
Vio.O my poore brother,and {o perchance may he be. 
Cap. True Madam, and to comfort you with chance, 

Affure your felfe, after our fhip did {plit, 

When you, and thofe poore number faued with you, 

Hung on our driving boate: I faw your brother 

Moft prouidentin perill, binde himfelfe, 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the practife) 

Toa fttong Mafte, that liu’d vpon the fea : 

Where like Orion on tlie Dolphines backe, 

1 (aw him hold acquaintance with the waues, 

So long as I could fee. 

Vie. For faying fo, there’s Gold: 

Mine owne efcape vnfoldeth to my hope, 

Wheretothy fpeech ferues for authoritie 

The like ofhim. Know’ ft thou this Countrey ? 

(ap. | Madam well, for L was bred and borne 

Noc three houres trauaile from this very place: 

Vio. Who gouernes heere? 

Cap. Anoble Duke in nature, as inname, 

Vio. What ishisname? 

Cap. Orfino. t 

Vio, Orfina : Thaue heard my father name him, 

He was a Batchellor then. 

Cap. And fo is now, or was fovery late = 

For buta month ago I went from hence, 

And then ‘twas frefh in murmure (as youknow 

What great ones do, the leffe will pratéle of;) 

That he did feeke the loue of faire Olinia. 

Vio. What's fhee ? 

Cap. A-vertuous maid, the daughter of a Count 

That dide fome tweluemonth fince, then leauing her, 

In the proteétion ofhis fonne, her brother, 

Who fhortly alfo dide: for whofe deere loue 

(They fay) fhe hath abiur’d the fight 

And company of men. 

Vio O that I feru’d that Lady, 

And might not be delivered os the world 

oh 


























Enter Valentines 
Val. Sopleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
Butftom her handmaid do returne this an{wer: 
The Element it felfe, till feuen yeares heate, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view : 
Bitlikea Cloyftreffe fhe will vailed walke, 
And water once a day her Chamber round 
| With eye-offending brine: all this to feafon 
Abrothers dead loue, which the would keepe frefh 
And lafting, in her fad remembrance. 
Dw. O the that hath a heart of that fine frame 
Topay this debt of loue but to a brother, 
How will the loue, when the rich golden fhaft 
Hath killd the locke of all affeétions elfe 
That liveinher. When Liner, Braine, nd Heart, 
Thefe foueraigrie thrones, are all {upply’d and fill’d 
| Her {weete perfections with one felfe king : 
Away before me, to {weet beds of Flowres, 


thoughts lye rich, when canopy’d with bowres. 
Exenut 
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<n IRS 
Till I had made mine owne occafion mellow 
What my eftate is. “ae ) 
Cap. That were hard to compaffe, 
Becanfe fhe will admit no kinde of fuite, 
No, not the Dukes, . 
Vio. There is a faire behauiour in thee Capraine, 
Andthough that nature, with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft clo fein pollution : yet of thee 
I will beleeue thou hafta minde that fuites 
Wich this thy faire and outward charraer. 
I prethee (and Ie pay theebounteoufly ) 
Conceale me what lam, and be my ayde, 
{For fuch difguife as haply thall become 
The forme of my intent. Ile ferue this Duke, 
Thou fhalt prefent meas an Eunuch to him, 
4 Ic may be worth thy paines : for I can fing, 
And (peake to him in many forts of Muficke, 
That will allow me very worth his feruice. 
What elfe may hap, to time I will commit, 
Onely fhape thou thy filence to my wit. 
Cap. Be youhis Eunuch,and your Mute Ile bee, 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 
Vio. Ithanke thee: Lead me on. Exeunt 













Scena Tertia, 





Enter Sir Toby, and Maria, 

Sir To. Whataplague meanes my Neece to take the 
death ofher brother thus? Iam fure care’s an enemieto 
life. 

Mar. By my troth fir Toby, you muft come in earlyer 


{to your ill houres, 

To. Why let her except, before excepted. 

Ma. 1, but you muft confine your felfe within the 

modeft limits of order, 
' To, Confine? Ile confine my felfe no finer then I am: 
{thefe cloathes are good enough to drinke in, andfo bee 
thefe boots too: and they be nor, let chem hang them- 
felues in their owne ftraps. 

Ma, That quaffing and drinking will vndoe you : I 
heard my Lady talke of it yefterday : and of a foolifh 
knight that you brought in one night here,to be hir woer 
| To, Who, Sit Andrew Agne-cheeke ? 

Ma, The, 

To. He’s astall aman as any’s in Illyria. 

Ma. What's that to th’purpofe ? 

Yo. Why he ha’s three thoufand ducatesa yeare, 

Ma. 1,buthee'l haue but a yeare in all thefe ducates : 
4 He’sa very foole, anda prodigall. 

To.Fie,that you'l fay fo : he playes o’th Viol-de-ga a= 
boys, and {peaks three or four languages word for word 
without booke,& hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Ma. He bath indeed, almoft natural] : for befides that 
the’s a foolc, he’s a great quarreller : and but that hee hath 
# the gift ofa Coward, to allay the gufthe hath in quarrel- 
ling, ‘tis thought among the prudent, he would quickely 
jhaue the gift of a graue. 

Tob.’ By this hand they are fcoundrels and fubftra- 
Gors that fay fo ofhim, Who are they ? 

Ada, They that adde moreour,hee’s drunke nightly 
in your company, 

“Jo, With drinking healths to my Neece: Ile drinke 


anights : your Cofin,my Lady, takes great exceptions | 


_ |p Parith top. What wench? Caftiliano vulge:for 


 Twelfe Night, or,W bat you will, 


toher as long asthereis a paffage in my throat wane! 
‘inDlyria : he’sa Couns a a Coy fill hit ee 
drinke to my Neece. till his braines turne o’th toe, lke 
Sit Andrew Agueface. hetecog 
yi ~ Enter Sir Andrew, : 
And. Sit Toby Belch. How now fir Teby Belch» | 
To. Sweet fir Andrew, 
Aud, Bieffe you faire Shrew. 
| Mar, And youtoo fir, 

Tob. Accoft Sir Andrew, accoft, 

And, What's that? 

To. My Neeces Chamber-maid, 

Ma.Good Miftris accoft,I defire better ac 

Ma. My nameis ALary fir. 

And. Good miftris AZary, accoft. 

To, Youmiftake knight: Accoft, is front her, boord 
her, woe her,affayle her, 

And, By my troth I would not yndertakeherin th 
company. Is thatthe meaning of Accoft? 

Ma. Far you well Gentlemen. 

To. And thou let part fo Sir Audrew, would thoy 
mighrft newer draw {word agen. 

Ani, And you part fo miftris, I would I might neuer 
draw {word agen : Faire Lady, doe youthinke you haue 
fooles in hand? 

Ma. Sir, Lhauenet youby’thhand, 

4x, Marry but you fhall haue, and heeres myhand, 

a. Now fir, thought is free : I pray you bring you 
handto’th Buttry barre, and letit drinke. 

An. Wherefore ({weet-heart? ) What’s your Meta 
phor? 

(Ma, It’s dry fix. . 

And. Why 1 thinke fo: IT amnot fach an affe, but] 
can keepe my hand dry. But whai’s your ieft ? 

Ma. A ary ieft Sir, 

And. Are you full of them? 

Ada.) Six, Lhaue them at my fingers ends: marty now 
I let go your hand,! ain barren, Exit Mari 

To, Oknight, thou lack’Ra cup of Canarie:when did 
I fee thee fo put dawne? 

e4n, Neuer in your life | thinke, vynleffeyou fee Ce 
natice purme downe: mee thinkes fometimes I haueno 
more wit then a Chriftian, or an ordinary man ha’s: but! 
am a great eater of beefe, and] beleeuethat does harm 
to my wit. 

To. No queftion, 

An. AndIthought that, Pde forfyeareit, Ie sit 
home to morrow fir Toby. 

To. Pur-qnay my deere knight? i 

An. What is purquey?Do,or not do? I would I ht 
beftowed that time in the tongues, that J haue in fencing 
dancing, and beare-bayting : O had 1 but followed the 
Arts, f 

Ta. Then hadft thou hadian excellent head of haire, 

An. Why,would that hauemended my haire? 

To. Patt queftion,for thou feeft it will not coolem 

An Butitbecoms we wel enough,doft not? (nature 

To. Excellent,ir hangs like flax ona diftatfet & 1 hop 
to {ee a hulwife take thee between her legs,& {pin ito. 

efn.Faith Ile home to merrow fir Toby,your niecem 
not be feene,or if he be it’s four to one, fhe none of met " 
the Connt himfelfe here hard by, wooes hers ° hi 

To. Shee’l none o’th Count, the'l nor-match aboue ht 
degree,neither in eftate,yeares,nor wit :J haue heardhe 
fweart. Tucthere’s life in’t man. Ani 


Quaintance 


ainda imtentncineneicdhnabeiinita Aidemmemenemer ncaa aaa 

















TwelfeD 
And, Te fay amoneth longer. I am‘a fellow o’th 
frangett mindei’th world: I delight in Maskes and Re- 
yelsfometimesaltogether, 

Jo. Att thou'good at thefe kicke-chawfes Knight ? 
And. As any manin Illyria, whatfoeuer he be, vnder 





af. : 
4 ee hat is thy excellenceina galliard, knight?’ 
nd, Faith, I can cut a caper. iat 
| To, Andi can curtheMutron toot, >” 

‘And. And Ithinke I haue the backe-tricke, fimply as 
rong as any man in Hlyria, ; 

To, Wherefore are thefe things hid ? Wherefore haue 
shefe gifts a Curcaine before’em ? Arethey liketo take 
dutt, like aniftris ALals picture? Why doft thou not goe 
toChurchin aGalliard, and come homeina Carranto ? 
Myverie walke fhould bea ligge : I would not fo much 
asmake water but in a Sinke-a-pace: What dooefttnou 
meane? Isit a world to hide vertues in ? I did thinke by 
theexcellent confticution of thy legge, it was form d yn- 
derthe farre of a Galliard. 

And, I, ‘tis Arong, and it does indifferent well ina 
dam'd colour'd ftocke. Shall we fit about fome Reuels ? 

To, What fhall we do elfe: were we not borne ynder 
Taurus? 

And, Taurus? That fides and heart. 

To. No fir, itis leggs'and thighes : let me fee thee ca- 
per. Ha, higher: ha,ha.excellent. Exeunt 









oe 





Scena Quarta. 
Enter Valentine, and Violain mans attire, 

Fal. Ifthe Duke continue thefe fauours towards you 
Cefario, youare Like to be much aduanc’d,he hath known 
you bucthree dayes, and already you areno ftranger. 

Ya, Youeither feare his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queftion the continuance of his loue. Is 
heinconftant fir, in his fauours. Cal, Nobeleeueme. 

Enter Duke, Curio,and eAttendants, 
Vio. Tthankeyou: heere comes the Count, 
Dike, Whofaw Cefario hoa? 
- Vio. On your attendance my Lord heere. 
Du. Stand you a-while aloofe.: Cefario;:» 
Thou knowft'no leffe, but all : Thane voclafp’d 
Tothee the booke euen of my fecret foule. 
Therefore good youth, addreffe thy gate vate her, 
enot deni‘de accefle, ftand-at her doores;: 
Andtell them, there thy fixed foot fhall-grow 
Til thou haue audience, a. 
Vio. Sure my Noble Lord, 
Ifthe be fo abandon’d to het forrow 
Asitis{poke,fheneuer,willadmitimess: | 

Du, Be clamorous;and.leape all ciuill bounds,’ 
ather theamake vnprofited returne, 91) rot 

Vio, Say Ido {peake with her (my Lord) whatthen? 
| D#. Othen, vnfold the pafsion of myloue, 
Swrprize her with difcourfe ofmy deere faiths 
all become thee well to act my woes : .° 
She will attend it better in thy youth, =» so%9// 

en'in 4 Nuntio’s of more-graue afpedts:| oe: 
Vio, Ithinkehot fo, my bord.) yin bo: 
| Dt. DecteLad,belecueics 
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thedegree of my betters, & yet i will not compare with. 


| 
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| you? 


‘ight, or; Whatvonwill, 


er a 


ia eaciaeeenienenctaed 
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Se 
For they fhall'yet belye thy happy yeeres; 9 5 
That fay thou art aman’: Diawas lip 9 0s 
Is not more {mooth, and rubious : thy fnall pipe" * 
Is as the maidens organ, fhrill, and found,*~ «+ 
And all is femblatiue a womans parr, 
I know thy conftellation is right ape 
For this affayre : fome foure or fiue'attend him; - 9 “°° 
Allifyou will; for I my felfeambeft 89 > 2" 
When leaft in companie : profper well in thig,\ © 
And thou fhalt line as freely asthy Lord,° 9" 
To call his fortunes thine. — if FUQY ORES 

Vio. Ne domy beft 
To woe your Lady : yet a barrefull {trifes "2" ey 
Who erel woe, my felfe would be his wifes)? Exestar.| 


Scena Quinta. 


4 me wei kh 5 io vee 


aly 









£95 













—_—— 


Enter Maria,and Clowne. oes: 
Ma, Nay, either tell me where thou haftbinjor 2 will: 
not open my lippes fo wide as a brifsle may enter,in way | 
of thy excufe : my Lady will hang thee for thy abfence, 
(7%, Let her hang me : hee that is well hang’dein this'| 
world, needs to feareno colours. FAAS 
Ma. Make that good. 
Clo, He shall {ee none to feare. age 3334 
Ma, A goodienton anfwer: Tcantell thee where ¥ |. 
faying was borne, of I fearenocolotits.. )!.)'~ a | 
Clo, Where good miftris Mary?” 
Ma. Inthe warrs,& that may you 
your foolerie. + EAT OB HAYR 0 Seb 
Clo, Well, God giue them wifedome that haueir: & 
thofe that are fooles, let themivfe their calents)°" © 18% 
Ma. Yet you will be hang’d for being'fatong abfent} 
orto beturn’d away: is not thar'as good asa hinging to 


i 


: be boldeto fay in 







Cle, Many a good hanging, preuentsa bad marriage’ | 
and for turning away, lec tummer beare'ittouts © 
Ma. Youare refoluce then? YO NO, 
Clo, Not foneyther, but fam refolu’d on two point 


seabed 


breake, your gaskins fall. A oF3QOR aHoge 
Cle. @ptin geod faith, very apt: wellgo thy way, “iff 
fir Toby would leaue drinking thou wert as ‘witty apicce | 


Ma, Peace you rogue, no moreo 





Ol. Takethe fooleaway. te f Mg 
Clo. Do younot heare fellowes take away the Ladie. | 
Ol. Gotoo, y'area dry foole : 1leno more of youzbe- 

fides you grow dif-honeft, 6 9) OS nent 
(lo, Two faults Madona,that drinke& good counfell 
wilamend: for giue the dry foole drink, thenis the foole 
not dy: bid the difhoneft man mend hianfelf,if he mend, 
he is no longer difhoneft; ifhee cannot, let the Borcher 
mend him : any thing that’smended,is but pacch’d:veértu } 
that cena is but patcht with finneyand fin that a- 
mends, isbut patcht with vertue. Ifthat this fimple 
Sillogifme willferue, fos if . willnot, vvhatremedy ? 
3 As 

































































































































































































































flower ; The Lady bad take.away the foole, therefore I 
fay againe, take her. away. 

Ol. Sit,I badthemtake away you. 

Clo, Mifprifionin che highettdegree, Lady, CucuHus 
non facit monachum : that’sas much to fay, as I weare not 
motley in my braine : good Aadoza, oie mee leaue to 
proucyou a foole. 

_ OL Can youdo it? 

Clo, Dexterioufly, good Madona. 

Ol. Make your proofs. 

Clo, I muft catechize you for it Madona, Good my 
! Moufcof vertue anfwer mee. 

Ol, Well fir; for want of ether idleneffe,ile bide your 

roofe, 

Clo, Good Madona, why mournft thou ? 
_ OL. Good foole, for iny brothers death. 
~ Cle, Ythinke his foule is in hell, Madona. 

Ol. I know his foule is in heauen, foole. 

- Clo. The more foole(Madguna) to mourne for your 
Brothers foules being in heauen. Take away the Foole, 
Gentlemen... ..., ‘ 

Ol, What thinke you of this foole AZaluolio, doth he 
notmend? 

Mal, Yes, and fhall do, till the pangs of death fhake 
him : Iofirmity that decaies the wife, doth euer make the 
better fcole. 

Clow, God fend you fir, afpeedie Infirmity, forthe 
better increafing y our folly; Sir Joby will be {worn that 
T am no Fox, but he wil not paffe his word for two pence 
that youarenoFoole. 

_ OL. How fay youtothat Malzolto? 

| Mal, I maruell your Ladyfhip takes delight in fuch 
a barren rafcall : I faw him put down the other day, with 
an ordinary foole, that hasnomore braine thena ftone. 
Looke you now, he’s out of his gard elready : vnies you 
laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is gag’d. I proveft 
Ttakethefe Wifemen, ctharcrow fo at thefe fet kinde of 
fooles, no berter then the fooles Zanies. . 

_ Ol, Oyouare ficke of felfe-loue Malnolio, and tafte 
with adiftemper'd appetite. Tobe generous, guitleffe, 
and of free difpofition, is totake thofe things for Bird- 
bolts, that you deeme Cannon bullets ; Thergis no flan- 
der in.an allow'd'foole, though he do nothing but rayle; 
nor. no rayling, ina kaowne difcreet man, though hee do 
nothing but reproue. 

--v¢Glos, Now Mercury indue chee with leafing, for thou 
Speak’ft well of fooles. 

: \ Enter Maria. 

: (Mar, Madam, there is at the gate, a young Gentle- 


‘man, much defires to {peake with you. 
-, Ol..Fromthe Count Orfino, is it? 
Ma Iknow-not (Madam) ’tis.a faire young man, and 
-well attended... . 
» Ol, Who of my people hold him in delay ¢. 
Ma. Sir Toby Madam, your kinf{man, 

Ol, Fetchhim off I pray you, he fpeakes nothing but 
madman: Fieon him. Go you Maluolio; fit be a fuic 
from the Count; Iam ficke, ornot at home. What you 
will, to dilmiffe ic. Exit Malno. 
Now you fee fir ,how your fooling growes old, & peo- 
plediflikeit. »: . 

Clo. Thou haft {poke for vs (Madona) as if thy eldeft 
fonne should bea foole : who fe fcull, Toue cramme with 
braines, for heere he comes. Ester Sir Toby. 

One of thy kin has amoft weake Pia-msater, 


gate Cofin ? 
Jo. AGentleman. — 
Ol. A Gentleman? What Gentlem 


__eB§6 Twelfe Night, or, What you will. 


Asthere is no true Cuckold but calamity, fo. beauties a Ol. By mine honor halfe drunke. What is he at the 


an? 


To, ’TisaGentlemanheere, A plague o’thefe Pickle 


herring: How now Sot. 
Clo. Good Sir Toby. 


OL. Cofin, Cofin, how haueyou come fo earely by 


this Lethargie? 


Te. Letcherie, I defie Letchery : there’s one at th 


gate. 
Ol. Imarry, what is he? 


To. Let him be the diuell and he will,I careno 


me faith fayI. Well, it’s all one, 


ne 


trgiue 
Exit 


Ol. What's adrunken man like, foole? 
Clo. Like adrown’d man, a foole, and a maddeman: 
One draught aboue heate, makes hima foole,the {econ 


maddes him, and a third drownes him. 


ol, Gothou and feeke the Crowner, and let him fite 
o’my Coz: forhe'sin thethird degree of drinke: hees 


drown’d : go looke after him. 


Clo. Heisbutmad yet Madona, andthe foole thal! 


looke to the madman. 
Enter Maluolio, 
™ Mal. Madam, yond young fellow 


f{weares hee will 


{peake with you. I toldhim you were ficke,he takes on 
him to vnderftand fo much,and therefore comes to {peak 
with you. Itold him you were afleepe, he feems to haue 
afore knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to 
{peake with you, Whatis to be faid to him Ladie, hee's 


fortified again@ any denialf. 
OL. Tell him, he thall not fpeake wi 


thme. 


Mal. Ha’s beene told fo: and hee fayes hee'l ftand at 
your doote like a Sheriffes poft, and be the {upporter to 


a bench, but hee'l {peake with you. 
Ol, What kinde o’man is he ? 
Mal, Why of mankinde. 

Ol: What manner of man? 


Mal, Of verie ill manner : hee’l {peake with you,wil 


yOu, Or no. 


Ol. Of what perfonage, and yeeres is he? 

Afal. Not yet old enough for aman,nor yong enough 
for a boy : as a fquath is beforetis a pefcod,ora Codling 
when tis almoftan Apples Tis with him in ftanding wa} 
ter, betweene boy and man. He is verie well-fauour d, 


and he fpeakes verie fhrewifhly : One 
mothers milke were fcarfe out of him. 


would thinke his 


ol. Let him approach: Call in my Gentlewomat. 
Mal. Gentlewoman,my Lady calles. Exit 


Enter Maria. 
Ol. Giue me my vaile : come throw 
Wee'l once more heare Orfines Embafhi 
Enter Violenta. 


itore my face, 
c, 


Vio. The honorable Ladie of the houfe, which isthe? 


Ol. Speake to me, I fhall anfwer for 


her: yout will. 


Vio, Mott radiant, exquifice,and ynmacchable be ; 
tie. I pray you tell me if this bee the Lady of the houte, 
for Ineuer fawher. I wouldbee loath tocaft away" 


fpeech : for befides that itis excellently 


well pend, have 


? . ° . ur 
taken great paines to conit. Good Beauties, let 
ftaineno fcorne; J am very comptible, eucnto the leat}, 


finifter vfage, - 
Ol. Whence cameyou fir? 


Vie. I can fay little more then haue fudied, & * 
qteition’s out ot my part. Good gentle ene, giuem 


modeft affurance, if you bethe Ladieo 


fthe houfe, thet] 






T wel) he 





“ay proceede in my {peech, 
WO Nie Got a Comedian ? 


hangs of malice, I fweare) I am not that I play.Are you 
the Ladie of the houfe¢ 
ol, Iff do not viurpe my felfe, I am. 


(elfe: for what is yours to beftowe, is, not yoursto re- 
(tue, But this isfrommy Commiffion : I willon with 
my fpeech in your praife, and then fhew you the heart of 


my meflage. 5a ; 
Ol, Come to what is important in’t : I forgiue you 


the praife.’ 

Vio. Alas, ltooke great paines to Audie it, and ‘tis 
Poeticall. | 

Ol. Iris the more like to be feigned, Ipray you keep 
itin. [heard you were fawcy at my gates,& allowd your 
approach rather to wonder at you, then to heare you. If 
jyoubenor mad, be gone : if you haue reafon, be breefe : 
isnot that time of Moone with me, tomake one in fo 
skippingadialogue, 

- Ma, Willyou hoyft faylefir,here lies your way. 

Vio, No good fwabber, Tam to hull here a little lon- 
gets Somemollification for your Giant, fweete Ladie ; 
tell me your minde, [am a meffenger. 

01, Sure you haue fome hiddeous matter to deliuer, 
when the curtefie of itis { fearefull. Speake your office, 

Vio. Italone concernes your eare: I bring no ouer- 
ture of warre, no taxation of homage; I hold the Olyffe 
inmy hand : my words are ag, full of peace,as matter. 

Ol. Yet you began rudely, Whatare you? 

What would you ? ‘i 

Vir, The rudeneffe thathath appear’d in mee, haue I 
learn’d from my entertainment. What Iam, and what I 
would, are as fecret as maiden-head: to your eares, Di- 
uinity; to any others, prophanation, 

Ol, Giue vsthe place alone, 

Wewillhearethis diuinitie. Now fir,what is your text? 

Vio. Moft {weer Ladie. 

Ol. A comfortable doatrine, and much may bee faide 
ofit. Where lies your Text? 

Vio, \n Orfinoes bofome. 

Ol. Inhis bofome? In what chapter of his bofome ? 

Vio, Toanfwer by the method in the firft of his hare, 

Ol, O, Thaue read it: it is herefie Hale you no more 
to {ay 2 . ra 

Vis, Good Madam, let me fee your face. 

Ol, Haue you any Commifsion from your Lord, to 

Negotiate with my face : you are now out of your Text: 
utwe will draw the Curtain, and fhew you the picture. 

as you fir, {uch a one I was this prefent : Ift not well 
eyes 

Vie. Excellently done, ifGed did all. 

Ol. Tisin graine fir, *twillendure winde and wea. 
er. 

, Vio. Tis beauty truly blent, whofe red and white, 

Natures owne fweer, and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell’ft thee aliue, 

“you willleade thefe gracestothe graue, 

Andleaue the world no copie. en 

| OL O fir,1 will not be to hard-heatted + 1 will giue 


\ 
4 


andeuery particle and ytenfile labell’d to my will: As, 
tem two lippes indifferent redde, Item two grey eyes, 
with lids to them: Irem,one riecke, one chin, & fo forth, 
Were you fence hither to praife me? Soe 


sAetpcae 


Night, or, What-yoo: will 
| But ifyou were the diuell, you are faire: 


Ya, No my profound heart ': and yet (by the verie | 


Vio, Moft certaine, if you are fhe, you do vfurp your 


Out divers fcedules of my beaurie. It fhalbe Inuentoried | 





era 


Vio. Ufee you what you are, you are too proud 


My Lord, and mafter Joues you : Q fuch loue 


Could be butrecompenc’d, though you were crown'd 
| Thenon-pareil of beautic. 


Ol. How does he loue me? 7M 
Vio, Withadorations, fertill teares, 
With groanes that thunder loue, with fighes of fire. 


O1.Y our Lord does know my mind, I cannot loue him 2 


Yet I fuppofe him vertuous, know him noble, 
Of great eftate, of frefh and (tainleffe youth ; 
In voyces well divulg’d, free, learn’d,and valianr, 
And in dimenfien, and the thape of nature, 
A gracious perfom ; But yet I cannot loue him: 
He might haue tooke his anfwer long ago, 

Vie. If did !ouc youin my matters flame, 
With fuch a fuffring, fuch a deadly life: 
In your deniall, I would findeno fence, 
T would not vnderftand it. 

Ol, Why, what would you? 

Vio. Make mea willow Cabine at your gate, 
And call vypon my foule within the houfe, 
Write loyall Cantons of contemned loue, 
And fing them lowd euen in the dead of night : 
Hallow your name to the reuerberate hilles, 
Andmake the babling Gofsip of the aire, 
Cry out Olinia: O you fhould not reft 
Betweene the elements of ayre, andearth, 
But you fhould pittie me. 

Ol. Youmight do much: 
Whatis your Parentage? vam. TOT 

Vio. Aboue my fortunes, yet my fate is well: 
I am a Gentleman. ig, 

Of. Get youto your Lord: 
T cannot loue him :let him fend no more, 
Vnleffe(perchance) you cometomeagaine, ; 
To tell me how he takesit: Fare you well: | 
Ithanke you for your paines: {pend this for mee. 


Vio. Lamno feede poatt, Lady; keepe your purfe, 


My Mafter, not my felfe, lackesrecompence, © — 
Love make his heare of flint, that you fhalloue, ©. 
And let your feruourlikemy maftersbe, 
Placdin contempt: Farwell fayre cruelcie. 
Ol. What is your Parentage? abet 
Aboue my fortunes, yec my ftateis well; 
Jam aGentleman. Ilebe{wornethouatt, == 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbes, actions, and fpirit, 


Do giue thee fiue-fold blazon : not too faft : foft, foft, _ 


Voleffe the Mafter weretheman. Hownow? > 
Euen fo quickly may one cateh the plague ? — 
Methinkes I feele this youths perfections = 
With an inuifible, and fubtle Health "a 
Tocreepe in at mineeyes. Well, let itbe.. 
What hoa, AZaluolto, . 
Enter Malaolio. 

Mal. Heere Madam, at your feruice. 

Ol. Runafter that fame peeuith Meflenger 
The Countes man: he left this Ring behindehim > 
Would I, ornot : tell him, Tlenone of it. 
Defire him not to flatter with his Lord, 
Nor hold him vp with hopes, I am not for him: 
If that the youth will come this way to morrow, . 
Ile giue him reafons for’s : hiethee Malwolio. — 
"Mal. Madam, Twill, ae 

Ol: TdoI know not what, and feare to finde 
‘Mine eye too greata flatcerer for my mindés 
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260 


OT 
Fate, fhew thy force, our felues we do net owe, 
Whiaris decreed, muftbe:andbethisfo. 

os Fists, Atkus primus. 


ee Oe 











eA ttus Secundus, Scena prima. 
et ee iE os 


oS SSS Enter Antonio & Sebaftian, 
_ Ant, Willyou ftay no longer : nor will younot that 
Igowithyou. ak 

Seb. By your patience, no: my ftarres fhine darkely 
ouer me ; the malignancie of my fate, might perhaps di- 
“| ftemper yours§ therefore I fhall craue of youyour leaue, 
that I may beare my cuils alone. It were a bad recom- 
pence for your louc, to lay any of them on you. 

4n,Letme yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb. No footh fir: my determinate voyage is meere 
extrauagancie.But I perceiue in you fo excelieata touch 
of modeftie, that you will not extort from me, what] am 
willing to keepe in: therefore it charges me in. manners, 
therather to expreffe iny felfe - youmuft know of mee 
[then Antonio, my name is ScbajFian (which I call'd Kedo- 
rigo) my father Was that Seba/fian of Meffaline, whom I 
know you hauc heard of, He left behinde him, my felfe, 
and afifter, both borne in an houre ; ifthe Heanens had 
beeng pleas’d, would we had foended. But you fir, ala 
ie. for fome houre before you tooke me from the 
breach of the fea, was my fifter drown’d, 

Ant. Alas the day. 

Seb. A Lady fir, though it'was faid fhee much refem- 
bled me,was yet of many accounted beautiful:but thogh 
Icould not with fucheftimable wonder ouer-fatre be- 








i ‘Enter Viola and Malolio at fenxerak doores. 
1 Mal.\Werenotyoueu'n now, withthe Countefie O- 
lima? ne veins t te ait | 
1 Vio. Even now fir, ona moderate pace, I haue fince a~ 
ij riu’d but hither. - Sy etree WSR: - 
}. Mal She returnes this Ringto you (fr) youmight 

haue faued-mee my paines, to haue taken it away your 
| felfe.She adds moreouer,that you fhould put your Lord 


_ | Liwelfe Night, or, Whatyouwill. 


_ her will is, it fhould be fo return’d: [fit bee worth ftoo. 


’ Lam the man, it it befo, astis, 


Marian | fay, a ftoope of wine. 










intoa defperate affurance, the will none ofhim. And one 
thing more, that you be neuer fo hardie to come againe 
in his affaires, vnleffe it bee to report your Lords taking 
of this : receiue it fo. 

Vio. She tooke the Ring of me, Ile none of ir, 

Mal. Come fir, youpeeuifhly threw it to her : and 


Ping for, there it lies, in your eye: ifnoty beeit his that 

findes it, Exis 
Vio, 1 leftno Ring with her : what meanes this Lady? 

Fortune forbid my out-fide haue not charmn’d her: 

She made good view of me, indeed fo much, 

That me thought her eyes had loft her tongue, 

For fhe did fpeake in ftarts diftractedly. 

She loues me fure, the cunaing of her pafsion 

Tnuites me in this churlifh meflenger: 

None of my Lords Ring ? Why he fent her none; 


Poore Lady, fhe were better louea dreame: 
Difguife, 1 {ce thou art a. wickedneffe, 

Wherein the pregnant enemie does much, 

How eafie is it, for the proper talfe 

In womens waxen hearts to fet their formes : 
Alas, O frailtie is the caufe,not wee, 

For fuch as we ate made, if fuch we bee: 

How will this fadge? My matter loues her deerely, 
And I (poore monfter) fond afmuch on him: 
And fhe (miftaken) feemes to dote on me: 
What will become of this ?.As I am man, 

My fate is defperate for my maifters loue: 

As Tam woman (now alas tfe day) 

What thriftleffe fighes fhall poore Ofiwia breath? 
O time, thou muft vntangle this, not I, 

Itis too hard a knot forme t’ynty. 





Scena TF ertia. 


nl 








Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew, 

To, Approach Sir dsdrew : notto beea beddeafter 
midnight, is to be vp betimes, and Deliculo fargere, thou 
know’'ft., 

And. Nay by my troth I knownot; but I know, to 
be vp late, isto be vp late. 
To, A falfe conclufion: I hate itas an, wofill'd Cane. 
To be vpafter midnight, and to goto bed then is eatly: 
fo that to. gotobed after midnight, isto goeto bed be. 
times. Docs not our lives confift of the foure Ele- 

ments ? : 

And, Faith fo they fay, but I thinke it rather confilts 
of eating and drinking, _.. BORE oe 

To. Tharca fchollers let vs therefore eate and drinke, 


» Enter Clowne. 

Aad, Heerecomes the foole yfaith. i 

Cle. How now my harts: Did you neuer fee the Pic 
cure of we three? 

To. Welcome affe, nowlet’shaueacatch. ~ 

And. By my troth the foole has an excellent wae 
had rather then forty fhillings I had fuch alegge, a0 } 
{weet a breath to fing,as the foole has, Infooth thou wa ; 
invery gracious fooling laft night, when thou fpok i ; 
Pigrogromitus, of the Uapians pafsing here 
Ouenbus: twas very good yfaith: I fent thee fixe P Pr 
































forthy Lemon, hadft it? ee 
"Cla I did impeticos thy gratillity: for AZa/uolios nofe 
igno Whip-ftocke. My Lady hasa white hand, andthe 
Mermidons are no bottle-ale houfes. 

An, Excellent : Why thisis the beft fooling, when 
aliisdone. Now afong. | 
To. Come on, there is fixe pence for you. Let’s haue 
On There’s a teftrill ofmetoo:ifone knight giuea 
Clo, Would youhaue aloue-fong, ora fong of good 


life ? 

To, Aloue fong, aloue fong. 
‘An. 1,1. Icare not for good life. - 

Clowne fings. 

O Miftris mine where are you roming ¢ 
Oftay and heare, your true lowes coming, 
That can (ing both high and low. 
Trip wo further prettie fweeting - 
Tourneys end in loners meeting, 
Enery wife mans fonne doth know. 
An. Excellent good, ifaith. 
To. Good, good. 
Clo. What is lowe, tts wot heereafter, 
Prefent wrth, bath prefent laughter : 
What's to come, 6 frill vnfure. 
Indelay there lies no plentie, 
Then come kiffe mse {weet and twentie: 
Youths a fruffe will not endure. 
An, Amellifluous voyce, as Lam true knight, 
To. Acontagious breath. 
An, Very fweet, and contagious ifaith. 
To. Toheare by the nofe,itis dulcet in contagion,’ 
But fhall we make the Welkin dance indeed? Shall wee 
rowze thenight-Owle in a Catch, that will drawe thiee 
foules out of one Weauer ? Shall we do that ? 

And. And you loue me, let’s doo’t: Iam dogge ata 
{Catch. 
| Clo. Byslady fir, and fome dogs will catch well. 
t=e4n, Moft certaine: Let ous Catch be, Thou Knane. 
Clo, Hold thy peace, thon Knaue knight. 1 fhalibecon- 
ftrain’d inc, to call chee knaue, Knight. 

An. Tis not the firft' time I haue conftrained one to 
call me knaue, Begin foole: itbe gins, Hold thy peace. 
Clo. I fhall never begin if I hold my peace. 
An, Good ifaith : Come begin. 

Enter Maria. 
Mar, What a catterwalling doe youkeepeheere ? If 
j"yLadiehaue not call’d vp her Steward AZalwolio, and 
id him turne you out of doers, neve: truft me. 
To, My Lady's a Catayan, we are politicians, Ataluolios 
|*Peg-a-tamfie, and Three merry men be wee. Am not I 
confanguinious? Am I not of her blood: tilly vally, La- 
dle, There dwelt « man in Babylon, Lady Lady. 

| Cl. Bethrew me, the knights in admirable fooling, 
An. 1,he do’s well enough if he be difpos’d, and fo 
Oltoo: he does it with a better grace, but I do it more 
natural], 
To, Othe twelfeday of December. 
ar. For the loue o’God peace. 

Enter Maluslio. 
Mal, My mafters are you mad? Orwhat are you? 
“ue Youno wit, manners, nor honeftie, but to gabble 
like Tinkers at this time of ni ght? Doyee make an Ale- 
oufc of my Ladies houfe, that ye fqueak out your Cozi- 
ers Catches without any mitigation or remorfe of voice? 
Isthere no refpect of place, perfons, nor time in you? 


Catch fang 


TovelfeN ight, or, What youwill 


Reet : c . : _ ae —_——aeneeeeeeaeenn 


261. 
To. We did keepe time fir in out Catches, Snecke yp. 
Mal, Sir Toby, I muft be round with you, ‘My Lady 

bad me tell you, that though fhe harbors you as her kin( 
man, fhe’s nothing ally’d to your diforders, 1f you can 
feparate your felfe and your mifdemeanors, you are wel- 
cometo the houfe: ifnot, and it would pleale youto take 
leaue ofher, fhe is very willing to bid you farewell. 

_ To, Farewell deere heart, fince I muft needs be gone, 
Mar, Nay goed Sir Toby, 

Clo. His eyes do fhew his dayes are almoft done. 

Mal, 1st even fo? = 

To. But I willneuer dye. 

Clo. Sit Toby there you lye, 

Mal, This is much credit to you. 

To. Shall l bid bim go, 

Clo. What andifyoudo? 

To. Shall bidhim go, and'fpare uot § 

Clo. On0,#0,20,%0, you dare not. 

To. Ouco’tune fir, yelye: Art any more then a Stew- 
ard? Doftthouthinke becaufe thou art yertuous, there 
fhall beno more Cakes and Ale? : 

Clo. Yes by S.Anne, and Ginger fhall bee hotte y’th 
mouthtoo. 

To. Tharti’th right. Goe fir, rub your Chaine with 
crums, A ftope of Wine AZaria. 

(Mal, Milttis Mary, if you priz’dmy Ladies ifauour 
at any thing morethen contempt, you would not giue 
meanes for this vinciuill rule; the fhall know ofit by this 
hand. Exit! 

Mar. Go fhakeyour eares, 

An. ’Twereas good a deede as to drink when a mans | 
ahungrie, to challenge him the field, and then to breake 
promife with him, and make a foole ofhim. 

To. Doo’t knight, ile write theea Challenge: or Ile 
deliuer thy indignation to him by word-of mouth. 

Mar, Sweet Sir Foby be patient for to night: Since 
the youth of the Counts was to day with my Lady, fheis 
much out of quiet. For Monfieur Maluolio,let me alone 
with him: If{ donot gull him into an ayword, andmake 
him a common recreation, do not thinke I haue wirte e- 
nough tolye itraight in my bed: I know] can do it. 

To. Poffeffe vs, poffeffe vs, tell vs fomething of him, 

Mar. Marrie fir, fometimes he isakinde of Puritane, 

An, O,if i thought thar, Ide beate him like a dogge. 

Te, What forbeing a Puritan, thy exquifite reafon, 
deere knight. 

An. haueno exquifite reafon for't,but] hauereafon 
good enough. 

Mar. The diu’lla Purirane thatheeis, or any thing 
conftantly bucatime-pleafer, an affection’d Affe, that 
cons State without booke,and veers it by great fwarths. § 
The beft perfwaded of himfelfe : fo cram’d(as he thinkes)| 
with excellencies, that itis his grounds of faith, tharall 
that looke-on him, loue him: and on that vice in him, will 
mny reuenge findenotable caufe te worke. 

To. What wilt thou do ? 

Mar. 1 will drop inhis way fome obfcure Epiftles of 
louc, wherein by the coleur of his beard, the thape of his 
legge, the manner of his gare, the expreflure of his eye. f 
forehead, and completion, he fhall finde himfelfe moft 
feelingly perfonated. [can write.very like my Ladie 
your Neece, on a forgotten matter wee can hardly make 
diftin&tion of our hands. “ oie 

To. Excellent, I {mell a deuices 

An. thaw’tinmy nofe too. 5 ; 

To, He fhall thinkeby the Letters that thou wilt ed 
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that they come from jmy Neece, andi that fhee’s in loue 
with him. 

(Mar. My purpofe is indeed a horfe of that colour. 

Az. And your horfe now would make him an Affe, 

cMar. Afle,I doubt nor. 

An, Ortwillbeadmirable. : : 

Mar. Sport royallI warrant you: I know my Phy- 
ficke will worke with him, I will plant youtwo, and Jet 
the Foole make athird, where he fhall findethe Letter: 
obferue his conftrudtion of it : For this nightto bed, and 
dreame on the event: Farewell, Exit 

To. Good night Penthifilea. 

An, Before me fhe’s a good wench, 

Te. She’sa beagle true bred, and one that adores me: 
4 what o’that ? 

An. Twasador'd oncetoo. 

To. Let’stobed knight: Thou hadft neede fend for 
more money. . 

Au. If I cannotrecouer your Neece, I am a foule way 
out. 

To. Send for money knight, ifthou hafther not i’th 
end, call me Cut. 

An. \fI donot, neuer truft me, take it how you will. 

To. Come, come, Ile go burne fome Sacke,tis roo late 
to gotobed now: Comeknight,comeknight. Exeunt 














Scena Quarta. 


a ee ee re ne eo Eee ce 


Enter Dake, Viola, (urio,and others. 


Now good Cefario, but that peece of fong, 

That old and Anticke fong weheardlaft night; 

| Methoughtic did releeue my paffion much, 

More then light ayres, and recolleted termes 

Of thefe moft b riske and giddy-paced times. 

Come, but one verfe. 

| Car. He is notheere (fo pleafe your Lordfhippe) that 

fhould fing it ? 

Ds, Who was it? 

Cur. Feffe the lefter my Lord, 2 foole that the Ladie 

| Oliviaes Father tooke much delight in. Heisabout the 

houfe. 

Dx, Secke him out, and play the rune the while. 

Muficke playes. 

Come hither Boy, ifeuer thou fhale loue 

Jin the {weet pangs of it, remember me : 

{For fuch as 1 ams, all true Louers are, 

Voftaid andskittifh in all motions elfe, 

Saue in che conftant image of the creature 

| That is belou’d. How doft thou like this tune? 

| 7, It giues.a verieecchote the feate 

Where loue is thron’d. 

Du. Thou doft {peake mafterly, 

My life vpon’t, yong though theu art, thine eye 

Hath ftaid vpon fome favour that it loues s 

Hath it not boy? 

Vie. A little, by your fauour. 

Dux. What kinde of woman ift2 

Vie, Of your comple@ien. 

Da, Sheis not worth theethen, What yeares ifaith? 

Vio, About your yeeres my Lord. 

Ds. Too old by heauen: Let ftill the woman take 


Da.Giue me fome Mufick; Now good morow frends. | 


Twelfe Night, or, W hat you will. 


Anelder then her felfe, fo weares fheto him; 
So fwayes fhe leuell in her husbands heart : 
For boy, howeuer we do praife our felues, 
Our fancies are more giddie and ynfirme, 
More longing, wauering, fooner loft and worne, 
Then womens are. 
Vie, Ithinkeit well my Lord. 
Du. Then let thy Loue be yonger then thy felfe, 
Or thy affe&tion cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as Rofes, whofe faire flowre 
Being once difplaid, doth fall that verie howre. 
Vie. And fo they are salas, that they are fo; 
To die, euen when they to perfeétion grow. 
Enter Curio Gy Clowne. 
Dua. O fellow come, the fong we had laft night: 
Marke it Cefario, it is old and plaine ; 
The Spinfters and the Knitters in theSun, 
And the free maides that weaue their thred with bones, 
Do vfetochauntit : itis filly footh, 
And dallies with the innocence ofloue, 
Like the old age. : 
Clo. Are youready Sir? 
Duke. I prethee fing. 
The Song. 
(ome away, come away death, 
And in fad cypreffe let me be laide , 
Fye away, fie away breath, 
Lam flame by a faire cruell maide: 
My fhrowd of white, fuck all with Ew,O prepare it, 
My part of death no one forrwe did foare it, 


Muficke. 


Net a flower, not a flower fweete 

On my blacke coffin, let theve be firewnes 

Not a friend, not afriesd greet ; 

My poore corpes, where my bones [hall be throws: 
A thoufand thoufand fighes to fane,lay me dwher 
Sad true lover neuer find my graue,toweepe there 


» There’s for thy paines. 
Clo. No paines fir, I take pleafure in finging fir. 
Dz. ile pay thy pieafure then. 
Clo. Truely fir, and pleafure willbe paide one time,or 
another, 
Dua, Giue me now leaue, toleaue thee.’ 
Clo. Now the melanchelly God protegt thee, andthe 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
minde is avery Opall.1 would haue men of fuch conftan: 
cie put to Sea, that their bufineffe might be euery things 
and their intent euerie where, for that’s it, that alwayet 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell, Ee 
Du. Let allthe reft gine place: Once more efarit, 
Get thee to yond fame foueraigne crueltie : 
Tell her my loue, more noble then the world 
Prizes not quantitie of dirtie lands, 
The parts that fortune hath beftow’d vpon her: 
Tell her I hold as giddily as Fortune: 
But’ tis that miracle,and Queene of Iems 
That nature prankes herin, attracts my foule. 
Vio, Butif fhe cannot loue you fir. 
Ds, Itcannot be fo anfwer'’d. 
_ Vio. Soothbut you muft. 
Say that fome Lady, as perhappes there is, 


| Hath for your loue as great a pang of heart 


As you haue for Olinia : you cannot loue her: 
You tel her fo: Muft fhe not then be anfwerd? 
Du. Thereisno womans fides Cin 














Twelfe 





| Alas, their 
io motion o gg 

That fuffer furfet, cloyment, and revolt) « 

purmineis all as hungry as theSea, 

| and can digeft as much, makeno compare 

Betweenethat loue a woman can beare me, 

And that I owe Olinia. 

Vio, Ibutlknow. 

py. What doft thou knowe ? | 

Vie, Too well whatloue women tomen may owe: 
Infaith they are as truc of heart, as we. 

My Father hada daughter lou’d aman ~ 

‘agit mightbe perhaps, were Tawoman 
[fhould your Lordfhip. 

| pq, And what’s her hiftory ? 

Vio, Ablanke my Lord : fhe newer told herloue, 
But let concealment like a worme ith budde 
Feedeon her damaske cheeke : fhe pin'd in thought, 
And with a greene and yellow melancholly, 

‘she fatelike Patience on a Monument, 

Smiling at greefe, Was not this louc indeede? 
Wemen may fay more, {weare more, but indeed 
Our fhewes are more then will : for ftill we proue 
Much in our vowes, bur lictle in our loue, 

De, But di'de thy fifter ofher loue my Boy ? 

Vio. Lam all the daughters of my Fathers houfe, 
Andall the brothers too; and yet J know not. 
Sir, hall I to this Lady? 

Ds [that’s the Theame, 
|Toher in hafte: giue her this Tewell ; fay, 
Myloue can giue no place, bide no denay. 


Scena Quinta. 















exennt 


(8. Ss ED 


veer e e 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir aAndrew,and Fabian. 
To. Come thy wayes Signior Fabian, 
fab, Nay Ile come: if I loofea {cruple of this fport, 
let me be boy!’d to death with Melancholly. 
To. Wouldtt thou not be glad to have the niggard~ 
lyRafcally fheepe-biter, come by fome potable fhame? 
Fa. Lwould exult man ; you know he brought me out 
ofauour with my Lady, about a Beare-baiting heere. 
| Jo. Toanger him wee'l haue the Beare againe, and 
lg foole him blacke and blew, fhall we not fir 4a- 
ren 
An. And we do not, itis pittie of our lives. 
Enter Maria, 
To, Heere comes the little villaine : How now my 
Mettle of India? 
Mar, Get yeall three into the box tree: ALaluslio’s 
comming downe this walke, hehas beene yonder ithe 


| 


Sunne praGtifing behauiour to his own fhadow this halfe | 





oure: obferue him for the loue of Mockerie: for I know 
{is Letcer wil make a contemplarlue Ideot of him.Clofe 
inthename ofieafting, lye thou there : for heere comes 
the Trowr, thacmuft be caught with tickling, Exit 
Enter Maluolto. 
ae "Tis burFortune, all is fortune. Zaria once 
th me the did affe& me, and I hauc heard her felfcome | 
Usneere, that fhould fhee fancie, it fhould bee one of | 


: 
| 


RY complection, Befides the vfesme with a more 'ex- 


| ademure trauaile of regard: telling them I knowe my 


‘Toby approaches; curtfies thereto me. 





+} e, 
































Ax, Piftoll him, piftoll him, 

To. Peace, peace. aE 

Mal, There is example for’c: The Lady of the Stra- 
chy, married theyeoman ofthe wardrobe. 

An, Fie onhim Iezabel, 

Fa. O peace, now he’s deepely in: looke howimagi- 
nation blowes him. : 
Mat. Hauing beenethree moneths married to her, 
fitting in my ftate. : ; 

Te. O fora ftone-bow to hit him in the eye. 

(Mal.. Calling my Officers about me, inmy branch’d 
Veluet gowne : hauing come froma day bedde, where I 
haue lett Olina fleeping. 

To, Fire and Brimftone. 

Fa. . O peace, peace. 

Adal. And then to haue the humor of tate: and after 


place, as I would they fhould doe theirs ; toaske for my 
kinfman Toby, 

To, Boltesand fhackles, 

Fa. Ohpeace, peace, peace, now, now. 

Mal. Seauen of my people with an obedient ftarr, 
make eut for him: Ifrownethe while, and perchance 
winde yp my watch, or play with my fome rich Iewell: 





To. Shall this fellow liue ? = 

Fa. Though our filence be drawne from ys with cars, 
yet peace. 

Mal. Textend my hand to him thus : quenching my 
familiar {mile with an auftere regard of controll. 

Te. And do’s not Toby take youablow o’the lippes, 
then? 

Mal. Saying, Cofine Toby, my Fortunes hauing caft 
me.on your Necce, giue me this prerogatiue of fpeech, 

To. What, what? 

mal. You muft amend your drunkenneffe. 

To. Out feab, 

Fab. Nay patience, or we breake the finewes of our 

lot? “a 
Mal, Befides you wafte the treafure of your time, 
with afoolifh knight. 

And, That’s mee I warrant you. 

Mal. One fir Andrew, Sg ks 

And. Tknew twas, for many do call'mee foole. 

Mal. What employment haue we heere? 

Fa. Now is the Woodcocke neere the gin, 

To. Oh peace, andthe fpirit of humors intimate rea- 
ding alaud to him. . 

Mal. By my life this is my Ladies hand: thefe bee her 
very ('s.her@"s, andher7"s, and thus makes thee het 
great P’s. It isin contempt of queftion her hand. 

An. Her C's, her U’s, and her T's: why that ? 

Mal. Tothe unknowne below’ d, this, and my good Wifbes : 

Her very Phrafes : By your leaue wax. Soft,and the im- 
preflure her Lwcréce, with which the vies to feale : tis my 
Lady: To whom fhould this be ? 
- Fab. This winnes him, Liver and all. 


- 





Mal. 

























































































































































































204 Lovelfe, 

Se Pai Ay 
__ Mal. Tque kwowes I lone, but who, Lips do not moowe, no 
man rarift know. No man mult know, . What. followes 2 
Thenumbers alter d: Nomanmuftknow,... 
Ifthis fhouldbethee Afaluolioe SS 
"To, Matiichang theebioekes°2 (2280/0 
Mal. Tmay command where I adore, but filence like a Lu~ 

Cré| s kisife : 2921 i #45 EG 


oan oi 


fway my life. : 

Fa. A fuftianriddte. ; ima. _t 
- To, Excellent Wench, fay I. 

Mal. (M,0.A.1. doth {way my life. Nay but firft 

let me fee, leeme fee, let me fee. 

Fab. What difh a poyfon has fhe drefthim 2 

To.. And with what wing the ftallion checkes at it? 
“Mal. I may command,wherel adere : Why fhee may 





euident to any formall capacitie. There is no obftrution 
in this, and the end : What fhouldthat Alphabeticall po. 
in me ?Softly, 44,0.4.7. . - 

To.O1, make-vp that, he is now at acold fent. 

Fab, Sowter will cry vpon’t forall this, thoughit bee 
as ranke as a Fox. 
.. Mal, MM. DAaluolio, AZ, why chat begins my name, 


is excellent at faults. 


tha fuffers vnder probation : 

does, ae ; 

Fa. AndO fhallend, hope. 

To. I, or Ile cudgel him, and make him cry 0. 

Mal. And then J. comes behind. 

Fa. I, and youhad any eye behinde you, you might 

fee more detraction at your heeles, then Fortunes before 
ou. . 

Mal. M,0,A,1This fimulation is not as the former: 
and yet to crufh thisa little, it would bow to mee, for e- 
uery one of thefe Letters arein my name. Soft,here fol- 
lowes profe : [fthis fall into thy band, reuolue. In my ftars 
Tam aboue thee, but be not affraid of greatnefle: Some 
are become great, fome atcheeues greatneffe, andjfome 
haue greatneffe thruft yppon em. Thy fates open theyr 
hands, let thy blood and {pirit embrace them, and toin- 
vre thy felfeto what thou art like to be : caft thy humble 
flough, and appeare frefh. Be oppofite witha kinfman, 
furly with feruants: Let thy page tang arguments of 
| fate; put thy felfe into the tricke of fingularitie, Shee 
thusaduifes thee, that fighes forthee. Remember who 
commended thy yellow ftockings, and with’d to fee thce 
feuer crofle garter'd: 1 fay remember, goetoo, thou art 
made if thou defir'ft to be fo: Ifnot, let me fee thee a fte- 
ward ftill, the fellow of feruants, and not woorthie to 
touch Fortunes fingers Farewell, Sheethat would alter 
feruices with thee, tht fortunate vnhappy daylight and 
champian difcouers not more : This is open, I will bee 
proud, I will reade pollticke Authours, I will baffle Sir 
Toby, L will wath off grofle acquaintance, I willbe point 
deuife, the very man.. I do notnow foole my felfe, to let 
imagination iademee ; for euery reafon excites to this, 
that my Ladylouesme. She did commend my yellow 
ftockings of late, fhee did praife my legge being croffe- 
garter’d, and in this fhe manifefts her felfe ro my loue, & 


A. fhould follow, bur O, 


‘ 


herliking. Ithanke my ftarres, lam happy : I will bee 
ftrange, ftout, in yellow ftockings, and croffe Garter’d, 


ight, at Whatyouswill..: 
Pith bloodle(feftroke my heart doth coré, HL. 0, A... doth | 


command me: I ferueher, fheis my Ladie, Why thisis | 


| ition portend, if I could make that refemble fomething 


_ Fab. Didnot I fay he would workeitout, the Curre | 


_ Mal, D4. Butthen there is no confonancy in the fequell | 





with a kinde ofiniunction driues mee to thefe habites of | 





- euen with the {wiftneffe of utting on.. Joue, and 
| ftarres be prdifed, Heere ge apottictipt.. Thor Be! | 


fore in my prefence ftill (mile, decro my {weete, I prethee, 
Ithanke thee, I will {mile, I wilde cuery.thing that tha 
wilt have me, . a EE Rey: 
Fab, Iwillnot giue my part. of this {port fora 
on of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy, * — 
To. Lcould marry this wench for this denice, | 
An. So could I too. Mpa 
To. And askeno other dowry with her, but fach'anoe 
ther ieft. ee 


Ex; 


it | 
Peni 


Enter Maria, 

An. Nort neither. ; eee 
Fab, Heere comes my noble gull catcher. , 
To. Wilt thou fet thy foote o’mynecke, 
An, Oro’mine either ? 1 


To. Shall I play my freedome at tray-trip, and becom : 


thy bondflaue? . 

An, Mfaith,or] either? - ra 

Tob, Why, thou haft put himin fucha dreame, that 
when the image of it leaues him,he muft run mad, 

Ma, Nay bur fay true, do's it worke ypon him? 

To. Like Aqua vite with a Midwife. 

Mar. Ifyou will then feethe fruites of the fport, mak 
his firft approach before my Lady : hee will come to her 
in yellow ftockings, and *tisa colour fhe abhorres, and 
croffe garter’d, a fafhion fhee detetts : and hee will fmile 
vpon her, which will now be fo vnfutcable to her difpo- 
fition, being addiGed toa melancholly, as theeis, thatit 
cannot but turn him inte a notable contempt; if you wil 
{ee it follow me, 

Te. Tothe gates of Tartar, thou moft excellent diuell 
ofwit. ~ 

And. Ile make one too... . Exxcunt 
Finis Aitus fecnndu 


ees Se See 


eA tlus Tertius, Scena prima. 











Enter Viola.and Clowne. 


Vio. Saue tlee Friend and thy Mufick : doft thou live 
by thy Tabor? 
Clo. No fir, Line by the Church, 
Vie. ArtthouaChurchmanP 
C/o. No fach matter fir, I do line by the Church: For, 
T do liue at my houfe, and my houfe dooth ftand by the 
Church. ‘ 
Vio, So thou maift fay the Kings lyes by abegeger, ifs 
begger dwell neer him : or the Church ftands by thy Tae 
bor, if thy Tabor ftand by the Church. 
Clo, Youhaue faid fir: To fee thisage A fentenct is 
but a cheu’rill glouetoa good iwitte, how quickely the 
wrong fide may be turn’d outward. 2 sig 
Vio, Nay that’s certaine: they that dally nicely wit 
words,may quickely make them wanton., eer: 
Clo. 1 would therefore my fifter had had noname Sit. 
Vio. Why man? 


Clo. Why fir, her names a word, and to dallie. with] 


that word, might make my fifter wanton: But indeede, 
words are very Rafcals, fince bonds difgrac’d them. 


_ Vio. Thy seafon man? th, 
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;. Troth fir, I can yeeld younone without wordes, 
mndwordes are growne fo falfe, Jam leath to proue; rea- 


‘on with them, 
Yo. Lwatrant thou arta merry fellow, and car'(t for 


ep Norlo fir,1 do care for fomething:but in my con- 
fence fir, Edo not care for you: if that be to care for no~ 
fing fir, 1 wouldit would make youinuifible. 

Vio, Att not thou the Lady O/inia’s foole? 

cl. Noindeed fir, the Lady Ofwia has no folly, thee 
yillkeepe no foole fir, till the be married, and fooles‘are 
islike husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings, the Huf- 
bndsthe bigger, 1 am indecde not her foole, but hir cor- 
muprer of words. 

Vio, Lfaw thee late at the Count Orfizo’s. 

(h, Foolery fir, does walke abour the Orbe like the 
Gun, itfhines euery where. I would beforry fir, bur the 
foole fhould be as oft with your Mafter, as with my Mi- 
ris: Tthinke I faw your wifedome there. 

Vio, Nay, and thou paffe vpon me, Ile no more with 
thee’ Hold there’s expences for thee, 

Ch, Now Joucinhis next commodity of hayre, fend 
theeabeard, 

Vis, By my troth Ile tell thee, Iam almoft ficke for 
ont, though I would not haueit grow on my chinne. Is 
thy Lady within ? 

Cl Would nota paire of thefe haue bred fir? 
| fi. Yes being kept together, and put to vie. 

Ch would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia fir,to bring 
acrefida to. this Troylse. 

Vio, Ivaderftand you fir, tis well begg’d. 

Clo. The matter I hope is not great fir; begping,butia 
begger : Creffida was a begger. My Lady is within fir, I 
will confter tothem whence you come, who you are,and 
what you would are out ofmy welkin, I might fay Ele- 
ment, but the word is oucr-worne. exit 

Vi, This fellow is wife enough to play the foole, 
Andtodo that well, craues a kinde of wit: 

Hemut obferue their mood on whom heiefts, 

Thequality of perfons, and the time : 

Andlike the Haggard, checke at euery Feather 

Thatcomes before his eye. This isa practice, 

Asfulloflabour as a Wife-mans Art: 

For folly chat he wifely fhewes, is fit; 

But wifemens folly falne, quite taint their wit. 
Enter Sir Toby and Andrew, 

To, Sate you Gentleman, 

Vio. And you fires 

And, Diew von guard Mon/ieur. 

Vin. Et voux, ouffe voftre feruiture. 

“in. Thope fir, you are, and 1am yours, 

T, Willyouincounter the houfe, my Neece is defi- 
fous you fhould enter, if your trade be toher, 
4 Tam bound to your Neece fir, I meane fhe is the 
itofmy voyage, . 

To, Tafte your legges fir, put them to motion. 

i Vid, My legges do better vnderftand me fir,then I vn- 
tritand what you meane by bidding me tafte my legs. 

To; Tmeaneso go fir, to enter. 

Pio. will anfweryou with gate and entrance, but we 
tt preuented, ; 

Enter Olisia, and Gentlewowsan..- 


as xcellent aceomplifh’d Lady, the heauens raine Q- 
son you, eet rae 





ra hae youth's arare Courtier, raiite odours, wel. 
My matter hath no voice Lady,burte your owne 
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moft pregnant and youchfafed eare. : 

And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchfafed Ie get*em 
all three already. i 

Ol. Let the Garden doorebe fhut, and Jeaue meeto 
my hearing, Giue meyourhandfir, 

Uso. My dutie Madam, and moft humble feruice) | 

Of, Whatis your name? 

Vio, Cefariois your feruants name, faire Princeffe, 

Ol. My feruant fir ?’T was neuer merry world, 

Since lowly feigning was call’d complement: 
y are feruant to the Count Or/ino youth, 

Pio. Andheis yours, and his muftneeds be yours : 
your feruants feruant, is your feruant Madam, 

Ol. Forhim,I thinke not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blankes, rather then fill’d with me. 

Vio. Madam, I cometo whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalfe. . 

Ol. O by your leave I pray you. 

I bad you neuer {peake againe ofhim; 

But would you vndertake another fuite 

Thad rather heare you, to folicit thar, 

Then Moficke from the {pheares, 

Vie. Deere Lady. 

Ol, Giuemeleaue, befeech you}: I did fend, 
After the laft enchantment you did heare, 
ARing in chace of you. So did labufe 
My felfe, my feruant, and I feare me you : 
Vader your hard confiruCtion muft I fir, 

To force that on you ina fhamefull cunning 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you think? 
Haue you not fet mine Honor at the ftake, 

And baited it with all ch’vnmuzled thoughts 

That tyrannous heart can think?To one of your receiuing 
Enough is fhewne, a Cipreffe, nota bofome, 

Hides my hear: fo let me heare you fpeake. 

Vio. 1 pittie you. 

O/. That’sa degree to loue, 

Vio. Nonota grize: for tis a vulgar proofe 
That verie oft we pitty enemies. 

O/. Whythen me thinkes’tis time to {mile agen: 

O world, how aptthepoore are to be proud? 
If one thould bea prey, how much the better 
To fall before the Lion, then the Wolfe ? 

Clocke frikes, 
The clocke vpbraides me with the wafte of time: 
Be not affraid good youth, I will not have you, 
And yet when wit and youth is come to harueft, 
your wife is liketo reape a proper man : 
There lies your way, due Weft, 

Vio. Then Weftward hoe: 

Grace and good difpofition attend your Ladyfhip : 
you'l nothing Madam to my Lord, by me: ; 

Ol, Stay : I prethee tell me what thouthinkft of me ? | 

Vio. That you do thinke you are not what youare. 

Ol, If Ithinke fo, [thinke the fame of you. 

Vio. Then thinke you right : I am not what I am, 

O!, 1 would you were, as I would haue you be, 

Vie, Would it be better Madam, then lam? 

I with it might, for now I am your foele, 

Ol. Owhatadealeoffcorne, lookes beautifull? — 
In the contempt and anger efhis lip, 

A murdrous guile fhewes not it felfe more foone, t 
Then loue that would feeme hid: Loues night,is noone. 
Cefario, by the Rofes ofthe Spring, i 

By maid-hood, honor, truth, and every thing, 
Loue thee fo, that maugre all o pride, 
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of Wit, nor reafon, can my paffion hide: 

© not extort thy reafons fromthis claufe, 

For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe: 

But rather reafon thus, with reafon fetter; 

Loue fought, is good : but giuen ynfought, is better. 

Cie. : By innocence I fweare,and by my youth, 

Thaue one heart, one bofome, and one truth, 

And that no woman has, nor neuer none 

Shall miftris be of it, faue J alone. 

‘And fo adieu good Madam, neuer more, 

‘Will my Mafterstearés to you deplore. - 

| QL. Yet comeagaine : for thou perhaps mayft mou 
‘That heart which now abhorres, to like hisloue. E-ennt 





~ SceenaS ecunda. 
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Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian, 


Aud. No faith, Ne not ftay aiotlonger : 
To. Thy reafon deere venom, giue thy reafon, 
Fab. You muftneedes yeeldesyour reafon, Sir d- 
drew? 
And, Marry I faw your Neece do more fauours to the 
Counts Seruing-man, then euer fhe beftow’d ypon mee: 
‘I faw’ti'th Orchard, 
Te. Did fhefee the while, old boy, tell me that. 
-And. Asplaineas | fee you now. 


ou. 
: And, Slight; will youmake an Affe o’me. 

Fab. Iwill prouc it legitimate fir, vpon the Oathes of 
judgement, and reafon. 
| __ 70, And they haue beene grand Iurie men,fince before 

Noah was a Saylor. 

Fab, Shee did thew fauour to the youth in your fight, 
onely to exafperate you, to awake your dormon(e valour, 
to put fire in your Heart, and brimftone in your Liver : 
you fhould then haue accofted her, and with fome excel- 
Jentietts, fire-new from che mint, you fhould have bangd 
tthe youth intodumbenefle : this was look’d for at your 
hand, and this was baulkt :the double gilt of this oppor- 
 tunitie you let time wath off, and you are now {ayld into 
the North of my Ladies opinion, where you will hang 
like an yfickle on a Dutchmans beard, vnleffe you dore- 
| deeme it, by fome laudable attempt, either of valour or 
policie, 

gfind. And’t be any way, it muft be with Valour, for 
}policie Ihate: I had as liefe bea Brownift, asa Politi- 
‘cian, 

_¢ To. Why then build me thy fortunes vpon the bafis of 
valour.Challeage me the Counts youth to fight withshim 
hurt him in eleuen places, my Neece fhall take note of it, 
‘and affure thy felfe, there is no loue-Broker inthe world, 
can more preuaile in mans commendation with woman , 
‘then report of valour, . 

Fab. Thereis no way but this fir Andrew... 

An. Willeitherof you beare me a challen ge to him? 
Te, Go, write it ina martial.hand, be curft-and briefe: 


‘invention ; taunt him with the licenfe of Inke +. if thou 
‘thou’ft him fone thrice, it fhall not be amiffe, and as ma- 
ny Lyes, as will lye in thy theete of paper, alchoughthe 
fheete were bigge enough for the bedde of ware in Eng- 
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Fab. This was a great argument of loue in her toward _ 


‘it is no master how wittie, fo it bee eloquent, and full of » 


=e 


land, fet em downe, go about it, Letthere bee paul, 

neugh in thy inke, though thou write with a : 

no matter ; about it. ey 
And, Where fhallI finde you? -} 

Zo. Wee'l call thee at the Cubiculo : Go, 

“(hi ; Exit Sar Andes 
Fa. This is a deere Manakin to you Sir Toby, 
To, Ihaue beene deere to himlad, fometwo thoufand 

ftrong, or fo. 

Fa. Wefhall haue arare Letter fromh 
not deliuer’s. 

To. Neuer truft me then: and by all meanes ftitte on 
the youthto an anfwer. J thinke Oxen and Waine-rope 
cannot hale them rogether.For Andrew,if he were en 
and you finde fo much blood imhis Liuer, as will clog the} | 
foote ofa flea, Ile eate the reft of ch’anatomy, 

Fab, And his oppofit the youth beares in his vifageng 
great prefage of cruelty. 


Goole. | 


im; butyou'e 


Enter Maria, 


To. Looke where the youngeft Wren of mine comes, 

Mar, Ifyou defire the {pleene, and will laughe yout 
felues into ftitches, follow me; yond gull AZalnsiio stu. 
ned Heathen, a verie Renegatho ; for there isno chriftin 
that meanes to be faued by beleeuing rightly can exer 
beleeue fuch impoffible paflages of grofleneffe, Hee’sin 
yellow ftockings. 

To. And croffe garter’d? 

Mar. Moftvillanoufly: ikea Pedant that keepes’ 
Schoole i’th Church : I have doge’d him like his murthe 
rer. He does obey every point of the Letter that] dropt, 
tobetrayhim ; He does {mile his face into more lynes, 
then isin thenew Mappe, with the augmentstion of the 
Indies : you haue noe feene fuch a thing as tis: Jcan hard: 
ly forbeare hurling things at him, I know my Ladie' wil 
ftrike him: iffface doe, hee’l {mile, andtake’r fora great 
fauour, 

To, Come bring vs, bring vs where heis. 

Exeunt Omnes, 





Scena Tertia. 





: Exter Sebaftian and Anthonio. 


Seb, I would not by my will have troubled you, 
But fince you make your pleafure of your paines; 
I will no further chide you, 

Aunt. \couldnot flay behinde you: my defire 
(More fharpe then filed fteele) did fpurre me forth, 
And notall loue to fee you (though fo much 
As might haue drawne one to a longer voyage) 
ButiealouGe, what might befall yourrrauell, 
Being skilleffein thefe parts : which toa ftranger, 
Vnguided, and. vnfriended, often proue 
Rough, and ynhofpitable. My willing loue,t - 
Therather by thefeargumentsoffeare. )° 
Set forth in your purfuite, 

Seb, My kinde Anthonio, A, 
T can no other anfwer make} but thankes, ° 
And thankes : and ever oft good turnes, 
Ace fhuffel'd off with fuch-vncurrant pay?) | 


But were my worth, asismycon{ciencefirme, You 















You fhould finde better dealing : what’s to do? 
shall we go fee the reliques of chis Towne? 
Ant. Tomorrow fir, beft firkt go fee yours Lodging? 
sb. Lam not weary, and ’tis long to night 
Ipray youlet vs fatisfie our eyes 
With thememorials, and the things of fame 
That do senowne this City, 
Ant. Would youl'd pardon me : 
{do not without danger walke thefe ftreetes. 
Once ina fea-fight ‘gainft the Count his gallies, 
Tdid fome feruice, of fuch note indeede, 
That were I tane heere, it would fcarfe be anfwer'd, 
Seb, Belike you flew grear number of his people. 
Ant. Th offence is not of fuch a bloody nature, 
Albeit che quality of thetime, and quarrell 
Might well haue giuen vs bloody argument: 
Trmight haue fince bene anfwer'd in repaying 
What wetooke from them, which for Trafliques fake 
Moftof our City did. Onely my felfe ftood our, 
For which if I be lapfed in this place 
[{hall pay deere. 
Se. Donot then walke too open. 
| Ant. Indoth not fitme: hold fir, here’s my purfe, 
lntheSouth Suburbes at the Elephant 
Isbeftto lodge; 1 will befpeake our dyet, 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the Towne, there fhall youhaueme, 
Seb. Why I your purfe? 
_ Ast, Haply your eye fhall light vpon fome toy 
Youhaue defireto purchafe; and your ftore 
Ithinkeis not for idie Markets, fir. 
Seb, Ie be your purfe-bearer, and leane you 
Foran houre. 
Ant, Toth Elephant. 
Seb, Ido remember, 





Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 








Enter Olinia and Maria. 


) Ol, Thaue fent after him,he fayes hee’l come: 
How thall I. featt him ? What beftow of him? 


{I{peake too loud : Where’s Maluolio, he is fadjand ciuill, 
And {uites well for a feruant with my fortunes, 
Where is Adalwolio ? 

Mar, He's comming Madame : 
{Butin very ftrange manner, -Heis fure poffet Madam | 
| Ol. Why what’s the matter,does he raue ? : 
Mar, No Madam, he doesnothing but {mile:your La> 
dythip Werebeftto haue fome guard aboutyou, if hee 
come,for {ure the man is tainted in’s wits. ; 
Ol, Gocall him hither. : 






Ez nter Maluolio. 





amas madde as hee, 
ffad and metry madneffe equall bee. 
OW now ALaluelio? 
Mal. Sweet Lady, ho, ho, 
OL. Smil’ thou? | fent for thee vpona fad occafion, 
Mal. SadLady;,1 couldbefad : .- 
“ does make fome obfirudtion in the blood: 
ISctofle-gartering but what ofthat? 
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ee 


| ofhim, I would not hauehim mifcarrie for the halfe.of 


For youth js bought more oft, then begg’d, or bortow'd. | 


| the Letter. Caftthy humble flough fayes fhe: be oppo- 


tongue, imthe habite of fome Sir of note, and fo foorth. 
Thauelymueher,but itis loues doing,andloue make me 
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Ifit pleafe the eye of one, itis with measthe very true 
Sonnetis : Pleafe one, and pleafe all. 10% 
Mal, Why how doeft thou man? - 
What is the matter with thee? et 
Mal. Not blacke in my mindei, though yellow in my 
legges : Itdid come to his hands, and Commaunds fhall 
8 executed, I thinke we doeknow the fweet Romane 
and, 
Ol, Wilt thou goto bed Malaolio? 
Mal. Tobed? J fwedt heart, and Ile come to thee, 
Ol, God comfort thee: Why doft thou fmile fo, and 
kiffe thy hand fo oft ? 
Mar. How do you Malnolio? — 
Malao. Atyour requeft : 
Yes Nightingales anfwere Dawes. . 
Mar, Why appeare you with this ridiculous bold- 
neffe before my Lady. 
Mal, Benot afraid of greatneffe :’twas well writ, 
Of“ What meanftthou by that CMaluolio? 
Mal. Some are borne great. 
Ol, Ha? 14 
Mal. Some atcheeue greatneffe. 
Ol. What fayft thou? 
Mal. And fome haue greatneffe thruft vpon them. 
O/. Heauen reftore thee. 
Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow ftock- 
ings. 
Ol. Thy welled Rockings? 
Mal. And with’d to fee thee croffe garter’d, ' 
Ol. Croffe garter’d ? 
(Mal. Gotoo, thou art made, ifthou defir’f ta be fo. 
Ol. Am I made? 
Mal. Tfnot, ler me fee thee a feruant fill. 
OL Why this is verie Midfommer madneffe, 













Enter Serwant. 


Ser, Madame, the young Gentleman of the Count 
Orfiao'sis retarn'd, | could hardly entreate him backe : he 
attends your Lady ships pleafure, ny} 





OL. Ile cometohim. Ser! 
Good Afaria, \et this fellow be look dtoo. Where’smy | 
Cofine Toby, letfomeofmy people haue a fpeciall care 



















my Dowry. exit: 

Mal, Obho, doyou come neere me now. : no worfs, 
man then fir Toby to looketome. This concurres direét- }- 
ly with the Letcer, fhe fends him on purpofe, that | may 
appeare ftubbornetohim: for fheincitesmeto that in 


fite with aKinfman, furly with feruants, let chy tongue 
langer with arguments of ftate, putthy felfe into the 
tricke of fingularity : and confequently fetts downe the 
mannephow: asa fad face, areuerend carriage, a flow 


thankefull. And when fhe went away now, let this Fel- 
low be look’d too: Fellow? hor cMaluolio, nor after my 
degree, but Fellow. Why every thing adheres togither, 
that no dramme ofa {cruple, no feruple of a {cruple, no 
obftacle, no incredulous or ynfafe circumftance: What 
can be faide? Nothing that canbe, can come berweene 
me,and the full profpeét of my hopes. Well Ioue, notI, 
is the doer ofthis; and beis to be thanked. . 


. Enter Toby, Pabian,and Maria. 
; ne, ae "i To4 










































































































































































268 
6 ee ee fe eee 

Te.. Which way is heein the name of fandtity. Ifall 
the diuels of hell be dtawnein little, and Legion himfelfe 
poffeft him, yet Ile fpeaketohim. - Wy 

Fab. Heerche is, heere heis: how ift with you fir? 
How it with you man ? y oY 
| Mal. Go off, I difcard you : let me enioy my priuate: 
go off. GB wandsob 

Mar. Lo,how hollow the fiend fpeakes within him; 
didnot Itell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prayes you to. haue 
a care of him. d« 

Mal. Abha,does fhe fo? 

‘Jo. Gotoo, go too: peace, peace, wee muft deale 
gently with him: Let me alone,’ How do you! Adaluolio? 
‘How ift with you ? What man,defie the diuell :. confider, 
he’s anenemy to mankinde. 

Mal. Do you know what you fay? 

Mar. Layou, and you {peake ill of the diuel], how 
hetakesit at heart: “Pray God he be not bewitch’d. 
_ Fab. Catry his water to ch’wife woman. 

Mar. Marry andit fhallbe doncto morrow morning 
if liue, My Lady would not loofe him for more then ile 
fay. 
|. Atal, How now mifiris? 

Mar. Ob Lord. 
To. Prethee hold thy peace,thisis not che way : Doe 
| you not fee youmoue him? Let me alone with him. 

Fa. No way but gentleneffe, gently, gently; the Fiend 
isrough,and will not be roughly vs'd. 

To, Why how now my bawcock?how doft } chuck? 

Mal. Sir. 

To. Lbiddy,come with me. What man, tis not for 
grauity to play at cherrie-pit with fathan. Hang him foul 
Colliar. 

dar. Gethim to fay his prayers, good fir Toby gette 
him to pray. e 

Mal. My prayers Minx. 

Mar. No warrant you, he will not heare of godly- 
neffe. 

- Mal. Go hang your felues all: you are ydle fhallowe 
things, Iam not of your element, you fhall knowe more 
heereafter, Exit 

To. Ih posible? 
| “Fa. Ifthis were plaid vpona ftagenow, I could con- 
| demneit’as an improbable fiction... 


device man. 
| Waar, Nay purfue him now,leaft the deuice take ayre, 
land taint. oer 
| Fa. Why we thall make him mad indeede. 
1° “Mar, The houfe will be the quieter. 
| "To. Come, wee'l haue him in a darke room & bound, 
|My Neeceisalready in the beleefe that he’s mad: we may 
‘carry it thus for our pleafure, and his pennance,til our ve- 


on him : ac which'time,we wil bring the device to the bar 
4 and crowne thee for a finder of madmen : but fee, bur fee, 
| Re Enter Sir Andrew. An 
. Fa, More matter fora May morning. 
j: An, Heere’sthe Challenge, reade iz I warrant there’s 
| vinegar and pepper in’t. poreenetb « 
| Pah, Titfolawey? 1 Ons! 

And. 1, if? I warranthim: dobut read, 9015) 
i: “To. Giue me. 1g fibers! 
Youth whatfoeuer thow art, thew art but a fcwruy fellow. 

Fa. Good,and valiant. 
To. Wonder not wor admire notin thy minde why I doe call 


TivelfeNight,or,Whatjuvill. 


| To His very genius hath taken thei infe&tion of she 


j ry paftime tyred out of breath, prompt vs to have mercy _ 















Fa. Very breefe,and to exceeding good fence-leffe, 

T9.J will way-lay thee going Lome, where if st be thy chaneg| 
tokill me. 

Fa. Good... - 

To. Thou kilft me like a rogue anda villaine,' 

Fa. Still you keepe o’th windie fide of the Law:go0d 

Tob. Fartheewell, and God hane mercie Upon one of oil 

foules. Ele may hane mercie vpon mine, but my hope is better 
and fo laoke to thy felfe. Thy friend as thou vfef ino; de b 
fworne enemie, Andrew Agueschecke, 

To. Ifthis Letter mout him not, his legees cannot: 
Ile giu’t him. ; 

Mar, Youmay haue verie fit occafion fot'r: he isnow 
: fome commerce with my Ladie, and will by and by 
epart. 

To. Gofir e4ndrew : fcout mee for hin atthe corne 
of the Orchard likea bum-Baylie : fo foone as euer thoy 
feeft hind, draw, and asthou draw’ft, fweare horrible: fo 

t comes to paffe oft, that a terrible oath, witha {wagge. 
ring accent fharpely twang’d off, giues manhoode more 
approbation, then euer proofe it felfe would haue ecard 
him, Away. 

And. Nay let me alone for fwearing, Exit 

To. Now willnot I deliver his Letter : for the behauie 
our of the yong Gentleman, giues him out to beef good 
capacity, and breeding: his employment betweene bis 
Lord and my Neece, confirmes no leffe.: Therefore, this 
Lecter heing fo excellently ignorant, will breedno terror 
in the youth : he will finde it comes from a Clodde-pole, 
But fir, I will deliuer his Challenge by wotd efmouth; 
fet vpon Ague-cheeke anotable report of valor, and drive 
the Gentleman (as I know his youth will aptly receiueit)| 
into a moft hideous opiniomof his ragé, skill, furie, and| 
impetuofitie. This will fo fright them both, chat they wi 
kill one another by the logke, like Cockatrices. 


Enter Olinia and Viola: 
Fab.Heere he comes with your Neece, giue them way} 
till hecake leaue; and prefently after him. 9 
To.1 wilmedicate the while vpon fome horrid meflage 
for a Challenge. obi 
O/. Yhaue {aid too much vntoa hart of ftone, 
And laid mine honourtoo vachary on’t : 
There's fomething in me that reproues my faults 
But fuch a head-ftrong potent faule it is, 
That it but mockes reproofe.* Lik aed 
Vio, With the fame haviour that yout paffion bearts, 
Goes on my Mafters greefes, Behe 
Ol. Heere, weare this lewell for me, tis my pi@ture® 
Refufe it nor, it hath no tongue, to vex you: © 
And I befeech you come againe to morrow. 
What fhall you aske of me that Ile deny, 
That honour (fau’d) may'vpon asking giue. 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true loue for my malter 
O/, How with mine honor may J give himthat,’ 
Which | have giuen to you. we 
Pio Iwillacquit you, -°" “ | aS 
“Ol, Well.come againe to morrow: far-thee-welly 
A Fiend like thee might beare my foule to hell. 
‘ - Entér Toby and Fabian, 
Jo. Gentleman; God faue thee, 

















































i dyou fir. 
| i Aa 1 feat thou haft, betake the too’t : of what 


-onigs are thou haft done him, I knowe tot: 
a oeahied full of defpight, bloody asthe Hun- 
: nck? thee at the Orchard end : difmount thy tucke, 
bet in thy preparation, for thy aflaylant is quick, skil- 
fll, and deadly. 

Vio. You miftake fir Tam fure, no man hath any quar- 
tell to me: My remembrance is very free and cleere from 
anyimage of offence done to any man. : 

To, You'l finde it ocherwife { a{fure you : therefore, if 
euhold your life at any price, betake you to your gard: 
foryour oppofite hath in him what youth, flrength, skill, 
ind weath, can furnifh man withall. 

Vio. Ipray you fir what is he? 
| To Heisknight dubb’d with vnhatch’d Rapier, and 
on carpet confideration, bat heisa diuell in private brall, 
foulesand bodies hath he diuorc’d three, and his incenfe- 
mentat this momentis fo implacable, that fatistaction 
anbenone, but by pangs of death and fepulcher: Hob, 
qob,ishis word : giu’c or take’. 
| Vio, [will returne againe into the houfe, and defire 
fome conduct ofthe Lady. Iam no fighter, I haus heard 
offome kinde of men, that put quarrells purpofely on o- 
thers, to tafte their valour: belike thisisa man of that 
uitke. 
To, Sirno : his indignation derives it felfe out of a vee 
rycomputent iniurie, therefore get you on, and gitte him 
tisdefire, Backe you fhallnotto the houfe, vnlefle you 
mdertakethat with me, which with as much fafetie you 
might anfwer him : therefore on, or frippe your {word 
tatkenaked: formeddle you muft that’s certain, or for- 
(weareto weare iron about you. 
Vio, Thisis as vnciuill as ftrange. Ibefeech you doe 
me this courteous office, as to know of the Kaight what 
ny offence to himris : it is fomething of my negligence, 
noching ofmy purpofe. 
To. { willdoe fo. Signiour Fabia, flay you by this 
Gentleman, till my returne. Exit Toby. 
Vio, Pray you tir, do you know of this matter? 
Ia, Vkaow the knightis incenft againft you, euen to 
imartall arbitrement, but nothing of the circumftance 
nore, 
Yio, Tbefeech you what manner of manis he ? 
Fab, Nothing of that wonderfull promife to read him 
byhis fortne, as you are like to finde himin the proofe of 
hisvalour, Heisindeede fir, the moft skilfull, bloudy,& 
fall oppofite that you could pofsibly haue found in anie 
patof Lilyria : will you walke towards him, I wiil make 
your peace with him, ifI can. 

Vi. Ufhall bee much bound toryou for't: Tam one, 
that had rather go with fir Prieft, then fir knight: I care 
tot who knowes fo much of my mettle. Exeunt. 
Exter Toby and Andrew, 

To, Why man hee sa verie diuel!, [ haue not feen fuch 
aftago: Thad a patle with him, rapier,{cabberd,and all : 
|(/MGhe gives me the Rucke in with fuch a mortal] motion 
Matitisinevicable : and onthe anfwer, he payes you as 
ys asyour feete hits the grouna they Rep on, They 
ashe has bin Fencer to the Sophy. 

And. Pox on’t,Nenot meddle with him. 

'o. Ubuthe will not now be pacified, , 

tan can fearfe hold him yonder. 
ee Plague on’t, and [thought he had beene valiant, 
rd b. cunning in Fence, Pde have feene him damn’dere 

Shave challeng’d him. Let him lec the matter flip, and 
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lle giue him my horfe, gray Capilec. 

To. Ilemake the motion : ftand heere, make 2 good 
fhew on’t, this fhall end without the perdition of foules, 
marty Ile ride your horfe as well as 1 ride you. 

Exter Fabian andViels. 
Thauehishorfeto take vp the quarrell, Ihaue perfwaded 
him the youths a diuell. 

Fa, Heisas horribly conceited ofhim : and pants, & 
lookes pale,as ifa Beare were at his heeles, 

To. There's no remedie fir,he will fight with you for’s 
oath fake: marrie hee hath becter bethought himof his 
quartell and hee findes that now fearfe to bee worth ral- 
king of : therefore draw for the fupportance of his vowe, 
he protefts he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me: alittle thing would miake 
mc tell them how much I lacke of aman, 

Fab, Giue ground if you fee him furious. 

To. Come fir Andrew, there’snoremedie, the Gen- 
tleman will for his honors fake haue one bowt with yous 
he cannot by the Duelloauoide it: buthee has promifed 
me,as heisa Gentleman and a Soldiour, he willnot hure 
you. Come on, too’t. 

And, Pray God he keepe his oath, 

Enter Antonio. 

Vio. J do offure you tis againft my will, 

Ant. Put vp your fword : ifthis yong Gentleman » 
Haue done offence,] cake the faultonme : 

If you offend him, I for him defie you, 
To. You fir? Why,what are you? 
, Ant. One fir, that forhis loue dares yet do more 
Aen you haue heard him brag to you he will, 
To. Nay, ifyou be an vndertaker,I am for you, 
EnterOfficers. 

Fab. O good fir Toby hold: heere come the Officers? 

To. Ilebe with you anon. : 

Vio. Pray fir,put your {Word vp ifyou pleafe. 

And. Merry will I Gr: and for that] promis’d you He 
be as good as my word, Hee will beare you cafily , and 
raines well. 

LOf. Thisistheman,dothy Office. 

2 Off. Anthonio, Larreft thee at the fuit of Count Orfino] | 

An, You domiftake me fir. 
1.0f. No fir, no iot: I know your fauour well ; 
Though now you haue no fea-cap on your head : 
Fake him away, he knowesl know him well. 
Ast, Imuftobey, This comes with feeking you: 
But chere’s no remedie, I fhall anfwer it: 
What will you do : now my neceffitie 
Makes me toaske you for my purfe, It greeues mee 
Much more, for what I cannet do foryou,: - 
Then what befals my felfe: you ftandamaz’d,- 
Butbeofcomfort. 
2 Of. Come fir away. 
Ant, I mutt entreat of you fome of that money. 
Vio. What money fir? 
For the fayre kindneffe you haue fhew’d meheére, 
And past being prompted by your prefent trouble, 
Out of my leane and low ability 
Ile lend you fomeching : my hauing is not much, 
Ne make diuifion of my prefent with you s 
Hold, there’s halfe my Coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now, 
Ift poffsble that my deferts to you 3 
Can lacke per{wafion. Do not tempt my mifery, 
beaft that it make me fo vnfeund aman 


Asto ypbraid you with thofe kindneffes fi 
ere : That 





































































































































_ oago 

That Ihaue done for you, - 
Pio..1 know of none, . 

Nor know I you by voyce, or any feature : 

I hate ingratitude more in a man, 

Then lying, vainneffe, babling drunkenneffe, 

Or. any taint of vice, whofe rong corruption 

inhabites our fraile blood. 

: dxt., Oh heauens themfelues. 

2.Off. Come fir,I pray you go. 

Ant, Let mefpeake alittle. This youth that you fee 
| I {natch’d one halfe out of the iawesofdeath, — (heere, 
Releeu'd him with fuch fan@iitie ofloue; 

And to hisimage, which me thought did promife 
Moft venerable worth, did J devotion: 

4. Of. Whar'sthatto vs, the time goes by: Away. 

Aut, But oh, how vilde an idoll proues this God : 
Thou haft Seba/tian done good feature, fhame, 

In Nature, there’s no blemifh but che minde : 
None‘edn be call’d deform’d, but the ynkinde. 
Vertucis beauty, but the beauteous euill 

Are empty trunks, ore-flourifh’d by the deuill. 

1. Off. Theman growes mad,away with him: 
Come, come fir. 

Ant, Leademe on, Exit 

Vio, Me thinkes his words do from {uch pafsion flye 
That he beleeues himfelfe, fo do not 1: 
Proue rruc imagination, oh proue true, 
That I deere brother, be now tane foryou. 
To. Comehither Knight, come hither Fabian : Weel 
whifper ore a couplet or two of molt {age fawes. 
Vio. Henam’d Sebaftian : 1 my brother know 
Yer liuing in my glaffe : euca fuch, and fo 
In fauour was my Brother, and he went 
Scll in this fafhion, colour, ornament, 
For him I imitate : Ohifit proue, 
Tempefts are kinde, and falt Waues frefh in lowe. 

* To. Avery difhoneft paltry boy, and more acoward 
then a Hare, his difhonefty appeares, in leaving his frend 
heere in neceffity, and denying him: and for his coward- 
fhip aske Fabian. 

Fab, A Coward,amoft deuout Coward, religious in 
it. . 
And, Siid Ile after him againe, and beate him, 

To. Do,cuffe him foundly, but neuer draw chy {word 
And, And Ido not. 3 

Fab. Come, let’s fee the-euent. 

To. \ dare lay any money, twill be nothing yet. Exit 





——ee 


eA tus Quartus, Scena prima. 





Exter Sebajtian and ( lowne. 
Clo, Wiil youmake me beleeue,that I amnot fent for 
ou? 
: Seb. Gotoo, go too, thou art a foolith fellow, 
Let me be cleere of thee. 

Clo, Weltheld our yfaith: No, I donot know you, 
nor Lam not fentto youby my Lady, to bid you come 
fpeake with her: nor yourname isnot Mafter Cefarie, 
nor this isnot my nofe neyther : Nothing thatis fo,is fo, 

Seb. Iprethee vent thy folly fome-where elfe, thou 
know {tdotme. 

Clo. Vent my folly : He has heard that word of fome 
great man, and now applyesitto a foole, Vent my fol- 
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‘If thou dar'ft tempt me further, draw thy fword. 






ly : 1am affraid this great lubber the World will oro. 
Cockney : I prethee now vngird thy ftrangenes irs. i 
me what I fhall vent to my Lady ? Shall J vent te hir A 
thou art comming? ’ 
Seb. I prethee foolifh greeke depart from me, there 
money for thee, if youtarrylonger, I hall giue ant 
paiment, 
Clo. By my troth thou haftan open hand:thefe Wit. 
men that giue fooles money, get themfelues a ood re. 
port, after foureteene yeares purchafe, i 


Enter Andrew, Toby, aud Fabian, 

And, Now fir, haue I met you again ; ther’s fo 

Seb. Why there’s for thee, and there,and there, 
Are all the people mad ? 

To Hold fir, or Ile throw your dagger oreth j 

€lo. This will I tell my He Araigte| cane be: : 
in fome of your coats for two pence, 

To. Come on fir, hold, 

An. Nay let him alone, Ile go another way to worke 
withhim: Ile haue an aétion of Battery againtthim, jf 
there be any law in Illyria: though I ftroke him firft, ¥e 
it’s no matter for thar. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

To, Come fir, I will not let you go. Comemy yong 


fouldier put vp your yron: you are well flefh’d: Come| 
on 


ryou, 


‘Seb. Lwillbe free from thee. What wouldAnowi| 


To. What, what? Nay then J muft haue an Ounce or 
two of this malapert blood fromyou. 
__ Enter Oliutae 
Ol, Hold Toby, on thy life I charge thee hold, 
To. Madam. 
O/. Will it be ever thus ¢ Vngracious wretch, 
Fit for the Mountaines, and the barbarous Canes, 
Where manners nere were preach’d out of my fight, 
Benot offended, deere Cefario: 
Rudesbey be gone. I prethee gentle friend, 
Let thy fayre wifedome, not thy pafsion fway 
In this vnciuill, and vniuftextent - 
Againft thy peace, Go with meto my houfe, 
And heare thou there how many fruitleffe prankes 
This Ruffian hath botch’d vp, that thou thereby 
Mayft {mile at this ; Thou fhalt not choofe but goe: 
Do not denie, befhrew his foule for mee, 
He ftarted one poore heart of mine, inthee. 
Seb. What rellith is in this ? How runs the ftreame? 
Or I am mad, or elfe this is adreame: 
Let fancie ftill my fenfe in Lethe fteepe, 
If it be thus to dreame, (till let me fleepe. ee 
Ol.Nay come I prethee,would thoud’ft be rul'd by mt 
Seb.* Madam, I will. 
O!, O fay fo, and fobe, 


oe ee eat ae SES Se OE ee 
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Scena Secunda. 
ie iS Go) pe cago 4) lt 
Enter Maria and Clowne. a 
Mar. Nay, Iprethee put onthis gown, & this beates 
make him beleeue thou art fir Topas the Curate, doeit 
quickly. Ile call fir Toby the whilft. fell 
Clo, Well, Ile put it on, and I will diffemble my a 
in’t, and I would I were the firft chat ever diflemble" i | 











imfychagowne, Tamnot tall enough to become the 
fuigtion Well, not leane enough to bee ‘thought a good 
sydient : but to be {aid an honeft man and 2 good houf. 
keeper goes as faircly, as to fay, a carefull pian, & a great 
holler. The Competitors entet. 

Enter Toby, 

To. loue bleffe thee M. Parfon. 

Clo, Bowos dies fit Toby: for asthe old hermit of Prage 
hanever fay pen and inke, very wittily fayd to a Neece 
of King Gorbodacke, that that is, is : fo T being M.Parfon, 
am M. Parfon ; Say isthar, butthat?andis, butis? 

a Tohim fir Topas. : veer 

oa sneer hid fay, Peace in this prilon.’ 
Tu Theknaue counterfets well: a good knaue. , 

; Maluslio within. 
mal. Who cals there ? 
| Ch. Sit Topas the Curate, who comes to viiit ALaluo- 

fothe Lunaticke, ; 
| Mal, Six Topas, fix Topas, good fir Tepasgoeto my 
Ladie. 

Cle, Outhyperbeolicall end, how vexeft thou this 
man? Talkeft thou nothing but of Ladies ? 

Tb. Well faid M. Parfon. 

Mal, Sit Topas, neuer was man thus wronged, good 
fit Topas donotthinkelam mad: they haue layde mee 
heere in hideous darkneffe. 

Clo. Fye, thou difhoneft fathan: Ycallthee by the 
moft modeft termes, for J anyone of thofe gentle ones, 
that will vfe the diuell himfelfe with curtefie: fay thou 
that houfe is darke? 

Mal. As hell Ge Topas. 

Cl, Why it hath bay Windowes tranfparantas bari- 
cadoes, and rhe cleere ftores toward the South north,ate 
aslufttousas Ebony : and yet complaineft thou of ob- 
frudtion ? 
Mal, Yam not mad fir Topas, I fay to you this houfeis 
datke, 

Cho, Madman thou'erreft: I fay there isno darkneffe 
butignorance, in which thou art more puzel’d them the 
FReyptians in their fog ge. 

Mal. | fay this houfe is as darke@as Ignorance, thogh 
Ignorance were as darke as hell; and I fay there was ne- 
uer man thus abus’d, Jam no more madde then you are, 
jmakethe triall of itin any conftant queftion. 

Clo. \Vhat isthe opinion of Pythagoras concerning 
Wilde-fowle ? 
hoe: Aa the foule of our grandam, might happily. 

Clo, What think thou of his opinion ? 

Mat, I thinke nobly of the foule,and no way aproue 
bis opinion, 

Clo, Fare thee well: remaine thou flillin darkeneffe; 
thou fhalt hold th’opinion of Pythagoras, ere! will allow 
oithy wits, and feare to killa Woodcocke, Jef thou dit 
Poleffe the foule of thy grandam, Farethee well, 

Mal, Six Topas, fit Topas. 
| Tob, My moft exquifitefir Topas. 

Clo, Nay I am for all waters, creature 4 

Mer. Thou mightft haue done this without thy berd 
/ind gowne, he fees thee not. ; 

To, To him in thine owne voyce, and bring me word 
OW thou find#t him : T would we were well ridde of this 
ase be may bee soruepieely ceeetan I go 
20r fam now fo farrein offence with my Nicce, 

that I cannot purfue with any fafery this fport the vppe- 
hot. Come by and by to my Chamber. Exit 


/ 
Nee 
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iolly Robin, cell me how thy Lady 

















































Clo, Hey Robin, 
does, 

Mal. Foole. : 

(lo. My Lady is ynkind, perdie. . 

Mal. Poole. 

Cla. Alas why is fhe fo 2° 

Mal. Foole,I fay. 

Cle. Shedoues another. Who calles, ha? 

Mal. Good foole,. as euer thou wilt deferue well at 
my hand, helpe me to a Candle, and pen, inke,and paper: 
z Tom aGentleman, I will liue to bee thankefull to thee 

ore, =e : 
la. M. CAbatwolio ? 
‘ Chal. 1 good Foole, “ 

C7o.: Alas tir, how fell you befides your fiue wits? 

Mall. Poole, there was neuer man{onotoriouflie ax 
bus’d: Tami as well in my wits(foole)asthou art. 

Clo. But as well : then you are mad indeede,if you be 
no better in your wits then a foole. 

Mal, They haueheere propertiedme: keepe mecin | 
darkeneffe, fend Minifters.to me, Affes, and doe all they. 
can to face me out of my wits. ; 

Clo. Adunfe you what you fay ; the Minifter is heere. 
Maluolio, Malsolio, thy wittes the heauens reftore : en- | 
deauour thy felfe to fleepe, andleaue thy yaine bibble 
babble, : a 

Mal, Six Topas. 

Clo. Maintaineno words withhim good fellow, 
Who I fir, not I fir,God buy you good fir Topas: Mar- 
ry Amen, I will fir, I will, ; 

Mal, Foole, foole, fooleT fay. ; 

‘Clo. Alas fitbe patient. What fay you fir, lam fhent 
for {peaking to you. : 

‘Mal, Good foole, helpeme to fome light, and fome 
paper, T tell thee Tam as well in my wittes, a3 any maninf 
Illyria. 7 

Clo, Well-a-day, that you were fir. 

Mal. By this hand Iam: good foole, fome inke,pa- 
per, andiight : and conuey what I will fet downe to my 
Lady :itfhall aduantage thee more, then euer che bea- 
ring of Letter did. os 

Clo, I will help you too’c. But te] me true, are you not 
mad indeed, prdo you but counterfeit. 

Mal, Beleeue me lam‘not, I cell thee true. 

Clo.Nay, le nere beleeve a madman till I {ce his brains 
I will fetch you light, and paper,and inke. 

Mal. Foole, Ile requite itin the higheft degrees ~ 
I prethee be goue, 

Clo. I am gone fir, andanon fir, 

Ile be with you againe : 

Inatrice, like tothe old vice, , 
your needeto fuftaine, 

Who with dagger of lath, in his rage and his wrath, 
cries ah ha, tothe diuell : : 

Like a mad lad, paire thy nayles dad, 


\y 


Adieu good man diuell. 


Exit ; 





Scena Tertia. — 





Enter Sebaftian. 
This is the ayre, that is the glorious Sunne, 
This pearle fhe gaue me, I'do feel’t, and{ee't, 
And though tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
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___ #72 
Yet’tisnot madneffe. Where's Asthonio then, 
Tcould not finde him at the Elephant, =~ 
Yet there he was, and there I found this credite, . 
That he did range the towne to feeke me out, { 
His councell now might do me golden feruice, | 
For though my foule difputes well with my fence, 
| That this may be fome error,but no madneffe, 

Yet doth this accident and flood of Fortune, . 
So farre exceed all inftance, all difcourfe, ‘ 
That fam readie to diftruft mine eyes, | 
And wrangle with my reafon that perfwades me | 
To any other truft, but that J am mad, na 

Or elfe the Ladies mad; yet if twerefo, 

She could not fway her houfe, command her followers 
| Take, and giue backe affayres, and their difpatch, 
Wich fuch a fmooth, difcreet, and ftable bearing 

As I perceiue fhe do’s : there’s fomething in’t 

That is deceiucable. But heere the Lady comes. 








> 


__. Enter Olinia, and Prieft. 
_ Ol. Blame not this hatte of mine: if you meane well 
Now go with me, and with this holy man 
Into the Chantry by : there before him, 
| And vnderneath that confecrated reofe, 
Plight me the full aflurance of your faith, 
That my moft iealious, and too doubrfull foule 
May liue at peace. He shall conceale it, 
Whiles you are willing it fhall come to nore, 
What time we will our celebration keepe 
According to my birth, what do you fay? 
Seb, Ie follow this good man, and go with you, 
And hauing {worne truth, ever will be true. 
~ OL.Then lead the way good father,& heauens fo fhine, 
That they may fairely note this aéteof mine. —, Exeunt, 
Fints Atlus Quartus. 


ee aeeeemeeeestios: a 


| eAdtus Quintus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter Clowne and Fabian. 
Fab, Now as thou lou’fi me, let me fee his Letter. 
Cl. Good M.Fabias,grant me another requeft. 
~ Fab. Any thing, 
Clo. Do not defire to fee this Letter. 
kab. This is to giuea dogee,and in recompence defire 
my dogge againe. 


Exter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords, 

Duke. Belong youto the Lady O/sia, friends? 

Clo, I fir, we are fome of her trappings. 

Duke. 1 know thee well : how doeft thou my good 
Fellow ? 

Clo, Truely fir, the better for my foes, and the worfe 
for my friends. 

De. Int the contrary the better for thy friends. 

(lo. No fir,the worfe. 

Du. How can that be? 

Clo. Marry firthey praife me, and make an affe of me, 
now my foestellme plainly, Taman Affe ; fothat by my 
foes fir, I proficin the knowledge of my telfe, and by my 
friends Lam abufed:fo that conclufions to be as kifies,if 
your foure negatines make your two affirmatiues , why 
then the worfefor my friends, and the better for my foes. 


Twelfe Night, or, What you will, 


Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 






ome 


Phere er 
Dz, Why this is excel 


ent. 

- Clo, By my treth fir, no : thoughit pleafe youto be 
one of my friends, 

_ Da, Thou fhale not be the worfe for me, 

Cle, But that it would be doubledealing 
you could make it another, 

Da. O you giue me ill counfell, 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket fir, for this once 
and let your flefh and blood obey it. : 

Dx. Well, 1 willbe fo mucha finner to bea double 
dealer : there’s another. 

Clo. Primo, fecundo, tertio, isa good play, and theolde 
faying is, the third payes for all; che triplex fir, is a good 
tripping meafure, or the belles of S. Benuer fir, may put 
you in minde, one, two, three. 

Dus, You can fooleno more money out of mee at thi 
throw: if you will lec your Lady know Iam here to fpeak 
with her, and bring her along with yon, it may awake any 
bounty further. 

Clo, Marry fir, lullaby to your bountietill 1 come a 
gen. I go fir, but I would not haue you to thinke, that 
my defire of hauing is the fiane of couetoufneffe: but as 
you fay fir, let your bounty take anappe, I will awakeit 
anon, ie 


there’s pold, 
fir, I Would 


Enter Anthonio and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the man fir, thet did refcue mee. - 

Da, That face ofhis Ido remember well, 
yet when I faw it laft, icwas befmear’d 
Asblacke as Vulcan, in the fmoake of warre: 

A bawbling Veffell washe Captaine of, 

For fhallow draught and bulke vnprizable, 

With which fuch fcathfull grapple did he make, 
Wich the moi noble bottome of our Fleete, 

That very enuy, and the tongue of loffe 

Cride fame and honor on him: What’s the matter? 

-I Offi. Orfino, this is that Anthonio 
That tooke the Phevix, and her fraught from Candy, 
And this is he that did the Tiger boord, 

When your yong Nephew itv loft his legge; 
Heere in the ftreets, defperate of fhame and ttate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

iow He didme kindneffe fir, drew on my fide, 
But in conclufion put {trange {peech vpon me, 

I know not what’twas, but diftra@ion. 

Dus. Notable Pyrate, thou falc-water Theefe, 
What foolith boldneffe brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in termes fo bloudie, and fo deere 
Haft made thine enemies? 

Aut. Orfine: Noble fir, 

Be pleas’d that I fhake offthefe names you give mee: 
Axthonio newer yet was Theefe, or Pyrate, 
Though confeffe, on bafeand ground enough 
Orfino’s enemie. A witchcraft drew me hither: 
That moft ingratefull boy there by your fide, 
From the rude feas enrag’d and foamy mouth 
Did Iredeeme: a wracke pafthope he was: 
His life I gaue him, and did thereto adde 

My loue without retention, or reftraint, 
Allhisin dedication. For his fake, 

Did } expofe my felfe (pure for his loue) 

Into the danger of this aduerfe Towne, 

Drew to defend. him, when he was belet : 
Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning 
(Nox meaning to partake with mein danger) 


And 








































And grew a twentic yeeres remoued thing 
Whileone would winke : denide me mine owne purfe, 
Which I had recommended to his vfe, 
Norhalfe an houre before. 
Vie. How can this be? 
Ds. When came heto this Towne? 
Ant. To day my Lord : and for three months before, 
No intrim, HOt 2 minutes vacancie, 
Both day and night did we keepe companie. 
Enter Olinia and attendants. 
pw. Heere comes the Counieffe, now heanen walkes 
on earths 
put for thee fellow, fellow thy words are madueffe, 
Three monthes this youth harh tended vpon mee, 
put more of that anon, Take him afide. 
~ OL, What would my Lord, burethat he may not haue, 
Wherein Olinia may feeare feruiceable ? 
qinie, you do not keepe promiife with me, 
Vw. Madam: 
Du, Gracious Oliuta,” 
Ol, What do you fay Cefario? Good my Lord. 
Vis, My Lord would ipeake,my cutie hufhes me. 
Ol, Ifitbe ought ro the old tune my Lord, 
ltisas fac and fulfome to mine care’ 
Ashowling after Muficke, 
Dn, Still fo cruell ? 
Ol, Still fo conftant Lord. 
Du, What to peruerfeneffe 2? you ynciuill Ladie 
Towhofeingrate, and vnaufpicious Altars 
Myfoule the faithfull’ft offrings haue breath'd out 
Thatere deuotion tender'd. What fhallI do? 
0! Euen what it pleafemy Lord that fhal becom him 
Du, Why fhould I not, (had I the heart to do it) 
Liketo th’ Egyptian theefe, at point of death 
Killwhat Iloue : (a fayage iealoufie, 
That fometime fasours nobly) but heare me this : 
Since you to non-regardance caft my faith, 
Andthat I partly know che inftrument 
That {crewes me from my true place in your fauour : 
liveyouthe Marble- brefted Tirant till. 
Butthis your Minion, whom I know you loue, 
And whom, by heauen I fweare, I tender deerely, 
Him willl teare out ef that cruell eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his matters {pighe. 
Come boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in mifchiefe : 
llefactifice the Lambe that I do loue, 
Tofpighta Ravens heart within a Doue, 
Vio, And Imoftiocund, apt, and willinglie, 
Todoyou ret, athoufand deaths would dye, 
Ol, Where goes (e/arto? 
Vio. After him I loue, 
More then I loue thefe eyes, more then my life, 
ore by all mores, then ere J fhall loue wife. , 
If] do feigne, you witneffes aboue 
Punith my life, for tainting ofmyloue. 
OL Ayeme detefted, how am I beguil’d? 
Vis. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
i Haft thou forgot thy felfe 2 Is it fo long? 
all forth the holy Father. | 
Du. Come, away, Agee 
Ol, Whether my Lord? Cefario, Husband, fay, 
Du. Husband ? See oa 
1. THusband, Can he that deny ?3 
Da. Her husband, Grrah 2° 
Pio. No my Lord,notf. 
¢ Ol, Alas, itis the bafeneffe of thy feare, 


: Tivelfe Night, or, W hat.you will, 


| Feare not Cefario, take thy fortunes vp, 


= —— nt aa 
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That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety : 


Bethat thou know’ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear’a, 
Enter Pricft, 
O welcome Father: 
Father, I charge thee by thy reuerence 
Heere to vnfold, though lately we intended 
To keepe in darkeneffe, what occafionnow 
Reueales before ‘tis ripe : what thou doft know 
Hath newly paft, betweene this youth, and me, 
Prieff. A Contraé of eternall bond ofloue, 
Confirm'd by mutuall ioynder of your hands, 
Attefled by the hely clofe of lippes, 
Strengthned by enterchangement of your rings, 
And all the Ceremonie of this compact 
Seal’d in my funGion, by my teftimony : 
Since when, my watch bath told me, toward my graue 
I haue trauail’d but two houres. 
Du. Othou diflembling Cub: what wilt thou be 
Whentimehath fow'da grizzle on thy cafe? 
Or will not elfe thy craft to quickely grow, 
That thine owne trip fhall be chine overthrow : 
Farewell, and take her, bur direét thy fecte, 
Where thou, and ¥ (henceforth) may neuet meet. 
Vio. My Lord, Ido proteft. 
ol. Odonot {weare, 
Hold lirtle faith, though thou haft too much feare, 


* Enter Sir Andrew. 
And. Forthe loue of God a Surgeon, fend one pre- 
fently to fir Toby. 
ol. What's the matter ? 
And. Has broke my head a-croffe, and has given Sir 
Toby a bloody Coxcombe too : forthe loue of God your 
helpe, [had rather then ferty pound I were athome, © _ 
O/. Whohbas done this fir Andrew? 
And. The Counts Gentleman, one Cefario: we tooke 
him for a Coward, but hee’s the verie diuell incardinate. 
Ds. My Gentleman Cefario? — 
And. Odd'slifelingsheere he is: you'broke my head 
for nothing, and that that I did, I was fet onto do't by fir’ 
Toby. <> : 
Vie. Why.do you fpeaketo me, I neuer hurtyouz: | 
you drew your {word vpon me withoutcaule,) : 
But I befpake youfaire, andhurt younot. 


Enter Toby and Clowne. 
And, \fabloody coxcombe be a burt, you have hurt 
me: thinke you fer nothing by abloody Coxecombe, | 
Heere comes fit 7 oby halting, you fhall heare more: but if 
he had not beenein drinke, hee would haue tickel’d you 
othergatesthenhedid. = 
Da. How now Gentleman? how ift with you? — 7 
To. That’s all one,has hurt me,and there’s th’end on’t: 
Sot, didft fee Dicke Surgeon, fot? debi 
Clo, Ohe’s drunke fir Toby an haureagone : hiseyes. 
were fet at eight i'th morning. | sae Bible 
To, Then he’s a Rogue,and a paffy meafures panyn 71 
hateadrunkenrogue. . ee, 
Ol, Away with him? Who hath made this hauocke 
withthem? we Ras | 
And. Mehelpe you fit Toby, becauife we'll be dreft to- 
ether. nt seas ; 
‘ To. Willyouhelpe an Affe-head, anda coxcombe, 8: 
aknaue; a'thin fac’d knaue, a gull? a pe 
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Enter Sebaftian. 
Seb. Yam forty Madam I have hurt your kin{man: 
| But had it beene the brother of my blood, 
Touft haue done no leffe with wit and fafety. 
You throw a {trangeregard vpon me, and by that 
I do perceiue it hath offended you: 
Pardon me ({weet one) euen for the vowes 
Wemade each other, but fo late ago. 


A natural] Perfpectiue, that is, and is nor. 

Seb. Anthento : O my deere Anthonio, 
Howhaue the houres rack’d, and tortur’d me, 
Since I haue loft thee ? 

Ant, Sebaftian are you? 

™ Seb, Fear’ft thou that Anthonio ? 

{ Ant. How haue you made diuifion of your felfe, 
An apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Then thefe two creatures. Which is Sebaftian ? 

Ol, Moft wonderfull, 

Seb, Dol ftand there ? I never had a brother: 
{ Nor can there be that Deity in my nature 
| Of heere, and euery where. I had a fifter, 
| Whom the blinde waues and furges haue deuour'd : 
| Of charity, what kinne are youto me? 
| What Countreyman? What name? What Parentage? 
| Vio. Of Mteffaline : Sebaffian was my Father, 
| Such a Sebafian was my brother too: 
Sowenthe fuired to his watery tombe: 
If ipirits can aflume both forme and {uite, 
4 You come to fright vs. 

Seb, A {pirit I am indeed, 
But am in that dimenfion groffely clad, 
‘| Which from the wombe i did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reit goes euen, 
I fhould my teares let fall vpon’your cheeke, 

| And fay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 
. + Vio. My father had amoale vpon his brow. 
. Seb. And fo had mine. 
| Vi. And didethat day when Vio/a from her birth 
|, Had numbred thirteene yeares. 
9, Seb. Ochat record is liuely in my foule, 
Hefinifhed indeed his mortall ace 
| That day rhat made my fitter thirteene yeares. 
| Vio. Ifnothing lets tomake vs happie both, 
| But this my mafculine vfurp’d attyre : 
| Donotembrace me, till each circumftance, 
} Of place, time, fortune, do co-hereand iumpe. 
{That I am Fila, whichto confirme, 
{ Ile bring youtoa Captaine in this Towne, 
| Where lye my maiden weeds : by whofe gentlchelpe, 
| L was preferu’d to ferue this Noble Count: 
All the occurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath beene berweene this Lady, and this Lord, 
., Seb. So comes it Lady,you haue beene miftooke: 
| But Nature to her bias drew in that, 
|. You, would haue bin contraéted to a Maid, 
‘Nor are you therein (by my life) deceiu’d, 
'};Y quare betroth’d both to a maid and man. 
| Ds. Benotamaz’d, right noble is his blood : 
1 If this be fo, as yet the glaffefeemestruc, 
J thall haue fhare in this moft nappy wracke, 
| Boy, thou hait faide to mea thoufand times, 
Thou neuer fhould’ft loue woman like to me. 
» Vie. Andallthofe fayings, will I ouer fweare, 
| And all thofe fwearings keepe as trucin{oule, 


Win 
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Du, One face, one voice, one habit,and two perfons, 
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Twel e Night, or, What you will. Bs 


O!. Get himto bed, and let his hurt be look’d too. 


As doth that Orbed Continent, the fire, 
That feuers day ftom night. 

Du. Giue me thy hand, 

And let me fee thee in thy womans weedes, 

Vio, The Captaine that did bring me firfton thor 
Hath my Maides garments : he vpon fome A@ion ; 
Is now in durance, at AZalnolio’s {uite, 

A Gentleman, and follower of my Ladies, 

Ol. He fhall inlarge him ; fetch CMalsoljo hither 
And yet alas, now I remember me, : 
They fay poore Gentleman, he’s much diftrag, 

Exter Clowne with a Letter, and Fabian, 
A moftextradting frenfie of mineowne 
From my remembrance, clearly banitht his, 
How does he fi:rah ? 
C/.Truely Madam, he holds Belzebub at the ftaues end; 
wellas a man in his cafe may do: has heere writ aletterto 
you, I fhould haue giuen’t you to day morning, But as, 
fo it skilles Dot much 


Ol. Open’t, ard read it. 

Clo, Looke then to be well edified, when the Foole 
deliuers the Madman. By the Lord Madam. 

Ol, How now, art thoumad? 

Clo, No Madam, I do but reade madneffe: and your 


Ladyfhip will haue it as it ought to bec, you muft allow 


OX. 
Ol, Prethee readei’thy right wits, 
(lo. Sol do Madona : but to reade his right wits,isto 


reade thus : therefore, perpend my Princeffe, and giue 
care, 


femblance I put on; withthe which I doubt not, butto 
do my felfe much right, or you mdch fhame: thinke 
me as youpleafe. Ileaue my duty a little vnthoughtof, 


and fpeake outoftny iniury. The madly vs'd Malnols, 
Ol. Didhe write this 2 


Cle, I Madame. 

Ds. This favours not much of diftraGtion. 

Ol. See him deliuer’d Fabian, bring him hither: 

My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe things further thought on, 
To thinke meas well a fifter,as a wife, 

One day fhall crowne th’alliance on’t, fo pleafe you, 
Heere at my houfe, and at my preper coft. 

Du. Madam, Tam moft apt embrace your offer: 
Your Mafter quits you : and for your ferulice done him, 
So much againft the mettle of your fex, 

So farre beneath your foft and tender breeding, 
And fince you call’d me Mafter, for fo long; 


Heere is my hand, you fhall from this time bee 
your Mafters.Miftris. 


Ol, A fifter, you are fhe.. 

: Enter Maluelio, 
Dz, Is this the Madman? ; 
O/. Imy Lord, this fame : How now Maluolio? 
Mal. Madam, youhane doneme wrong, 

Notorious wrong, 
Ol, Haue I ALaluolio? No, REE 
eMal. Lady you haue, pray yeu perufe that Letter. 
You muft not now denice it is your hand, 
Write from it if you can,in hand,or phrafe,’ 


= 





Or 





T} welfe Night, or, What you will. fas | 2 I5 | 


ee 

tis not your feale, not your inuention : 
es fay none ofthis, Well, grant it then, 
‘jad tell me in the modeftie of honor, 


Why you have giuenme fuch cleare lights of fauour, 


come fmiling, and croffe-garter’d to you, 
sg : enycllow eo ctes, and to frowne : 
Ypon fir Toby, and thelighter people : 
And a@ing this in an obedient hope, ; 
Why have you fuffer’d me to beimprifon'd, 
Keptina darke houfe, vifited by the Priest, 
And made the moft notorious gecke and gull, 
That ere invention plaid on? Tell me why ? 

Ol, Alas AZaluolio, this isnot my writing, 
Though I confefle much like the Charraéter : 
Butout of queftion, tis Marias hand. 

Andnow I do bethinke me, it was fhee rn 
FitRtold me thou waft mad ; then cam’ft in {miling, 
Andin {uch formes, which heere were prefuppos’d 
Ypon thee in the Letter : pretheebe content, 
This practice hath moft fhrewdly paft vpon thee: 
But when we know the grounds, and authors of it, 
Thou fhalt be both the Plaintiffe and the Iudge 
Ofthingowne caufe. 
Fab. Good Madam heare me {peake, 

Andletno quarrel, nor no braule ta come, 
Taint the condition of this prefent houre, 
Which [haue wondred at. In hope it fhall nor, 
Moft freely I confeffe my felfe, and Toby 
Set this device againft AZaluolioheere, 
Vponfome ftubborne and vncourteous parts 
Wehadconceiu’dagainfthim, AZaria writ 
The Letter, at fir Tobyes great importance, 
Inrecompence whereof, he hath married her: 
How with a {portfull malice it was follow’d, 

|May rather plucke on laughter then reuenge, 
Ifthat the iniuries be iuftly weigh’d, 
That haue on both fides paft. 


Ol. Alas poore Foole,how haue they baffel’d thee ? 
€, Why fome are borne great,fome atchieue great- 


neffe,and fome haue greatnefle throwne vpon them, 


wasone fir, in this Enterlude, one fir Topas fir, but that's 


| 








all one: By the Lotd Foole, [am not mad : but do you re- 

member, Madam, why laugh you atfuch a barren rafcall, 

and you {mile not he’s gag’d : and thus the whirlegigge 

of time, brings in his reuenges, 24 | 
Mal. Yle be reueug’d on the whole packe of you? 
O/, He hath bene moft notorionfly abus’d. 
De, Purfue him, and entreate him toa peace : 

He hath not told vs of the Captaine yet, 

When that is knowne, and golden time conuents 

A folemne Combination fhall be made 

Ofour deere foules. Meane time {weet fifter, 

We will not part from hence. Cefariocome 

(For fo you fhall be while you are a man;) 

But when in other habites you are feene, 

Orfino’s Mifttis, and his fancies Queene, . Exeunt 


Clowne fings. 
When that I was and a little tine boy, 


with bey, ho, the winde and the raine 
A foolifh thing was but a toy, 
for the raine it raineth enery day, 


But when I came to mans eftate, 
with hey ho,c'e. 

Gainf? Knanes and Theenes men [but their ‘gate, 
far the raine,e. 


But when I came alas to wine, 
with bey ho,eoc. 

By (wag gering could I nener thrine, 
for the raine,oce 


But when Tame unto my beds, | 
with bey bo.cre. 
With tofpottes frill had drunken beades, 
_ for the raine,ee. 


A sree while ago the werld begon, 
ey ho, cre, 
Bat that’s all one, oar Play 4s done, 
and wee'l firine topleafe you enery day. 
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eA tus Primus. Scena Prima. 


a riers a raeen es 


Enter Camillo and Archidamus, 
che . 
F you hall chance( Campiile)to vifit Bohemia,on 
the like occafion whereon my feruices are now 
& on-foot, you fhall fee(as I haue faid) great dif 
ference betwixt our Bohemia,and your Sicilia. 

Cam, Ithinke, this comming Summer, the King of 
Sirilia meanes to pay Bohemia the Vifitation, which hee 
iuftly owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our Entertainment Shall fhame vs: we 
will be iuftified in our Loues ; for indeed-—- 

Cam, ’Befeech you--- 

Arch. Verely I {peake it in the freedome of my know- 
ltdge: we cannot with fuch magnificence--- in fo rare-- 
Iknow not what to fay--- Wee will giue you fleepie 
Drinkes, that your Sences (vn-intelligenc of our infuffi- 
) may, though they cannot prayfe vs, as little ac- 
cufe vs, 

Oe You pay a great deale to deare, for whar’s giuen 
ieely. . 

Arch. Belecue me, I {peake as my ynderftanding in- 
frudts me,and as mine honeftie puts it to vtterance. 

Cam, Sicilia cannot fhew himfelfe ouer-kind to Bobe- 


mature Dignities,and Royall Neceffities,made feperati- 

on of their Societie, their Encounters(though not Perfo- 
nll) hath been Royally attornyed with enter-change of 

Gifts,Letters,louing Embaffies,that they haue feem’d to 
together, though abfent:fhooke hands,as ouer a Vatt; 

indembrac’d as it were from the ends of oppofed Winds. 
beHeauens continue their Loues. 

Arch. 1 thinke there is not inthe World, either Malice 
ot Matter, toalterit. You haue an vn{peakable comfort 
"yout young Prince AZamilliss: it is a Gentleman of the 
bleateht Promife,that euer came into my Nore. 

_ Cam. I very well agree with you,in the hopes of him: 
"sa gallant Child’; one,that (indeed )Phyficks the Sub- 
Kt makes old hearts frefh: they that wenton Crutches 
tthe was borne,defire yet their life,to fee hima Man. 

s rch, Would they elfe be content to die? 

4m.Y essifthere were no othet excufe,why they fhould 
Citetoliues fog | eos 
“Arch If the King had no Sonne, they would defireto 


won Crutches till he had one! Exeunts.) >: 
Scena Secunda. 


Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillins,Polixenes,Camillo, 


Pal, Nine Changes of the Warry-Starre hathbeen 


The Shepheards Note, fince we haue left our Throne 
Without a Burthen: Time as long againe 
Would be fill’d vp(my Brother) with our Thanks, 
And yet we fhould, for perpetuitie, of San 
Goe hence in debt: And therefore, likea Cypher 
(Yet ftanding in rich place) I multiply 
With one we thanke you,many thoufands moe, 
That goe before it. 

Leo, Stay your Thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir,that’s to morrow: 
T am queftion’d by my feares,of what may chaice, 
Or breed vpon our abfence, that may blow 
No {neaping Winds at home,to make vs fay, 


"This is put forth too truly: belides, Lhaue ftay'd 


Totyre your Royaltie, . 
Leo. We are tougher (Brother) 
Then you can put ys to’t. {9 
Pol. No longer ftay, wot 
Leo, One Seue’night longer... orf 

Pol. Very footh, tomorrow. - svit 

Leo, Wee'le part che time becweene’s thenzand in that 
Ile no gaine-faying. eg ay 

Pol. Preffe me not (‘befeech you) fo: mini! 10 | 
There is no Tongue that moues;nene,none ith’ World 
So foone as yours,could win me: fo it fhouldnow, 
Were there neceflitie in your requeft,although - 

*T were needfull Ideny’dit. My Affaires 1q WOY¥ 
Doe cuen drag me home-ward : which to hinder}. 
Were (in your Loue) a Whip tome; mysftay;/ > 

To youa Charge,and Trouble: to faue both, 

Farewell (our Brother.) 2 

Leo. Tongue-ty’d our Queene? fpeake you. 

Her. Thad thought (Sir)to haue held my peace, vatill 
You had drawne Oathes from him,not to ftay: you(Sir) 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him,youare fure. 

All in Bohemia’s well : this fatisfagtion, ,. .. 
The by-gone-day proclaym'd, fay this to him, - 
He’s beat fromhisbeftward. viet 

Leo. Well faid, Hermioness 3 5 seo eo 

Her. Totell,he longs to fee his Sonnie,were ftrongs 
But let him fay fo then,and let him goe; VI at 
But let him fweare fo,and he fhall net ftay, j:5)) 
Wee'lthwack him hence with Diftaffes, 

Yet of your Royall prefence,lleaduenture _ 

The borrow ofa Weeke, Whentat Bohemia... 

You take my Lord, Tle giue him my Commiffion, 

To let him there a Meneth, behind theGeft. .... 

Prefix’d for’s parting: yet (good-deed) Leontess .; 

TlouetheenotaTarteo’th’Clock,behind 20 
Aa What} 





oe 


























































































































































































































Ph ees 
What Lady fhe her Lord. You'le ftay 2 
Pel, No,Madame.. ~ 
Her. Nay, but you will ? 
Pol. I may not verely. 
Her. Verely? 7 
You put me off with limber Vowes: but I, 
Though you would feek t’vn{phere the Stars with Oaths 
Should yet fay, Sir,no going: Verely © 
‘You fhall not goes a Ladyes, Verely* is 
‘As potentasa Lords. Will you goe yet? 
Force me to keepe gous aPrifoner, _ 
Not like a Gueft: fo you fhall pay your Fees 
‘When you depart,and faue your Thanks. How fay you? 
‘My Prifoner ? or my Gueft? by your dread Verely, 
‘One of them you fhall be. 
Pol. Your Gueft chen,Madame : 
To be yout Prifoner fhouldimport offending ; 
‘Which is for me;leffe eafie to commit, 
‘Then you to punish. ° 
Her. Not your Gaolerthen, 
Bur your kind Hofteffe. Come, Ile queftion you 
Of my Lords Tricks;anid yours ,when you were Boyes: 
You were pretty Lordingsthen 
Pol. We were (faire Queene) 
| Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, 
But fuch a day to morrow,as to day," 
And to be Boy eternall. 
Her. Was notmy Lord 
The veryer Wag o’th’two? 
Pol. We were astwyn'd Lambs,that did frisk i’ch’Sun, 
And bleat the one at th’other: what we chang’d, 
| Was Innocence,for Innocence: we knew not. 
The Doétrine of ill-doing, nor dream’d 
‘That any did: Had we purfu’d thar life, 
And our weake Spirits ne’re been higher rear'd 


| Boldly not guilty; the Impofition clear’d, 
Herediratie ours.020% 11673 
Her. By this we gather 
} You haue cript finces: 
4 ) Pol.’ .Omy moftfacred Lady, 
| Temptations haue fince then been borne to’s: for 
| In thofe vnfledg’d dayes, was my Wife aGirles 
| Your precious felfe had then not crofs’d the eyes 
4 Of my young Play-fellow. 
1 Her. Grace toboot: 
4 OF this makenoconclafion,leaft you fay 
| Your Queene and I are Deuils: yet goeon, 
| Th’offences we haue made you doe,wee'le anfwere, 
| EF you firftsfian’d wich vs sand chat with vs 
You did continue fale; and thar you fliptnoe 
With anysbut withyssn © 2 opm 
Leo. Is he woon yer? : 
Her. Hee'leftay (my: Lord.) 


Leo, At my requeft,he would not: 
Hermione (my deareft) thou neuer {poak’ft 
To gg eee atloalo2 egnols 

Her, Neuer 2993 6 
Leo. Neuer,but once. t 183% ua 
Her. What? haue Ieiwice {aid well? when was’t before? 

I prethee tell me: cram’s with prayle,and make's 

As fat as came things: One good:deed,dying tongueleffe, 
| Slaughcers'2 thoufand,wayting yponthat, | 
Our prayfes are out Wages. You may ride’s 
With one foft Kiffe athoufand Furlongsyere 
With Spur we heatan Acre. But toth’Goale : 


ee tens aaat 


The Winters Tale. | 


With ftronger blood,we fhould haue anfwer'd Heauen 


| | Toharderbofomes? Looking on the Lynes 





My laft good deed, was to entreat his Ray, 
What wasmy firite itha‘s an elder Sifter, 
OrI miftake you: O,would her Name were Grace 
But once before i {poke to th’ purpofe? when? 
Nay,let me haue’ts I long. 
Leo. Why ,that was when 
Three crabbed Moneths had fowrd themfelu 
Ere I could.:make thee open thy white Hand: 
A clap thyfelfe,my Loue; then didft thou yrter 
Tam yours for ever. : 
Her. ’Tis Grace indeed, 
Why lo-you now;I haue {poke to th’ purpofe twice: ” 
The one, for euer carn’d a Royall Husband; 
‘Th’other, for fome while a Friend, 
Leo. Toohot, too hot: 
Tomingle friendfhip farre,is mingling bloods, 
Ihaue Tremor Cordis onme: myheartdautices, -> 
But not for ioy; not ioy. This Entertainment 
May a free face put on: deriuea Libettie: » 
From Heartineffe,from Bountie,fertileBofome, 
And well become the Agent:’t may;I graunt: 
But to be padling Palmes,and pinching Fingers, 
As now they are,and making practis’d Smiles 
As ina Looking-Glaffe; and then to figh,as ‘twere 
The Mort o'th’Deere : oh,that is entertainment 
My Bofome likes not, nor my Browes, sMamillius, 
Art thou my Boy? 
Mam. \,my good Lord, we 
Leo. Vfecks : ; ! 
Why thac’s my Bawcock:what?has’t fiautch'd thy Nol 
They fay it isa Coppy out of mine, Come Captaine, | 
Wemuttbe neat; not neat,but cleanly,Captaine: 
And yet the Steere,the Heycfer,and the Calfe, 
Areall call’d Neat. Still Virginalling 
Vpon his Palme? How now (you wanton Calfe) 
Art theu my Calfe ? 
(Mam. Yes, if you will (my Lord.) 
Leo. Thou want ft a rough path, & the fhoots that! 
To be full,like me: yet they fay we are 
Almoftas like as Egges; Women fay fo, 
(That will fay any thing.) But were they falfe 
As o’re-dy’d Blacks,as Wind,as Waters;falfe 
As Dice are to be wifh’d, by one that fixes . 
No borne’twixt his and mine s yet were it true, 
To fay this Boy werelike me. Come(Sir Page) 
Looke on me with your Welkin eye: fweet Villaing, 
Moft dear’ft,my Collop: Can thy Dam,may'tbe | 
Affe&tion? thy Intention ftabs the Center. {cps Dy 
Thou do’ft make poffible things not foheld, uy 
Communicat’ft with Dreames(how canthis be?) | 
With what's voreall: thowcoadtiue arty 
And fellow’ft nothing. Then’tis very credent, ( 
Thou may’ft co-ioyne with fomething,and thou do'f 
(And that beyond Commiffion) and I find it, 
(And that to the infection of my Braines, 
And hardning of my Browes.) 
Pol. What meanes Sicilia? ; 
Her. He fomething feemes vnfetled. 
Pol. How? my Lord ? y puon 
Leo. What cheere? how is’t with you,beft Brother? 
Her. You look as if you held a Brow of much diftradtion 
Are you. mou'd (my Lord?) | eee 
Leo. No, in good earneft. | BE: 
How fometimes Nature will betray it’s folly? 
1c’s tenderneffe? and make it felfe a Paftime 


ll 
€5 to death, | 
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Se / Thin Wt Se tp lye gO Olt oor 
of my Boyes faceyme thoughts I did requoyle 7 
gwentie thee yeeres, and faw my felfe yn-breech’d, 
nmy greene Veluet Coat my Dagger tmutzzetd, >, 
eat it chould bice it’s Mufter, and foproue 
ag Ornainelits Oft'de’s) t6sdangerdus : 7” 
ow like(wie thought)! thet Was co this Kernel], . 


Pol. if at home (Sir) i 101 I ioe 
He'sall my Evert ife,triy MIP, Hy Matter oA of 
Now my {wore Friend, atd'ther minté hay goed eA 
My Parafite,my Soul dier: Staref-maniall: 9° Or! 
Hemakes a lulyes day flrort'as‘December,’ 
Andwith his varying child-neffe, cures intme | 
Thoughts,that would thick my blood, ~ 

Leo. Softands this Squire” ; } ! 
Ofic’d with me: We ewo will walke(my Lord) 
Andleaue you to your grauer fteps. Hermione, 
Howthow lou't vs, thew in‘our Brothers welcome 
\Letwhat isdeare in Sicily,be cheape: mh 
|Next tothy felfe,and my young Rouer,he’s 
| Apparant to my heart, 
| Her, 1f you would feeke vs, BIIUO 
|Weare yours i’th’Garden : fhall’s attend you there? 


{Be you beneath the Sky: I am angling now, 
|(Though you perceiue me not how I giue Lyne) 
|Goetoo, goe too. 

|How fhe holds vp the Neb? the Byll to him ? 

Andarmes her with the boldnefle of a Wite 
Toherallowing Husband. Gone already, ” 
Ynch-thick,knee-deepesore head and eares a fork’d one, 
Goe play(Boy) play: thy Mother playes, and I’ : 
[Play too;but fo difgrac’d a part, whofe iffue 
Willhiffemeto my Grave: Contemptand Clamor 
Wille my Knell, Goe play(Boy)play, there haue been 
(Or lam much deceiu’d) Cuckolds ere now, 


— 


twill let it'anid our the Enemy, eee 
i It bag and baggage: many thoufatd on’s 
auethe Difeafe,and feele’t not. How now Boy? 
Mam, Tamiike you fay. é 
Leo, Why that’s fome comfort. 
hat? Camillo there ? 
hee: I,my good Lord, (091) sb oad) 
‘ i 9e play(A¢amilliva) thou’rt an hone man: 
- ,this creat Sir-will yet ftay longer. 
4 Youhad much adoe to tiake higAnehor hold, 
| "0 you caft our,ic {till came honie. 
F Leo. Didftnoreit ?.\. 0 >> 


“i | Sicilisisa fo-forth :’tisfarregone, a 
| WhenT fhall guftic laf. How cam’ (Camilo) 
| That he did fay? ~ ae a ene gh ong ty 


| Bur foitis,icis nor. Wasthistaken 

| By any vnderftanding Pate burt thine? 9° ¢ 

~ | For thy Conceit is foaking,will drawin’ 

_ | More then the common Blocks. Not noted, i3’t, OES 
» But of the finer Natures? by fome Seueralls > 

| Of Head-peece extradrdinarie? Lower Meffes 

, Perchance areto this Bufineffe purblind? fay.” 


Leo. You will:why happy man be’s doleMy Brother 


| Bohemia ftayes here longer, 


| OF our moft gracious Miftreffe. 


le, Toyourowne bents difpofe you:you'le be found, © 


| Not weighing well'the end: if ener fearefull 

























































vac 
| Cam. Hewould not ftay at your Petitions,made, ©") 
} His Bufineffe more matetiall, 9 
Bt bg ce) os p ] etree Shetek 
| They're here with me already; whifp'ring,rounding: “|. 
fSTENMS 28 1S 2A 


i, 


sae % j 195313 ; ra MA ars 52a hh 
Cam. Acthe good Queenes entreatie, = 
Leo. At the Queenes be’t : Good fhould be pertinent, 


nr 


Cam. Bufineffe,my Lord ?'l thinke moft ynderftand |, 


Leta 10004 Seatta ii eo Hh 
Cam. ‘Stayesherelonger. =. °° 82°" ’ 

Leo, Tjbut why ? Some IU SAT AEY I cay 
Cam. To fatistie your Highheffe,ard the Eftreaties } 


» Leo. Satisfie? — er 
Thentreaties of your Miftrefle? Satisfie? | 
Let that fuffice, [ hauetrufted thee (Camillo) ~ t 
With all the neereft things tomy heart,as well © Sf, 
My Chamber-Councels,wherein(Prieft-like)thou 
Haft cleans’d my Bofome: I, from thee departed 
Thy Penitent reform’d: burwehauebeen © 
Deceiu’d in thy Integritie,deceiu’d . 
Inthat whichfeemesfo. | 
Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.) 
Leo, Tobide vpon’t: thou art not honeftior © 
If thou inclin’ft chat way,thou art a Coward, 
Which hoxes honeftie behind, reftrayning © * 
From Courfe requir’d: or elfe thon muft be counted | 
A Seruant, grafted in my ferious Truit, ° ces 
And therein negligent : ot elfe2 Foole, } 
That feeft a Game play'd home,the rich Stake drawne, | 
Andtak’ftitall foricaft, =z : 
Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, foolifh,and fearefull, |’ 
In euery one’of thefe,no man is free, 
Suc that his negligence, his folly, feare, ©” 
Among the infinite doings of the World,” 
Sometime puts forth in your affaires (my Lord.) 
If euer I were wilfull-negligent, 
Ic was my folly : if induftrioufly 
I play’d the Foole,it was my negligence, 


To doe a thing, where I the iffue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out . 
Againft che non-performance, twas a feare 
Which oft infeéts the wifeft: thefe(my Lord) 
Are fuch allow’d Infirmities,that honeftie 
Is neuer freeof, But befeech yourGrace 
Be plainer with me, lec me know my Trefpas 
By it’s ownevifage; if I chen deny it, 
Tis none of mine. = 

Leo, Ha’ not you feene Camillo? 
(But that’s paft doubr: you hate, or your eye-glaffe 
Is thicker then a Cuckolds Horne) or heard? 
(For toa Vifion fo apparant,Rumor 
Cannot be mute) or thought?(for Cogitation 
Refides not in that man,that do’s net thinke) 
Aaz 









































































































































































































































































































My Wife's a Poly Hore deftucs.a Name. 
7 BMD IORMAT GOEINDS Sis si Tisie? 919r 31°49 
2x-Weendhthstputsto. >. 


e5. i f Foe Be | 
) Pronounce thee a groffe Lowt,a mindleffs Slaue, ... . 
Orelfe ahougsing Temporizer, that ‘dot 
Canft with thine eyes at once fee good andeuill,, 
Inclining to themboth: weremy Wiues Liver, 
| Infeéted (as her life) fhe would nor live _. 
| The running of one Glaffe, ., _ 
Cam. Who do’s infect her 2 


, 


Leo, Whyhethat weares her like her Medull,hanging 


About his neck (Bohemia) who,if J. ~ 

| Had Seruants true about me,tharbare-eyes 

To fee alike mine Honor,as their Profits, 

(Their owne particular Thrifts) they would doe that 
| Which fhould yndoe moredoing : J,and thou - 

His Cup-bearer;whom I from.meaner forme . .;, 
Haue Bench’d,and rear’d to. Wotfhip,who may:ft fee 

Plainely,as Heauen fees Earth, and Earth fees Heauen, 
How Iam gall’d,might’ft be-fpicea Cup, |) 

To giue mine Enemy. a lafting Winke: . 49... | 
Which Draught to me,were cordially... ..., 

Cam. Sit (myberd)s, oj ods I sxedwicanidd b 

I could doe this, and that with.no rath Potion,. 

But with a lingring Dram,that fhould not worke 
Malicioufly like Poyfon; BueLecannot «> 
Beleeue this Crack.to beinmy dread Miftreffe . - 
(So foueraignely. being Honorable.) iss 

J haue lou’d thee, .» ka aa 

— Leo Make that thy queflion,and goe rot:. 

Do’ft thinke I am fo muddy, fo vnfetled, 

To appoint my felfe in this.yexation ? ; 

Sully che purisie and whitenefle of my Sheetes 
(Which to preferue;is Slecpeswhich being {potted, 
is Goades, Thornes. Nettles; Tayles of Walpes) 
Giue fcandall tothe blood oth’ Prince,my Sonne, 
(Who I doe thinkeis mine,and loue.as.mine) 








The Winters Tale 


~ Without ripe mouing 


| Idee, and will ferch off slid) s:4 
2 | Prouided,that when hee’s remou’d, your Highneffe 
“yy | Willtake againe your Queene,as yours. ar Gif, 
-} Euen for your-Sonnes fake,and + 

| The Iniurie of Tongues,in. Courts and Kingdomes 
| Knowne,and ally’dto yours, ..- ... > ~ stad De. 


4 | Euen fo as I mine owne courfe haue fet downe: 
_ | He giueno blemifh to her Honor,none, .. 


; | Goethen; and with a countenanceas cleare= 
, | As Friendfhip weares at Feafts,keepe with Bohemia, 
» | And with your Queene 3 Lam his Cup-bearer,. 

_ If from me he haue wholefomeBeueridge,, 


| As hehad loft fome Prowince,and a Region 


| A Lippe of much contempt,{peedes from me,and 


| For to your felfe,what you doe know,youmuft, 


| Which fhewes me mine chang’d too:for I muftbe © 


| My felfe thus alter’d with’, 


Of you,that yet are well, 







to't? Would Idoe.chis 2. 
Couldmanfoblench? yo 
Cam. Imnuftbeleeueyou{Sir) oy, | 

Behera for'e:, (1, 


hereby for fealing Mii 


myo 


_ Leo. Thoudo’ftaduifeme, 


Cam. My Lord, 


ta 


Account me not your Sernant, 
Leo. Thisis alls... ver of yin sy tas eee 
Do’t,and thou haft the one halfe of my heart; > 
Do’t not,thou fplite’f thine qwne. .) . 1, 
Cam. Ue dogany Latdesuese siay oreo sme) he) 
Leo.] wil feeme friendly,as thou haft aduis'd ine, Exj 
Cam, Omiferable Lady. But forme, , . 
What cafe ftandl in? I muft be the poyfoner 
Of good Polixenes,and my ground to do’t, 
Is the obedience to a Mafters one, 
Who in Rebellion with himfelfe,will have... 
Allthat are his, fo too. Todoethis deed, ... 
Promotion followes: If 1 could find example. 
Of thoufand’s hat had ftruck anoynted Kings, 
And flourifh’d after, II’d notdo’t ; But.fince.,. | 
Nor Braffe,nor Stone,nor Parchment beares notone, » 
Let Villanie it felfe forfwear’t. J mutt 
Forfake the Court; to do’t,orno,is certaine. - | 
Tomea breake-neck, Happy Starre raigne nowy 
Here comes Bohemia. 1 Enter Polixeness 
Pol, This isMrange: Me thinkes id 
My fauor here begins to warpe, Not fpeake? 
Good day Camilo. >of ud ym 
Cam. Hayle moft Royall Sir. 
Pol. Whatis the Newes. ith Court? 
Cam, None rare (my Lord.) 4) 
Pol, The King hath on him fucha countenance, 


Lou’d, as he loues himfelfe : euen now I met him 
With cuftomarie complement,when hee 
Wafting his eyes to th’ contrary,and falling 


So Ieaues me,to confider what is breeding, .»: 
That changes thus his Manners, sy 
Cam. dare not know(my Lord.) - 5.20 
Pol. How,darenot?doe notedoe you know,and darenot! 
Be intelligent to me, tis thereabouts: barinis 


And cannot fay,you dare not... Good Capuilla, : 
Your chang’d complexions are to mea Mirror, 


A partie in this alteration;finding 


(am, Thereisafickneffe rit, | 
Which puts fome of vs in diftemper, but» |» 
I cannot name the Difeafe,and it is caught 2 


Pol, How caught of me? 
Make me not fighted like the Bafilifque. 
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ie et eo ee ad tts 
have look’d on thoufands,who haue {ped the better’ n 


By regard, bur kill’d nene fo: Camilla,’ 
gyou are cextainely a Gentleman,thereto © 


Clerke-like experienc’d, which no leffe adotnes © * °°" 


Our Gentry then our Parents Noble Names, 
Jnwhofe fuccefle weare gentle :'T befeech you, * 
Thereof to be inform’ 
Inignorant concealement. «© 
Cam. [maynotanfwere. 2 2G os etsy kes 
Pol, ‘A Sickneffe caught of me,and yet T-well > - 
[matt be anfwer’d. Do'it chou heare Cavsillo, 
tconiurethee,by all the\partsofman, 


d,imprifon’t not °°" ° 
i A 


Which Honor do’s acknowledge,whereof the leaft 


Isnotthis Suit of mine,that thou declare 
What incidencie thou do’ft gheffe of harme 
Iscreeping toward me 5 how farre off, how neere, 
Whichway to be preuented,iftobe: 
If not, how beftto beare it. 

Cam, $it,I willtell you,. ’ 
Since Lamicharg’d in Honor,and by him 


That thinke Honorable:therefore marke my counfaile, 


Which muft be eu’n as fwiftly followed,as 
Imeane to veter it; or both your felfe,and me, 
Cty loR,and fo goed night.» 

Pal, On,good Camillo. 

Cam. Lam appointed him'to murther you. 

Pol. Bywhoin, Camillo? 

Cam, By the King, 

Pol, For what 2 


Cam. He thinkes,nay with all confiderice he fweares, 


Ashe had feen’t or beene an Inftrument: 
Toviceyou to’t,that you haue touche his Queene 
Forbiddenly. ret 
Pol, Oh thenymy beft blood turne 
Toan infected Gelly and my Name 
Beyoak'd with his,that did betray the Beft : 
Turne then my frefheft Reputation te 
Afwour,that may ftrike the dullett Nofthrill 
Where] arriue,and my approch be fhun'd, 
Nay hated too,worfe then the great'ft Infection 
Thatere was heard,or read. 
Cam, Sweare his thought ouer. 
byeach particular Starre in Heaven, and 
Byall their Influences s you may as well 
Forbidthe Sea for to obey the Moone, 
As(or by Oath) remoue,or(Counfaile)fhake 
The Fabtick of his Folly, whofe foundation | 
spyld ypon his Faith,and will continue 
The ftanding of his Body. 
Pol, How fhould this grow? 
Cam, Lknow not: but Iam fure’tis fafer to 
ie what's growne,then queftion how’tis borne, 
therefore you dare trutt my honeftie, 
at lyes enclofed in this Trunke, which you 
' illbeare along impawnd,away to Night, 
out Followers I will whifper to the Bufineffe, 
‘tion by twoes,and threes,at feuerall Pofternes, 
carethem o’th’ Citie : For'my felfe, Ile put 
y fortunes to your feruice(whichare here 
4 isdifcouerie loft.) Be not yncertaine, 
. ythehonor of my Parents; I 3 
Nevetred Truth: which if you feeke to proue, 
| ate not ftand by ; nor fhall you be fafer, 
n one condemnd:by the Kin gs owne mouth: 
*teon his Execution {worne. d 


Pol. Idoebeleeuethees = TS 
& | J faw his heart in’s face-Giueme thy tiafid; <8 


= -'. | Two dayesagoe. This lesloufie - vi @BVY .woad 
If you know ought which do’s behoue my knowledge, 2 noes 





e a 


itt Aa3 


- Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, anid” ¥: bee oF 


| Muftit be violent: and,as he do’s conceiue,?) °° 


+ In that be mademore bitter. Feare ore-fhades me : 
~ | Good Expedition be my friendjand comfort | '<" 
' The gracious 


The Keyes ofall the Pofternes: Pleafe your Highneffe © 





Le 281 





Be Pilot to me,and thy places fhall 
My people‘didexpect my hence departure” 


Is for aprecious Creature: asfhee’srare, 
Muftit be great; and,as his Perfon’s mightie,~ 


He is difhonor'dby aman,whichener — 33 
Profefs’d to him: why his Reuenges muft ) °° 


83.) 


ueene,part of his Theame;buet nothitig || |! 
Of his ill-ta’ne {ufpition, Come Camillo, (92) 'S 
I will refpedt thee as a Father, if ; 
Thou bear’ft my life offhence # Let vs auoid: © ies | 

Cam. Itis in mine authoritieto command | °° | 


Bs 


b J z 4 
ps 


Totakethe yrgent houre, Come Sir,aways'° Exeant, “| 














eA itus Secundus:: ScenaPrina: | 


— 


Enter Hermione, Mamillius Ladies: Leoutes, 
Antigonus,Lords. CG tos} 

Her. Take the Boy to-you: he fo troublesme, > © 
Tis paft enduring, : OF 

Lady. Come(my gracious Lord) 
Shall Ibe your play-fellow? 

Mam. No, Ile none of your 

Lady. Why (my {weet Lord?) O03 SUI § 

Mam. You'le kiffe me hatdyand fpeaketome,asif | 
Tiwere a Baby ftill. [love you better, 

2. Lady, Aud why fo(my Lord?) 

Mam. Not for becaufe™. ” Ch 3603 
Your Browes are blacker (yet black-browes they fay 
Become fome Women beft,fo that there benot - 
Too much haire there, but ina Cemicircle, 

Or ahalfe-Moone,made witha Pen.) 

2.Lady, Who taught ‘this? mj) tat 

Mam, Ueatn’d it out of Womens faces: pray now, - |, 
What colour are your eye-browes ? aii yehose 

Lady, Blew(my Lord.) 2 | 

Mam. Nay,that’sa mock: I haue feene a Ladies Nofe | 
That ha’s beene blew, but not her eye-browes. 

Lady, Harkeye, © 
The Queene(your Mother)rounds apace: we fliall 
Prefent our feruices to a fine new Prince 
One of thefe dayes,and then youl’d wanton with ys, 
If we would haue you. 

2. Lady, Sheis{pread of late 

Into a goodly Bulke(good time encounter her.) 

Her. What wifdome ftirs amongft your?Come Sir,now 
I am for you againe : Pray you fit by ys," 
And tell’s a Tale. 

Mam. Merry,or fad, fhal’t be 2 

Her. As merry as you will, 

Mam, Afad Tale’s beft for Winter: 

I haut one of Sprights,and Goblins. 
Her. Let’s haue;that (good Sir.) 
Come-on, fit downe, come-on,and doe your beft, 


To fright me with your Sprights:you re powrefull at it. . 
pace oe Aa: There 





















































282 — Lhe Winters Fale | 


(Mam. There wasaman,..., 





= — uneniadentoe —_ ——— 


























Her. Nay,comefit downe; thenons.. ....)......, 

- Mam. Dwelt bya Church-yard: 1 will tell it foftly, a 
Yond Crickets thallnotheare ite: . jqetein 
Her, Come onthen,and giu’t mein mine ares... . 
: Leon. Was hee met there? his Traine2, Camillo with 
ihim ? yi Sit ber So uiest: po ee i 
| Lord. Behind the tuftofPines I met them,neuer:, 


Saw I men fcowre fo on their way: I eyedthem 
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| Euen to their Ships... ci ::/4: 
| Leo, Bow bleftam. ...... 9. es 
‘In my int Cenfure? in my.true Opinion? 
| Alack,for lef er knowledge, how.accurs’d,..:. 
In.being fo bleft? There may be inthe Cup.. 
A Spider fteep’d,and one. may, drinkes. depart, 
And yet partakeno venome: (for his knowledge 
Is not infe&ted) burif one prefent 
'Th’abhor’dIngrediens to his eye, make knowne 
“Howhe hathdrunke,he cracks his gorge;his Gdes 
With violent Hefts:-1haue drunke,and feene the Spider. 
Camillo was big helpe in this,his Pandar: — 
; There isaPlot again wy -Life,my-Crowne; - 
All's true that is miftrufted: that falfe Villaine, 
Whom Lemploy'd,was pre-employ’d by him : 
Heha'sdifcouer’d my Defigne,andI 
Remainea pinch’d Thing; yea,a very Trick _ 
‘For chem to play at will: how came the Pofternes 
So eafily.open? b inniitinens “ 

Lord. By his greatiauthority,, 
Which oftenhath no lefle preuail’d,then fo,’ 
On your command, 3 
| Leo. I know’ tooiwellen.)..-. ig gee 
_Giue me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurfe him: 
Though he do’s beare fomefignes of me, yet you 
Haue too much blood in him, ; 
Her. Whatis this? Sport? 
| Leo, Beare the Boy hence,he hall not come about her, 
| Away with him,and let. her {port her felfe,, 
| With that fhee’s big-with,for’tis Polixenes. 
‘Ha’smadethee {well thus, .. 
| Hor. But ildiay be had nor; 
|And Ile be fworne you would beleeue my faying, 
How e’re you leane to th’ Nay-ward, 
| Leo. You(my Lords) Bes 
Looke on her,marke her.well:be bur about 
‘To fay the is a goodly Lady,and 
| The iuftice of your hearts will thereto adde 
Tis pitty fhee’snot honeft ; Honorable s 
Prayfe her but for this ber without-dore-Forme, 
(Which on my faith deferues high {peech) and ftraight 
The Shrug,the Hum,oz Ha,(thele Petty-brands 
That Calumnie doth vfe;Ob,I.am out, 
That Metcy do’s, for Calumnie will feare 
Vertue it felfe) thefe Shrugs,thefe Hum’s,and Ha’s, 
When you haue {aid thee’s. goodly,come betweene, 
Ere you can fay thee’s honeft: But be’t knowne 
(From him that ha’s moft caufe to grieue it fhould be) 
Shee’s an Adultreffe. ' 

Her. Shoulda Villaine fay fo, 
(The moft replenifh’d Villaine in the World) 
He were as much more Villaine: you (my Lord) 
Doe but miftake. Vi xe 

Leo. Youhaue miftocke (my Lady) 
Polixenes for Leontes: QO thou Thing, 
(Which Ile not call a Creature of thy place, 
Leaft Barbarifme (making methe precedent) 


ADS oe 


eo 


fi 


| Shoulda like Language vfeto all degrees, loa sued 


| And mannerly diftinguifliment:leaue our, 





» | Shee’s an Adultreffe, I haue.faid wich whom: !))...... 


| AFederarie with her;and-onethatknowes.. 


: | Tothis their late efcape. 


» | Priuy to none of this; how willthis gticueyou 
"| When you fhall come to clearer knowledge, cleat 
| You thus haue publifh’d me? Gentle my Lord, 


_ The Centre is not bigge enough to beare 


_ 1am not prone to weeping:(as our Sex 
_ Commonly are) the want of which vaine dew 


| Worle then Teares drowne:’befeech vou all (my Lords 


Betwixt the Prince and Begger:) I haue faid, a ve 
More; fhee’s a Traytor,and.Camillo is 


What fhe fhould fhameto know her felfes: y+; 
Bat with her moft vild Principal: that thee’s ... 
A Bed-fwaruer,euen as bad as thofe......,... 
That Vulgars give bold’ft Titles; Land privy: | 


Her, No (by.my life) 


You {carce can tight methroughly,chen, cog, 

You did miftake. ' te we 
Leo, No: if Imiftake On 

In thofe Foundations which I build vpon 


A Schoole- Boyes Top, Away-with het,to Prifon; 
He who hall fpeake for her5is.a fatre-off'¢ uiltie, | 
But that he {peakes. . gitiwtcen'nes 

Her, There's fome ill Planet raignes:>: 
I muft be patient, till the Heavens looke> - 
With an afpe&t more fauorable. Good my Lords, 


Perchance fhall dry your pitties; but [have 
That honorable Griefe lodg’d here, which burnes 


> 


f 


With thoughts fo qualified,as your Charities 
Shall bef infiiru@ you,meafure me; and foo’ 
The Kings will be perform’d, 
Leo, Shall i be heard? :,..' 
Her. Who is’t that goes with me?’befeech your Highnes 
My Women may be with me, for you fed driv h'lsay 
My plight requires it. Doe nor weepe(goodFooles) | 
There 1s no caufe: When youshall know your Mifttis | 
Ha’s deferv’d Prifon,then abound in Tearesy . 
AsI come out; this Action now goeon, 
Is formy better grace, Adieu (my Lord) 
I never wifh’d to fee youforry, now»: wal 
T truft] fhall: my Women come,yout baueleaue. 
Leo. Goe,doe our bidding: hences”: (03K8 
Lord, Befeech your Highnefle call che Queene againe. 
Antig. Be certaine what you do(Sir)leaft your luttice 
Proue violence, in the which three great ones fuffer, 
Your Selfe,your Queene,your Sonne. | eM 
Lord, For her (my Lord) 1 io grtbey 
I dare my life lay downe,and-will do’t (Sit)! | 
Pleafe yout’accept it,thar.che Queenc is {potleffe 
Vth’ eyes. of Heanen, and to you (i meene: 
In this, which you accufe her.) LED ite 
Aang. If it prove lol 
Shee’s otherwife, Ile keepe my Stables where 
I lodge my Wife,Iegoeincouples with her: 
Then when I feele,and fee her,no farther truft her: 
For euery yneh of Womaninthe World, . 
I,euery dram of Womans fleth is falfey >” 
If fhe be. 
Leo. Hold your peaces; 
Lord. Good my Lord, 
Antig. Ic is for you we fpeake,not for our felues- 
You are abus’d,and by fome putter on, 
That will be damn’d for’t: would: knew the a 
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would Land-damne him: befhehon or-A awe; 
Thane three daughters: the eldefis eleven’ ° 
hefecond, and the thitd nine’ atid fore ft di 
yinis preuertue, they'l pay fot'e, By mine Honor 
Ile gell'd emvallisfourteene they fhall not fee © os 
Tobring falfe generations :theyare co-heyres, 
And {had rather glib my fetfe; then they 
should not produce faite iflue.’ Lins) yon 
Leo. Ceafe, tomore 2+ 28 sabe” 
You fell this bufinefle witha fenceascold” 
Pisum toe So | abe oe 
jsyoufeeledoing thus: andfeewithall = 
The Inftruments that feele, Hiss SOURS 
Antig. Ifitbefo, qo) ot rad 
Weneedenogravieto buri¢horicty, 
There’snot a graine of it, the face to fweeten 
ofthe whole dungy-earthe "79° © PERS 

Leo, What?iacke I credit?” r 

Lord. Thadtather you did lacke thenT (my Lord) 
Vpon this ground : and more it would content me 
Tohaueher Honor true, then your fufpition 
Beblam’d for’t how you might. 

Leo, Why what neede we . 
Commune with you of this? but rather follow 
Our forceful! inftigation ? Our prerogative 


sa 


Imparts this: which, ifyou, or ftupified, 

Orfeeming fo, in skill, cannot, or willnot 

Rellith atruth, like vs : informe your felucs, 
|Wencede'no more of your aduice : the matter, 
\Theloffe, the gaine, the ord’ring on’t, 

{Isall properly ours’ 

| Antic. And I with (my Liege) 

\Youhad onely in your filent iudgement tride it, 
Without more overture, 

Le, How could that be ? 

{Either thou art moft ignorant by age, 

|Orthou wer’t borne a foole + Camillo’s flight 
jAdded to their Familiarity 

|(Which wasas groffe, as ener touch’d coniedture, 
That lack’d ight onely, nought for approbation ~ 
But onely feeing, all other circumftances 

Made yp to’th deed) doth pufh-on this proceeding, 
Yet,fora greater confirmation 

For in an Acte of this importance, twere 

Molt pitteous to be wilde) I hane difpatch’din poft, 
Tofacted Delphos, to-Appollo’s Temple, 

\Cleomines and Dion, whom'you know 
Offtufd-fufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 

They will bring all, whofe {pirituall counfaile had 
Shall top, or {purre me, Haue I done well ¢ 

Lord, Well done (my Lord.) 

le, Though I am fatisfide, and neede no more 
Then what I know, yet fhall the Oracle 

ue teft to th’mindes of others ; fuch ashe 
hofeignorant credulitie, will noe 

omevp to th’truth. Sé haue wethought it good 
From our free perfon, fhe fhould be confinde, 
Leaftthat the treachery of the two, fled hence, 
Beleft her to performe. Come follow vs, 

Weareto fpeake in publique: for this bufineffel 
Willraifeys all, xt) aa . 
Antig. To laughter, as Itakeir,: 


Ifthe good truth » were knowne. 


— 


oe 


TheW inter Fake. os 


No Court in Europe is too goodforthee, . _ 





alsnot your Counfailes, but our naturall goodneffe . 


Exeunut 
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Exter Paulina, a Gentleman, Gacler, Emilia. ntl 
Paul. The Keeper of the prifon, calltohim: 
Let him hiue knowledge whol am. Good Lady, 


What doft thou then in prifon ? Now good Sir, 
Youknow me, do younot? 3° aes 

Gao. Fora worthy Lady, 
And one, whe much] honour. 

Pau. Pray you then, 
Conduct meto the Queene. 

— Gao. Imay not (Madam) 
Tothe contrary I haue expreffe commandment, 

Pas. Here's a-do, tolocke vp honefty & honour from } 
Thiacceffe of gentle vifitors. Is’tlawfull pray you 
To fee her Women? Any of chem? Emilia? 

Gas. Sopleafe you (Madam) 
To put a-part thefe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth, 

Pau. 1 pray now call her: 
With-draw your felues. 

Gao. And Madam, 
I muft be prefent at your Conference. 

Pan. Well: be’t fo: prethee, 

Heere’s fuch a- doe, to make no ftaine, a ftaine, 
As paffes colouring. Deare Gentlewoman, 
How fares our gtacious Lady ? 

Emil. Aswellasonefo great, andfoforlorne 
May hold togerher : On her frights, and greefes _ 
CWhich newer tender Lady hath borne greater) , 
She is, fomething before her time, deliuer’d. 

Pau. Aboy? 

Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
Lufty, and like to liue : the Queene receiues 
Much comfort in’t : Sayes, my poore prifoner, 
Lam innocent as you, 

Pau. I dare be fworne: 

Thefe dangerous, vnfafe Lunesi’th’King,befhrew them: 
He muftbe told on’t, and he fhall : the office : 
Becomes a woman beft. Il¢ take’t vpon me, 

IfI proue hony-mouth’d, let my tongue blifter. 
And neuer to my red-look’d Anger bee 

The Trumpet any more: pray you (Emilia) 
Commend my beft obedience to the Queene, 

If (he dares truft me with her little babe, 

T'le fhew’t the King, and yndertake to bee 

Her Aduocateto th'lowd’ft. We do not know 
How he may foften at the fight o’th’Childe : 

The filence often of pure innocence 

Perfwades, when {peaking failes, 

Emil. Mot worthy Madam, 

your honor, and your goodneffeis fo enident, 

That your free vndertaking cannot miffe 

Athriuing yflue: there is no Lady liuin 

So meetefor this great errand ; pleafe your Ladifhip 
Tovifit the next roome, Ile prefenrly S 
Acquaint the Queene of your moft noble offer, 
Who, but to day hammered of this defigne, 

But durft not tempt a minifter of honour 


Leaft fhe fhould be deny’d, 


Pau 












































































































































































































































532.84. 

Paul, Tell her( Emilia) 

Tle vfe that tongue I haue : If wit how from’t 

‘As boldneffe from my bofome, le’t not be doubted 

I fhall do good, i a , 
Emil. Now be youbleft forit. ° 

He to the Queene : pleate you come fomething neerer. 














(I know not what I fhall incurre, to paffeit, 
eee et sata 
Paw. Youneede not feareit (fir) | 
This Childe was prifoner tothe wombe, andis_ 
By Law and proceffe of great Nature, thence 
‘Free’d, and enfranchis'd,not a particto, 
©The anger of the King, nor guilty of 

; (1fany be) the trefpaffe of tlie Queene, _ - 

| Gao. Idobeleeueir, ~~ “ie 
Paul. Donot you feare : vpon mine honor, Ti 


Will ftand betwixt you, and danger, Exewnt 








eq Scena Tertiag > 











Enter Leoutes, Sernants, Panlina, Antigouus 4 
and Lords, 


Leo. Nornight, nor day,no teft: Icis but weaknefle 
To beare the matter thus: meere weaknefle, if 
The caufe were not in being : part o’hcaufe, 
She, th’Adultreffe : for the harlet-King 
Is quite beyond mine Arme, out of the blanke 
And leuell of my braine : plot-proofe :but thee, 
| Ican haoke to me: fay that fhe were gone, 
Giuen to the fire, a moity of my reft 
Might come to meagaine. Whofe there? 
Ser. My Lord. 
Leo, How do'sthe boy? 
Ser, He tooke good reft to ni 
1 His fickneffeis difcharg’d. . 
| Leo. To feehis Noblenéffe, 
| Conceyuing the difhonour of his Mother.’ 
4 He ftraight declin’d, droop’d, tooke it deeply, 
Faften’d, and fix’d the fhame on’ in himfelfe: 
| Threw-off his Spirit, his Appetite, his SIeepe, 
And down-right languifh’d. Leaue me folely : goe 
‘| See how he fares : Fie, fle, no thoug|it of him, 
| The very thought of my Reuenges that way 
{ Recoyle vponme: in himfelfe too mightie, 
And in his parties, bis Alliance; Let him be, 
| Vatilla time may ferue. For prefent vengeance 
| Take it on her; Camillo, and Polixenes 
Laughat me: make their paftime at my forrow: 
They fhould not laugh, if could reach them, nor 
Shall fhe, within my powre. _ 
Enter Paulina 
Lord, You muft not enter. 
Panl, Nay rather (good my Lords) be fecond tome : 
Fearc you his tyrannous pafsion more (alas) 

Then the Queenes life ? A gracious innocent foule, 
More free, then he is iealous, 
Antig. That's enough, 

Ser, Madam; hebath not 
None fhould come at him. 
Pau. Not fo hot (good Sir) 
Icometo bring him fleepe. “Tis fuch as you 


ght : tis hop’d 


> 


fleptto night, commanded 


| Gao. Madam, if’t pleafe the Queene to fend the babe, } 


1, |. Icharg’d thee that fhe fhould nor 








gers. Li Atle > 


That creepe like fhadowes.by him, and do fighe 
Ateach his needleffe heauings : fuchas you 
Nourifh the ¢aufe of his awaking. I... ... 
Do come with words, as medicinall, as true; 
~ CHoneft, as cither;).co. purge him of that humor,? 


Ti, 


ae 


| That preffes him from Leepe. 
Leo. Who noyfe there, hoe ?... 1» hele 
Pau. Nonoyfe(my Lord). but needful] conference 
About fome Gofsips for your Highneffe, bey 
| hee, Hevea nines lody 
| Away with that audacious Lady, Antigonus, 
come ab 
I knew the would. a _ 
| Ant. Itold her fo (my Lord) ; 
_ On your difpleafures perill, and on mine, 
She fhould not vifit you. ~ 
Lee, What? canftnoc rule her? é‘ 
Paul, From all difhoneftie he can : in this 
(Voleffe he take the courfe that you haue'done) 
| Commit me, for committing honor, truftit, 
He fhall net rule me: 
Ant. La-younow, you heare, a. 
When fhe will take the raine,I Jet her run, 
But fhee'l not ftumble,, 
Paul, Good my Liege,I come: 
| Andi befeech you heare me, who profeffes 
My felfe yourloyall Seruant, your Phyfitian, 
Your moft obedient Counfailor yetthat dares 
Leffe appeare fo, in comforting your Euilles, 
Then fuch as moft feeme yours, I fay, 1 come 
From your good Queene. ; 
Leo. Good Queene ? : 
Paul. Good Queene (my Lord) good Quesne, _ 
I fay sood Queene, ; 
And would by combate, make her good fo, werel 
Aman, the wor(t about you, 
Leo. Force her bence. 
Paw. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
Firfthand meson mine owne accord, Ileoff, 
But firft, edo myerrand. The good Queene... 
(For theis good) hath brought you forth adauphter, 
Heere ‘tis: Commends itto your blefsing. 
Leo, Ont: 
A mankinde Witch ? Hence with her, out o’dore: 
A moft intelligencing bawd, 
Paul. Notfos | 
Tam as ignorant in that, as you, 
In fo entitling me :and neleffe honeft: 
Then you are mad: which is enough, Ile warrant 
(As this world goes) to paffe for honeft: 
Leo, Traitors ; ss 
Will you not pufh her out 2 Giue her the Baftard, , 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr’d ; vnroofted 
By thy dame Partlet heere. Take vp the Baftard, 
Take’t vp, 1 fay: giue’t tothy Croane. . 
Paul. For ever 
Vanvenerable be thy hands, ifthou 
Tak’ft vp the Princeffe, by that forced bafeneffle 
Which he ha’s put vpon’e. 
Leo. He dreads his Wife. 
Paul. Sol would youdid : then ’twere 
Youl'd call your children, yours, 
Lee, Aneft of Traitors. 
_.. Ant. Lam none, by this good light, 
~ Pas. Nor I: nor any 
But one that’s heere : and that’s him(felfe : for he, 


| 


paft all doubt 


Looke to yourBabe(my Lord )'tis yours: /owefendher 
1A betterguiding Spirit. Whatneeds thefe hands? 
You that are'thus fo tender o're-his Follyes,: 


) S0,fo; Farewell, we aré gone. 
{My Child> away with’t? even thou;thac hat 


ii | Aheart fo tendero're it,take it hence, 
| And fee it inftantly confunvd with fire. 


| (And by good teftimonie) of Te feize thy life,o: 
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is opefull Sewhes, his Babes;bétrayes to Slander, » 

Whole fing is fharperthenehe Swords ; and will not 

(Ror ssthe cafesiow ftanids;itis.a Curfe. Sin »\ 

He cannot be compell’d too't)vonce remoue!{ | 

The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten, 

As euer Oake,of Stone was found: | » 
Leo. ACallat), sS3A vir 2faibemmor doid, 

Of boundleffe tongue, who date:hath beat herHusband, 


s$9tie oak 


— awe 
ee Le es 


» i¢ S| 


Itis the [Mfue of Poletemess rol onic 9 lug 


Paul. It is your's yods 2: jenoih a mucl 10 + 

And might weelky: th’old-Prowerbito yourcharge,” 

$0 likeyou,’tis the worfe, Behold (my Lords) 

Although the Print be litcle;the whole Matters >. 

And Coppy of the Father: (Eye,Nofe, Lippe, >| ™ 
Thetrick of s Frowne, his Foreshead, nay;the Valley, 
The pretty dimples of his Chinjand Cheekeyhis Smiles: 
The very Mold,and frame of Hand, Nayle,Finger.). 
And thou good Goddefle Nature;which haft made it 
Solike to him thaw goritjifthou haft/{ 00) tow 

|The ordering: Of the Mind coo,’mong ft all Colours 
\No Yellow in’e,lea ft the fufpect,as he do’s,: = 

Het Childrennorvher Husbands, 2° hin 

| Le, Agrofle Hagge : 820 bres: 

And Lozell; thou art worthy.to be hang’d; 

\Thatwilt not ftay her Tongue,” 

| Antig, Hang all the Husbands 

|That cannot‘doe.that Feat,you'le leaue your felfe: 
|Hardly one Subiect, W iwod, | 

Leo. Once more take her hence. 

| Panl, A moft vnworthy,and ynnacurall Lord 

Can doeno more, 

| Leo. Weha’ thee burnt, »: 

| Pasl, Icarenot: : 

|[tis an Heretique that makes the'fire, 
Not fhe which burnes in’t. Ile not call yowTyrant x 
Butthis moft cruell vfage of your Queene ° |e. 
|(Not ableco produce more accufation®) io \ r | 
{Then your owne-weake-hindg’d Fancy)fomthing favors | 
|Of Tyrannie,and will ignoble make you, 
/Yea,{eandalous to the World. : 

| Leo. On yourcAlegeance, 

jOut of the Chamber with hers Werela Tyrant, 
{Where were her life? fhedurftnot callme fo, | 
{lithe did know me one, Away:with her. : 
Paul. Ipray you doe not puth me, Ile be gone: 


—s 


—=> 


illneue: doe hit good snot one of yous ©»: 
we at Exit: 
Leo, Thoa(Traytor)haft feromthy Wiferothis. 


uen thou,and none but thou. Take it vp ftraighes 
ithin this houre bring me word ’tis dones * 


: ith What thou elfe call’t thine: if thou refufe; 

nd wilt encoutiter with my Wrath, fay fog eon 5A 
: ¢ aftard-brayries with thefe my properhands ?> \/ 
all 1 dath ouey’Goe, take ittothe fire; - 


For thou fett’fronthy Wife. °: 


eaters 


3 TheWinters Fale... 

the facred Honor of himfelfe,his Queenesy esvoor es | Antig, Ldid. not,Sins 9 | - 49 Bm aa 

‘pis tiopef | Thefe Lords,my Noble Feliowes,if they pleafe, - ~ 

' Can cleare me in't: stot svbald Uevohibfie 
Lords, We can: my Royall Liege; »>« y! 22 /!c.. 

| Heisnot guiltie of her commin 


385 


| Sotoefteemeof vs: and orour knees webegge, ~~ 
| (Asrecompence of our deare feruices 


a | Lead onto fome foule Iffue.. Weall kneele.. 


i | Shall Lliue on,to fee this Baftard kneele, 

! |) And call me Father ? better burne it now, 

| Thencurfeicchen, Butbeitletic lines: od) oso 
| Ic fhall not neyther. You Sir come you hithéry) =!is.2 7} 


| To fauethis Brats life? «° 


| That my abilitie may vndergoe, 
* | And Nobleneffe impofe: at lea 
’ | Ile pawnethe little blood whieh haue left,» : 
| To faue the Innocent: any thing poffible. 








‘They haue beeneabfent: ‘tis good feed: foreetells 


Leo. You're lyers als o7 23: od lives 


Lord, Befeech your Hi ghnelle,giuevsbettercredit: ‘ ! 
Wehaue alwayes truly feru’d you,and befeech’ 


Paft,and to come) that you doeichangechisipur &, 
Which being fo horrible,fo bloody ,muft 


Leo, Tama Feather for each Wind that blows : 


You that haue beene fo tenderly officious | 
With Lady WVargerte,your Mid_wife-there} |. 
To faue this Baftards lite; for "tis a Baftards2> 2! fern 
Sofure as this Beard’s gray; What will you aduénture) 


Antig. Any thing(my Lord) 


t thus much; 


Leo, It fhall be poffible : Sweare by this Sword 
Thou wilt performe my bidding. Y 
Antig. Twill (my Lord.) »: : : uf 
Leo, Marke,and performe it : feeft thouzfor the faile. 
Of any point in’t, fhall not onely be + mow cio 2 7 
Death to thy felfe,but to chy lewd-tongu'd Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon) We enioyne thee, | 
As thou art Liege-manrovs,that thou catry : 
This female Baftard hence,and that thou beare it 
To fome remote and defart place,quiteout »:' ! 
Of ourDominions; and thatthere thou leaue it 
(Without more mercy) toit owne protedtion,» 
And fauour of the Climate: as by ftrangefortune 
It.cameto vs,I doe in Iufticecharge thee, iw «= 
On thy Soules perill,and thy Bodyes tortures::>» 
That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place, 
Where Chance may nurfe,or end it: take it vp. - i 
Antig. 1 fweare to doe this: though a prefent death 
Had beene more mercifull. Come on (poore Babe) 
Some powerfull Spirit inftru€& the Kytes and Rauens 
Tobe thy Nurfes. Wolues and Beares,they fay, 
(Cafting their: fauagencfle afide)haue done». 
Like offices of Pitcys Sir,beprofperous. 
In more then this deed do's require ; and Bleffing 
Againft this Crueltie, fight omthy fide 
(Poore Thing,condemn’d to loffe.) 
Leo. No: Ile not reaté 1 
Anothers Iffue, + Enter a Seruaute i: 0! 
Sers. Pleafe’ yourHighneffe,Pofts 
From thofe:you fent to th'Oracle,are come: » 
Anhoure fince: Cleomines-and Dion, 9): 
Being well arriu’d from Delphos, are bothlanded, 
Hafting to th’Court. s5.9 01): eit] 
Lord. So pleafe you (Sir)their {peed 
Hath beene beyond accompts, 9. 91) 95s" 
Leo, Twentie three dayes:» .. 


Exit. 


The oe Apollo faddenly wilt haue +) 


















































































































































































































































b.. .<4 
The truth of this appeare : PrepareyouLords, ~ 
Summon a Seffion;that weanay-arraigne yco20.0 | S/T 
Our moft difloyall Lady : for as the hath: 21: - 
Been publikely accus'd; {6 fhall fhehaue. -/’ 

A iuft and open Triall::-Whilecthe lines 5 o!/05 
‘My heart will be a burthen to me, Leaue me; 
‘And thinkewpon my bidding. Exeant, 


















eee 


oAttus:Fertius. ScenaPrima. °° 


¥ 


_ 





t 
i ia AF ring 
G Exter Cleomines and Dion, - 

Cleo, The Clymat’s delicate,the Ayre moft {weet, 
Fertile the Ifle, the Femple mach furpaffing 133 
The common prayle it bearess bons 
Dion, 1 fhall report,isi 4 voy 
For moft it caught me,the Celeftiall Habits, 


Of the graue Wearers,. O,the Sacrifice, 
How ceremonious,folemne,énd-vn-earthly ° 
It wasi'th’Offring? > 

Cleo. But of all,the burft 
And the eare-deaff’ ning Voyce o'th’Oracle, 
| Kin te Zoxes Thunder, fo furpriz’d my Sence, 
| That Lwas nothing. — . | 
| Dio. If th’euent o’th' Tourney 
Proue as facceffefull to the Queene (O be’t fo) 
| Asit hathrbeene tovs,rare,pleafant,{peedie, 

The time is worth the vf{e on’t. 

| Clee. Gest Apolle 
{ Turne all toth’beft: thefe Proclamations, 
4 So forcing faults vpon Hermione, 
4 T little ike, 

Lio, The violent carriage of it 
Witl clearejor end the Bufinefle, when the Oracle 
| (Thus byApollo’s great Diuine feal’d vp) 
‘| Shall the Contents difcouer : fomething rare 
| Euen chen wilLruth to knowledge. Goe: freth Horfes, 
| And gracious be the iffuc. Exennt. 





“= Scena Secunda. 








"Ei ncer Leantes, Lords Officers : Hermione (a to ber 
 Triall) Ladies: Cleorsines Dion. ° 


| Lee. This Seffions(roour great griefe we pronounce) 

| Even puthes’gainft our heart. The partie try'd, 

| The Daughter of a King,our Wife,and enc 

| Of vs too muchibelou‘d. Let vs be clear’d: 

| Of being tyrannous,fince we fo openly 

{ Proceed in Iuftice,which fhall haue due courfe, 

| Even tothe Guilt,or. the Purgation : 

Produce the Prifoner, 

| Officer. Icis his Highneffe pleafure,that che Queene 

-| Appeare in perfon, herein Coure. “Silence. 

Leo. ReadetheIndi€tment.  _ 

|} Officer. Hermione, Qneene to the worthy Leones, King 
of Sicilia; thon arthere avcnfed and arraigned of High Tvea- 

{ez,th committing Aduleerz with Polixenes King of Bohemia, 






(Methinkes I fo fhould rermethem) and the reuerence > 


ff Behold our humane Aétions (as they doe). 
| I doubr not then,but Innoeerice fhall make: : 
-Falfe Accufation blufh,and: Tyrannie + 


Renner eS 


and confpiring with Caraillolto take away the Life ofoy os, 
iv |, raigne Lond the King,thy Réyall Haabarcsebeprocc no 
|} besng by circumftances partlplayd open ;thou(Hetmidne 
| trary to the Faith aud Allegeance of a true Subickt dia cops) | 
‘| faile and ayde them; for their better fafetie, to t 
Night, jdsidter,cwinig® tid 


_ Being counted Falfehood, fhall(as I expreffe it) ’ 


| The Mother toa hopefull Prince,here ftanding 
| To prate and talke for Life,and Honor,fore-.. | 
| Who pleafe to come,and heare. For Life,I prize it | 


| To your owne Confcience (Sir) before Polixene, 


| That way enclining, hardned be the heares 







Pretence whey 4) 
t) con. 
fie away 4 
Her, Since what I amto fay, muftbeburtha: i 
Which contradiéts my Accufation,andis!ia> 5 _ 
The teftimonie on my part,no other! >03 2s! beyod 49 
But what comes from my felfe,it thall {carce bootme: 
To fay,Not guiltie: mine Integrities\\ ds se) 4...) 


Be fo receiu’d. But thus,if Powres Diuine 


Tremble at Patience. You(my Lord )beftknow 
(Whom leaft will feeme to doe fo) my pat life 
Hath beéne as continerit,as chafte,as true}, 

AsI amnow vohappy s which is more 

Then Hiftori¢ can patterne,though deuis’d, » 

And play'd,to take Spectators. For beholdme, 

A Fellow of the Royall Bed,which owe: » 

A Moitie of the Throne: a great Kings Danghter, 


As I weigh Griefe(which I would {pare:) For Honor, ' 
’Tis a derivative fromme to mine, 1 
And onely that I ftand for. Jappealé 9) » 
Came to your Court, how I was in your grace, 9! 
How merited to be fo: Since he came, 
With what encounter fo vncurrant, I 

Hau ftrayn’d t'appeare thus; if one iot beyond 

The bound of Honor, or in a&,or will 


Of all that heare me,and my neer’ft of Kin 
Cry fie vpon my Graue. 
Leo. Ine'reheard yer, 
Thar any of thefe bolder Vices wanted 
Leffe Impudence to gaine-fay what they did, 
Then co performe it firft, v be 
Her. That’s true enough, AF 80 
Though’tis a faying(Sir) not due to me; 
Leo. . You will not owneit. sl: 
Her. More then Miftreffe of, 
Which comes tome inname of Faule;] muft not 
Ac all acknowledge. For Polixenes) 0» 
(With whom I am accus’d) I doe confeffe 
I low’d him,as in Honorherequirds <9 or 
With fuch a kind of Loue;as might become 
A Lady likeme; with a Loue,euen fuch, 
So,and no other,as your felfe commanded : 
Which,notto hauedone,] thinke had beeninme. | 
Both Difobedience,and Ingratitude it My 
To you, and toward your Friend, whofe Loue hadSpoke, 
Euen fince it could fpeake,froman Infaat, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for Confpiracie,, 
I know not how it taftes,though it be difh’d 
Forme totryhow: AllI know of ic, 
Is,thac Camsslle was an honeft man; 
And why he left your Coure,the Gods themfelues 
(Wotung:no more then ]) are ignorant. 
Leo. You knew of his departure,as you know 


What you haue ynderta’ne to doe in’s ebhirinos Sir, 














































i Lifetands in the leuelf of your Dreames, a 
WhichIle laydowne. ©” gotaer a 

iu. Your Actions aremy Dreames. "| 
Youhad 2 Baftard by Polixeness 7 8" 
And [but dream’d it: As you were paft all fhame, 
(hole of your Faét are fo) fo paft all cruths ' 


i 


\ 
i 


The Bagge which you would fright me with, I feekes 
Tomeca Lifébe nocémmaditie; 9° <)” 
The crowne and comfort of ty Life(yourFauer) 
Idoegiveloft, for! docfecleitgone, 
Butknow not how it went. °My fecond Toy, ° 

And firft Proits'of my body, from his prefence’ 

am bar’d, like one infeétious, My third comfort 
(Star moft vinluckily) is from my brea: 
(Theinnocent milke init mot innocent mouth) 
Hild outtomurther. My felfe on eucry Poft 
|Pioclaym’da Strumpet: With immodeft hatred 

\The Child-bed‘priuiledgedeny’d, which longs 

\To Women of all fafhion. ‘Laftly hurried - 

|Here,to this place,i’th’ openayre,before — 

Thaue got ftrength of limit. ‘Now(my Liege) 

| Tellme what bleffings I. haue here aline, © 
That I fhould feare to:die? Therefore proceed : 
/Butyet heare this: miftake me not: no Life, 

(Iprize it nét a raw) but for mine Honor, 

|WhichI would free: if I fhall be condemn’d 

|Vpon furmizes (all proofes fleeping elfe, 

But what your Iealoufies awake) I tell you 

| TisRigor,and not Law. Your Honors all, 

Idoe referre me to the Oracle: 

| Apolls be my Iudge. 

| Lord, This your requeft ; 
|Isaltogetheriuft : therefore bring forth 

Andin Apollo's Name) his Oracle, °°” 

Her. The Emperor of Ruffia was my Father. 
Ohthat he were aliue,and tiére beholding © 
HisDaughters Tryall : thathe did but fee’ 
Theflatnefte of my miferie'yet with eyes "’ 
JOfPitty not Revenge. °° na 


= 


[That you (Cleomsines and’ Dion’) haue 


| This feal'd.vp Oracle.by the Hand deliver’d 

i E great podo's Priett ; and that fincethen, © 
Youlanenot da:’d to break the holy Seale, 
Notread the Secrets in’t; -° % Sept alate 

“Cho Dias: AU chis-we fweate. | ; 

|. Leo, Steake vptheSealés,and'read, 
__ Officer, Hernhitorie is chaffsPolixenes blemelelfe,Camillo 
Ten tweets Leontes atealous Tyrant, bes innocent Babe 
inaly bepor ten, and the King [hall line without an Eeire, if that 
which w lofbe nor found. f oris oreo} F faitiw 
__ bord. Now'bletled bethe great Apolel” 
VER digi 90-7 bn) BIou!fooO Yul 

; ais Haft thou read trth®: © -2 9 yor Se 

- Ufc: E (chy Lord) eiven £6 98 itis here fet downe. 
_ wee There isino truthat all i’th’ Oracle: 






WO Depeinasat rn cere ye stninte 





heWinters Tales < 


OT) ‘The Seffions {hall proceed: this is meere falfehood.’ 


Through my Ruft? and how his Pietie 


ver. Youhete thal {wedte vpon this Sword of Tuftice, | 


Been both at'Delphos,and from thencehaue brought | 


| (Thoughts high for one fo tender)cleft the heart 


* | Blemith’d his gracious Dam ; thisis not,no, - 





- When I haue faid,cry woe: the’ 


: 9 





Ser. My Lord the King: the King? 
Leo, Whatisthebufineffe? = t . 
' Ser, OSir,I fhall be hatedto reportit, ~~ 

The Prince your Sonne,with meere conceitjandfeare 
Of the Queenes fpeed,isgone. 

Leo. How? gone? Page os 

Ser. Is dead. ‘ 

Leo, Apollo's angry,and the Heauens themfelue 
Doe trike at my Iniuftice. How now there? L 

Paul.This newes is mortall te the Queene:Look downe 

And fee what Death is doing. ! 

Leo. Take her hence: 
Her heartis buto’re-charg’d: fhe willrecouers 
I haue too much beleeu’d mine owne fufpition: 
*Befeech youtenderly apply to her pat oe 
Some remedies for life. Apolo pardon 
My great prophaneneffe ’gainft thine Oracle. 
Ile reconcile me to Pelixencs, — a ySe «8 
New woe my Queene, recall the good Camillo ~~ 
(Whom I proclaimea man of Truth,of Metcy:y 
For being tranfported by my Iealoufies °° 
To bloody thoughts,and to reuenge,I chofe 
(Camillo for the minifter,topoyfon = 
My friend Polixenes: which had been done, ' 
But that the good mind of Camillovardied . 
My fwift command : though I with Death,and with ““ 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him, fe | 
Not doing it,and being done: he(moft humane, 
And fild with Honor) to my Kingly Gue& 
Voclafp’d my pradtife,quit his fortunes here: 
(Which you knew great) and to the hazard 
OF all'Incertainties,himfelfe commended, 
No richer then his Honor: How he glifters 


6342 30) wea 


ey ieee 


Do’s my deeds make the blacker? 
Panl, Woe thewhile: 
O cut my Lace,leaft my heart(cracking it) 
Breake too. oid TO DotNtg ¢ 
Lord. ‘What fit is this? godd Lady? = 
Paul. What ftudied torments(Tyrant)haft for me 2 
What Wheeles?Racks?Fires? What flaying?boyling? - 
In Leads,or Oyles ? Whatold,or newer Torture 
Muft I receive? whofe every word deferues 
Totafte of thy moft worft. Thy Tyranny 
(Together working with thy lealoufies, 
Fancies too weake for Boyes,too greene and idle 
ForGirles of Nine) O thinke what they haue done, 
And thenrun mad indeed : {tarke-mad: for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but {pices of it. 
That thou betrayed’ft Polixenes, twas nothing, 
(That did but fhew thee, of a Foole,inconftant, 
And damnable ingratefull:) Nor was’t much, 
Thou would’ haue poyfon'd good (ansillo’s Honor, 
Tohauehinmkilla King: pooreTrefpaffes, © 
More monftrous ftanding’by whereof I reckon 
The cafting forth to Crowes, thy Baby-daughterg 
Tobe ornonejor little; thoughaDeuill °° 
Would haue thed water out of firejere don’t ¢ 
Nor is’t direétly laydtothee;the death <" - 
Of the yourig Prince, whofe honorable thoughts © 


That could conceitie a groffe and foolifh Site 
Layd'to thy anfwere: butthelaft:O Lords, = 
Queene, the a 


eee ee ae Sadist aeet = 
























































































































































































































































































































































Not drop’d downe yer. Fe hee 

Lord, The higher powresforbid. 

Pav. Lay fhe’s dead: Ie fwear't. If word,nor oath 
Preuaile not, go and fee: if you can bring 
Tinéture, or luftre in her lip, her eye 
Heate outwardly, or breath within, Ile ferue you 
As I would dothe Gods. But, Othou Tyrant, 

Do not repent thefe things, for they are heauier 
Then all thy woes can ftirre ; therefore betake thee 
To nothing but difpaire. A thoufand krfees, 
Ten thoufand yeares together, naked, fafting, 
Vpon a barren Mountaine, and ftill Winter 
In ftorme perpetuall, could not moue theGods 
To looke that way thou wer’t. 

Lee. Goon, goon: 
Thou canft not {peake too much, I haue deferu’d 
All tongues to talke their bittreft. 

Lord. Say no more; 
| How ere the bufineffe goes, you haue made fault 
| T’th boldneffe of your {peech. 

Pas. Lam forry for’c; 

All faults I make, when I fhall come to know them, 
I dorepent: Alas, I haue fhew’d too much 

4 The rafhneffe ofa woman : he is toucht 

| Toth’Noble heart. What's gone, and what’s paft helpe 
Should be paft greefe: Donot receive affiiStion 

At my petitions I befeech you, rather 

Let me be punifh'd, that haue minded you 

Of what you fhould forget. Now (good my Liege) 
Sir, Royall Sir, forgiue a foolifh woman ; 

The loue I bore your Queene (Lo, foole agzine) 
Ile {peake of her no more, nor of your Children : 
Ile net remember you of my owne Lord, 

(Who is loft too:) take your patience to you, 

‘| And Ilefaynothing. 

Leo. Thou didft {peake but well, 

When moft the truth: which J receyue much better, 
| Then tobe pitticd of thee. Prethee bring me 

‘| To the dead bodies ofmy Queene, and Sonne, 

‘| One graue fhall be for both: Vpon them fhall 

| The caufes of their death appeare (ynto 

_| Our thame perpetuall) once a day, Ile vifse 

The Chappell where they lye, and reares fhedthere 

| Shall be my recreation, Solong as Nature 

Will beare vp with this exereafe, fo long 

| I dayly vow to vie it. Come, andleade me 


To thete forrowes. Exennt 





Scena Tertia. 





Enter Antigonns, a Marriner, Babe, Sheepe- 
beard, and Clowne. 





{ <4xt.Thowart perfec then, our fhip hath toucht vpon 
| The Defarts of Bohemia, 
i Car. I (my Lord) and feare 
| We haue Landed inill time: the skies looke grimly, 
And threaten prefent blufters. In my confcience 
The heauens with that we haue in hand, areangry, 
And frowne vpon’s, 

Ant, Their facred wil’s be done: go get a-boord, 
Looke to thy barke,Ile not be long before 


ea 88 The Winters Tale. | 


I call vpon thee.} Ee Aor 


The {weer deer'ft creature's dead:& vengeance fore 





Mar, Make your beft hafte; and gonor,. 
Too-farrei’th Land: ’tis liketo.be lowd weather 
Befides this place is famous for the Creatures. 
Of prey, thatkeepevpon’r, were 

Antig. Gothouaway,, . 

Ile follow inftancly. : 

eMar, am glad at heart 

Tobe foridde o’thbufineffe.. Ex: 

Ant. Come, poore babe; - ™ 

Thaue heard (but not beleeu’d) the Spirits o’th’dead 
May walke againe : iffuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear’d to melaft ni ght: forne’re was dreame 

So like a waking. Tome comesa creature, 
Sometimes her head on one fide, fome another 

I never faw a veffell of like forrow ‘ 

So fill’d, and fo becomming : in pure white Robes 
Like very fanctity fhe did approach 

My Cabine where J lay : thrice bow’d before me, 
And (gafping to begin fome {peech) her eyes 
Became two fpouts ; the furie fpent, anon_, 

.Did this breake from her. Good Antigonus, 
Since Fate (againft thy better difpofition) 
Hath made thy perfon for the Thower-out 
Of my poore babe, according to thine oath, 
Places remote enough are in Bobemia, 
There weepe, and leaueit crying: and for the babe 
Is counted loft fox euer, Perdita 
Ipretheecall’t: For this vngentle bufinefte. 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’te thalt fee 
Thy Wite Pasliva more : and fo, with fhriekes 
She melted into Ayre. Affrighted much, 
I did in tiase colleé&t my felfe, and thought .. i 
This was fo, and no flamber: Dreames, are toyes, 
Yet for this once, yea fuperftitioufly, 
I will be fquar’d by this. Idobelecue 





aanseade Waiting-Gentleweman in the feape: this has 
heene fome ftaire-worke, fome Trunke-worke;fome be- 
hindedoore worke : they were warmer thar. ot, this, 
then the poore Thing is heere. Tle take it vp for pity,yet 
fle tarry till my fonne come : he hallow'd but euen now, 
Whoa-ho-hea, ; 


Enter C levine. . 


¢lo, Hilloa, loa.” ibe 

Shep, What Partfoneere ? Ifthou'lrfee'a thing to 
lkeon, when thou art dead and rotten , come hither : 
ybotayl thou, man ? saga 

(lo, Thaue feene two fuch fights, by Sea & by Land: 
bot [amnot to fayitis aSea,foritis now'the skie, ‘be- 
jowixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruft a bodkins 


int. 
; Shep. Why boy, how is it ? : 

Ch, T would you did but fee how it chafes-how it ra- 
ges,how it takes vp the fhore, but that’s notto the point: 
Oh, the moft pitteous cry of the poore foules,fornetimes 
tofee’em, andnot to fee’em : Now the Shippe boaring 
the Moone with her maine Maft, and anon {wallowed 
with yeftand froth, as you'ld thruft a Corke into a hogf- 
head, And then for the Land-feruice, to fee how the 
Beate tore out his fhoulder-bone, how hecridetomee 
forbelpe, and {aid his name was Axtigonus,a Nobleman: 
Burtomake an end of the Ship, to fee how the Sea flap- 
dragon'd it : but firft, how the poore foules roayed, and 
thefea mock’d them:and how thepoore Gentleman roa- 
red, andthe Beare mock’dhim, both roaring lowder 
thenthe fea, or weather, . 

\ Shep. Name of mercy, when was this boy? 





Bearehalfe din’d on the Gentleman: he’s at it now.’ 
Sh. Would had bin by, to haue help’d the olde 


man, 
Ch, 
help'd hersthere your charity would haue lack’d footing. 
Shep, Heauy matters, heauy matters: but lookethee 
heeteboy, Now bleffe thy felfe: thou met’ft with things 
dying, T with things new borne. Here’s a fight for thee: 
Looke thee, a bearing-cloath fora Squires childe: looke 
theeheere, take vp, take vp (Boy:) open’t : fo, let’s {ee, it 
Wistold me I fhould be rich by the Fairies. This is ome 
angeling : open’t : what’s within, boy? 
Ch. You'tea mad oldeman: Ifthe finnes of your 
of areforgiuen you, you're well toliue. Golde, all 


Shep, This is Paiery Gold boy, and ‘twill proue fo: vp 

with t keene it clofe: home, home, the next way, We 

ohgbeey andto bee fo fill requires nothing but 
Cie, - 7 

isis my theepe go: Come (good boy)the next 


Me Go youthenext way with your Findings, Te go 

Mien: bee gone from the Gentleman, and how 

fk ehath eaten: . chey are newer curft but when they 
uety :ifthere be any of him left, Ie bury ir. 

aa ty a good deed : ifthou mayett difcerne by 

hin, Ichis left of him, what heis, fetch me to th’Gghe 


Clone, "Mar 





i vot i will I: and you fhall helpe topic him’ 
‘aug “Tisa lucky day, boy, and wee'ldo good deeds 


, Exennt : 








Iwould you had beene by the fhip fide, tohaue | 


___ LheWinters Fake 





| Sedlamec that pleafe fome, 


Now take vpon me (inthe name of Time)... 


| Beknowne when’ti ight forth. - 
Clo, Now, now : J haue not wink’d fince I faw thefe | Be krrowne when tis brougth fore. A thepherds ania 


i } ‘ 
fights; the menarenot yet cold ynder water, northe 


| though I haue (for the moft part) bin ayred abroad,] de- 


_ (my Mafteryhath fent for me, to’ whofe feeling forrowes 
| Imight be fome allay, or I oreweene to thinke fo) which 


cannot) to bee more thankefull to thee, fhali bee my ftu- 


_ Whofe very naming, punnifhes me with the remembrance | 
b 











eA tus Quartus. Scena Prima. | 


a ee ——— 














Enter Time, the Chorus. 257 
teyall; bothioy.and terror}: 
Of good, and bad : that makes, and ynfolds 05) eee | 
To vfe. my wings : Impute itnot a crime 
To me, ox my fwift pa(lage, that I flide 
Ore fixteene yeeres,and leaue the growth yntride 
Of that wide gap, fince it isin my. powre |.) os»: 
To orethrow Law, and in one felfe-borne howre 
To plant, ond.ore-whelme Cuftome. Let me paffe 
he fame I am, ere ancient’ Order Was yf olay 
Orwhat is now receiu'd. Lwitnefleto | a 
The times that brought them in, fo fhall do ; 
To th’frefheft things now reigning, .and make fiale 
The gliftering of this prefent,as my Tale... .., 
Now feemestoit: your patience this allowing, 
-Tcurnemy glaffe, and giue my Scene fuch growing, « 
As you had, flept betweene : Leostes leaving 
Th effects of his fond iealoufies, fo greeving 
That he fhuts vp himfelfe. Imagine me 
(GencleSpedtarors) thar Inow may be 
In faire Bohemia, and remember well, 
Ementioned a fonneo’th’Kings, which Florizell 
I now name to you: and with {peed fo pace 
To {peake of Perdita,now growne in grace 
Equall with wond’ring. What of her infues.. 
Tliftnot prophefie : but let Times newes 


And what to her adheres, which followes after, 
Is th’argument of Fime : of this allow, 

Ifeuer you haue {pent time worfe, ere now: 
Tfneuer, yet that Time himfelfe doth fay, 

He wifhes carnefily, youneuer may. 


(ter 








Scena Secunda. 





Enter Polixenes, and Camillo. ~ 
Pol. I pray thee (good Camillo) be no more importu- 
nate: ’tisa fickneffe denying thee any thing: adeath to 
gtant this, ee 
Cam. Icisfifteene yeeres fince I fawmy Countrey: 


firetolay my bones there. Befides, the penitent King 


is another {purre to my departure. ; ite 

Pol, Asthou lou’ft me (( amills) wipe not out the ret, 
of thy fernices, by leauing menow: the neede Thaue of 
thee, thine bwne! goodneffe hath made: better not to}. 
haue had thee, then thus to want thee,thot having made 
me Bufineffes, (which none (without thee) cai fuffici- > 
ently manage) muft either ftay to execute them thy felfe, | 
or take away with thee the vety feruices thou haft done: 
which if I haue not enough confidered (2s too muchI 


die, andmy profite therein, the heaping friendfhippes. 
Of that farall Countrey Sicillia, prethee fpeake no more, | 


of |i 
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The WintersTales: 


— 





of that penitent (as thou calft him) and reconciled King 
my brother, whofe loffe of his moft precious Queene & 
Children, are cuen now to be a-frefh lamented. Say to 
me, when faw’ft thou the Prince Florizell my fon? Kings 
are no leffe vnhappy, their iffuesnot being gracious, then 
ithey are inloofing them, when they haue approued their 
‘Vertues. : oe oS 

{ Cam, Sir; it is three dayes fince I faw the Princeswhat 
‘his happier affayres may be, are to me vnknowne vbat 
-haue(mifsingly) noted; he is of late auch retyred: from 
‘Court, and is lefle frequent to his Princely exercifes then 
formerly he hath appeared. 0° + nod 
| Pole Vhaneconfidered'fo'much (Camillo) and with 
‘fome care, fo farte, that haue eyes vitder my feruice, 















-moft homely fhepheard: a man (they fay) that from very 
‘nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbors, 
is growne into an vn{peakable eftare, ont 
Cam. Thaueheard (fir)of fucha man, whohatha 
. daughter of moft rare note: the report of heris extended 
more, then can be thought 'to begin from fuch a cottage 
| Poh That's likewife part of my [itelligence : but(I 
feare) the Angle that pluckes our fonnt thithers Thou 
fhalt accompany vs to the place, where we will (not ap- 
pearing what we are jhaue forme queftion with the fhep- 
heard ; from whofe fimplicity, I thinke it not vneafie to 
get thecaufe of my fonnesreforethether. “Prethe be my 
prefenc partner in this bufines,and lay afide the thoughts 
of Sicillia, ~- , 
Cam. willingly.obey your command. = 
Pol. My belt Camillo,we mutt difguife our {elues.Ex# 





P 


Scena T ertia. 





Enter Autolicus fingng, 
When Daffadils hegia to pecre, 
With heigh the Doxy oner the dale, 
why then comes inthe fweet othe yeere, 
For the red blood raigns in} winters pale. 


The white foeete bleaching on the hedge, 
With bey the feet birds,O how thay fing: 

Doth fet my pug ging tooth an edge, 

For a quart of Ale a difh for a King. 


The Larke,that tirra-Lyrachaunts, 
pvith heigh,the Thrufo andthe Tay: 
Are Summer {ongs for me and my Aunts 
-.... Webilewe lye tumbling in the hay. 
‘[haue feru’d Prince Florize#, andin my time wore three 
pile, butnow Lam out of feruice. 


But [all 1 go mourne forthat (my deere) 
Pasting the pale Adoone [hines by night : 
4 And when I wander here,ana there 
; L then do moff goright. 
_ If Tinkers may hane leaue to line, 
and beare the Sow-skin Bowget, 
Thew my account I well may gine, 
and in the Stockes auouch-it. ' 
My Trafficke is fheetes : when the Kite builds, looke te 
leffer Linnen, My Father nam’d me e4utelicus,who be- 


i which laoke-vpon his remouednefle: from whom Thaue | 
i this Intelligence, that he is {eldome fronmthe houle of a | 





= 4 ones and millions, 


| toa gteat matter. 


j onme, 


| 

_ing (as Tam) lytter’d vnder Mercurie, washkewife | | 

{napper-vp of vnconfidered trifles : With Dyeandd fa 
I purchas’d this C aparifon, and my Reuennew isthe ain 
_ Cheate, "Gallowes, and. Knocke, are too pemertie t 
_ the Highway: Beating and hanging are'sesrors to men 
For the life to come, Ifleepe out the thought efit | 
' prize, a prize. ’ ! | 







Enter Clomne. | 
Clo, Let me fee, euery Leauen-weather toddes, eue| | 
tod yeeldes pound and odde fhilling ; fifteene huind 2 
| fhorne, what comes the wooll tod ? Mies. 
Aut. Ifthe fprindge hold, the Cocke’s mine. 
Clo. Yeannot'do’t without Compters. Let mee fee 
' what am I to buy for our Sheepe-fhearing-Featt? Three 
pound of Sugar, fiue pound of Currence, Rice: Wha 
willthis fifter of mine do with Rice ? But my father hath | 
made her Miftris of the Feaft, and fhe layes iton. Shee 
hath made-me four and twenty Nofe-gayes for the fhen|’ 
rers (three-man fong-men, all, and very good ones) but} 
they are moft of them Meanes and Bafes; but one Puyi. | 
tan amongft them, and he fings Pfalmes to horne-pipes,| 
[ muft haue Saffron to colour the Warden Pies, Mace:| 
Dates, none: that’s ourof my note: Natmegoes, feuen; 
a Race or two of Ginger, butthat I may begee: Foureh 
pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reyions o'th Sun, | 
Ant. Oh,that ever I was borne, 
Clo: Vth’name of me, 
Aut, Obhelpe me, helpe mee: plucke but off thele 
ragges : and then, death,death, 
Clo. Alacke poore foule, thou haft need. of more rags 
to lay on thee,rather then haue'thefe off. 
Ant. Oh fir, the loathfomneffe of them offend mee, 
more thenthe ftripes I haue receiued, whichare mightie 


Clo. Alas poore man, a million of beating may come 
A 


Aut. Lam reb’d fir, and beaten: my money, andap- 
parrell tane from me,and thefe dereftable things putyp- 


Clo. What,by a horfe-man,or a foot-mant? 
ut. A footman (fweer fir) a footman. 
Clo. Indeed, he fhoul!d bea foorman, by the garments 

hehas left with thee: Ifthis bee a horfemansCoate, it] 

hath feene very het feruice. Lend me thy hand, Ile helpe 

thee, Come,lend me thy hand. 
Aut, Oh good fir, tenderly,oh. 

Clo. Alas poore fcule. 

Aut, Oh good fir, foftly, good fir : 
fhoulder-blade is out... 

Clo. How now? Cant ftand? 

Aut, Softly,deere fir: good fir, foftly : you ha dont 
mea charitable office. eal | 
Clo. Doeftlacke any mony ?1hauea lirtle mony 10 
thee. 

Aut, No,good {weet fir :no, I befeech you fits] haue 
a Kinfman not paft three quarters of amile hence, vate 
whome I was going: I fhalltherehauemoncy, ° iy 
thing I want,: Offer meno money I pray you, chat kills) 
my heart. 

Clow. 
YON cs | bout 

Aut, A fellow (Gr) that 1 have knowne to goe? 
with Troll-my-dames: I knew him once aferuant ¢ ve 
Prince : Icannottell good fir, for which of his whe 
tues it was, but hee was certainely Whipt out? 
Court. Cn 


I feare (fir) my| | 


What manner of Fellow was hee that robb’d 

























fthe Court: they cherifh it to makeit Ray there; 
yet iewiling morebur abide, © 96 8% ef 00 103 
Ast. 


(.Bayliffe) thenhée’compaft'a Motion of thé Prodigal 
fonne, and married a Tinkers wife, within @ ‘Mile where 
|my Land and Listing lyes ; and'(hauing flowtic over ma- 
| ny knauifh profeffions) he.fedletottely in Rogue: fome | 
lcallhinnAntolionsy os" orm) ae insincere le 
| Cle. Out vpon him : Prig, for my-lifePrigshe haunts | 
|Wakes,Eaires,and/Beéare-baitingsy: 0 avi eo aa 
Aut. Very true fir: he-firheey that’s the’ Rogue'thar | 
yt me into this apparrell, avhareG ayy 
(o, Nova more cowardlyRogue in all Bohemia; Tf 
{you had but look’d bigge; “andpit’ae hin, °hee’ld have | 
une, gouge IV fe JNO HOY IHIg Yineig of ; | 
| Aut, Inultconfefle to: youl fr) T am nofighter : Tam | 
filfeofheart that way, & thatke ‘knew f watranthinn. | 
Clo. How do you now ? pide Te 
dat. Sweet fir, much bet¢erthen T was :T can ftand, 
and walke: I will even take my ‘leane of you, & pace foft. : 
lytowards my Kinfmans, °° ©: brat! 
Clo. Shall bring thee on the way? 
Ast, No, good fac’d fir, no fweet fir, 2) | 
Cl, Then fartheewell,1 muft’go buy Spices for our 
theepe-fhearing; » | Exit. 
Aut. Profper you fweet fir. Your purfe isnot hot e-. 
nough to purchafe your Spice: Tlebe with you at your 
fheepe-thearing too : If 'make'not this Cheat brig out 
inother, and the fheerers proue fheepe,let me be vnrold, 
and myname put in the booke of Vertue. 





Song. /og-o1,Jog-on, the foot. path way, 
And merrily hens the Stile-a* 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
| Your fad tyres iz a Mile-a, 














‘Scena Quarta. 


Ate ss, 
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Enter Florizell, Perdita, Shepherd Clowne,Polixenes,CA« 
millo, Mop/a,Dorcas Seruants; Autolicus. 
Fl. Thefe your vnvfuall weeds, to cach part of you 
: *§iuea life: no Shepherdeffle, but Flora 

‘ming in Aprils front.’ This your fheepe-fhearing, - 
‘ta meeting of the petty Gods, 
And you the Queene on’t. 
' a, Sit: my gracious Lord, 

Ochide at your extreames, itnot becomes me: 

Patdon, that I name them: ) your high felfe 
eg este o’th’Land; you haue obfcur'd 

»Waines wearing ; and me (poore lowly Maide 

jtGoddeffe.tike prank’d vp: But that our Peafts d 
D ml Meffeshaue folly ; and the Feeders 
“A with a Cuftome, I fhould bluth 
to % You fo attyr’d : fworne Ithinke, 

Cw my felfea glaffe | 
W : I bletfe the time: 2 

Fa y. ood Falcon, madeherflight a-croffe. 
Perg ts ground: G & 


Tome the 


ow Jone afford youcaufe: 
difference forges dread (your Greatneffe 


is _ FheWinrers Tale. 
-CinHis vices you would fay: thete’s tie vetttic white zi . 
| Tothinke your Father, by fome’accidéht ?* 2° * 


Vices Iwould fay (Sit)'T know thisiman well, | 
hehath bene fmce an Ape-bearer, then a Proceffe-ferver | 





i 


Hath not beene ws’d to feare:) euen tow Fttenble ee 
‘814 } 
Should paffe this way, as you did: Oh the Patsy 27 
How would he looke, to fethis worke, fhdbie, > 
Vildely bound vp ? What Would he fay POE HOw 20 
Should I (inthefe my borrowed Flaunts) béfiold 
The fternnefleOFhis prefence’?: °° sotsrrin. 
Flo, Apprekend cnid 147-232 eah if ths o i 
Nothing butollity : che Geddes chemfele?? 
(Humbling their Deities to Ique) hatte taken’ iN oe tee 
The fhapes of Beafts vpor ther Ju biter, WP AOS - 
Became a Bull, and bellow’d: the preene Nep 
A Ram, and bleated : and'thé Fire-roab’d-GGa °° | 
Golden Apollo; a poorelhurhble Swaine, 2° *! 920011 
As I feemenow. Their transformations: 2 28299 iW 
Were neuer for a peece of beauty, ‘ratepj2"! (82 -bo = 
Nor in a way fo chafte : inte mydefregs = "to1w76i4 19 
Run not before ntine honor shor my Ewfiy" 28088" 208 
Burne hotret theft my Faith, - Giss DE Yat vey dain Fey 
Perd. O burSir, "2! eee: nude! 
Your refolution cannot hold, when tis’ «°° mia A, 
Oppos’d (as it muft be) byth’powre of the Rigg 3° 284 
One of thefe two'muft be necefsities,  -°! 110 bed ya 
Whichrthen will fpeake, that you muft change this pur- 
Or I my life. eBIU5hy ek 2ST ™(Béfe, 
Flo, Thou deer’ft Perdita, _ age eel | 
With thefe fore’d thoughts, prethee darken hor’ 
The Mirth o’th’ Feaft : Or He bé thine (my Fairey 
Or not my Fathers. For] caunotbe! 2° at mabindy 
Mine owne, nerany thing toahy, if : 
Ibe not thine. “To this I any tmoftconftanty 2 Sor oF4 | 
Though deftiny fay no. Be taerry (Gentle) ey cE 
Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe, with any thitig?? °° 9° | 
That you behold the while. "Your gilelts ate Comming :| 
Lift vp your countenance, as ft Were the day” CEMESES 
Of celebration of that'nupeiall, Which {0 rare wed : 
We two haue fworne fhall come. nei 
Perd, O Lady Fortune?’* © - Bist 3 
Stand you aufpicious, 29H en 
Flo. See, your Guefts approach, 
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Addrefle your felfe to entertaine them fptightlyj" 

And let’s be red with mirth, < 28) oes" el3d bio! ' 
Shep. Fy (daughter) when my old wifélia'd: vpon’ | 

This day, fhe was both Pantlér, Butler, Cooke,o'" >" || 


Both Dame and Seruant: Welcom’d all: ferw’d all, |} 
Would fing her fong, and dance het turne: now heere’ | 
Atvpperend o’th Table; row, ith middles? 
On his fhoulder, and his : her faceo’fire’ 0 = > 
With labour, and the thing the tooke to quench it 
She would to each one fip.. You are retyred, °°" 
Asif you wete a feafted one: aiid ior * 72 200 
The Hofteffe of the meeting : Pray youbid 919". 
Thefe vnknowne friends to’s welcome, for itiges "> 
A way to make vs better Friends, more knowney = f. 
Come, quench your blufhes, and prefent your felfe: 
That which you are, Miftris o'th’Feaft, Comeon,' 
And bid vs welcome to your fheepe-fhearing, = 
As your good flocke fhall profper. Twe 

Perd.. Sit, welcome: 7 BOYS 
Itis my Fathers will, I fhouldtakeonmee:: |. 
The Hofteffefhip o’th’day : you're welcome fir? 
Giue me thofe Flowres there ( Dorcas.) Reuerend Sirs, 
For you, there’s Rofemary, and Rue, thdlekeepe™ 
Seeming, and fauour all the Winter long : 
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both, ° 
And welcome toour Shearing. - 


Bb2 | Pol. : 



































































































































































































































































Pita ed f 
= Poli WRRBROP ORO s.55 fesacs) oF b sy stil 2 
(A faire one are you:) well.you fit our ages... . 


With flowres FE Winter,:, poy 2s .vew eda 3h sé 
| __ Perd.' Sir, he yeare growing ancient; 9.1 |). H 


Of trembling winter, the fayzelt flowres.o'th feafon....|» 


Are our Carnations, and fireak?d Gillysvors,, 


Not yet onfurmmers death,nor onthe birth... 


(Which fome call Natures baftards) of thatkind wea | 


tees rutticke Gasdenthanmacandl CateAOR)S 

To get flips ofthems; (5 eto) esi1(Psiorts © ry 

| _ Pol. Wherefore (gentle Maiden) .o2:). 

Do younegleéttheme 15 ob woliod bring! 

Thereis an Art, which inaheirpideneffethares 

With great creating-Nature,.. 4°" ean es 0 
Pol. Saytherebe: 5) ee 


Yet Nature is madebetrer by. ne meane,; 
But Nature makes that Meanc,; fo over that Art, 
(Which you fay addes to Nature )isan.Art., ‘ 
That Nature makes : you fee ({weet Maid) we marry 
A gentler Sien, tothe wildeft Stocke,...),.,:.. 
And make conceyuc a barke ot bafer kinde | 
By bud of Nobler race. This isan Att..... . 
| Which:do’smend Nature : change it rather, but 

The Art it felfe, is Nature, 
“. Perd. Soitis. . arr, 

Pol, Then make you Garden rich ir Gilly’vors, 

And do not call them baftards. ro # 
| Perds enot put... . : 
4 The Dible in earth, to {et.oneflip of them: 
4 No more then,were I painted, 1 would with 
| This youth fhould fay twer well: and onely therefore 
| Defire tobreed. by nie, Here's flowres for'you: 
-Hot-Lauender, Mints, Sauory, Mariorum,. 
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with’Sun, 
1 And with him rifes, weeping : Thefe ate flowres 
| Of middle fummer, and I thinke they are giuen 
To menof middle age. Y’arevery. welcome. 





* 


20 ai OAS, wm 


BTS ET ET 


pa ae 


a ae 


Cam. \hould leaue grafing, were I of your locke, 
And onely liue by gazing... Pte 
i Perdy,Queaalass,.'y see; M3) 
{| You’ld be foleane, thatblatsofJanuary (Friend, 


Would blow:youthrough and through.Now (my fairft 
tT would Lhadfome Flowres.o’th Spring, thar might 
{ Become your,time of day.: and yours, and yours, 
{| That weare ypon your Virgin-branches yet 
Your Maiden_heads growing : O Projerpina, 
| For the Flowresnow, that (frighted) thou lec’ft fall 
| From Dyes Waggon: Daffadils, 
1 That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
| The windes of March with beauty : Violets (dim, 
| Buc (weeter then the lids of Juno's eyes, 
1 Or Cytherea’t breath) pale Prime-rofes, . 
That dye.ynmarried, erethey can behold 
Bright Phebus in his ftrength (a Maladie 
Molt incident to Maids:) bold Oxzlips, and 
The Crowne Impetiall: Lillies of all kinds, 
(The Flowre-de-Lucebeing one.) O, thefe I lacke, 
To make you Garlands of) and my {weet friend, 
To ftrew him o’re, and ore.» 
Flo. What? like a Goarfe ¢ . ; 
Ped. No, like a banke, for Loue to lye, and play on: 
Notlike-a Coarfe: or-if's not to be buried, ) 
But quicke, and in mine armes. Come,take your flours, 
|Methinkes I play as I haue feene them do } : 
‘In Whitfon-Paftorals : Sure this Robe of mine 


te 
ch | Do’s change my difpofition: |. 


The Winters Tale: * 


| Pidhaue you buy, and fell fo: fo gine Almes, 
| Pray fo sand for the ord’ring your Affayres, : 
| To fing them too, When, you do dance; I with your: 


| Nothing butthat: moue fill, fill fo : 


\ || That all-your Actes, are Queenes, 


y || And thetrue blood which peepes fairely chrough’r, 


3 | With wifedome, I might feare (my Doritles) 


























i: ie What youdo, | BES "ig 
till betters what is done... When you fpeake é 
Vid haue you.do it euer : When you Gag . (Sweet) 


A-waue o’th Sea, that youmight everdo |» 


And owne no other Function. Each your doing 
(So fingalar,in each particular). ssoy 
Crownes what you are doing, inthe prefent deeds, 
Perd. © Doricles, eon ae 
Your praifes are too large: but that your youth 


Do plainly giue you out an ynftain'd Sphepherd 


You woo’d me the falfe way. ° 
Fle, I thinke you haue 
As little skill to feare, as I have purpofe 
Topatyouto’t. But come, our dance! pray, | 
Your hand (my Perdita:) fo Turtles paire 
That neuer meane to part. 
Perd. Ile {weare for’em, ; 
Po’. This isthe prettieft Low-borne Laffe,thateuer 
Ran onthe greene-ford : Nothing the do's, or feemes 
But fmackes of fomething greater then her felfe, 
Too Noble for this place; 
Cam. He tels her fomething 
That makes her blood looke on’t: Good footh theis 
The Queene of Curds and Creame. 
Clo. Come on: firike vp. 
Dorcas. Mopfa mutt be your Miftris : marry Garlick 
to mend her-kiffing with, — 
¢Mep. Now in good time. 
Clo, Nota word,a word,we {tand ypon our manatts 
Come,firike vp. 
Heere a Daunce of Shepheards and 
Shephearddeffes. 
Pol. Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine isthis, 
Which dances with your daughter? 
Shep. They call him Doricles, and boafts himfelfe 
To haue a worthy Feeding ; but I have it 
Vpon his owne report, and I beleeueit : 
He lookes like footh : he fayes he loues my davghtet, 
I thinke fo too; for neuer gaz’d the Moone 
Vpon the water, as hee’l ftand and reade- 
As twere my daughters eyes: and to be plaine, 
I thinke there is not halfe a kiffe to choofe 
Who loues another beft. . 
Pol. She dances featly. : 
Shep: So fhe do’s any thing, though Ireportit 
That fhould be filent : If yong Dorieles 
Do lightypon her, fhe hall bring him that 
Which he not dreames of, Enter ere | 
Ser, O Mafter :ifyou did but heare the Pedler ei | 
doore, you would neuer dance againe after er a | 
Pipe: na, the Bag-pipe could not moue you: hee: be 
feuerall Tunes, fafter then you'l tell money: hee « : 
them ashe had eaten ballads, and all mens eares Bf 
his Tunes. ce ein! 
Clo, He could nevercome better : hee fhall com tte! 
Tloue a ballad bu: euen too well, ifitbe dolefull rit 
merrily fet downe :oravery pleafant thing indeed; 
fung lamentably. Ser. 


TheW inters Tale. 


ee, He’ hath fongs for man, or woman, ofall (izes: 
No Milliner can fo fit his caftomers with Gloues: he has 
the prettielt Loue-fongs for Maids, fo without bawdrie 
whichis frange,) with uch delicate burthens of Dil- 
go's and Fadings : Iump-her, and thump-her; and where 
fome ftretch-mouth’d Rafcall, would (as it were) meane 
niifcheefe, and breake a fowle gap into the Matter, hee 
makes the maid to anfwere, Whosp, doe menoharme good 
nos:pur'shim off, flightshim, with Whoep, dee mce xo 
harme e008 man. 

Pol, Thisis a braue fellow. 

Clo, Beleeeemee, thoutalkeft ofan admirable con- 
etited fellow,has he any ynbraided Wares ? 

Ser. Hee hath Ribbons of all the colours i’th Raine- 
how; Points, more then all the Lawyers in Bohemia, can 
lkanedly handle, though they come to him by th’groffe: 
Inckles, Caddy fles, Cambrickes, Lawnes: why he fings 
am ouer,as they were Gods, or Goddeffes: you would 
thinkea Smocke were a fhee-Angell, he fo chauntes to 
thefleeue-hand, and the worke about the {quare on’t. 

(i, Pre'thee bring him in, and let him approach fin- 


ing. 
: “an Forewarne him, that he vfe no fcurrilous words 
in’s tunes. 
Clow, Youhaue of thefePedlers, that hauemorein 
them, then youl'd thinke ( Sifter.) 
Perd, 1, g00d brother, or go about to thinke, 


Enter Autolieus finging. 

Lawne as white as drinen Snow, 

Cypreffe blacke as ere was Crow, 

Glones as [weete as Damaske Rofes, 

Measkes for faces, and for nofes : 

Bugle-bracelet, Necke-lace Amber, 

Perfume for a Ladies Chamber: 

Golden Qavifes, and Stomachers 

For my Lads, to vine their deers : 

Pins, and poaking-frickes of freele. 

What (Maids lacke from head tobeele: 
Come buy of me, come:come buy come buy, 
Buy Lads, or elle your Laffes cry ; Come buy. 


Cle, If I were not in loue with CMopfa, thou fhouldtt 
tkeno money of me, but being enthrall’d as I am,it will 
- fill be the bondage of certaine Ribbons and Gloues, 
Mop. Iwas promis’d thei againft the Feaft,but they 
‘ome not too late now. 


a. He hath promis’d you more rhen that, or there 
ars, 


Mop. Heihath paid you all he promis'd you: Maybe | 


am you more, which will fhame ‘you to giue him 
Ch. Istheteno manners left among maids? Will they 
‘ah their plackets, where they fhould bear their faces? 
ae fot milking-time ? When you are going to bed? 
rhill-hole? To whiflle of thefe fecrets, but you muft 
att e-tatling, before al} our guefts?’Tis well they are 
'Pring:clamor your tongues,and not a word more. 
ie Thaue done ; Comeyou ptomis’d mea tawdry- 
te, pityase of fweet Gloues, 
* Have I noc told the Z 
Wy andlot allay fe how I was cozen’d by the 


is: : 

ae ' And indeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad, ther- 
chooues men to be wary, 

* Scat not thou man,thou fhalt lofe nothing here 


charge, hope fo fir,for I haue about me many parcels 


















a OWE ta 2 

Clo, What haft heere? Ballads ? : 

dep. Pray now buy fome: I louea ballet in print, a 
life, for then we are fure they are true. ; 

Ant. Here's one, toa very dolefull tune, howa Viu- 
rers wife was brought to bed of twenty money baggs at 
a burthen, and how fhe long’d to eate Adders heads, and 
Toads carbonado’d, ° 

Adop. Is it true, thinke you ? 

Ast. Very true, and buta moneth old, 

Dor, Blefle mefrom marrying a Vfurer, 

Aut. Here’s the Midwiues name to’t : one Mift, Tale. 
Porter,and fiue or fix honeft Wiues, that were prefent. 
Why thould I carry lyes abroad ? 

Diop: *Pray you now buy it. 

Clo. Come-on, lay it by: and let’s firft {ee moe Bal- 
lads: Wee'l buy the other things anon, 

Aut. Here's another ballad ofa Fith, that eppeared 
vpon the coaft,on wenfday the fourefcore of April,fortie 
thoufand fadom aboue water, & fung this ballad againtt 
the hard hearts of maids : ic was thought fhe wasa Wo-f. 
man,and was turn’d into acold fifh, for fhewoldnotex-} 
change flefh with one that lou’d her; The Ballad is very f 
pitrifull, and as true. 

Dor, Is it true too, thinke you. 

Autol, Five luftices hands acit, and witneffes more 
then my packe will hold, 

Cle. Lay it by too; another. 

Aut, This is a merry ballad, buta very pretty one. 

Mop, Lev’shaue fome merry ones. : 

eut, Why thisis a paffing merry one,and goestothe 
tune of cwo maids wooing a man: there’s fearfe a Maide 
weltward but fhe fings it: “tis in requeft,I can teil you, 

Mop, We can both fingic: if thou’lt bearea part,thou 
fhalt heare, ’tis in three parts, 

Dor, We had the tune on’t,a month apoe, 

Aut, 1 can bearemy part, you muft know tis my oc- 
cupation: Haue at it with you: 


Song Get yor hence, for I muf? goz 
Aut. Where it fits nor you to know, 
Dor. whether? 

Mop O whether? 

Dor. Whether ? 

Mop. Jt becoms:s thy oath fall well, 


Thou to me thy fecrets tell. 


Dor: CMetoo: Le me go thether : 

Mop Or thongoeft toth'Grange, or Mik, 
Dor: ZJfto either thon deft ill, 

Aut:  WWeither. 

Dor: What neither? 

Aut: Neither: 

Dor: Thou haft fworne my Lone tobe, 
Mop Thou halt fworweit more to mee. 


Then whether goeh? Say whether ? 
Clo. Wee'l haue this fong out anon by our felues: My 
Father,and the Gent.are in fad talke,& wee'll not trouble 
them : Come bring away thy pack after me, Wenches Ile 
buy for you both: Pedler let’s haue the firft choice;folow 
me girles. Ant; And you fhall pay well for’em, 
Song. Willyou buy any Tape, or Lace for your Crpe? 
My dainty Ducke, my deere-a? 
Any Silke, any Thred, any Toyes for your head 

Of the news't and fins’t fins t weareod. 
(ome to the Pedler, (Money's amedler, 
That doth utter all mens wate-a. Exit 
Serwant. Mayfter, there is three Carters, three Shep_ 


herds, three Neat-herds,three Swine-herdsy haue mad, 
; Bb eee them_ 
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themfelues all men of haire, they cal chemfelues Saltiers, 
| and they nauea Dance, whichthe Wenches fay is a gal- 


they themfelues are o’th’minde. (if it beenot too rough 


plentifully. . © f 

| Skep, Away : Wee'lnoneon’t; heere has beene too 
much homely foclery already. I know (Sir). wee wea- 
rie you. 

- Pol. You wearie thofe that refrefh vs :: pray let’s fee 
thefe foure-threes of Heardimen. 

Ser. Onethree of them, by their owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc’d before the King-: andnotthe worftof the 
three, but iumpestwelue foote anda halfe by th fquire, 


_pleaf'd, let them come in: but quickly now, 
| Ser. Why, they ftay at doore Sir. 
Heere a Dance of twelue Satyres.” 

- Pol, O Father, you’l know-more of that heereafter: 
Is it nottoo farre gone? Tis time to partthem, 
He’s finaple, and tels much. How now/(faire fhepheard) 
Your heart is full of fomething, that do’s take 
Your minde from feafting. Sooth, when I was yong, 
And handed lowe, as youdo; I was wont 
To load my Shee with knackes : I would haue ranfackt 
The Pedlers filken Treafury, and have powr'd it 
Toher acceptance: you haue Jet him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your Laffe 
Interpretation fhouldabufe, and call this. 
Your lacke ofloue, orbounty, you were ftraited 
For a reply at leaft, if you make a care 
Of happie holding her. 

Flo, Old Sir, iknow: - 
She prizes not {uch trifles as thefe are : 
The gifts fhe Jookes fronvme, are packt and locks 
Vp ia my heart, which Ihaue giuen already, 
Butnot deliuer’d. O heare me breath my life 
Before this ancient Sir, whom (it fhould feeme) 
Hath fometime loud: I take thy hand, this hand, 
As foft as Doues.downe, and as white asic, 
Or Ethyopians tooth, or the fan’d fnow, that’s bolted 
By th’Northerne blatts, twice ore. 
Pol, What followes this ? 
How prettily th’yong Swaine feemes to wath 
The hand, was faire before ?] haue put youour, 
But to your proteftation : Let me heare 
What you profeffe. 

Flo. Do, and be witneffe too’s. 

Pol, And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he,and more 
Then he, andmen: the earth, the heavens,andall; 
That were I crown'd the moft Imperiall Monarch 
Thereof moft worthy : were | the fayreft youth 
Tha evermade eye {werue, had force and knowledge 
More thet was ever mans, I would notprize them 
Withourher Loue; for her, employ them all, 
Commeid them, and condemne them to her teruice, 
Or to their owne perdition. 
Pol. Faively offer’d. 
Cam. This fhewes 3 found affection. 
Siep. Bucmy daughicer, " 
Say you thelike tohim, 
Per, Icannot {peake ; 
So well, (nothing fo well) no, nor meane better 
By th'patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut our 
The puritie of his.~ ode; 


ly-maufrey of Gambols, becaufe they are notin’ : but - 


for fome, that: know little but bowling). it will pleafe | 


Shep. Leaue your prating, fince thefe good men are - 


\ 


| Tabe acknowledge. Thou a Scepters heire, 


eS a ers: 
Shep. Take hands, a bargaine; 


And friends ynknowne, you fhall beare Witnefle to's 
I giue my daughter to him, and will make ; 
Her Portion, equall his, 

Flo. O, that muft bee 
I'th Vertue of yeur daughter : One being dead 
I fhall haue more then you can dreame of yer, ; 
Enough then for your wonder: but come-on, 
Contra& vs fore thefe Witneffes. 

Shep. Come, your hand: 
And daughter, yours, 

Pol. Soft Swaine a-while, befeech you, 
Haue you a Father ? 

Flo. Thave:but what of him ? 

Pol. Knowes he of this? 

Flo. He neither do’s, nor fhall, 

Pol. Me-thinkes a Father, 
Is at che Nuptiall of his fonne, a gueft 
That beft becomes the Table: Pray you once more 
Is not your Father growne incapeable 
Of reafonable affayres ? Is he not ftupid 
With Age, and altring Rheumes? Can he {peake ? heare? 
Know man, from man? Difpute his owne eftate ? 
Lies he not bed-rid ? And againe, do’ s nothing 
But what he did, being childifh? 

Flo. No good Sir: 
He has his health, and ampler ftrength indeede 
Then moft haue of his age, 

Pol. By my white beard, 
You offer him (if this be fo) a wrong 
Something vofilliall : Reafon my fonne 
Should choofe himfelfe a wife, but as good reafon 
The Father (all whofe ioy is nothing elfe 
But faire pofterity) fhould hold fome counfaile 
In fuch a bufinefle, 

Flow Tyeeldall this; 
But for fome other reafons (my grave Sir) 
_ Which’'tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 

My Father of this bufineffe, 

Pel. Lethimknow't, 

Flo. He fhajl nor. 

Pol, Prethee let him. 

Flo No, he muft nor. 

Shep. Let him (my fonne) he fhall not need to grecit 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he mift not : 
Marke our Contraét. 

Pol. Marke your diuorce (yong fir) 
Whom fonne] dare not call : Thou art too bafe 





That thus affeéts a fheepe-hooke? Thou, old Traitor, 
am forry, that by hanging thee, I can 
but thorten thy life one weeke. And than, frefh pete 
Of excellent Witchcraft, whom of force mult know 
The royall Foolechou coap’ft with. 
Shep, -Oh my heart. : 4 
Pol. Ile haue thy beauty fcratcht with briers & ma") 
More homely then thy flate. For thee (fond boy) 
If I may ever know thou doft but igh, 
That thou no more hale neuer fee this knacke(as neu 
Imeane thou fhalt) wee'l barre thee from fucceffion, | 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 
Farre then Dencalies off : (marke thou my words) 
Follow vs tothe Court. Thou Churle, for this timé 
(Though full of our difpleafure) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it. And you Enchantments 





ajonky enough a Heardfman ryeahimtoo, 
qhatmakes himfelfe (but for our Honor therein) 
yawortby thee. If euer henceforth, thou 
Thefe rurall Latches, to his entrance open, 
rho chisbody more, with thy embraces, 
will deuile 8 death, as cruell for thee 
jsthou art tender to’t. 
nerd, Even heere vadone: 
gasnot much a-fear'd ; for once, or twice 
was about to fpeake, and tell him plainely, 
The (elfe-fartie Sun, that fhines vpon his Court, 
ides not his vifage from our Cottage, but 
Jookes on alike. Wilt pleafe you (Sir) be gone? 
jrold you what would come of this : Befeech you 
Ofyour owne ftate take care : This dreame of mine 
Being now awake, He Queene it no inch farther, 
putmilke my Ewes, and weepe. 
Cum, Why how now Father, 
socake ere thou dyeft, 
Shep, | catmot {peake, nor thinke, 
Not dare co know, that which I know : O'Sir; 
fou haue vadone aman of fourefcore three, 
That thought to fill his graue in quiet : yea, 
To dye vpon the bed my father dy de, 
Tolyeclofe by his honeft bones; but now 
Some Hangman muft put on my fhrowd, andlay me 
Whereno Prieft fhoucls-in duft. Oh curfed wretch, 
Thatknew'ft this was the Prince, and wouldit aduenture 
Tomingle faith with him. Vndone, vndone: 
ifImight dye within this houre, I haue liu’d 
Todiewhen! deGre. 
tl, Why looke you fo vponime? 
Jam butforry, not affear’d : delaid, 
Butnothing altred ; What I was, lam: 
More ftraining on, for plucking backe; not following 
Myleafh yvowillingly. 
Cam, Gracious my Lord, , 
Youknow my Fathers temper: at this time ~ 
Hewill allow no fpeech: (which I do gheffe 
You do not purpofe ro him:) and as hardly 
Willheendure your fight, as yetl feare; 
Thentill the fury of his Highneffe fertle 
Come not before him, 
- Flo, Tnot purpofe it: 
Ithinke Camillo. 
Cam. Euen he, my Lord. 
Per. How often haue! told you’twould be thus? 
How often faid my dignity would laft 
Buttill twer knowne? 
He. It cannot faile, bur by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let Nature crufh the fides o’th earth together, 
And marre the feeds within, Lift vp thy lookes: 
From my fucceffion wipe me (Father) I 
Amheyre to my affection. =~ 
Cam. Be aduis’d. 
Flo, Yam: and by my faricie,if my Reafon 
Will thereto be obedient: I have reafon : 
on fences better pleas’d with madnefle, 
odiditwelcome. 
Cam. This is defperate { Gr.) 
Flo, So call it: butit do’s fulfill my vow: 
heeds muft thinkeithonefty. Camillo, 
; ot for Bohersia, nor the pompethat may, 
aes gleaned: for alltheSunfeessof “ 
eclofe earth wombes, or the profound feas s hides © 


Exit. 





Exit. 








1, pe DEN EC aOR 
In vnknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 
To this my faire belou’d : Therefore, I pray you, 
As you haue euer bin my Fathers honour’d friend, 
When he fhall miffe me, as (in faith I meane not 
To fee him any more) caft your good counfailes 
Vpon his pafsion: Let my felfe, and Fortune 
Tug for thetimeto come. This you may krow, 
And fo deliuer, Tam,put to Sea 
With her, who heere I cannot hold on fhore: © 
Aod moftopportunetoherneede,Ihaue > 
A Veffell rides faft by, butnot prepar’d 
For this defigne. What courfe I meane to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor ~ 
Concerne me the reporting. ay 
cam, Omy Lord, 
I would your {pirit were eafier for aduice, 
Or ftronger for your neede, © 
Flo. Hearke Perdita, 
Ile heare you by and by. 
Cam. Hee’s irremoueable,’ 
Refolu’d for flight ; Now were I happy if 
His going, I could frame to ferue my turne, 
Saue him from danger, do him loueand honor, 
Purchafe the fight againe of deere Sicillia, 
And that vnhappy King, my Mafter, whom 
I fo much thirft to fee. 
Flo, Now good Camillo, 
Tam fo fraught with curious bufineffe, that 
I leaue out ceremony. a 
Cam. Sir, [thinke 
You haue heard of my poore fertiices, i’th loue 
That I haue borne your Father? 
Fle. Very nobly 
Haue you deferu’d : It is my Fathers Muficke 
To {peake your deeds : not little ofhis care 
To have them recompenc’d, as thought on. 
Cam. Well (my Lord) 


* Ifyou may pleafe to thinke I loue the King, 


And through him, what's neereft to him, which is 
Your gracious felfe; embrace but my direction, 
If your more ponderous and fetled proiect 
May foffer alteration, On mine honor, 
Ile point you where you fhall haue fuch receiuing 
As thall become your Highneffe, where you may 
Enioy your Miftris; from the whomd fee 
There’s no difiunétion to be made, but by 
(As beauens forefend) your ruine : Marry her, 
And with my beft endeuouts, in your abfence, 
Your difcontegring Father, ftriue to qualifie 
And bring him yp to liking. 

Flo- How Camille 
May this (almott a miracle} be done? 
That I may call thee fomething more then man, 
And after that truft to thee. 

(am. Haue you thought on 
A place whereto youl gor 

Flo, Notany yet : : 
But as th’ynthought-on accidentis guiltie 
To what we wildely do, fo we profeffe ; 
Our {elues to be the flaues of chance, and flyes | 
Of euery winde that blowes. 

Cam, Thenlift tome: 


iy 


This tollowes, if you willnot change your purpofe 


But vndergo this flight; make for Sicillia, 
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And there prefent your felfe, and yout fayre Princeffe, “t 


(For fo I fee fhe muftbe) fore Leontes ; 


Shee : 




































































































































































She fhall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your Bed. Methinkes I fee 
Leontes opening his free Armes,and weeping 
His Welcomes forth:asks thee there Sonne forgiueneffe, 
As twere ith? Fathers perfon: kiffes the hands 
,Of your freth Princefle; ore and ore diuides him, 
*Twixt his vnkindneffe,and his Kindneffe ; th’one 
‘He chides to Hell,and bids the other grow __, 
Fafter then Thought, or Time. 
_ Flo, Worthy Camillo, 
What colour for my Vifitation, fhall I 
‘Hold vp before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him,and to giue him comforts, Sir, 
_ The manner of your bearing towards him,with 


| Things knowne betwixt vs three, Ile write you downe, 
‘The which fhall point you forth at euery fitting 
| What you muft fay: that he fhall not perceiue, 
But that you haue your Fathers Bofome there, 
And fpeake his very Heart, 
Flo. Lambound to you: 
| There is fome fappe in this. 
Cam. ACourfe more promifing, 
Then a wild dedication of your felues 
To vnpath’d Waters, vndream’d Shores; moft certaine, 
To Miferies enough : no hope to helpe you, 
But as you fhake off one,to take another : 
Nothing fo certaine,as your Anchors, who 
Doe their beft office, if they can but ftay you, 
Where you lebe loth to be: befides you know, 
Profperitie’s the very bond of Loue, 
Whofe frefh complexion,and whofe heart together, 
Affliction alters, 
Perd. Oneef thefe is true: 
Ithinke Affliction may fubdue the Cheeke, 
But not take-in the Mind, 
Cam. Yea? fay you fo? 
There shall not,at your Fathers Honfe,thefe feuen yeeres 
Be borne another fuch. 
Flo. My good Camilla, 
She’s as forward, of her Breeding,as 
She is i’th’ reare ’ our Birth, 
Cam, [cannot fay,’tis pitty 
| She lacks Inftructigns, for fhe feemes a Miftreffe 
To moft that teach. , 
Perd. Your pardon Sir,for this, 
‘| He bluth you Thanks. 
Flo. My prettielt Perdita, 
But O,the Thornes we ftand vpon: (Camstilo) 
Preferuer of my Father,now of me, 
The Medicine of our Houfe: how fhall we doe? 
Weare not furnith’d like Bohemia’s Sonne, 
Nor fhall appeare in Sicitia. . 
(4m. My Lord, 
Feare none of this: Irhinke you know my fortunes 
Doe all lyethere: it fhall be fo my care, 
To haue you royally appointed,as if 
| The Scene you play,were mine, For inftance Sir, 
That you may know you thall not want: one word, 
Enter Axtolicus. 
| Aut, Ha,ha,what a Foole Honeftieis? and Truft(bis 
fworne brother) avery fimple Gentleman. I haue fold 
all my Tromperie: not a counterfeit Stone,not a Ribbon, 
'Glafle, Pomander, Browch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knife, 
‘Tape,Gloue,Shooe-tye,Bracclet,Horne-Ring, to keepe 


ea age epee geen en cereeeeeemeneee 
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_ What you (as from your Father) fhall deliuer, 















my Pack from faftine : they throng who fhou} 
as if my Trinkets hat basne ps lovedan Prove 
nediétion tothe buyer: by which meanes, J faw whol 
Purfe was beft in Pi@ure ; and what] faw, to my aa 
vie,I remembred. My Clowne (who wants bur fom 
thing to bea reafonable man) grew fo in loue with i‘ 
Wenches Song,that hee would not ftirre his Pettyetors 
till he had beth Tune and Words, which fo drew theres 
of the Heard tome, that all their other Sences fluckein 
Eares: you might haue pinch’d a Placket, itwas fence 
leffe ; twas nothing to gueld a Cod-peece of 3 Purfes 
would haue fill’d Keyes of that hung in Chaynes ; 8 
hearing,no feeling, but my Sirs Song, and admiring th 
Nothing of it. So that inthis time of Lethargie I pickd 
and cut moft of their Feftiuall Purfes: And Kad nat the 
old-man come in with a Whoo-bub againft his Dangh. 
ter, and the Kings Sonne, and {car’d my Chowghes ftom 
the Chaffe, I had not left a Purfe aliue in the whole 
Army. : 
Cam. Nay,but my Letters by this meanes being there 
So foone as you arriue,thall cleare that doubr, 
Fle, And thofe that you’le procure from King Leones} 
Cam. Shall fatisfie your Father. 
Perd. Happy beyou: 
All that you fpeake, fhewes faire. 
Cam. Who haue we here ? 
Wee'le make an Inftrument of this: omit 
Nozhing may giue vs aide. 
Aut, If they haue ouer-heard me now:why hanging, 
Cam, How now (good Fellow) 
Why fhak’ft thou fo ? Feare not (man) 
Here’s no harme intended tothee. 
Aut. Tama poore Fellow,Sir. 
Cam. Why,be fo ftill: here’s no body will fteale that 
from thee: yet for the out-fide of thy pouertie, we mult 
makean exchange; therefore dif-cafe thee inftantly(thow 
muft thinke there’s a neceffitie in’z)and change Garments 
with this Gentleman: Though the penny-worth (on his 
fide) be the worft,yet hold thee,there’s {ome boot. 
edut. Ian a poore Fellow, Sir: (I know ye well 
enough.) 
Cam, Nay prethee difpatch; the Gentleman is halfe 
fled already. 
Aut. Are you in earneft,Sir? (I fmell the trick ons) 
Flo, Difpatch,] prethee, 
Aut, Indeed Thauehad Earneft, but I cannot with 
con{cience take it. 
Cam. Vobuckle,vnbuckle. 
Fortunate Miftreffe (let my prophecie _ 
Come home to ye:) you muff retire your felfe 
Into fome Couert ; take your {weet-hearts Hat 
‘And pluck it ore your Browes, muffle your face, 
Dif-mantle you, and (as you can) difliken 
The truth of your owne ear: you may 
(For I doe feare eyes ouer) to Ship-boord 
Get wndefcry’d. 

Perd. 1 fee the Play fo lyes, 
That I muft beare a part. 

(am. No remedie: 
Haue you donc there ? 

Flo. Should Inow meet my Father, 
He would not cal! me Sonne. 

Cam. Nay,you fhall haueno Hat: 
Come Lady,come : Farewell (my friend.) 

Aunt. Adieu, Sir, 

Flo, O Perdita: what haue we twaine forgot? _ 


ay 


























ash ee What I doe next, fhall be to tell the King 


‘« efcapeand whither they are bound ; 

ity hope is, fhall fo preuaile, 
oforce him after: in whofe compan 
{hall reeview Sicilsa 5 for whofe fight, 
Thauea Womans Longing. 

Flo. Fortune {peed vs; : 
Thus we fet on (Camille) to th’ Sea-fide. 
cam. The {wifter {peed,the betrer. Exit. 
Ave. I ynderftand the bufineffe, I heare it: to hae an 
open eare,2 quick eye,and a nimble hand,is neceflary for 
,Cut-purfes agood Nofe is requifite alfo, to fmell ort 
worke for throther Sences. I {ce thisis the time that the 
ysiut man doth thrive. What an exchange had this been, 


a 


sure the Gods doe this yeere conniue at vs, and we may 
doe any thing extempore. The Prince himfelfe is about 


his Clog at his heeles:) if I thought it were a peece ofho- 
nefie to acquaint the King withall, | would not dot: I 
holdit the more knaucrie to conceale it; and therein am 
[conftant to my Profeffion. 
Enter Clowne and Shepbeard. 

Afidesafide, here is more matter for a hot braine s Euery 
Lanesend, every Shop,Church, Seffion, Hanging, yeelds 
acarefull man worke, 

Clowne. See, fee: what a maan you are now? there is no 
other way, bur to tell the King fhe’s a Changeling, and 
none of your flefh and blood, 

Shep, Nay,but heare me, 

Clow, Nay; but heare mee 

Shep, Goe too then. es 
Clay, She being none of your fActh and blood, your 
fieth and blood ha’s not offended the King, and fo 


things you found about her (thofe fecret things, all but 
_ |what the ha’s with her:)This being done, let the Law goe 
jwhifle:T warrant you. 
Shep, Iwill tell the King all, euery word, yea, and his 
Sonnes prancks too ; who, I may fay, is no honeft man, 
neither to his Father,nor to me,to goe about to make me 
theKings Brother in Law. * 
Clow, Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheft off you 
could haue beene to him,and then your Blood had beene 
the dearer,by I know how much an ounce. 
Au, Very wifely (Puppies.) 
Shep. Well: let vsto the King: there is that in this 
Parthell will make him {cratch his Beard. 
4ut, Uknow not what impediment this Complaint 
may betothe flight of my Matter, 
Clo, *Pray heartily he be at’ Pallace. 
_ Aut. Though T am not naturally honeft,I am fo fome= 
times by chance; Let me pocket vp my Pedlers excre- 
ment. How now(Ruftiques) whither are you bound? 
Shep, To th’ Pallace (and it like your Worfhip.) 
c An, Your Affaires there? what? with whom? the 
ondition of that Farthell ? the place of your dwelling ? 
your names? your ages? of what hauing? breeding,and 
any thing that js fitting to be knowne,difcouer ? 
Clo, Weare but plaine fellowes, Sir. 


dg oH . ALyes you are rough,and hayrie: Let me have 


feeb it becomes none but Tradef-men,and they of- 
i slue vs (Souldiers) the Lye, but wee pay them forit 
ftamped Coyne,not tabbing Steele, therefore they 

Of Not giule ys the Lye, — 
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without boot 7 What a bootis here, with this exchange? 


apeece of Iniquitie (ftealing away from his Father,with | 


our 
fieth and blood is not to be punifh’d by him. Shew Hote 


1 RS arte reer 2 
Cle. Your Worfhip had like to haue giuen ys one, if 
you had not taken your felfe with che manner, 
Shep. Are youa Courtier,and’t like you Sir? 
Ant. Whether it Ike me,or no,I ama Courtier, Seeft 
thou not the ayre of the Court, in thefe enfoldings? Hath } 
not my gate in it,the meafure of the Court? Receiues not 
thy Nofe Court-Odour from me? Refleé& I not on thy 
Bafeneffe, Court-Contempt? Think’ft thou, for that I 
infinuate, attoaze from thee thy Bufineffe, I am there- 
foreno Courtier ? Iam Courtier Cap-a-pe; and one that 
will eyther pufh-on, or pluck-back, thy Bufineffe there: 
whereupon I command thee to openthy Affaire. 
Shep. My Bufineffe,Sir,is to the King. ez 
Aut, What Aduocate ha'ft thou to him? 
Shep. Iknownot (and’tlikeyou.) 
Clo, Aduocate’s the Court-word for aPheazant: fay 
you haue none. Tae pee 
Shep. None,Sir: Thaueno Pheazant Cock,nor Hen. 
Aut. How bleffed are we,that are not fimple men? . 
Yet Naturemighthauemademeasthefeare, 
Therefore I will not difdaine. a tp is | 
Clo, This cannot be but a great Courtier. 
Shep. His Garments are rich, but he weares thenynot 
handfomely. . ; ge 
Clo. He feemes to be the more Noble, in being fanta- 
flicall : A great man,Te warrant ; I know by the picking 
on’s Teeth, Sehgal: ay 
Aut. The Farthell there ¢ What's i'th’ Farthell? 
Wherefore that Box? © ~ dhthiee seat es 
Shep. Sir, there lyes fuch Secrets in this Farthell and 
Box,which none muft know but che King,and which hee 
fhall know within this houre, if 1 may come to th’ fpeech 
of him. za ie aes 
Aut. Age,thou haft loft thy labour, 
Shep. Why Sir? are : 
Ant. The King is not at the Pallace,he is gone aboord 
anew Ship,to purge Melancholy, and ayre himfelfe: for 
if thou bee’ft capable of chings ferious, thou muft know 
the King is full of griefe. ae | 
Shep. So’tisfaid(Sit:) about his Sonne, that fhould | 
haue marryed a Shepheards Daughter. ; 
Aut. If that Shepheard be not in hand-faft, let him 
flyes the Curfes he fhall haue,the Tortures he fhall feele, 
will breake the back of Man,the heart of Monfter. 
Clo. Thinke you fo,Sir? fae prmaee yes : | 
Aut, Not hee alone fhall fuffer what Wit can make} 
heauie,and Vengeance bitter;bur thofe that are lermaine } 
to him (though remou'd fiftic times) fhall all come ynder 
the Hang-man: which, though it be great pitty, yet itis 
neceffarie. An old Sheepe-whiftiing Rogue, a Ram-ten- 
der,to offer to haue his Daughter come into grace7Some 
fay hee fhall be fton'd : but that deathis too foft for him 
(fay I:) Draw our Throne into aSheep-Coat ? all deaths 
are too few,the fharpeft tao eafie, 
Clo. Ha’s the old-man ere a Sonne 
and’t like you,Sir? = 
Ast, Hee ha’saSonne: who fhall be flayd aliue, then 
‘noynted ouer with Honey, fer on the head of a Wafpes 
Nef, then ftand till he be three quarters and a dram dead; 
then recouer'd againe with Aquavite, or fome other hot 
InfuGion; then,raw as he is(and in the hoteft day Progno- 
ftication proclaymes) {hall he be fer againfta Brick-wall, 
(the Suane looking with a South-ward eye vpon him 5 
where hee is to behold him,with Flyes blown to death.) | 
Buc what talke we of thefe Traitorly -Rafcals, whofe ite 
feries are to be {mild at,their offences being fo eS 
hes tipi ovsmeot CH 
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Sir(doe youheate) | 
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Tell me(for you feeme te be honeft plaine men)what you 
haue to the King : being fomething gently confider’d, lle 
bring you where he is aboord, tender your perfons to his 
prefence, whifper him in your behalfes 3 and if jt be in 
| man, befides the King, to effedt your Suites, here is man 

fhall doe it. _ i EF 

"Clow. He feemes to be of great authoritie:clofe with 






| hand, and no more adoe. Remember fton’d yand flay’d 
alive. . ce 
Shep. And’t pleafe you(Sir)to vadertake the BuGinefle 
for vs, bere is that Gold I haue¥ Me make it as much 
more, and leaue this young man in pawne, till I bring it 
ou. Bee 
"Hut. Afcet I hae done what] promifed? _ 
" Aat. Well; gite me the Moitie: Are you a partie in 
this Bufineffe > yr 
Clow. Ih fome fort, Sir: but though my cafebe a pit- 
tifwll one,I hope I fhall not be flayd out of it. 
Ant. Oh, that’s the cafe of the Shepheards Sonne: 
hang him,hee'le be made an example. i 
Clow, Comfort,good comfort: We muft to the King, 
and. fhew our ftrange fights: he muft know ‘tis none of 
your Daughter, nor my Sifter: wee are gone elfe, Sir, I 
will. giue you as much as. this ald aman do’s, when the Bu- 
fineffe is performed and remaine(as he fayes) your pawne 
tillitbebrought you. — . . 
Mut, Iwill truft you, Walke before toward the Sea- 
fide, goeon theright hand, I will but looke vponthe 
Hedge, and follow you. ee 


blefs’d, , 
doe vs good, 


‘not fuffer mee: fhee drops Booties in my mouth, I am 
courted now with a double occafion:(Gold,and a means 
to doe the Prince my Matter good; which,who knowes 
howthat may turne backe to my aduancement?) I will 
bring thefe two Moales, thefe blind-ones,aboord him: if 
he thinke it fit to fhoare chem againe, and that the Com- 
plaint they haue to the King, concernes him nothing, let 
} him.call me Rogue, for being fo farre officious, for I am 
proofe againft thar Fitle,and what fhame elfe belongs 
tot: Lo him will I prefentthem,there may be matter in 


ise Excunt. 





ot 





_ ¢Actus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


——————: 





oe 


Enter Leontes,Cleomsines, Dion,Paulina,Seruants : 
weap SS Florizel, Perdita. . 
Cico. Sir,you hauc done enough,and haue perform’d 
'A Saintelike Sorrow : No fault could youmake, 
Which you hauenot redeem’d ; indeed pay’d downe 
More penitence,then donetre(pas: Atthelaft _ 
Doe,as the Heavens haue done; forget your euill, 
With them, forgiue your felfe. 

Leo. Whileft I remember 
{ Her,and her Vertues, I cannot forget 


| Bred his hopes out ofjtrue. 


| Or fromthe All that are,tooke fomething good, 


~ Would be vnparallell’d, 


Clow. Weare blefs'd,in this man: as I may fay, even | 
Shep. Lev’s before, as he bids vs : he was prouided to | 


Aun. If Thada mind to be honeft I fee Fortune would | 





My blemifhes in them,and fo fiill thinke of > 
The wrong I-did my felfe: which was fo much; 
That Heiresleffe it hath made my Kingdome,and 
Deftroy’d the {weer’ft Companion, that ere man 





Paul. Too true(my Lord:) 
Tf one by one, you wedded all the Werld, 


Ne 5 


To make a perfeét Woman; fhe you kill’d, 


. Leo. Ithinke fo, KillPd? | 

She I kill’d? I didfo: but thou ftrik’A me 
Sorely, to fay I did : itisas bitter 
Vpon thy Tongue,as.in my. Thought, 
PRO ot ei see ai; 

(Yo. Notatall, good Lady: 
You might hane fpoken athoufand things.thar would | 
Haue done the time morebenefit,andgracd 
Your kindneffe better. 

. Paul. You are one of thofe 

Would hae him wed againe, 
Dio. If you would not fo, 

You pitty not the Srate,nor the Remembrance 
Of his moft Soueraigne Name: Confider little, 
What Dangers,by his Highneffe faile of Iffue, 
May drop vpon his Kingdome,and deuoure 
Incertaine lookéers on. What were more holy, 
Then to reioyce the former Queene is well? 
What holyer,then for Royalties repayre, 

For prefent comfort,and for future good, 

To bleffe the Bed of Maieftie againe 

With a {weet FeHowto’t ? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 
(Relpecting herthat’s gone:) befides the Gods 
Will baue fulfill’d heir fecret purpofes : 

Fog ha’s not the Diuine Apollo {aid ? 
Is’t not the tenor of his Oracle, 
That King Leontes thall not haue an Heire, 
Till his:loft Child be found 2 Which, that it fhall, 
Is all as monftrous to our humane reafon, 
As my ¢-“ntigonusto breake his Graue, 
Andcome againe tome: who,on my life, 
Did perith with the Infant. ’Tis your councell, 
My Lord fhould.to the Heavens be contrary, 
Oppofe againft their wills, Care not for Iflue, 
The Crowne will find an Heire. Great Alexander 
Left his to th’ Worthieft : fo his Succeffor 
Was like to be the beft. 

Lee. Good Paulina, 
Who haft the memorie of Hermione 
Iknow inhonor: O,that euer I ‘ 
Had {quar’d me to thy councell ; rhen,euen now, 
I might haue look’d vpon my Queenes full eyes, 
Haue taken Treafure from her Lippes. 

Pasl, And left them 
More rich, for what they yeelded, 

Leo. Thou {peak’ft truth ; 
No more fuch Wines, therefore no Wife : one worle, 


Now,good how, 


_And better ys’d, would make her Sainted Spirit 


Againe poffeffe her Corps,and on this Stage __ 
(Where we Offendors now appeate) Soule-vext, _ 
And begin, why to me? 
Pasl, Had the fuch power, 
She had iuft fuch caufe. 
Leo. She had, and would incenfe me 


To murther her I enren Paul. I 











See lat chee rere 


pj, Lthouldforn: 2% 2." yO he 
the Ghoft that walk’d,II'd bid youmatke vie 
Heveye,and tell me for what dullpart int! © 
You chofe her:'then II'd fhrieke;that euen your eares 
should rift to heare me,and the words that follow'd, 
should be, Remember mine. "0 - 
Leo. Starres,Starres, 3 
Andall eyes elfeydead coales: feare thouno Wifes 
ebaue 10 Wife,Padlina, 9 0} lye 37 
paul. Wilk you fweare 
Neuer tomarry, but by my free leaue > ' 

Leo. Neuer (Paulina) {o be blefs’d my Spirit. ; 

Panl.Then good my Lords,beare witneffe to his Oath, 
| Co, Youtempt him over-much. ~ 

pasl. Volefle another, 
Aslike Hermione,as is her Picture, 
Affront his eye 53 

Cleo. Good Madame, haue done, 
Pane Yevifi my Lord will marry: if you will, Sirs 
Noremedie but you will; Giue methe Office 
Tochufe youa Queene: fhe fhall not be fo young 
Aswas your former,bur fhe fhall be fuch 
As(walk’d your firt Queenes Ghoft) it fhould take ioy 
Tofecher in your armes. 

Leo, My true Panlinas 
We thall not marry,till thou bidft vs. 

Panl, That 
Shall be when your firft Queene’s againe in breath: 
Neuer ill then, 












Enter a Seraant. 

Ser, One that gives out himfelfe Prince Florizell, 
Sonne of Polixenes with his Princeffe (fhe 
The fairelt I haue yet beheld) defires acceffe 
To your high prefence, 
| Leo, What with him? he comes not 
Like tohis Fathers Greatneffe: his approach’ 
(So out of circumftance,and fuddaine) tells vs, 
Tisnota Vifitation fram’d,buc fore’d 
By need,and accident. What Trayne? 

Ser. But few, 
And thofe but meane. 

Leo, His Princefle (fay you) with him? 

Ser, 1: the moft peereleffe peece of Earth, I thinke, 
That ere the Sunne fhone bright on. 
Paul. Oh Hermione, 
As euery prefent Time doth boaft it felfe 
Aboue a better,gone ; fo muft thy Graue 
Giue way to what’s feene now. Sir, you your felfe 
Haue faidjand writ fo ; but your writing now 
Iscolder thenthat Theame: fhe had not beene, 

orwas not to be equall’d,thus your Verfe 
flow'd with her Beautie once 3 ’tis fhrewdly ebb’d, 

ofay you haue feene a better, 

Ser, Pardon, Madanse : 
heone,I haue almoft forgot(your pardon:) 
heother, when fhe ha’s obtaynd your Eye, 
{Willhaue your Tongue too. This isa Creature, 
Would the begin a Se@,might quench the zeale 
Of all Profeffors elfe ; make Profelytes 
Of who the but bid follow. 

Pasl. How? not women? 

Ser, Women will loue her,that fhe is a Woman 

te Worth then any Mani: Men, that fhe is’ 

‘Re rareft of all Women, 
Lee, Gee Cleomines, 


Tour felfe (affifted with yourhonor’d Friends)’ 


ThewW inters Tale. 
nO 7% , (Bring th cm to our embracement, Still’tis ftrange, 
’ He thus fhould fteale vpon vs. 


‘209 





Paul, HadourPrince = 
(Jewell of Childfen)feene this houreyhe had payr’d 
Well with this Lord; there was not full a moneth 


| Betweene their births, <. Beg a 
Leo. ’Prethee no more; ceafe: thouknow ft ~~ 


He dyes to me againe,whentalk’d-of: fure |. . 
When I fhall fee this Gentleman, thy fpeeches' 
Will bringme to confider that, which may 
Vnfurnith me of Reafon, They are come. 

Enter Florizell, Perdita, Cleomines and ethers. 
Your Mother was moft true to Wedlock,Princey 
For the did print your Royall Father off, 
Conceiving you. Were I but twentie one, 


. Your Fethers Image is fo hit in you, 


(His very ayre) that I fhould callyou Brother, 
As I did him,and fpeake of fomething wildly 
By vs perform’d before, Moft dearely welcome, 
And your faire Princeffe (Goddeffe) oh: alas, 

I loft a couple, that *twixt Heanen and Earth 
Might thus haue ftood,begerting wonder,as 

You (gracious Conple) doe : and then I loft 

(All ming owne Folly) the Socictie, 


' Amitie too of your brave Father, whom 


(Though bearing Miferie) I defire my life 
Once more to looke on him. 

Flo, By his command 
Haue I here touch’d Sici/ia,and from him 
Giue you all greetings, that a King (at friend) 
Can fend his Brother: and but Infirmitie 


(Which waits vpon yorne times)hath fomething feiz’d } 


His with’d Abilitie,he had himfelfe a 
The Lands and Waters, twixt your Throne and his, 
Meafur’d,to looke vpon you; whomhe loues 
(He bad me fay fo)more then all the Scepters, 
And thofe that beare them, living, 

Leo. Oh my Brother, 


(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I haue done thee, ftirre 


Afreth within me : and thefe thy offices 
(Sorarely kind) are as Interpreters pias 
Of my behind-hand flacknefle, Welcome hither, 
Asis the Spring toth’Earth. And hath he too 
Expos’d this Paragonto th’fearefult viage 

(At leaft vngentle) of the dreadfull Nepriwe, 


To greet a man,not worth her paiaes; much leffe, 


Th’aduenture of her perfon ? 
Flo. Good my Lord, : 
She came from Lidia. 
Leo. Where the Warlike Smalus, eis 
That Noble horord Lord, is fear’d,and low’? 
Flo. Moft Royall Sir, ae 
From thence: from him, whofe Daughter 
His Teares proclayni'd his parting with her : thence 
(A profperons South-wind friendly) we haue crofs'd; 
To execute the Charge my Father gaueme, 
For vifiting your Highneffe: My beft Traine 
Thaue from your Sicilian Shores difmifs’d; 
Who for Bohemiabend,tofignifie 
Not onely my fucceffe in Libia (Sit) 
But my arriuall, and my Wifes, in fafetie 
Here,where we are. 

- Leo, The blefled Gods din gota 
Purge all Infection from our Ayre, whileft you 
Doe Clymate here: you hauea holy Father, _ 

A gracefull Gentleman, againft whofe perfon 


ag AIST aS red : poih ene es 


oe TONE, 
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(So facredas.it is) I haue done See 
For which,the Heauens (taking angry note), 
| Hate left meIffueeleffe: and your Father's blefs’d 
‘(As he from Heaven merits it) with you, 
Worthy. his goodneffe, What might haue been, 
‘Might [a Sonne and Davehter now haue look’d on, 
Such goodlythingsasyou? = i, 
rie ~ Enter.a Lord, 
Lord. Moft Noble Sir, a 
(That which I thall report, will beareno credir,. 
Were not theproofe fonigh, Pleafe you(great Sir) 
‘Bohemia greets you from hirfelfe, by me: 
Defires youto attach his Sonne,who ha’s 
‘(His Dignitie,and Dutie both cat off ) 
Fled from his Father,from his Hopes,and with 
A Shepheards Daughter. 
Leo. Where's Bohemia? {peake: 
Lord. Here,in your Citie: [now came from him. 
T{peake amazedly, and it becomes 
My meruaile,and my Meflage. To your Court 
Whiles he was haftning (in the Chafe,it feemes, 
Of this faire Couple) mectes he on the way 
The Father of this feeming Lady, and. 
Her Brother, hauing both their Countrey quitted, 
With this young Prince. 
Fle, Camilloha’s betray’d me; 
Whofe honor, and whofe honeitie till now, 
Endur’d all Weathers, 
Lord. Lay’t foto his charge : 
|He’s with the King your Father. 
Leo. Who? Camillo? 
Lord. Camillo (Six:) I fpake with him: who now 
Ha’s thefe poore men in queftion, Neverfaw] 












Forfweare them({elues a3 oftenas they {peake: 
Bohemia ftops his earesyand threatens them 
| With diuers deaths, in death. 

Perd. Oh my poore Father: : 
The Heauen fersSpyes ypon vs,will not haue 
Oar Contra& celebrated. 

Leo. Yoware marryed ? 

Fla, Weare not (Sir) nor are we like tobe: 
The Starres (1 fee) will kiffe the Valleyes firtt: 
The oddes for high and low’s alike. 

_ Leo. My Lord, 
Is this the Daughter of a King ? 

Flo, She is, 

When once fhe is my Wife. 7 

Leo. That once (I fee) by your good Fathers {peed 
“Will come-on very flowly.. am forry 
(Moft forry) you haue broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty’d in dutie: and as forry, 

Your Choife is not fo rich in Worth, as Beautie, 
That.you might well enioy her. 
1. Eloy Deare,looke vp: 
Though Fortuxe,viGble an Enemie, 
Should chafe.vs,with my Father; powre no iot 
Hath the co change our Loues. Befeech you (Sir) 
Remember, fince you ow'd ro more to Time 
| Then I doe now: with thought of fuch Affections, 
Step forth mine Aduocate : at your requeft, 
My Father will graunt precious things,as Trifles, 


Leo. Would he doe fo,I’'ld beg your precious Miftris, 


Which hecaunts but.a Trifle. 
Paul, Six (my Liege). 
Youz eye bath toorauch youth in’t: not a moneth 


The Winters Tala. 


Your Honor not o’re-throwne by your defires, ) 


Wretches fo quake: they knecle,they kiffe the Earths 


4 iscall’d true) is fo likeanold Tale,that the veritie of itis 
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Then what you Jooke ott now... 

Leo. I thought of her, bin Lloy be sia, 
Eueninthefe-Lookes I made, But your Petition 
Is yet vn-anfwer'd : I willto your Fathers, 


Fore your Queene dy’d, the was more warth luch pape 
Shad Ap ai 


Tam friend to them,and you: Vpen which Errand 

Tnow goe toward him: therefore follow thesey: 

And marke what way Imake; Come good my Lord, 
Exennt, 


pot aahtae gah old ad BI 7 ey a 
Scena Secunda, 


See estgeseaseaeenatpers oo 





ert enee 


Enter Antolicus,and a Gentleman, 


Aut. Befcech you (Sir) were you prefent at this Re. 
lation? 


Gent.1. I was by at the opening of the Farthell heard 
the old Shepheard deliver the manner how he found it: 
Whereupon(after a little amazedneffe we were all com. 
manded out of the Chamber: onely this (me thought) ] 
heard the Shepheard fay,he found the Child, 

Aut. Iwould moft gladly know theiffue of it, 

Gent.1. I make a broken deliuerie of che Bufineffe; 
but the changes I perceiued in the King,and Camille, were 
very Notes of admiration : they feem’d almoft, with fa. 
ring on one another, to teare the Cafes of their Eyes, 
There was {peech in their dumbneffe, Language in their 
very gefture: they look’d as they had heard of a World 
ranfom’d, or one deftroyed: a notable paffion of Won- 
der appeared inthem: but the wifeft beholder, that knew 
no more but feeing, could not fay, ifth’importance wee 
loy,or Sorrow; but in the extremitie of the one, it mult 
needs be. Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knowes more: 
The Newes, Rogere, 

Gent.2, Nothing but Bonefires:the Oracle is fulfill ds 
the Kings Daughteris found: fuchadeale of wonderis 
broken out within this houre,that Ballad-makers cannot 
beabletoexpreffe it, Ester another Gentleman, 
Here comes the Lady Paulina’s Steward, hee can deliver 
you more. How goes it now (Sir.) This Newes (which 


in ftrong fufpition: Ha’s the King found his Heire? 

Gent.3. Moft true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumftance : That which you heare, you'le {weare 
you fee, there is {uch ynitie in the preofes, The Mantle 
of Queene Hermiones.> her lewell about the Neck of it: 
the Letters of Antigonns found with icwhichthey know 
to be his Character: the Maieftie of the Creaturesin re- 
femblance of the Mother: rhe Affection of Noblenefle, 
which Nature fhewes aboue her Breeding, and many o- 
ther Euidences, proclayme her, with all certainti¢, to be 
the Kings Daughter, Did you fee the meeting of tht 
two Kings? 

Genxt.z. No, 

Gent.3. Then haueyou loft a Sight whigh was to bee 
feene,cannot bee fpoken of; There might you haue be. 
held one Joy crowne another,fo and in {uch manner, thst} 
it feem’d Sorrow wept to take leave of them ; for i 
Toy waded in teares. There was cafting vp of Eyes,ho 
ding vp of Hands, with Countenance of fuch diftraction | 
that they were to be knowne by Garment,not by wc 








- |asif fhee would pin herto her heart; that thee mightno | 


jAcard them ta 


» . : 4 = . = . ; : 
ce Lhe Winters Tale. 


| Our King being ready to leape out of himnfelfe, forioy of 


tis found Dau ghter 5 as if that Toy were now become a 
toffe, crys: Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother & “theft askes | 
johemia forgineveffe, then embraces his Sonne-in-Law: 
then againe wortyes he his Daughter, with clippiag her. 
Now he thanks the old Shephard (which flands by, like 
» Weather+bitten Conduit; of many Kings Reignes, ) I 
|neuer heard of fuch another Encounter; whieh lames Re- 
| ottto follow it,and vndo's deferiptiontw dee it’ 
"Gentz. What, ’pray you, became of Aurigonzs, that | 
learryed hence the Childe; © aie HDPE OL pee 
| Gent.3 Likeanvold Taleftill; which wilPhave tatter 
horehearfe,though Credit beafleepe; anchnet an earé o- 
|nen; he was torne to pieces with a Bearé: This avouches 
ithe Shepheards Sonne; who ha’s not onely his Innocence 
\(which feemes niuch)to iuftifie him, bury Maid-kerchief 
land Rings of his,that Paulina knowes, >?” |“! 
| Gentite ‘What became: oftiis Barke , arid his Fol- 
\lowers ? ape epee 
| Gent.3, Wrackt the-farte inflane of di¢ir Mafters 
Ideath, and.inthe view of the Shepheard 6° char all rhe 
\Infrumeats which ayded to expofe the’ Chiid were enen 
\then loft, when it was found. But oh the Noble Combat, 
that twiat Joy and Sorrow was fought ia Panliza. Shee 
had one Eye declin'd forthe loffe of her Husband, ano- 
therelevatedsthat the Oracle was fulfllda: Shee lifted the 
Diinceffe from the Barth ;‘and folocks her in embracing, 
more he in danger of leofing, 
Gent,1. The Dignitteot this AG& was worth the au- 
dence of Kings and Princés;forby fuch wasitacted, © | 
Geit.3, One of the pretryett touches of all, and that ; 
which angl'd for mine Byes (caught the Water, though 
notthe Fith) was, when at the Relation of the -Qieenes | 
|dtath (with che manner how fhee came tot, bravety con- 
fed, and lamented by the King ) how attentitieneffe 
|wounded his Datieheer, till (from one figne of dolourto | 
another) fhee did( with an 4/as) Lwould faine fay, bleed | 
Teates for Lam {ure, my heart wept blood. Who was 
moft Marble, there changed colour : fome fwownded,all 
jlotowed : if ali che Werld could haue feen’t, the Woe 
had beene vniuerfall. 
| Gent. Are they retitried to the Court ? 
Cent.3, No: The Princeffe hearing of her Mothers 
Statue (which is inthe keeping of Pawliva) a Peece many 
Wetesin doing, and now newly'pérform’d, by that rare 
ltlian Mafter, Julio Romano, wha (had he himfelfe’ Erere 
Mitie, and could put Breath into his Wotke) would be- | 
guile Nature of her Cuftoine, fo perfeMly heis her Ape: | 
He fo neere to Hermione hath done Hermione, that they _ 
one would {peake to her,and fland in hope of anfwers 
Thither (with all greedineffe of affection)are they gone, 





and there they intend’to Sup.” 


Cent, 2. [thought fhe had fome great marter there in 
0d, for thee hach privately; twice or thrice aday, cuer 






[ice the death 6f Hermione vitited that remoued Houfe, 


all Wee thither,and with out compamie peece the Re- 

loycing p oti 2 Oy (i j ‘ 

‘. Gent, Who would be'thence, that-ha’s the ‘benefit 

| ee enery winke of ait Eye, fone new Grace 

Will beborne ; out Abfedée hiakes v3 vnthriftie to ou 

pnowledge, Let's alongs?) [e(erl sa Cup ’ 

te) ote Now (had Pot thedath of myformer fife in | 

; ould Preferment drop on’ my'head: “J brought the © 
man and his Sonne aboord the Prince ;‘told him, I 

ike of a Farthelljand Pknow notwhat: bat 






| Boores and Francklins fay it, He fweare it, 













301 
he at that time ouer-fond of the Shepheards Daughter(fo 
he then tooke het to be) who began to be much Sea-fick, 
and himfelfe little better, extremiti¢ of Weather conti- 
nuing, this Myfterie remained yndifcover'd. But’tis all 
one to me: forhad I beene the finder-out of this Secter, 
it would not have rellifh’d among my other difctedits.’ _ 
Enter Shepheard and Cléwne. © i 
Here come thofe [ haue done good to againft my will, 
and alreadie appearing inthe bloffomes of their For- 
tune. : i 
Shep. Come Boy, Tam paft moe Children: but thy | - 
Sonnes and Daughters wif! be all Gentlemen borne, |" | 
Clow. You are well met (Sir:) you deny’d to fight 
with mee this other day , beeaufe IT was no Gentleman] 
borne, See you thefe Clothes ? fay you -fee chemnor;! 
and thinke me ftill no Gentleman borne: You were belt 
fay thefe Robes are not Gentlemen borne.’ Giue me the. 
Lye: doe: and try whether I'am not now a Gentlemab 
borne. - al 
Axt. I know you are now(Sir)a Gentlemanborne, | 
Clow, T,anid haue been fo any time thefe foure houres. | - 
Shep. And fo have T; Boy. ’ wilt 9 
Clow. So youbaue : but f was aGentleman borne be- 
fore my Father: for the Kings Sonne'tooke me bythe 
hand, aad call’d mee Brother: and then the two Kings’ 
call'd my Father Brother: and then the Prince (my Bro- 
ther)and the Princefle(my Sifter)call’d my Father, Father; 
and fo wee wept: and there was the fir Gentleman-like 
teares that euer we fhed: noretea| 
Shep. We may liue (Sonne)co fhed many mores | 
Ciow.1: or elfe twere hard luck, being in fo prepofte- | 
rous eftate as we are, maleic ; 
__ Aut. Thumbly befeech yeu (Sir)to pardon me all the 
faults T hae committed to your Worfhip, and to gine 
me your good report tothe Prince my Matter, . 
Shep. ’Prethee Sonne doe: for we mult be gentleynow 
we are Gentlemen. 
Clow. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 
Axt. J,and itlike your good Worfhip, 
Clow. Giue'me thy hand: I will {weare to thé Prince, 
thou art as honeft a true Fellow as any is in Bobemia. 
Shep: You may fay it,but not {weare it, 
Clow. Not fweare it, now Tam a Gentleman 2 'L 


Let 
Shep. How it it be falle (Sonne?) 2 
Clow, If it be ne’re fo falfe, a true Gencleman may 
fweare it,in the behalfe of his Friend: And Tle {weare to 
the Prince, thou arta tall Fellow of thy hands, and’ thac 
thou wilrnot be drunke: but I know thou art no tall Fel- 
low of thy:hands,and that thou wilt bedrunke: bur Ile 
{weareit, and I would thou would’ft bea tall Fellowof 
thy hands, a aes 
Aut, Twill proue fo (Sir) to my power. Bt 
Clow. I,by any meanes proue a tall Fellow: if] donot 
wondet, how thou dar’ft venture to be drunke, not being 
atall Fellow,truft me not. Harke,the Kings and the Prin- 
ces (our Kindred) are going to fee the Queenes Pidture. 
Come,follow vs: weelebe thy goodMafters. Exeunt, | 








Enter Leontes,P clixcenes,Florizell,Perdita,Camillo, © 
Parlina: Hermione (like aStatue:)Lords,@c. 

~ Leo, O Braue and good Paulina,the great comfort bos. 
That habe had of thee?’’ an 0% 


A 5 OT 


Ce : Paul. What! 
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I did not well,I meant well: all my Seruices 
You have pay'd home. But that you haue vouchfaf'd 
| (With your Crown’d Brother,and thefe your contracted 
Heires of your Kingdomes) my poore Honfe to vifit; 
It is a furplus of your Grace, which neuer 
| My life may laftte anfwere, 
Leo. O Pastlina, : 
| We honor you with trouble: but we came 
To fee the Statue of our Queene. Your Gallerie 
Haue we pafs’d through,not withour much content | 
| In many fingularities ; but we faw not. 
{ That which my Daughter came to looke ypon, 
4 The Statue of her Mother. 
Paul. As fheliu'd pecreleffe, 
+ So her dead likeneffe 1 doe well beleeue 
{ Excells what ever yet you look’d vpon, 
1 Or hand of Man hath done: therefore i keepe it 
4 Louely,apart, But here ic is: prepare 
To {ee the Life as liuely mock d,as euer 
Still Sleepe mock’d Death: behold,and fay ‘tis well. 
I like your filence,it the more fhewes-off 
Your wonder: but yer {peake,firft you (my Liege) 
1 Comes it not fomething neere 2 
Leo. Her natural! Pofture. 
| Chide me(deare Stone) that I may fay indeed 
Thow art Hermione; or rather,thou art fhe, 
‘| In thy not chiding : for fhe was astender _ 
| As Infancie,and Grace, But yet (Paulina) 
Hermione was not fo much wrinckled,nothing 
So aged as this feemes, 
Pol. Ohynot by much. 

Paul. So much the more our Caruers excellence, 
Which lets goe-by fome fixteene ycetes,and makes her 
As fhe liu'd new. 

Lee. Asnow fhe might haue done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 

Now piércing to my Soule. Oh,thus fhe ftood, 
Euen with fuch Life of Maieftie(warme Life, 
As now it coldly ftands) when firft | woo'd her. 
Iam afham’d: Do’s not the Stone rebuke me, 
For being more Stone then it? Oh Royall Peece: 
There’s Magick in thy Maieftie, which ha’s 

My Euils coniur’d ro remembrance ; and 

From thy admiring Daughrer tooke the Spirits, 
Standing like Stone with thee. 

Perd. And giue me leaue, 

And doe not fay ’tis Superftition,that 
Lkneele,and then implore her Bleffing, Lady, 
Deere Queene,that ended when J but begaa, 
Giue me that hand of yours,to kiffe, 

Paul, Os patience : : 
The Statue is but newly fix'd; the Colour’s 
‘Not dry. 

Cam. My Lord,your Sorrow was too fore lay’d-on, 
Which fixteene Winters cannot blow away, 
| So many Summers dry : fcarce any Loy 
Did eucr folong live; no Sorrow, 

But kill'd it felfe much fooner, 
Pol. Deere my Brother, 
Let him,that was the caufe of this,haue powre 
Totake-off fomuch griefe from you,as he 
Will peece vp in himfelfe. 
Pasl. Indeedmy Lord, 
If [hadthought the fight of my poore Image 
4 Would thus haue wrought you (for the Stone is mine) 








__, 30% The Winters Tale. 
Paul. What (Soueraigne Sir) I'd not haue fhew'dit-- daa 


Lee. Doe not draw the Curtaine, 


_. Paul, No longer fhall you gaze on’t,leag Your Fancie 


May thinke anon, it moues, | | 

Leo, Let be, let be: 

Would I were dead,but chat me thinkes alreadie, 
(What was he that did make it?) See (my Lord) 
Would you not deeme- it breath’d 2 and that th 
Did verily beareblood? ° 

Pol. ’Mafterly done:. a 
The very Life feemes warme vpon her Lippe. 

Leo. The fixure of her Eye ha’s motion in't, 

As we are mock’d with Art. 

Pawl. lle draw the Curtaine: 

My Lord’s almoft {o farre tranfported,that 
Hee'le thinke anon it lives, 

Leo. Ol {weet Paulina, 

Make me to thinke fo twentie yeeres together: 
No fetled Sences of the World can match 
The pleafure of that madneffe, Let’ralone, 
Panl. 1am forty (Sit) I have thus farre ftir’d you: bu 
I could affiG you farther, 
Leo. Doe Patlina : 
For this Affliction ha’s a tafte as {weer 
As any Cordiall comfort. Still me thinkes 
There is an ayre comes from her. What fine Chizzell 
Could ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock me, 
For I will kiffe her. 
Paul. Good my Lord, forbeare : 
The ruddinefle vpon her Lippe,is wet : 
You'le marre it,if you kiffe it; ayne your owne 
With Oyly Painting: fhall I draw the Curtaine, 
Leo. No: not thefe twentie yeeres, 
Perd. Solong could I 
Stand-by, a locker-on, 
Pasl. Either forbeare, 
Quit prefencly the Chappell,or refolue you 
For more amazement : if you can beholdit, 
Ile make the Statue moue indeed; defcend, 
And take you by the hand: but then you'lethinke 
(Which ] proteft againft) I am affifted 
By wicked Powers, 
Leo, What you can make her doe, 
Tam content to looke on: whar to {peake, 
Iam content to heare: fortis as cafie 
To make her {peake,as moue, 

Paul. Itis requir’d 
You doe awake your Faith: then, all ftand ftill: 
On: thofe that thinke itis vnlawfull Bufineffe, 

I am about, let them depart, 

Leo. Proceed: 

No foot fhall ftirre. 

Paul. Mutick; awake her: Strike: 
’Tis time: defcend: be Stone no more: approach: 
Strike all thar looke vpon with meruaile: Come: 
Ile fill your Graue vp: ftirre: nay,come away? 
Bequeath to Death your numneffe: (for from him, 
Deare Life redeemes you) you perceiue fhe ftisres: 
Start not: her Actions fhall be holy, as 
You heare my Spell is lawfull : doe not fhun her, 
Vntill you fee her dye againe; for then 
You kill her double: Nay,prefent your Hand: 
When fhe was _young,you woo'd her: now,in ag¢ 
Is fhe become the Suitor ? 

Ieo. Oh,fhe’s warme: 
If this be Magick, let it be an Art 
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‘Tawfull as Eating. 
pe She embraces him, 
Cam, She hangs about hisnecke, 
ifthe pertaine to life, let her fpeake too. 
pol, 1,and make ic manifeft where fhe ha’s liu’d, 
Or how ftolne from the dead? 
Pau, That fheis living, 
Wereit but cold you, fhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale : but it appeares the liues, 
Though yet the fpeake not. Marke alittle while: 
Pleafe you to interpofe (faire Madam) kneele, 
And pray your Mothers bleffing : turne good Lady,} , 
Out Perdita is found. 
Her. You Gods looke downe, 3 
And from your facred Viols poure your graces 
Vponmy daughters head : Yell me (mine owne) 
Where haft thou bin preferu’d ? Where liu’d?How found 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou fhalc heare that 1 
Knowing by Pasliea, that rhe Oracle 
Gaue hope thou waft in being, have preferu’d 
My (elfe, to fee the yffue. 
Paul. There’s ttme enough for that, 
Leaftthey defire (vpon this pufh)to trouble 
Your ioyes, with like Relation. Go together 
You precious winners all : your exultation 


rs RE ee ee 


The Winters Tale. 


Pie. 
Partake to cuery one: I] (an old Turtle) 
Will wing me to fome wither’d bough, and there 
My Mate (that’s neuer to be found a gaine) 


_ Lament, till J am loft. 


Lee, O peace Paulina : 
Thou fhouldft a husband take by my confent, 
AsIbythinea Wife. Thisis a Match, 
And made betweene’s by Vowes. Thou haft found mine, 
But how, is te be queftion’d : for] faw her 
(As I thought) dead : and haue (in vaine) faid many 
Aiprayer vpon her graue, Ile not feeke farre 
(Forhim, I partly know his minde) to finde thee 
An honourable husband, Come Camillo, 
And take herby the hand : whefe worth,and honefty 
Is tichly noted: and heere ivftified 
By Vs,a paire of Kings, Let’s from this place. 
What? looke vpon my Brother : both your pardons, 
That ere I put betweene your holy lookes. 
My ill{ufpition: This your Son-in-law, 
And Sonne vnto the King, whom heauens dire&ting 
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 
Leade vs from hence, where we may leyfurely 
Each one demand, and anfwere to his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of Time, fince firft 


Wewere diffeuer’d : Haftily lead away. Exeunt, 











The Names of the AGors. 


tena 





[ Eontes, King of Sictllia, 
Mamillus, yong Prince of Sicilia, 
Camillo. 


Antigonss.. Foure 
Cleomines. ¢ Lords of Sicillias 
Dion, 


Hermione, Queeneto Leontes. 
Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione . 
Paulina, wife to Antigonus. 


Emilia, a Lady. 


Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 


Flovizxell, Prince of Bohems4. 
Old Shepheard, reputed Farber of Perdita. 


Clowne, his Sonne, 

Autolicus a Rogue. 

Archidamus, a Lord of Bohemia. 
Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Ser#ants.~ 


Shepheards,and Shephearddeffes. 
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| unt bs Quer Elinor, Pembroleefxsand Sa 
| fsbury, withtheC bartylion of Frances... 2 - PhoAk | 


Which none but heaves, and you, and J, thallheare, 
Enter a Sheriffe. . 9i¥ 

Effex. My Liege; here is the ftrangeR controverfie 

| Come from the Country.to be iudg'd by yous! 
That ere Lheatd: fhall J produce the men?) 2! - 

K.Jobu. Let themappreach tro e5 456): 

Our Abbies 3nd ounPriories {hall pay 

¥ Ivmy behaviourto the Maiefty.s! 2 ; This expeditious charge what men are you? , 

Theborrowed Maielty of England heeresos) oy. Enter Robert Fawlconbridge and ibilip.... 
Ea. A ftrange beginning:: borrowed Matefty 2 x. - | Philip. Your fairhfullfubjeét,I agentleman, 


4 





King lohn -jogad raw | p19 wo Ime lbaA 
Mer Owifayy Charillion, what swoilld rience with vs ? 
Chat Thus (after greeting) {peales the King | 


fl itefPranteyeA oie2 bus mabe: 


K.lobn} Silence (good mother )heare the Embaffie. Bornein Northamptonf{hire,and edettfoune.s: 

Chat, Philip of France, inright and true behalfe As! fuppofe; to Robert Rawlconbridge , 3 

| Of thy decealed brother, Geffreyes fonne, se 

Auhwr Plantaginet, laies (pttlawfull claime nd j 

Tothisfaire Hand,and te Ferritoties: eo LOW Ub, K.doba. What artthougiicg o20c% vei uoy een VW 

To Ireland, Poytbiers, Aniowe,T orayne,Adainks.>) Robert, The fon andiheite xo that fame Fauleonbridge. 

Defiting theétd.lay ofide the fword) anc.) I K.Lebaots thatthe ¢ldesandarttbew the-heyre?:);,! 
hich fwatesarfurpingly:chefefeucrall titles, oF You came not of one niaghenthen it feemes. o)/o9 eit 

And put the fame into yongarthars hand, | iT Philp. Mof,certainof,oné mother mighty King,. ¢ 

Thy Nephew,. and rightroyall Scucraigne. Thatis well knowne,and askthinke onefathers. 14 
K, Joba, What followes ifwe difallow ofthis? af 


Hy Butforthecerraine knowledge ofchat eruthy:-» 
Chat, The proud controle of fierce and bloudy warre, | 


Toinforce thefe tights,fo forcibly with-held,. iw} 
K.lo. Heerelaue we war for'war,& bloudfor blond, | 

Controlement for controlemenit:-fo anfwer France. And wound herhonor with ghis difiidencéy och. . 
Chat, Thentake my Kings defiance from my mouth, | Phil. UMadaine ? No,Lhaue no-seafon,foric, 


| A Souldier bythe Honoltegining-hand» | plese} sls 
|| The fastheft limit of my Eimblafiies ns eseioa ners | | Tharis my brothers plea, and noneofmingsy =. st | 


Of (Cordelson| Knighteéd inthe field. 


1 









I put you o'reto heauen; and omy mother 5. 
Of that Ldoube, as all mens. childrenmays 2/5, 


ElizOircoirthee rude man, } dot fhamethy mother, | 


| 
| 
| 


K. lobe, Beare mine cokimyandfo depantinpeacesy> The whichifhe can prouesapops.me out) yy 54 
|| Be thou as lightningiimtheeies of Frances ¥ tA Atleaft from faire fine hundged pound.ayeertyts0)) hn 4 
|| Forere thou cantt report, Iswall bembekerp e9ict sob Heauen guard my mothers honor, ang myJand,« 5405 fF 
|| The thutiderofimy: Garmonrfhall be heardeis 929 o) bo K.Jobn. A good-blunt fellowswhy being youger born | 
Sohence be thouthe trumpet ofioun yrithy ni gninsé Dothheday claimeito thinefimberitance?, § 1 ere A 
And fullen prefageofyoutownedécays le gui)! Iss bad Phil. | know pot wby,exceps.to ger thejland.s |)... 
Anhonourable conduétlethinehaties; ansenaie% edt But once he {landerd me with baftardy,s «5! yen Ai Lo A 
|| Pembroke looke tooftis fare welk Chattilionss; esyrerb at | ys But wherebé as true begotorno,siss ou). smineM 
 qioine! i alin Ghat, arid Rete. | That full Tlayxpon ty moshess bead), ynie oi 7 
Ele. Whag now my fonne, have noveverfaid) br A But thavidmas well begor my Liege bisocl osm: 24 
| 
/ 





(Faire fall chebones thatsooke the paines forme) |... 
Comparqotir faces; and.be ludge yourfelfe, 1 ).)....47 
If old Sir op did. begetys:both,. o> sjenjo hlyow L 
And were our father, and shisfonne like him’ |... 


How that ambitious Genftadcew ould notceafe | or 10°F 
Tillfhehad kindled:Erance'and all the world,ioh sdf | 
Vpon theright andyortysofherfénness:\¥7 J ms ot bad 
hismight haute beeneiprevienredsand made. whole bi 4 
ithvery cafirargumenesiof loves 2mi0l ches | TAT Ack 
Which now the tmainsgnoftwodingdames mult ;., <i I giue heaven shankes I'wasnotliketothee. 0.59 3 
With featofielt bhoudyliffue arbitratesy’) so2"7t so9w2 | &-Zobm. Why.whatamad-cap hath heauenlent vs here? 
X.Jobn, Oierfirengpisfietion; and-dutsightforivss) ee Elenx Eighatha wicke of Cordelions face: 
| 24. Your trong paffelsiSamuch troseshen your sight, ||! Theaccentiof;his tongue affeéterh him #0); 9.6 » 
/Orelicit muQsio-wsoitg waelflyoutiaal angi) !isc[)si20) | 


EWR Re Rance gabe a yi ayy RI 


| jb Doeyoungtseadfome tokensefimy fone...) .. 
Somuch nhywdufcienstrwhifpetsinyetraane; or! yu In the'large compofition.ofthisman?,, (ddell-: t wa 
t a . re & 
ne - —— gw | 
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K.Jobn, Mine eye hath wellexamined his parts, 
And findes them perfe& Richard : firra {peake, 

What dothmone yod'to¢laime.your-brothe: 
|) Philip. Becaufe béhath'a half-face like se 
. With halfe that face would he Hawe-all iy Lary 
* Ahalfe-fac’d groat, fiue hundred pound a’yeere? 


. rf f 






eS 
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‘|; Your brother did imploy my father much, 
Phil. Well fir, by this you cannot germy land, 
Your tale mut behow heefmploy’d my mother. 
Rob. Andonce difpatch’d himin-an Embaffie 
To Germany, there with the Emperor 
- To treat of high affaires touching that time : 
_ Th’aduantage of his abfence tooke the King, 
- And in the meane time foiourn’d at my fathers ; 
_ Where how he did preuaile,I fhameto fpeake: 
} Buttruch is truth,large lengths of feas and fhores 
Betweene my father,and my mother lay , 
As Ihaue heard my father {peake himfelfe 
When this fame lafty gentleman was got: 
Vpomhis death-bedhe by will bequeath'd 
His lands tomejandtooke it on his death 
That this my mothers fonae was uone of his; 
And ifhe were, he came into she world 
Fall fourteene weekes before the courft of time : 
Then good my biedge let me haue what is mine, 
My fathersJand, as was my fathers will)’ 
K Jobe. Sirtayyout brotheris Legitimate, 
Your fathers wife did after wedlocke beare him: 
And if the did play falfe, the taule was hers , 
Which faule lyes on the hazards ofall husbands 4° 
That marry wiues : tell me,how ifmy brother >> | 
| Whoas you fay, tooke painesto get thisfonne, . 
Had of your father claim’d this fonne for his , 
Infooth, good friend, yourfather might haue kept 
This Calfe,-bred from his Coweftom ail the world : 
Infooth he mighe: then iftve were my brothers, 
My brothetmightnot-claine him; noryour father 
Being none 6f ‘his, refafe him’s this concludes), 
My motheré foniiedikl'get your fathers heyre, 
Your fathers heyre mutt haue'your fachersiland, 
Rob. Shal then my fathers Will be oftoifdrce; ” 
To difpoffeffertat'childe which istiot his,bs 
Phil. Of nowisreforee to difpoffefle me fir ,. 
Then was his willto ger mej ae Tthinkio:d 
El. Whether had thourather beaFaulcoubridge,, — 
And like'thy brother to enioythylandys & § leo. 
Or the repiated fonae of Cordelion > 
Lord ofthy prefence,andno land befides * 
Baft. Madati,and ifiny brother had my fhape 
And Thad Hiei fRoberes his ike him, 004 
And if my legs' were twe fuch riding rods} > > 
My armes,{uch eele.skiiis ftuft; my face fo'chim, 
} Thatin mine care Pdurftnot ftickea roles)! oy 
|. Left men thould fay;ldoke where threefarthings goes’, | 
And to his fhape-were heyre’tovall this land,» 
Would I might reucr ftirre from off this place, 
I would giuc it euery foortohaue this faces ic» 
It would tor befirnobbeidabytafer i woomey baA | 
/ Efinor. like théé welliwilt chou forfake thy foreune, } 
Bequeath thyTatidto himjandfollowme?e sor suin l 
‘Fam a Souldierjand now bottitd'to Frawte, 8 
Baft. Brother,take you myatidMetakemyehances | 
Your face hath got firehundred pound ayeere;} °° * 
Yet fell your face forfite pence and’tis deere? °° { 
Madam, lle followydurnto the death 
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groat, fue hand: Payeere? <9 <0 K.dobn,) From henceforth beare his ra 
Rob. My gracious Liege, when char/my father liwd» |) Whofe forme thou beareft =» 


a 


Ad My 





| And whenmy knightly ftomackeis fuffis’d,’ 





obn. i 

Elinor, Nay, I would haue you go before ; 

Baf. Our Country manners ie our bétinte 

K tole, WY havisthy,.name?. A Cee 

B a Liegefo-is my name 
Si 


thither, 
way, 







aft. Philp tay oun 
SAS it Roberts wiues ldehen : 

Kneele thou downe Philip, butrife more gtear 

ArifeSir Richard, and Plantagenet. © : 

aft, Brother by th’mothers fide, gitle me your hand. 

er-gaue fe honor, yours gaue land : i‘ 

Now bleffed be the houre by night er day 

When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 

Ele. The very {pirit of Plantaginet : 

I am thy grandame Richard, call me fo, ‘ 

Baft, Madamby chance, but not by truth, what tho: 
Something abouta little from the right, " 
In at the window, or elfe ore the hatch: 

Who dares nor ftirre by day,muft walke by night, 
And haue is haue, how euer men doe catch: 
Neere or farre off, well wonne is ftill well fhér, 
Aad Iam I,how cre I was begot, 

K.lobn, Goe,Fanlconbridge, now haf thou thy-defire, 
Alandleffe Knight,makes thee a landed Squire: 
Come Madam,and come Richard, we mult {peed!: 

For France, for France, for itis more thenneed.-** - 

Baf. Brotheradieu; good fortune come to thee, 
For thou waft goti’th way ofhonefty. 

r 139 Exeunt all but baftard, 

Baft. A foot of Honor better then] was, 
But many ameny foot of Lae the worfe, 
Well,now can I make any Josie a Lady, 
Good den Sir Richard;Gedamieray fellow, r 
And if his name be George; Te call hina Beter; 
For new made honor doth forg¢t mens names: 
’Tis two re{peStiue,andteo fociable 
For your conuerfion, now your traveller, 51. 
Hee and his tooth-picke-atany worfhips meffe, 


Why then Tiucke my teeth, and catechize 
«My pickedman of Countties: my deare fir; - 
Thus leaning on mine elbow] begin , 
I thall befeeeh you ; that is queftion nows: 
And then comes anfwerlikean Abfey booke: 
Ofir, fayes:anfwer, at your bieft command , 
At your employment, at yourferuice fir : 
No fir, faies queftion, 7 (weet firat yours, . 0 
And fo ere anfwer knowesiwhat queftionweuld, 
Sauing in Dialogue of Complement, 1: So1igil Of 
And talking of the Alpesand Appenines, 0.) 
The Perennean andtheriver Per; 2! Jou 
It drawes toward fupper inconclufion fod >| 
“But this is worthipfull (ociery, 
And fits the mounting fpiritlike my felfege( WV 3 
For he isbuoabaftard tothetim@ © ides terol 
That dothnot {moake of obferuation, oi! bed) 7 
And fo am I whether I fmacke orno:s > 21/9119! 
And not alonein' habieand devices: «900i 01, 
Exterior forme, outward accoutrements)c2 v0! 
But from cheinward motion exdeliver 9:1) vou >| 
Sweet, {weet, {weet poyfon fortheages tooth, 
Which though Twill not praicecodeceide,.. 
‘Yer toauoid deceit meanetolearses: 2 
For it fhall ftrew the foorfteps of my rifings'” )°!910 | 
But who comesin fueh hafteimriding robes? °° 








The Wound deatbop King. | 


ee eTRY ye RPE SATS ORIERE 2 

an poft is this ? hath fhe no husband 
Gee alcake slits to blow a horne beforelher? 
ee cis my mother : how now good Lady, 
what brings you heere to Court fo haftily 2 







Enter Lady Faulconbridge and lames Gurney. 


Thatholds in chafe mine honeur vp and downe, 

Bef. My brother cement Roberts fonne: 

dthe Gyant,thac fame mighty man, 

os Reberts fade that you feeke fo? 

Lady. Sit Roberts fonne,{ thou vnreuerend boy, 
Sic Roberts fonne ? why fcorn’ft thou at fir Robert? 
Heis Sit Roberts fone, and fo art thou. 

Bas aaah ar giue vsleauea while? . 
ur, Good leaue good Philip. 

a4 Philip, Piller lames, 

There's coyes abroad, anon lle tell ey g in 

xit lames. 
Madam, Iwas not old Sir Roberts fonne ; 
Sit Robert ee have Pi rh ‘ ne 2 
Vpon good Friday,and nere broke his faft : 
esi ee well, marrie to confeffe 
Could get me fir Robert could not docit; 
Weknow his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
Towhom am I-beholding for thefe limmes? 
Sit Robert neuer holpeto make this leg ge. 

Lady. Haft thou con{pired with thy brother too, 
Thatfor thine owne gaine fhouldft defend mine honor ? 
What meahes this fcorne, thou moft yntoward knaue ? 

Bait, Knight, knight goad mother,Bafilifco-like: 
What,I am dub’d, Chaue it on my fhoulder : 
ae I i fan S Sty Gere 
Thaue difclaim’'d Sir Robert and my land, 
legitimation, name, and all is gone; 

Then good my mother, let me know my father, 
Some propet man I hope, who was it mother? 

Lady, Haft thou denied thy felfe a Fawlconbridge? 
| Buf. As faithfully a3 I denie the deuill. = 

Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy father, 

By long and vehement {uit I was feduc’d 
Tomakeroome for him in. my husbands bed : 
Heatien lay not my cranspreffion to my charge, 

That atthe iffue of my deere offence 
|Mhich was fo ftrongly veg'd paftmy defence. - 

| Bef. Now by thislight were to get againe, 
{Madam I would not with a better father: 
{Some finnes doe beare their priuiledge on earth , 
And fo doth yours : your fault, was not your follie , 
| Needs muftyoulay yourheart athis difpofe, 
Subiegted tribute to-coramanding louc, 

Apaintt While furie and virmatched force, 
heawleffeLion could’nerwage the fight; 


x 


aaepetbice tobs Lions oftheir hearts,” 


: May cifily Wine a womans: ayéinymothes, “+ 
a lites and dares buc iy, thou didft not well ms 
| When I was ot, Ne fendhis fouletohell: (°° 
Celi wit iw thee co thy kiniié,'° §= 
Fie all fay, when Ricbardene bepot, 
thou hadftfayd him fa sit had beehe finne; 
fayesic way hel je 
Beet connel vs 2 


—— - ~cames * 





Lady. Where is that flaue thy brother? where is he? | 


| Ofthy vnnaturall Vncle, Englith Lobs, 


Till Angiers,and the right thou haft in France, 


Notkeepe his Prinicelyheatt ftom Richard hand? 


With allmy heart fthankethceformy father: 

| Our Meffenger Chattilionis arriw'd, 

| What England faies, fay breefely gentle Lord, 
4 Wecoldly paufe for thee. 
Tu leunteenol sexo SAT 
eth ae edriO. § 


find oninson ni aera esert : 

































Scena Secunda. 





Enter before eAngiers, Philip King of France, Lewis »Danl- 
phis, Austria, Conftance, Arthur. 


Lewis, Before ngiers well met braue Anfri¢, 
Archer that great fore-runner of thy bloud, 
Richard that rob’d the Lion of his heart , 

And fought the holy Warres in Paleffine, 
By this braue Duke came early to his graue: 
And for amends to his pofteritie, 

At our importance hether is he come, 

To {pread his colours boy,in thy behalfe , 
And to rebuke the vfurpation 


Embrace him, loue him, gue him welcome hether, 
Arth. God fhall forgiue you Cordelions death 
The rather, that you giuc his off-{pring life , 
Shadowing their right vnder your wings of warre: 
I give you welcome with a powerleffe hand, 
But with a heare full of vnftained loue, 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers Duke. 
Lewis. Anoble boy,who would not doe thee right? 
Aft, Vpon thy cheeke lay I this zelous kiffe 
As feale to this indenture of my loue: 
That tomy home I will no more returne 


2 


Together witli that pale, that white-fac’d fhore, 
Whofe foot fpurnes backe the Oceans roaring tides, 
And coopes from other lands her Ilanders, 

Euen till hat €g/and hedg’d in with the maine, 
That Water-walled Bulwarke, ftill fecure 

And confident from forreine purpofes, 

Euen till that vimoft corner of the Welt 

Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy 

Willl not thinke ofhome,but follow Armes. 

Cont, O take his mothers thanks, a widdows thanks, 
Till your (trong hand fhall helpe to giue him ftrength, 
To make amore requitall to your loue, 

Aft, The peace of heauen is theirs } lift their fwords 
‘In fuch a ivft and charitable warre, 

King. Well,then to worke our Cannon thall be benr 
Againit the browes of this refifting towne, 

Call for our cheefeft men of difcipline, 

To cull the plots of beft aduantages: 
Wee'lllay before this towne our Royal bones, 
Wade to the market-place in French-micris bloud, 
Buc we will make it fabicétto this boy. 

Con, Stay for an anfwer to your Embafiie, 

Left vnaduis’d you ftaine yur {words with bloud, 
My Lord Chattilion may from England bring 
That right in peace which heere we vrge in warre 
And then we fhall repent each drop of bloud , 
That hot rath hafte (6 indire@ly thedde. 
api got MOR ORANGE, 
King. A wonder Lady:lo.vpon thy with 




























Hi Chatilien {péake, 

(oat. Then tune y our forces from this palery fiege, 
And ftirré them ¥p againft amightier taske: ~ 
England impatient of Your iuft demands, 

Hath put himfelfe in Armes, the aduerfe windes 
ue a2 
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4. The lifeand death of King Fo ne 


Whofeleifure I haue ftaid, haue giuen him time 
Toland his Legions all as foone as 1: 

His marches are expedient to this towne, 

His forces ftrong, his Souldiers confident : 

With him along is come the Mother Queene, 
An Ace ftirring him to bloud and ftrife, 

With her her Neece, the Lady Blanch of Spaine , 
With them a Baftard of the Kings decealt , 
Andall th’ynfetled humors of the Land, 

Rath, jnconfiderate,fiery voluntaries, 

With Ladies faces,and fierce Dragons {pleenes, 
Haue fold their fortunes at their natiue homes, 
Bearing their birth-rights proudly on their backs, 
‘To makea hazard of new fortunes heere : 

In briefe, a brauer choyfe of dauntleffe {pirits 
Then now the Eng/i/h bottomes have waft o’re, 
Did neuer flote vpon the {welling tide, 

To doe offence and {cathe in Chriftendome: 
The interruption of their chuglifh drums 

Cuts off more circumftance, they are at hand, 

Drum beats, 
To parlie or to fight, therefore prepare. 
Kis. How much ynlook’d for, 1s this expedition. 
Anft. By how much ynexpected, by to much 

We muft awake indeuor for defence , 

For courage mounteth with occafion, 

Let them be welcome then,weare prepar’d, 


Enter K. of England, Baftard, Queene, Blanch, Pembroke, 
and otbers. 


K.lobn, Peace be to France: If France ia peace permit 


Our inf and lineall entrance to our owne; 

-‘Ifnot, bleede France, and peace afcend to heaven, . 
Whiles we Gods wrathfull agent doe correct ' 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace toheauen, 

Fran. Peace be to England, if that warre returne 
From Franceto England, there to liue in peace : 
England weloue, and for that Exglands fake, 
With burden of our armor heere-we {weat: 

This toyle of ours fhould be a worke of thine; _ 
But thou from louing Exgland art fo farre, 
That thou haft vnder-wrought his lawfull King, 
Cut off the fequence of pofteriry , a 
Out-faced Infant State, and donea rape 


owwild 


In any _bealf of trong authoritie, 
Tolookeinro th 
Vader whofe warrant I impeach ¢] J WING ine 


| And by whofe helpeI meane to chaftifeir, |: 


4 ee t 
| Callnot meflanderer,thou « 
The Dominations,Royaltiessand rights .. ;; zal 










K. Jobp. Alack thou doft yfurpe authoritie, 
Fran. Excufeitis to beat vfurping downe, _ 
Queen. Who is it thou dof call viurper France 
Conft. Let me make anfwer : thy vfurping fonne 
Qneex, Out infolent,thy baftard fhall be King 

That thou maiftbea Queen, and checke the world 
Con. My bed waseuertothyfonneas true 

As thine was to thy husband, and this boy 

Liker in feature to his father Geffrey 

Then thou and Jobs, in manners being as like, 

Asraine to water, or deuill to his damme; 

My boy abaftard¢ by my fouleI thinke 

His father neuer was fo true begor, 

Tt cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. (ther 
Queen. Theresa good mother boy,that blots thy fae 
Conft. There’sa good grandame boy 

That would blot thee. 

Auft, Peace. 

Baff. Heare the Cryer. 

Aft. Whacthe deuillart thou? 

Baft, One that wil play the deuill fir with yeu, 

Anda may catch your hide and yon alone: 

You are the Hare of whom the Prouerb goes 

Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard; 

Ile fmoake your skin-coatand I catch you right, 

Sirralooke too’t,yfaith I will, yfaith. 

Blan. O well did he become that Lyons robe, 

That did difrobe the Lion of that robe. 

Baft. It lies as ightly on the backe of him 

As great Alcides fhooes vpon'an Affe: 

But Affe, Ie take that burthen from your backe, 

Or lay on that fhall make your fhoulders cracke. 
Auft. What cracker is this fame that deafes our cares 

With this abundance of fuperfluous breath? 

King Lewss, determine what we fhall doe ftrait. 
Lew. Women & fooles, breake off your conference. 

King Jobz, this is the very fumme ofall: 

England and Ireland, Angiers,Toraine, Maine, 

Inright of arthur doe I claime of thee: 

Wilt shou refigne them,and lay downe thy Armes? 

Toba. My \ife as foone: I doe defiethee France, 

Arthur of Britaine, yceld thee to my hand, | 

And out ofmy deere loue Ile giue thee more, 

Then ere the coward hand of France can win ; 

Submitthee boy. =. : 

Queen. Come to thy grandame child... 
Couf. Doc childe,goc ro ye grandame childe, ” 
Giue grandame kingdome, andit grandame will.) 


Giue yza plum,a cherry, andafigge, | .opn! ono! 
There’s 2 good grandame. a hobo) bas 
Arthur, Good my motherpeace, hye bal, 


I would that I were low laid in my graue,,»’, 


Iam not worth this coyle that’s made for mes , (wept 
Qu, Mo, His mother thames. him fo , poore boyhee| 
Cox. Now fhame vpon you where fhe does ora, | 

His grandames wrongs,and not his mothers fhames.' 

Drawes thofe heauen-mouing pearles fr6 his poor eit} | 

Which heauen fhalltake in nature of a fees o-0 {). 93!) | 

= thele Gata esc.ick yen {hall be brib'd ¢ 

o dochim Iuftice,and reuenge on you. 2. fri, 
Qx. Thou monftrous hs ne hheawen,andearthy ; 
Con. Thou monftrous Ininrer of heauen and att 
! and thing limps, sd gout i 


Of this oppreffed boy ; this is thy eldeft fonnes 
Infortunate in nothing bur in thee: 





Th 





_ {Behold the French amaz’d vouchifafea parle, 
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fines are viliced inthis poorecchilde, °° © 
meCanon ofthe Lawislaideomhim, "> ° 


ing but the fecond generation ¥ : In warlike niarch, thefe greenes before yout Towne, 


nemoued from thy finne-conceiuing wombe; Being no further eatmy toyou'*" 
Jobs. Bedlam haute done. ag FAO8 Then the conftraint of hofpitable zeale, °* 
Com, Thade but this to fay,” po 1 | Inthe releefe of this oppreffed childe, 
Thathe is not onely plagued for her fin, Religioufly prouokes. Be pleafed then 
gutGod hath made her finne and her, the plague: To pay that dutie which you truly owe, 
Onthis remoued iffue, plagued for her, Tohim that owesit, namely, this yong Pritce, ° 
\And with her plague her finne : his iniury | And then our Armes, like roa muzled Beare; 
{Her iniurie the Beadle to her finne, Saucin-afpedt; hath all offence feal’d yp.: 
|,llpunifh’d in che perfon of this childe, Our Cannons malice vainly fha}l be fpene 
\Andall for her, 2 plague vpon her. | Againft tinvoluerable clouds of heauen, ” 
| Oye, Thou vnaduifed {cold, I can produce ‘© | And with a bleffed and vn-vext retyre,, 
AWill, that bares the title of thy fonne. With vahack’d {words, and Helmets all vnbruis’d, 
(m, 1who deubtsthat, a Willa wicked will, « ' We will beare home that luftie blood againe, - 
Awomans will,a cankred Grandams will. Which heere we came ro {pout againtt your Towne, 
Fra. Peace Lady; paufe, or be more temperate, And leaue your children, witiés, and you in peace. 
\itillbefeemes this prefence to cry ayme But if you fondly paffe our proffer’d offer, 
Tothefeill cuned:repetitions = i Tis not the rounder of your old-fac’d walles, 
Some Trumpet furnmon hither to the walles Can hide you from our meffengers of Warre, °°" 
Thefe men of Augiers, let vs heare them fpeake, Though ail chefe Englith, and their difcipline® 
whofetitlethey admic, Arthurs ox Johns. Were harbour’d in their rude circumference ¢ 
Then teil ys, Shall your Citie ¢all vs Lord; 
Trumpet founds. Io that behalfe which we haue challeno’d it? 
Enter a Citizen vpon the walles. Or fhall we giue the'fignall to ovr rage, 
Cit, Whois it that hath warn'd vs to the walles ? And ftalke in blood to our poffeffion ? i2 
Fra. ’Tis France, for England. Cit. In breefe, we are the King of Enplandsfubiedts 
Iobn. England for it felfe: For him, and in his right, we hold this Towne.’ 
Youmen of Angi¢rs, and my louing fubiedts. Iobn, Acknowledgethen the King, and let mein, 
Fra Youlouing men of Angiers, Arthurs fubiects, Cit. That can we not: but be thatproties the King 


Our Trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle. 

lon, For our aduantage, therefore heare vs firft:: 
Thelefiagges of France that are aduanced heere. 911 
Beforetheeye and profpe& of your Towne, = 992 


To him will we proue loyall, tillthattinie °° « ’ 
Haue we ramm’d vp our gates. againftthe world, 
Jokn. Doth not the Crowsie of England; ‘prooue the 
King? 
And ifnot that, I bring you Wirtnefles : 
T.wice fifteene thoufand hearts of Englands breed. 
Baft, Baftardsandelfe, : 
Tobn, To verifie our title with theirliuésy "°° 
Fran. Asmany and as well-borne bloods as'thofe, 
Baft, Some Baftards too. °°: Pagans s: 
Fran. Stand in his face to contradict his clatme. © 
Cit.’ Till you compound whofe right is worthieft, 
Wefor the worthieft hold the right from beth. ° 
Joh. Then God forgiue*the finne of ali thefe foules, 
Thiat to thei everlafting refiderice, gaa 
Before the dew of euening fall, fhall fleete 
In dreadfull triall ofourkingdomesKing. 
Fran. Amenj Amen, mount Cheualiers to“Armées. . 
Baft; Saint George that fwindy’d the Dragon, 
And ere fince fit’sion’s horfebacke at mine’ Hofteff¢ dore | 
Teach vs fome fence. Sirah; were T achanie®* — 
At your den fresh, with yout Lionneffe, 9 0 
I would fet ati Oxe-head to your Lyonshides 
And makeamonfter ofyou. 9) 7) 
Auf. Peaée no mote, 33 19 boots sain3°° 1 
Bak. O tremble: for you heaterhe Lyon rores 
Toba. Vip highet tothe plaine, where we'l fet forth 
In beft appointment all our Regiments, >< 
Baft. Speed thénto take adifantage ofthefield, ° 
Fra. It fhall be fo, and at the other hill’? 2° 
Command the reft to ftand, "God and our right. Exenst 
_Heere after excurfions, Enter the Herald of France 
_ with Trampets tothegatess °° 
./F. Her. You men of ‘Angiéts open'wideyour gates, 
And let yong wdrtbur Duke of Britaine in, « : 
me Beet Sere Who 
























Andteady mounted are they to {pit forth 

Their Iron indignation ’gain{t your walles : 
Allpreparation for a bloody fiedge 

JAndmerciles proceeding, by thefe French. 
Comfort yours Citties eies, your winking gates : 
And but for our approch, thofe fleeping ftones, 
Thatasawafte doth girdle you about 13 
Bythe compulfion of their Ordinance, 

{By this time from their fixed beds of lime 

Had bin difhabited; and wide hauocke made 

For bloody power to ruth vppon your peace. 

But on the fight of vs your lawfull King, 

Who painefully with much expedient march 

Haue brought a counter-checke before yout gates, 
|Tofaue ynfcratch’d your Citties thteatned checkes: 


Andnow infeed of bulletts wrapt in fire 
| Tomake a fhaking feuer in your walles, ody hl 
{They fhoote but:calme words, folded vp in {moake, 
|) 9make a faichlefle ctrour inyourearesy 0 o:)) * 
| Which truft accordingly kinde Cittizens, “ 
Andlet ys ing Your King, whofe labour d fpirits:: 
ciewearied in this action of {wift fpeede, 
) Craues harbourage within your Citie walles. 
| Dineee When I haue faide, make anfwer to vs both. 
|*einthistighthand, whofepretection 
smoft diuinely vow'd vpon theriphe 
sy timit holds, ftands yong Blawtagénet, ©). wow 
{*onne to the elder brother of thisman,2.. osolo" 
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ae 


Who by the hand of France, thisiday hath made 


Much worke for teares.in many an Englith mother, 104 


Whofe fomnes lye {cartered onthe bleeding ground... | 
. Many a widdewes husband groucling lies, . 4... 55) 

_ Coldly embracing the difcoloured earth, ind 

» And victorie with little lofle doth play. 

- Vpenthe dancing banners of the French, 

: Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed 

’ To enter Conquerors, and to proclaime 

’ Arthur of Britaine, Englands King, and.yours. 


Ester Englifo Herald with Tramper. 


E. Har.’ Reioyce you men of Angiers,ring your bels, 


King John, your king and Englands, doth. appreach,- ., 


Commander of this hot malicious day, 


» Their Armours that match’d hence fofiluer bright, 
Hither returne all gilt wich Frenchmens blood: , . 

_ There ftucke.no plume in. any Englith Creft, 

_ Thatisremoued by a flaffe of France’; 

| Our colours do recurnein thofe fame hands 


That did difplay then: when we firtt marcht forth: : 
And like a iolly troope.of Hunt(men,come 


F Our luftic Englifh, all with purpled hands, 


Dide in the dying flaughter of their foes, . 


| Open your gates, and giue the Vidtors way. 


Hubert. Heralds, fronvoft our towres we mi ght behold 
From firftto laft, the on-fet and-retyre.., 
Of both yonr Armies, whofe equality 
By.our beft eyes cannot be cenfured ; (blowes: 
Blood hath bought blood, aad bloweshauvean{werd. : 
Strength matcht: with frengch, and power cenfronted 

5 POWERS.) — fon ; ‘ 

Both are alike, and both alike we like: 


, One mutt preue greateft,. While they weigh fo. euen; 


We hold our Towne for neither : yet for both, 


Enter the two Kings with their powers, 
at fexerall doores, 


Zobn. France, haft thou yet more-blood to ca@ away? 
Say, fhall the currant of our right rome on, : 
Whofe paffage vext with thy impediment, 

Shall leaue his native channell, and ore-fwell 

with courfe difturb’deuen thy confining fhores, 
Vnleffe thou let bis filuer Water, keepe 


| Apeacefull progreflerothe- Ocean...» i 


Fra. England thou haitnot fau’d one drop of blood 
In this hot triall more then we of France, 


} Rather loft more. And by this hand J fweare cat 
_ That fwayes the earth this Climate ouer-lookes,. 


Before wewilllay downe our iuft-borne Armes, © 


oWee'l pugshee downe,’gaint whom thefe Armes! wee - 
(beare, 


Oraddeagayall number tothe dead : 
Grating the fcroule chattels of this warres loffe, 
With flaughter coupled co the namieok kings, 
Baft. Ha Maiefty : how high thy glory towres, :,.. : 

When the rich blood of kingsisfet on fire: 

Oh now doth déath,line his dead, chaps. with ficele; : 
The {words of fouldiers are-his'teeth, bis phangs, ... 
And now he feafts, moufing the flefh.of men 4 ui 
ju vadetermin’d differencesof kings.: |. Re9 
Why ftand thefe royallfrents amazedthuss -; . 
Cry hauoeke kings, backeto the Gained field... ¢.o0% 
You equall Potents, fierie kindled fpiritg,>. ... 
Then let confufion.efone part confirm... 

Theethers peace: till shen, blowes, bload,and death. 
fobx. Whole party do the Townefmen yet admit? * 





| At your induftrious Scenes and agts of death: 


| Dolike the Mutines of ferufalem, 
Be friends.a-while, and both conioyntly bend. . 





| As we willours, dgaintt chefe fawcic walless 


| Auftriaand France fhoot ineach others mouth, 


‘| That heere come facrifices for the field: '- 








Fra. Speeke Citizens for England, whofevoy. 1. 
Hub, The king ofngiand,when we know then 
Fra. Know him in ys; that heerehold Vp histioh mg 
Jobw. InVs,chat-are our owne great Deputie oa 
And beare pofleffion of our Perfon heere, : 
Lord of our prefence Angiers,and ef you. 
Fra. A greater powrethen We deniesall this 
And tillit be vndoubted,wedolocke —. “ 
Our former fcruple in our ftrong barr’d gates: 
Kings of our feare, vntill our feares refolu’d 
Be by fome certaine king, purg’d and depos’d, 7 
Baft. By heauen, theie {croyles of Angicts flout yoy 
And ftand fecurely on their battelments, “(kin 
As ina Theater, whence they gape and point of 


Your Royall prefences be rul’d by mee, 


Your fharpeft Deeds of malice on'this Towne. 

By Eaft and Weft let Franceand England mount, 
Their batteririg Canon charged to the mouthes, 
Till cheir foule-fearing clamours haue braul’d downe 
The flintic ribbes of this contemptuous Citie, 
I'de play inceffantly vpon thefe lades, 

Euen till vnfenced defolation 

Leaue them as naked-as the vulgar ayre: 

That done, diffever your ynited ftrengths, 

And part your mingled colours once againe, 
Tarne face to face, and bloady point to peint: 
Then in a moment Fortune fhallcull forth 

Out of one fide her happy Minion, 

To whom in fauour fhe thall giue the day, 

And kifle him with 2 glorious vittery : 

How like youthis wilde counfell mighty Scates, 
Smackes it net fomething of the policie, 

John, Now by the sky that hangsaboueour heads, | 
Tlike it well. Eyaice, fhall we knit our powres, 
And lay this Adgiers euen with the ground, 
Then after fight'who fhall be king of it? 

Bef. And ifthouhatt che mettle of a king, 
Being wrong’d as we are by this peeuith Towne: 
Tarne thouthe mouth of thy Artillerie, 


Aad when that we haue dafh’dthem to the ground, 
Why then defie cach other, and pell-mell, 
Make worke vpon our felues,forheauen or hell.) 
Fra. Letitbefo: fay, where will you affaule® 6 
John. We fromthe: Wet will fend deftrudtion 1 
Into this Cities bofome. 
Aft, V fromthe North.. 
Frans Out Thunder from the South, bgt 
Shall rainetheir drifrofbullers on this Townes °°! : ‘ 
Baft. O prudenc difcipiine ! From North to South? 





Ile ftirre them to ir:'Come, away, away. wee, 
Hub. Heare vs great kings, vouchiafe awhile rofliy 
AndI thall fhew you peace, and fairesfac’d leagues’ ° 4 
Win you this Citie wichout @roke; or wound, . 
Refcuethofe breathing liueste dye in beds, i= 
Perfeuer not, burheateme mighty kings!’ 7 
_ Tohn. Speake on with fauour,we ate’ nttoheart: 
Hxb, That daughter thereof $ paine;the Lady Blawch 
Is neere to England) looke ypon theyeeres 9 
Of Lewes the Dolphinj and that louely maids © 
Iflufic louc fhould gol queftofbeautie, ‘on : 
¢ 





_| Thebloome tha promifeth amightie fruice. 


| Asmaids of thirteene do of puppi-dogges, 


| Hegiues the baftinado with histongue: 


| Butbuffets better chen a fit of France: 





Gihere nould he finde ie faiter, thew in Bfewcb: 
Ifzealous loue fhould goimfearchofverme, — 
where fhould he findeit purcrthen'in Béauch ? 

Ifloue ambitious, fought amatch of bitth, ; 
whofe veines bound richer blood then Lady Blanch? 
uch as fhe is, in'beautie, vertue, birth, — 2 
Istheyong Dolphin euery way compleat, 

ifnot compleat of, fay he is nor fhec, 


| and fheagaite wants noching, to name want, 


fwantit benor, that fhe'?s nor hee: 
Heisthe halfe part of a bleffed man, 
Left to be finifhed by fuch as thee, 
And thea faire dividedexcellence, 
Whole fulneffe of perfeCtiowlyesin hint, 
Otwo fuel filuer currents when they ioyne 
Do glorifte the bankes that bound chemin: 
Andewofuch fhores, to two fuch ftreames made one, 
Two fuch controlling bounds fhall you be, kings, 
Tothele two Princes, if you marrie them: 
This Vnion fhall do more then batterie can 
Toour fat clofed gares: for at this match, 
With fwifter {pleene then powder can enforce 
The moutli of paffage fhali we fing wide ope, 
And giue you entrance : but without this match, 
The feaenraged is not halfe fo deafe, 
Lyons more confident, Mountaines and rockes 
More fice from mosion, no nor death himfelfe 
Inmottall furie halfe fo pcremptorie, 
Asweto keepe this Citic. 

Bap. Heeresaftay, 
Thatfhakes the rotten carkaffe of old death 
Outofhisragges, Here’s a large mouth indeede, . 
Thatipits forth death, and mountaines,rockes, and fess, 
Talkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons, . 


What Cannoneere begot this luftie blood, 
He {peakes plaine Cannon fire, and {moake, and beunce, 





Oureares are cudgel’d, not a word of his 


Zounds, I was neuer fo bethumpt with words, 
SinceT firft cal’d my brothers father Dad. 

014 Qe, Son,liftto this conian&ion,make this match 
Giuewithour Neece a dowrie large enough, 
Tor bythis kot, thou fhale fo furely tye 
Thy now ynfar daffurance to the Crowne, | 
That yon greene boy fhall have no Sunne toripe 





Ifeeayeelding in the lookes of France: 
Markehow they wHi{pér, vrge then while their foules” 
Atecapeable of this ambition, °° Fagen So eace 
Leaft zeale now meleed by the windis breath 

Offoft petitions,pittie andremorfe, | 
Cooleand congeale againe to what it was. 

Hub. Why anfwer not the double Maiefties, . 
This friendly treatic of ourthreatnéd Towne. © ~ 


, ra Speake England fit ft,rhat hath bin forward fit 


Tofpeake vnto this Cittie: what fayyou?) °° ?'s * 
__ John. Tfthat the Dolp] urthere thy Priticely fore, ~ 
Can in this booke of beatitieread, Tloae : © “9 


aes EP Drape eee ical 
ani giieripand faite Toraine Maine, Poyttiers, 


And all that'we vpon this fide the Sea,” 
(Except this Cittie now by vs befiedg'd) 
Findeliable to our Crowne and Dignitie, 
Shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich 


ee - 








_Holdeshand with any Princeffe of the world. jiaue eT 


14 me : ¢ . | : an - ra 2 " 
Z pee A LL tem he penne 


. The fhadow of my ielfe form’d inhereye; gies 
) Which being but the ThidewobydubYe ped. 


Ifhe fee ought in you thatmakes himlike, ° 


Further I willnot flatter you, my Lord, 


Let in that amitie whic 


‘Wii gine her fadneffe very little cure : 


In titles,honors, anid’protiotions, 
As fhe in beautie, education,blood, °°" 































Dol. 1 domy Lord, and in her eie I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miradle, 


Fra. What {ai'ftchou boy ? looke in the Ladies face, 


, 
fre, 
Becomes a fonneand makes your foniéa fhadow: ~~. 
Idoproteft Ineuerlou’dimyfelfe — ‘ ate 
Tillnow, infixed I beheld my felfey °  * 
Drawne inthe Aatreting cable of hereie. ran. 
ae ee Whifpers with Blanch. } 
Baft. Drawne in the flattering tableofhereie, | _ 
Hang’d inthe frowning wrinkle ofher brow, 
And quarter’d in her heart, hee doth efpie 
Himselfe loues traytor, this is pittienow3' pee. 
That hang’d, and drawne,’and quarter’d there fhould be | 
In fuch a Joue,fo vile’a Lourashe, °° > we 
Blan. My vackles willin this refped is mine, 


That any thing he fee’s which moues his liking, 
I can with eafe tranflate it to my will : 
Or if you will, to {peake more properly; 


I will enforce it eaflieto my loue. 


ape all | fee in you is worthie loue, “pte 
Then this, that nothing dol {ee in you, ae 
Though churlifh thoughts themfelues fhould bee your 
Tudge, ; 
That I can finde, fhould merit any hate, ; 
Lobn. “What faic thefe yong-ones? 
Neece? nds & ; 
las, That fhe is bound inhonor ftill to do 
What you in wifedomne ftill vouchfafe to fay. 
Jobs, Speake thea Pritice Dolphin, can you loue this 
Ladie? tr speed, Se dd H: * 
Dol. Nay aske me ifI can refraine from loue, 
For I doe loue her moft ynfaitiedly, © © 0 es 
John. Then dol gine Volqueffen, Toraing, Maine, 
Posttiers and Aniow, thefe fue Prouinces a 
Wich ber to thee, and this addition more, ry 
Full thirty choufand Markes of Englifh Coyne?) 2" 
Phillip of France, if thou be pleat'd withall, BP aig 
Command thy ph ee tajcynehands. “|. 
Fra. Iclikesvs welt young Princes: clofe your hands |, 
Aft. And yout lippes too, forl amwellaffur'd, — f 
That I did fo when | was firft affur'd. 
Fra. Now Cunfeenn of tngires dpeyour gates, 
1 you haue made, 


Wha fy you i 


Nets “eb 


I know the is not for this match made vp, 
Her préfence would havesnterropted much, wees 
Where js fhe and her fomne, tell me, who knowes ? 7 
Del! Sheis fad gpa ia A at your highnes'Fent. © 
Fra, And by my faith, this leagtie that we haue'made' |. 
Brother of England, how may weconcent 
‘This widdow Lady ?IhWertight wecame, 
‘Which we God knowes, hatte turn d another way, | 
*To our owne vantage, PAUSOIIG TOU JOD eat EST 
| John, Wewillheale¥p 
For wee'l create yong s4r1 
\And Earle of Richmend, an 























































































































































































































































































































































































Wewmake him Lordof. Callthe Lady Conftance, 
Some fpeedy Meffenger bid her repaire - 

To onr folemnity : I truft we fhall, - 
({fnot fill vp the meafure of her will) 
Yet in fome meafure fatisfieher{o, 
That we thall {top her.exclamation, 
Go weas wellas haft will (uffervs, 

| To this vnlook’d for yaprepared pompe. 
__ Baft. Mad world, mad kings, mad compofition : 
Tobn to ftop Arthurs Title in the whole, 

‘Hath willingly departed with a part, 

And France, whole armour Confcience buckled on, 
Whomzeale and charitie brought to the field, ; 

As Gods owne fouldicr, rounded in theeare, 

‘With that fame purpofe-changer, that {lye diuel, 
That Broker, that {till breakes the pate of faith, 

) That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all, 
Ofkings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids, 
‘Who hauing no external] thing to loofe, 

‘But the word Maid, cheats the poore Maide of thar. 
‘That fmooth-fac’d Gentleman, tickling commoditie, 
‘Commoditie, the byas of the world, | 

The world, who of it felfe is peyfed well, 

‘Made torun even, ypon cuen ground; 

‘Till chis aduantage, this vile drawing byas, 

‘This {way of motion, this commeditie, 

Makes it take head from allindifierency, 

From all dire&tion, purpofe, courfe, intent. 

And this fame byas,thisCommoditic, 

This Bawd, this Broker, this all-changing-word, 
Clap’d on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawne him-from his owne determin’d ayd, 
From a refolu’d and honourable warre, 

| Toamoft bafe avid vile-concluded peace. 

And why rayle I on this Commoditie ? 

But for becaufe he hach not wooed me yet : 

Not that I hae the power to clutch my band, ' 
When his faire Angels would falute my-palme, 
But for my hand, as vnattempted yet, 

Like a poore begger, railethon the rich. 

Well, whiles I amabegger, Bwillcaile, 

And fay there is ng fin but re be tich: 

And being rich, my-vertue then fhall be, 

To fay there is no vice, but beggerie : at 
Since Kings breake faith vpon commoditie, 


ef thas Seeundar 


Enter Confbauce, Arthur,and:Salisburye 





Falfe bioodto falfeblood ieyn’d,.G one tobe freinds? 
{Itisnotfo, thou hatt mifpokeymifheard, =... 

Be well aduif'd, tell oye thy tale againe. 

Ie cannot be, thou do’ft but fay tis fo. : i 
Teruft] may nottruftthee,torthy word ° 
Isbuttheyaine breathofacommonman: ~_ 
Beleeue me, I doe notrbeleeuetheeman, 
Thauea Kings oathtathecontrarie. ; 


: ‘ 


For I ama ficke, and capeable of feares, 


Lhelife and death of K ing lohn.. 


Exenst. 


| Teach thou this forrow, how to make me dye,., 


Patch’d with foule Moles, and eye-oftending markes, 


Gainebe my Lord, for willworfhip thee, = Exit. 








Con. Gone'to be married? Goneto {weare a peace ? 


Shall Lewis haue Slawich, and’Blayach chofe Provinces ? 


‘That no fupperter, but the huge firme earth... 
| Canhold it yp: herel and forrowes fit, , 


t : 
OW fioihi V¥ 


Thou fhaltbe punifh’d for thus fi ighting me; = : ee ‘ | 3 





Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of feareg 

A widdow, husbandles, fubieé&t to feares, . 7 | 

A woman naturally borne to feares ; ie 

And though thou now confeffe thou didft but je 

With my vext {pirits, I cannot take a Truce, 

But they will quake and tremble all this day, 

What doft thou meane by fhaking of thy head? 

Why doft thoulooke fo fadly on my fonne? 

What meanes that hand vpon that breaft of thine> 

Why holdes thine eiethat lamentablerhewme, _ 

Like a proud river peering ore his bounds ? 

Be thefe fad fignes confirmers of thy words? 

Then fpeake againe, not all thy former tale, 

But this one word, whether thy tale betrue, ‘ 
Sal. Astrue as [beleeue you thinke them falfe, 

That giue you caufeto proue my faying true, . | 
Con. Ohif thou teach me to beleeue rhis forrow, 


And Ict beleefe, and life encounter fo, 
As doth the furie of two defperate men, 
Which in the very meeting fall, and dye. 
Lewes marry Blaunch? O boy, then where art thou? 
Fraxce friend with England, what becomes of me? 
Fellow be gone: I cannot brooke thy fight,. 
This newes hath madetheeamoftvglyman, __ 

Sal, What other harme heue I good Lady done, 
Bue {poke the harme, that is by others done? 

Cos. Which harme within it felfe fo heynonsisy, 
As it makes harmefull all that {peake of it, 

Ar, I dobefeech you Madam be content, 

— (on. VWfthou thatbidf me be content, wert grim 

Vegly, and flandrous to thy Mothers wombe, 
Full of vnpleafing blots, and fightleffe ftaines, 
Lame, foolith, crooked, {wart, prodigious, 


T would not care, [then would be content, 
For thea J fhouldnotloue thee :no, nor theu 
Become thy great birth, nor deferue a Crowne, 
Bat thou art faire, and at thy birth (deere boy) 
Nature and Fortune ioyn’d to make chee great. 
Of Natures guifts, thou mayft with Lillies boaf, 
And with the halie-blowneRofe, But Fortune, oh, 
She is corrupted, chang’d, and wonne fromthee, 
Sh’adulcerates hourcly with thine Vockle John, ~. 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
Totread downe faire refpect of Soueraigntie, . 
And made his Maieftiethe bawdtotheirs..._. 
France isa BawdtoFortune, andking Jobs, 
That ftrumpet Fortune, that viurping /ebe s 
Tell me thou fellow, isnot France forfworne? 
Euvenom him with words, or get thee gone, :)..... 
And leauc thofe woes alone, whichLalone |... 
Am bound to vnder-beare. 
Sal. Pardon me Madam, . we 
IT may not goe without you to the kings. \ 
Cen. Thoumaift, thou thal, Twillnot go with thee, 
I willinftru& my forrowes to bee proud, a 
For greefe is proud, and makes his owner ftoope, 
To me and to the ftate of my great greefe, . 9; 
Let kings affemble : formy grcefe’s fo great,» . 


Heere is my Throne, bid kings come bow toi, 
e890 S07 a a7 38 














oA thus Tertius, Scena prima, 


Enter King Tobn, France, Dolphin, Blanch, Elianor, Philip, 


Auftria, C onftanee. 


frag. Tigtrue (faire daughter) and this bleffed day, 
Buer in France fhall be kept fettiuall : 
Tofolemsize this day the glorious funné 
Stayes in his courfe, and playes the Alchymift , 
Turning with {plendor of his precious eye 
The meager cloddy earth to glittering gold: 
Theyearcly courfe chac brings this day about, 
Shall neuer fee it, but a holy day, 
Cont. A wicked day, and ner a holy day. 


| What hath this day deferu’d ? what hath ic done, 


Thavitin golden letters fhould be fer 

Among the high tides in the Kalender 

Nay, rather turne this day out of the wecke, 
This day of (hame, oppreffion, periury, 
Orifice mutt and (till, lee wives wich childe 


| Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, 


Leftthat their hopes prodigioufly becroft : 
But (on this day) let Sea-men feare no wracke, 
Nobargaines breake that are not this day made ; 


| This day all things begun, come to ill end, 


Yea, faith ic felfe to hollow falfhood change. 

Fra. By beauen Lady, you fhall haue no caufe 
Te curfe the faire proceedings of this day: 
Haue I not pawn’d to you my Maiefty > 

Conf. You haue beguil'd me with a counterfeit 


| Refembling Maiefty, which being touch’d and tride, 


Proues valucleffe : you are forfworne,forfworne, 
Youcame ia Armes to {pill mine enemies bloud, 


"| Butnow in Armes, you {trengthen it with yours. 


The grapling vigor, and rough frowne of Warre 


| Iscoldin amitie, and painted peace, 


And our oppreffion hath made vp this league : 

Atme, arme, you heauens, againft thefe periur’d Kings, 
Awiddow cries, be husband to me( heauens)- 
Letnot the howres of this vngodly day 


| Weareout the daies in Peace; butere Sun-fer, 
| Set armed difcord twixt thefe periur’d Kings, 
| Heareme, Oh, heare me, 


Auf, Lady Conféance, peace. 
Conf. War,war, no Peace; peace is to me awarre: 


| 0 Lymoges, O- Auftriasthoudoft thame. . 
| That bloudy fpoyle: chou flaue,thou wretch, yeoward, 
| Thou little valiant,greatin villanie, 


Thou euer trong vpenthe ftronger fide ; >’ 
Thou Fortunes Champion,that do’ft neuer fighe 


| But when her humourous Ladifhip is by 
| (oteach thee fafety.: thouare.periur’dtoo, | 
{ And footh’# 


| Atamping foole,to brag, and ftamp, aiid fweare, 


ip gteatneffe. What a foole art thou, Mi 


Pon my partie: thou cold blooded flaue; 
qukthounot fpokelike thunder on my fide? 

een {worn my Souldier, bidding me depend 

Ponthy ftarres, thy fortune, ahd thy ftrength )° 


| And doft thou now, fall ouer.to my foes? «>: 


ms Weare a Lyons hide, doffirfor fhame, 

nd hang a Calues skinon theferecreant limbes, 
Anf, Othataman fhould{peake thofe wordstome. 
Poil. And hang a Calues-skin dn thofe recreantlimbs 
An. Thou dar’ not fay fo-villainie for thy lifes” 


\\ Lhe life and detchof King Fobn. 








Pbil.And hang a Calues-skin on chofe recreant limbs- 
Zohn. We like not this, thou doft forget thy felfe. 
Evter Pandulph, 

Fra. Heere comes the holy Legace of the Pope. 

Pan. Haile you annointed deputies of heauen; 
Tothee King John my holy errand is : 
1 Pandulph, of faire Adidane Cardinall , 
And from Pope Jmnocent the Legate heere, 
Doe inhis name religioufly demand 
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Mother , 
So wilfully doft {purne ; and force perforce 
Keepe Stephen Langton chofen Arfhbifhop 
Of Canterbury from that holy Sea : 
This in our forefaid holy Fathers name 
Pope /nnocent, 1 doe demand of thee. 

Joba. What earthie name to Interrogatories 
Can taft the free breath of a facred King? 
Thou canft not (Cardinall) deuife a name 
So flight, ynworthy,and ridiculous 
To charge me to an anfwere, as the Pope: - 
Tell him this tale,and from the mouth of England, 
Adde thus much more, that no Jtalian Priett 
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions : 
But as we, vnder heauen, are flipreame head, 
So vnder him that great fupremacy ! 
Where we doe reigne, we will alone vphold 
Without ch’affiftance of a mortall hand : 
Sotellthe Pope, allreuerencefetapart 
To him and his vfurp’d authoritie, 

Fra, Brother of Exgland, you blafpheme in this. 


Tehn. Though you,and all the Kings of Chriftendom | 
Are led fo groffely by this medling Prieft, 


Dreading the curfe that money may buy out, 
And by the merit of vilde gold, droffe, duft, 
Purchafe corrupted pardon ofa man, 

Whoin that fale fels pardon from himfelfe : 
Though you, and al the reft fo groffely led, _ 
This iugling witchcraft with reuennue cherifh, 
Yet T alone, elone doe me oppofe 

Againft the Pope, and count his friends my fees, 

Pand. Then by the lawfull power that [haue, 

Thou fhalt @and curft,and excommunicate, 
And bleffed fhall he be that doth revolt 

From his Allegeance to anheretique, 
And meritorious fhall that hand be call’d, 
Canonjzed and worfhip’d as a Saint, 

That takes away by any fecret courfe 

Thy hateful life. 

Cox. O lawfull let it be . 

That I haue roome with Rome'to curfe a while, 
Good Father Cardinall, cry chou Amen 

To my Keene curfess for without my wron 
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right. 


Pan. There’s Law and Warrant (Lady) formy curfe. | 


Conf: And for mine too,when Law can do no right, 
Let it be lawfull,that Law barre no wrong: 
Law cannot giue my-childe his kingdome heere; 
For he that holds his Kingdome,holds the Law: 
Therefore fince Law it felfeis perfeét wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfe 2 

Pand. Philip of France,on peril of a curfe , 
Let goe the hand of that Arch-heretique , 
And raife the power of France vpon his head, 
Vnleffe he doe fabmithimfelfeto Rome. 


Elea. Look’ft thou pale France?do not fet go thy hand. | 


Con. Looke to that Deuill, left that France iver ; 
ea n 
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TO 


And by difioyning hands hell lofea foule. .... 
Auft, King Philip, \iften to the Cardinall. 
Baft. nat 
Anft. Well tuffian, I muft pocket vp thefe wrongs, 
Becaufe, 
Baff. Your breeches beft may carry them. 
Toby, Philip,what faift thou to the Cardinall ? 
Con, What fhould he fay,but as the Cardinall ? 
Dolph. Bethinke you father, for the difference 
Is purchafe of a heauy curfefrom Rome , 
Or the light loffe of England, for a friend: 
Forgoe the eafier. 
Bla. Thats the curfe of Rome, 


— Con, O Lews, ftand faft, the deuill tempts thee heere 


Inlikeneffe of a new vntrimmed Bride. 


Bla. The Lady Conjtance {fpeakes not from her faith, 


But from her need. 
Con. Oh, ifthou grant my need, 

Which onely liues but by the death of faith, 

That need, mutt needs inferre.this principle, 

That faith would live againe by death of need: 

O then tread-downe my need, and faith mounts vp, 

Keepe my need vp, and faith is trodden downe, 
Jobn, The king is moud, and an{wers not to this. 
Con. O be remou’d from him, and anfwere well. 
Auf. Doe foking Philip, hang no more in doubt. 


Baft,Hang nothing bur a Calues skin moft {weet lout. 


Fra. Jam perplext,and know not what to fay. 


Pax, What canft thou fay, but wil perplex thee more? 


Ifthou ftand excommunicate, and curft? 

Fra. Good reuerend father,make my perfon yours, 
And tell me how you would beftow your felfe? 
This royall hand and mine are newly knit, 

And the coniudétion of our inward foules 
Married in league, coupled,and link’d together 
With all religous ftrength of facred vowes 9 
The lateft breath that gaue the found of words 
Was deepe-{worne faith, peace, ainity, true loue 
Betweene our kingdomes.and our royall felues, 
And euen before this truce, but new before, 

No longer then we well could wath our hands, 


| Toclap this royall bargaine vp of peace, 


Heauen knowes they were befmear’d and ouer-ftaind 

With flaughters pencill ; where reuenge did paint 

The fearefull difference of incenfed kings : 

And fhall thefe hands fo lately purg’d of blond ? 

So newly ioyn’d in loue? fo Rrong in both, 

Voyoke this feyfure, and this kinde regreete ? 

Playfaft and loofe with faith ? fo ieft with heauen, 

Make fuch vnconftant children ofont felues 

As now againe to fnatch.our palme from palme: 

Vn-fweare faith {worne, and onthe marriage bed 

Of {miling peace to march,a bloody hoaft, 

And make aryot on the gentle brow 

Of true fincerity ?O holy Sir mat 

My reverend father, leritnot be fo; 

Out of your. grace, deuife, ordaine, impofe 

Some gentle order, and then we fhall be bleft 

To doe your pleafure, and continue friends. 
Pand. All forme is formeleffe,Order orderleffe, 

Saue what is oppofite to.Exglands loue, 23 

Therefore co Armes, be Champion of our Church, 


2 | Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe, 





«}, A mothers curfe, on her reuolting fonne: 
‘| France, thou maift hold a ferpent by the tongue, 


A cafed Lion by the mortali paw, 


ang a Calues-skin on his recreant limbs. 


| Alter notthe doome fore-thoughe by Hieatien. 


es Lhe life and death of K ing Fobn. 


A fafting Tyger fafer by the tooth, 

Then keepe in peace that hand which thon dag hold 
Fra. I may dif-ioyne my hand, but not my faich, 
Pand. So mak’ft thou faithan enemy to faith 

Andlikea ciuill warre fetft oath to oath , ; 

Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O let thy vow 

Firft made to heauen, firft be to heauen perform'd 

Thatis, to be the Champion of our Church,” 

What fince thou fworft, is fworne againit thy felfe, 

And may not be performed by thy felfe, : 

For that which thou haft fworne to doe amiffe 

Isnotamiffe whenit is truely done: : 

And being not done, where doing tends te ill, 

The truth is then moft done not doing it: 

The better Act of purpofes miftooke , 

Is to miftake again, though indireat, 

Yet indirection thereby growes direét, 

And falfhood, falfhood cures, as fire cooles fire 

Wichin the fcorched veines of one new burn’d: 

It is religion that doth make vowes kept, 

But thou haft {worne againft religion: 

By what thou fwear'@t againft the thing thou {wear'ft, 

And mak’ftan oath the furetie forthytruth, © 

Againft an oath the truth, thou art wnfure 

To fweare, {weares onely not to be forfworne, 

Elfe what a mockerie fhould it be to fweare? 

But thou doft fweare, onely to be forfworne, \ 

And moft forfworne, to keepe what thou doft fweare, 

Therefore thy later vowes, againft thy firtt, 

Isin thy felfe rebellion to thy felfe: - 

And better conqueft neuer canft thou make, 

Then arme thy conftant and thy nobler parts 

Againft thefe giddy loofe fuggeftions: 

Vpon which better part, our prayrscomein, 

Ifthou vouchfafe them. But if not,then know 

The perill of our curfes lighton thee 

So heauy, asthou fhalt not fhakethemoff 

But in defpaire, dye vnder their blacke weight. 

Auft. Rebellion,flat rebellion, <> 

Baft. Wiltnot be? : 

Will net a Calues-skin ftop that mouth of thine? 
Daul. Father,to Armes, 

Blanch. Vponthy wedding day ? Beir! 
Againft the blood thatthou haft married? 9 
What, fhall our feaft be kept with flaughtered men 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlifh drums 
Clamors of hell, be meafures to our pomp? 

O husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new 

Is husband in my mouth? euen for that name . 

Which till this time my tongue did nere pronounce; 

Vpon my knee [beg, goenotto Armes » 

Againft mine Vnele,- saat. i 

Conft..O, vpon my knee made hard with kneeling, 
I doe pray to thee, thou vertueus Dawiphin, he 







Blan, Now fhallI fee thy loue, what miotiue may > 
Be ftronger with thee, then thename of wife2 ie 
Con, That which ypholdeth him, that thee vpholds, 
His Honor, Oh thine Honor, Lewis thitie Honor. 
Dolph; I mufe your Maiefty doth feeme fo cold, 
When fuch profound refpects doe pull you on? | 
Pand, I willdenounce a curfevponhishead. | 
Fra. Thou fhalt not need. Eng/and,| will fall fd thee. 
Conft..O faite retutneof banifh’d Maieftie. 
Elea.. O foule revolt of French inconftancy. 
Eng. France, }fhale rue this houre within this - 














































Gap. Old Vien the clocke fetter, 9 bald fexton Time: 
| Jsitas he will 2-well then, France fall rie, 7°" gg ae 
| Bla. The Sun’s ortcatt with blowd’: faitelday adieu, 
| wihichia the fide chat I mult goe withall? "© 
| Jam with both, each Army hath ahand, ua 21 
And in theif fage; I hauin gh eld of both; 2 
They whurle a-funder; and difmeniber mee 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou maift'witine : - 
Vacle, [needs mult pray that thou maiftlofe 
Father, may not with the fortune thine? + ° 
Grandam, I will not wifhithy wifhes'thriue : 
Who-euet wins on that fide thall Poe: 
Adured joffesbefore the matchbe plaid. 
Dolph. Lady; with mre, with me thy fortune lies, 9?! | 
Bla. There where my fortune lives, there my life'dies. | 
Iohn, Cofen, goe draw our puifance togethers 6. 
rrance,Lam burn’d vp with inflaming wrath, “ 
Arage, whofe heat hath this condirian #1828 ¢ A | 
That nothing can allay nothing bar bIG6d, ee 
| Theblood and deéreft ‘valtied bloud of France.’ © 
Fra. Thy rage fhall burtié'thee,vp,& thou fhalt turne, 
Toathes,ere out blood fhall quench thar'fire’: eee 
Looke to thy felfe,thou artinieopardie: ~ / " 
Joba. No more then he that threats. Fo Atinsle’ts hie. 
Ren: sida 2e8 Exeunt., 


| 
| : 


~ oe | 
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Buf, Now by my life,this day gtows wondrous hot, 
Someayery Dewilthouersintheskie, 225) 2 | 
And'pom’s downe mifchiefe.c4uftrias head lye there, 
RMR 277 Tolin, Arthwi Hubert. 
|| While Philp breathes. ide aes 

Iobn. Hubert; keepe this boy: Philip take vp, 
My Mother is aflayled in our Tent, AAIIGHTE 





OF OA { 
ofool sede | 


ee 


“Thai anibdbep Ringfbn, 






Jobs. Coz, farewell. : 


Ele. Come hether little kinfmanjharke,a worde, 
John, Come hether Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 


Weowe thee much: within this wall of fefh 
There is a foule counts thee her Creditor i 
And with aduantage meanes to pay thyloue:" 
And my good frierd, thy voluntary oath | 
Liues in this bofome, deerely cherifhed. 
Giue me thy hand, Thad athing to fay, |” 
But I willficit with fome better tune. 
By heauen Habert, 1 amalmoftafham’d) ~~ 
To fay what good refpeét I haue of thee.” *’ 
Hxb. Tam much bounden to your Maiefty. 
Re thou fhalt haue:and creepe time nere fo flow 
etit fhall come, for meta doethce good, 
I hada thing to fay, but letit poe: 
The Sunneis in the heauen, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleafures ofthe world, |” 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawdes 
To giue me audience : Ifthe mid-night bell 


Toba, Good friend,thou haft no caufeto fay fo yety 


“Did with his yron tongue,and brazen mouth iowa 


Sound on into the drowzierace of night: 

Ifthis fame were a Church-yard where we ftand’; , 
And thou poffeffed with athoufand wrongs : 
Orif that furly fpirit melancholy 

Had bak’d thy bloud,and made it heauy, thicke, 


Which elfe runnes tickling vp and downe the veines, 


Making that idiot laughter keepe mens eyes', 
‘And ftraine their cheekes to idle merriment, 
A paffion hatefullto my purpofes : 

Orif that thou Couldft fee me without eyes, 
Heare me without thine cares, and make reply 


Without a tongue, vfing conceit alone , 


Withour eyes;eares,and harmefull found of words: 


Then, in defpight of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bofome poure my thoughts: — 
But (ah) I will not, yet Iloue thee well , 

And by my troth I thinke thou low’ft me well, 


Hub. So well,that what you bid mevndertake, 


Though that my death were adiung to my A@, 
By heauen I would doeit.. on 
John. Doe not know thou would? = 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : Ile tell thee what my friend, 
He isa very ferpent in my way, Bink than 
And wherefoere this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lies before me: doft thou 
Thouarthiskeeper, © 
Hab. And He keepe him fo, 
That he fhall not offend your Maiefty. 


Tob. Death.” eee ; 
Hub. My Lord.” sod tees 
Iobn, AGraue. : Pin ee 
Hub. He fhall not live. eae 
Tohn, Enough. ge 
I could bemetfy now, Habert, Lioue thee. 
Well, llenot fay whacT intendforthee: 
Remember: Madam, Fare you well, 
Ile fend thofe powers o’reto your Maiefly,. * 
Ele. My bleffing goe with thee. ng 
John. Pot England Cofen,goe. 
Hubert thall be your man, attend on you~ 


Withal true dulétie : On toward Calfice,hoas 


ysnAre! yin jogtal b! 


vnderftandmeg | 
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Scena Tertia. oD AS 





Enter France, Dolphis, Pandulpho, Attendants. | 


Fra, So by aroaring Tempeft on the flood, 
Awhole Arinado of conuiced faile 
Is {catered and dif-ioyn'd from fellowfhip.... 

Pad. Courage and comfort,all fhall yet goe well, 

Fra. Whatcangoe well,when we have runne fo ill? 
Are we not beaten ?Is not Angiers loft?.-. ; 
Arthur vane prifoner? diuers deere friends {laine ? 
And bloudy England into England gone, 
Ore-bearing interruption fpight of France? 

Dol. What be hath won, that hath he fortified: 
$o hot a (peed, with fuch aduice difpos’d, 
Such temperate order in fo fierce a caufe, 
Doth want example: who hath read,or heard 
Ofany kindred-aétion like to this? 


‘ ; 


Fra. Well could I beare that England had this praife, 


So we could finde fome patterne of our fhame: 
ae Enter Conftance. 
Looke who comes heere 2a graue vnte a foule, 
Holding th’ecernail {pirit againft her will, 
In the vilde prifon of afflicted breath: 
Iprethee Lady goc away. with me. tind 
Con... Los now:now fee the iffue of your peace, 


Fra, Patience good Lady,comfort gentle Conftance. 


Con. No, I defie all Counfell, allredreffe, 
Buc that which ends all counfell, true Redrefle: 
Death, death, O.amiablesloucly death , 

Thou odoriferous ftench : found rottenneffe, 

Arife forth frem the couch of lafting night, 

Thou hate and terror to profperitie, 

And I will kifle thy deteftable bones, © 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaultic browes , : 
Andring thefe fingers withthy houfhold wormes , 
And ftop this gap of breath with fullome daft , 
And bea Carrion Monfter like thy felfe; _. 

Come, grin on me, and I will thinke thou finil’ft, 
And buffe thee as thy wife : Miferies Loue, 
Ocometo me. a 

Fra. O faire affliction, peace, 

Con, No,no, J will not, hauing breath to cry : 

O that my tongue were inthe thunders meuth , 
Then with a paffion would I fhake the world, 
And rowze from fleepe that fell Anatomy | 
Which cannot hearea Ladies feeble voyce, 
Which fcornes a moderne Inuocation. 

Pand, Lady,you vtter madneffe,and not forrow. 

Con. Thou art holy to belye mefo, 

Yam not mad : this haire I teare is mine, 
My name is Conffance, | was Geffreyes wile, 
Yong .4rthur is my fonne, and he is loft: 
Iam not mad, I would to heauen I were, 
For then’tis like Ifhould forget my felfe: 
O, ifI could, what grief fhould I forget ? 
Preach fome Philofophy to,make me mad, 


And thou fhalt be Canoniz’ fardoaly ve 
eof greefe,: 


_ Andteaches mee to kill or hang my felfe:_ E 
“TfL were mad, I fhould forget my forne, 


A Theslife andde 





i whol Kopaabn. 


: — - ER STRETTON TLC T i Si aerate 
, |. Or madly thinke a babeof clowts werehe; ., oh 


I amnot mad:,teowell,toowell Ifeele<),,... ‘Ih 
The different plague of each calamitie,,.2..~ |) 
Fra. Bindewvp thofe, trefles : O what loue] note.) 
In the faire multitude of thofeherhaires;.. | 
Where but by chanceafiluerdrophathfaln, 
Euen to that drop ten thoufand wiery fiends pe 
Doe glew themfclues in fociable griefe, 
Like true, infeparable, faithful loues, 
Sticking together incalamitie. 
Con. To England, if you will. 
Fra. Binde vp yout haires. 4 
Con, Yesthat I will :and wherefore. will I doit? 
Itore them from their bonds, andcride aloud | 
.O, that thefe hands could fo redeeme my fonne 
As they haue giuen thefe hayres their libertie: ‘ 
But now I ennie at their libertie, 
And will againe commit them to their bonds, 
Becaufe my poore childe isa prifoner,, 
And Father, Cardinall; I haue heard you fay 
That we fhall {ee and know our friends in heaven; 
If that be crue, I fhall fee my boy againe ; 
For fince the birth of Caine, the firft male-childe 
Tohimthat did but yefterday fulpire,, 
. There was not fucha gracious creature borne <. 
But now will Canker-forrow eat ty bud , 
And chafethe natiue beauty fromhis cheeke, 
Andhe will looke as hollow as a Ghoft , 
As dim and meager as an Agus fitre, » 
And fo hee’ll dye: and rifing fo againe, | 


ae | 
{ 


: 
" 


: |. When I fhal! meet him in the Court.ofheauen | 
-{ Tfhall not know him : therefore neuer, neuer 


MuftI behold my prettyr4rthur more. 

. | Pand.. Youhold too beynous a refpedt of greefes 
Conft. He talkes to enve,that never had a fonne, 
Fra. Youare as fond of greefe, as.of your childe, 
Con. Greefe filsthe roomie vp of my abfent childe: 

Lies inhis bed,walkes vp and downe withme, 

Puts onhig pretty lookes, repeats his words, 

Remembets me of all.his gracious parts, ») ; 

| Stuffes out his vacant garments with his,farme; 

| Then,have I reafonto.be fond of griefe? v4 

Fareyouwell : had wou fuchaloffe asl, 94. oll 
Icould giue better. comfort then you dogs { yr p00! 
[will not keepe this forme vpon my head j; © sid |'// 
When there is fuch diforderin my witte: — 
.O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my faire fone). | 
My life, my ioy, my food, my allthe world si...) | 
My widow-comfort,and my forrowes cure. Esti 
Fra, J.feare fome out-rage,and Ile follow hery Ea 
Dol, There’s nothing in this»world can make me ioy; 
Life is astedious as a rwice-roldtale,| aT | 
Vexing the dull care ofadrowfieman sj); o: 0 :nopth! 
And bitter fhame hath {poyl'd the fweet wordstatte, 
That it yeeldsnought but. fhame and bitterneffe,)\ 
Pand.. Before the.curing ofa ftrongdifeale y;> A || 
Euen in the infant ef sepaire and healthy «.::):001110 i! 
The fit is ftrongeft: Euils that take leaue: sifrociil 18.298 | 
On their departure,smoft.ofall fhewenills 4 10!/) 
What haue you loft by laGag of, thisdaytno 9 wool | 
Dal. -Allidaies of glowy,ioy,ind happinellé, °° 
Pan. Ifyouhad wonit, Gertainely you hades: joi! 
No, no :.when Fortune meanesto.men moft good, i), 

Shee lookes vpon themwithathreasningeye? inn!) | | 

Tis Rtrangeto thinke how much King Jobs hat loft. 

Inthis which he accounts fo, clearely-wenne: | .° 5 fl 
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Ar oot Yas heartily ashets ghd he hadly Hiag,! 2 (oC 


il as Your blood. 


Toho layes you plots: the times confpire with you, 
Forhethat fteepes his fafeticin trae blood, — — 
shallfinde but bloodie fafety, and vutruc. 
This AG foeuilly borne fhall coole the hearts 
Ofallhis people,and freeze vp their zeale; 
Thatnone forfinall advantage fhall ftep forth 
Tocheckehisreigne, but they will cherifhic: | + 
Nonaturalbexhalation inthe skie, 
No fcope of Nature, nodiftemper’d day, 
Nocommon:winde, no cuftomed event, 
Bucthey will plucke away-his natural caufe, » 
And call them Meteors, prodigies, and fignes, N 
Abbortiues;prefages, andtonguesofheauen, — 
Dhinly denouncing vengeatice vpon John, sH90 

Del, May be he will nortouch yong Arthurs life; 
Buthold himfelfe fafe in his prifonment. 

Pan, O Sit, when he fhall heare of your approach, 
Ifthat yong Arthur benot gone alreadie, 
Euen at thatnewes he dies : and then the hearts 
Ofall his people fhall revolt from him, 
Andkiffe the lippes of vnacquainted change, 
And picke trong matter ofrenolr, and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers ends of Johw. 
Me thinkes I fee this hurley all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Then [hauenam’ds The Baftard Falconbridge 
snow in England ranfacking the Church, © 
Offending Charity : If but a dozen French 
Were therein Armes, they would be asa Call 
Totraine ten thoufand Englifh totheir fide; 
Or,asalittle faow, tumbledabout; 
Anon becomes ‘a Mountaine: -O noble Dolphiie; 
Gowith métothe King, ’tisiwonderfull, — 
What may be wrought out oftheir difcontent,>: 
Now that their foules are ropfull of offence, »* 
For England go I will whetioni the King. 
Dei. Strong reafons makesftrange actions:let vs go, 
Ifyou fay I, the King willnotfay no. 90.) od) bExenmt, 


| 
| 
{ 
i 
| 
| Pan, How green you are,and frefh inthis old world? 
| 
} 
( 
{ 


Sig 2 ab Deas 


_ Within the Arras: wlien I ftrike my foot? » 


| Infooth I would you were alittle ficke, 9:5. «| 
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Exter Hubert seal Puaeiedinerée x nA 
Hub, Heate me thefe rons hor, aad looke thou ftand 


Vpon the bofome of theyground, ruth forth © 

And binde the boy, which you fhall finde with me 

Faft to the chaire : be heedfull : hence,and watch. 
Exec. [hope your warrant will beareoutthedeed: 
Hub. Vacleanly fcruples fearenot yous looke too’ty 

Yong Lad céme forth ; [:haue to fay with yours 9 

Enter Arthur. HHsund 
Ar. Good morrow Axbert. 
Hab. Good morrow; little Prince. 

Ar. As little Prince, having fo greata Title 

To bemore-Prince, as may be: you are fad.'> | © 
Hub. Indeed { baue beene merrier.» © 
Art. Mei cieon mes. 8) no) > quiD . 

Methinkes no body fhould befad but I: » 

Yet I remember, when I was in'Fratice, 

Yong Gentlemen would beas fad as night 

Onely for wantonneffe : by my Chriftendome; 

So I were out of prifon, and keprSheepe 

I fhould beasmerry as the day is longs» 

And fo I would be heere, but chat} doubt « » 

My Vucklepraétifes more harme to me =: : 

He is affraid of me, and I ofhim : ~ 

Is ic my faule, that was Geffreyes fonne ?. 

No indeedeisonor: and I wouldtoheauens > 2: 

I were your fonne, foyou would loue me, Hubert: 
Heb. If Ttalke to him; with his innocent prate 

He will awake my mercie,; which lies deadi» a F 

Therefore I will be fodaine, and difpateh. > u 
Ar. Arc you ficke Hubert? you looke pale to day, 


Thatd might ficall night,and watch with yous 
I warrant Lloue you morethen:youdo meyer, > 
Hub. His words do take poffeffion of my bofome, 
Reade heere yong -drthar. How now foolifly rheume?} 
Turning difpitious torture our ofdoore?. on cE 
I muft be breefe, leaftrefolution drop. «e2.5: 0) iy vacy 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanifh teares.: | 
Can you not teade it? Is itnot faire writ? Ay 
Ar, Too faitely Hubert, for fo foule effed, .. 
Muft you with het Irons, burne out both mineeyes? 
Hub. Yong Boy, Il muk. 
Art. Andwillyou? ) 
Bub. And Iwill. ; per O3 
Art. Haueyouthe heart? When yourhead did but 
ake, ri 
I knit my hand-kercher about your browes 
(The belt I had,a Princeffe wrought itme) 
And I did neuer aske ityou againe : fote5 
And with my hand, at midnight held your head; 
And like the watchfullminutes, to the houre, 
Still andanoncbeer’d vp the heauy times” 
Saying what lacke you? and where lies your greefe? » 
Or what good loue may I performe for you! _ 
Many a poore mans fonne would bauelyen till, 
And nere have {poke a louing word to you: 
But you, at your ficke feruice hada Prince ats 
Nay, you may thinkemy loue was.craftic loue, 
And callit cunning. Do, mais you will, 



















































































































































































































































































|. eA. 
Ifheauen be pleas’d that you muft vfe 
Why then yourmuft, Will youput out minegyes? 





Thefe eyes, that neuerdid,aor neverthall = 

So much as frowne on you. 

“Hab. Thauefworneto doit: 

And with hot IrensmuftL burne then outie’S 

' hadi, Abpsione but inchis:irdn Ageywould do it s' : 
| The Iron of it felfesthough heatered:honrsA ors oi: 


Approaching neerethefe eyes; woulddrinkemy teares, 


And quench this:fierie indignation; »* vod silz abn! 
Euen in the matter of mine indlocence:: etfs: 9" 

Nay after chat, conlume awaysin rft,. - eqor | 

But for containing firetoharmemine eyes 20 / 

Are you more itubborne hardythen hamimer’d fron ? 
And ifan Angell fhould hauecometo. me, 

And told me Hxéert fhouldiputout mine eyes, 


would not haue beleewdihiim : no tongue. but Huberts. 


© Hub. Gdni¢ forth: Daas bbid you do, 
. Art. Ofaneme Hubert fave me: my eyesare out 

Euen with the fiercetookes of thefe bloody men. 

: Hab. Giveme the Iron J fay, and binde him heere. 


Art. Alas, whatneede'you be fo beiftrous rough?» | 


T will not ftruggle; I willttandtone fills denon 
For heauen fake Habert let mendt be bound :! 10 
Nay heare me:A/udert, driueshefe men away, ” » 
And I will fic as quievas’v Lambe. ©’ IO 
I will not ftirre, nor winch, norfpeake aword; 
Nor looke vponthe Iromangerly 2» j hige 
‘Thruft but thefe men awayyandleforgiue you, 
‘What eller torment you dapurmetoor™ to: 
Exec, Lambe pleas'd-vo be fromfuch adeede, 
ArtovAlas, chen have chid away my:friendyy © 
He hathasterne looke, butiavgentle hearts 9) 
Let him comebacke, that-hiscompaffion may” 
‘Giue life to yourtses: i.) bee coin 
Hub, Come(Boy) prepare yourfelfe. MN 
Art. Is there noiremedie?* o 
Hub. None; buvto lofe your-eyes: 
4rt. O heauen: thar there were buta moth in yours, 
graine; acdutt,a gnat, a wandering hairey 
Any annoyance in that precious fenfe : >" 
hen feeling what {mall things are boytterous there, 
Your vildeiatent muft needs feeme horrible. 


[pe Seoege lak 


Hub, Ischisyour promife? Go too,hold your toong. 


Art, Hubert jhe vtterance of a brace’of tongucs, 
Muft needes want pleading fora paire of eyes: 
Let menot hold: my tongue: let menor Hubert, 
Or Haber, if you will cut out my tongue, 
So I may keepe mine eyes, O fpare mine eyes, 
Though to no vfe, but ftill to looke.on you, 
Loe, by my troth, the Inftrument is cold, 
And wouldnotharmeme, __ 
Hub. \ cat heate it, Boys 
Art, No, in'good footh’: the fire is dead with griefe, 
Being create for comfort, to bevs'd Hon 
In vndeferned extreames : See elfe your felfe, 
There is no malicein this borningcole;y e% °°: 
The breath of heaven, hath blowrie his {pirit our, 
And ftrew'd vepentant athes'on hishead, © >: 
Hub, Bur withmy breath I'can reuiue it Boy. 
Art. And if you do, you willburmakeitbluth, 
And glow with fhame of yaur proceedings) Hubert: 
Nay, it perchance will fparkleiin youreyes (°° | 
And, like edopye thariscompell’dtefights 
Snatch at his Maftéerthae doth eatre him onj2 2) 2 


ae en ee wiameanwe 


You were-difguis'd.,.... 


_ And, pretty childe, fleepe doubrleffe, and fecure,, ' | 
| Willnot offend thee. . 9 57) 


Hub. Go ftand withinster mealone withhim, ..- 1 


- Being vrged at atime vnfeafonable. |:!1 29) | 


23 a } 25; Pint » | 
Hub. Peace:no more... Adieu,» | 


Your Vnckle muftnet know bur youaredesd, . | 
He fill thefe dogged Spies withtalfereports:, . 


That Hubert for the wealt h ofall the worlds... . 


Art. Oheauen|IthankeyouHuberty. 
Hub, Silence, no more; go.clofely in-with mee... 
Much danger-do Iviadergo for thee,» ....,.. 








Scena Secundass «> | 


ae ee ost : 








Enter Iohn, Pembroke, Salisbury, and otber’Lardes, 
Ichn, Heereonce againewe fit onceavainttcrown'd 
And look’d ypon, Lhopesiwith chearefulkeyess:,, 
Pem This once again (bur that your Highnes pleas'd) 
Was once fuperfluous ; you were’ Crown’dbefote, 
And that high Royalty wasneére pluck’d offi.» , 
The faiths of men, neretftained with revoles:) 
Freh expeétation troubled:not the Land’. |i), 
With any long ‘d-for-change; or better State, 
Sal. Theretore, to be poffefs'd with double pompe, 
To guard a Title, that wasrich before soncon 9 
To gilde refined Gold, topaint the Lillys! v- 
To throw a perfume onthe Violec, ho tetii 
Tof{mooth the yces or adde another hew . 2) 
Voto the Raine-bow; or-with Taper-light 
To feeke the beauteous eye of heauen to gatnith, : 
Is waftefull, and ridiculous exceffe. . i siqoo 7) 
Pem. Butthat your Reyall pleafuremuftbe done, / 
This acte, is as. an ancienttale new told, i071) 5 ath 
And, in the laft repeating troublefome;:oo! 


Sal. Inthisthe Anticke,\and:well noted face 
Of plaine old forme, is much disfiguredy:s01 0: «| 
And like a fhifted winde yncoafaile; oaclgnt © 
It makes the courfe of chowghts ro ferch about, 
Startles, and frights confiderations <7) signi 
Makes found opiniomfické, and truth fafpected, 
For putting on fonewafathion’drobe.. 1 | 
Pem. When Workemtien ftrine to doberter then we), 
They do confound their skill in conetoufneffe, 
And oftentimes excufing:ofafaulr, 01 
Doth make the fault the worfe by th’excufe: 
As patches fet vponatlittlebreach, © | 
Difcredite more in hiding of the faule; 
Then did the fault befove it was fo pateh’d. ' 
Sal, To this effect, before you were new crown d 
We breath’d our Councell : burit pleas’d your Highnts| 
To ouer-beare it, and we are all well pleas’d, 
Since all; and euery part of what we would 
Doth makea ftand, at what your Highneffe will. 





To UB 

























Your fafety : for the ‘which my felfe and thera 
Bend theit belt ftudies, heartily requelt °°” 
Thinfranchifement of e#rrhur, whofe reftraints 
Doth moue the murmuring lips of difcontent 
Tobreake into this dangerous argument. = 
ifwhatin reft you hate, in right you hold, Ad 
Why then your feares, which (as they fay) attend © ©” 
The teppes of wrong, fliould moue you to mew yp 
Your tender kinfnan, and ro choake his dayes he 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
Therich aduantage of good exercife, 
That the times enemies may not haue this 
Tograceoccafions : let it be our fuite, 
Thatyouhauebid vs aske his libertie, ' 
Which for our goods, we do no further asKe, 
Then, whereupon our weale on you depending, 
Counts it your weale : he haue his liberty. ~ 
Enter Hubert. 
Toln, Letit be fo : Fdo commit his youth 
Toyour direction : Hubert, what newes with you ? 
Pem. This is the man fhould do the bloody deed : 
He thew’d his warrant toa friend of minés!”” 
Theimage of a wicked heynous faule 
Lines in bis eye : that clofeafpe@ ofhis, 
Do fhew the mood of a much troubled breft, 
And] do fearefully beleeue ‘tis done, na 
What we fo fear’d he hada charge todos! ~ 
Sal. The colour of the King doth come, and go 
Betweene his purpofe and his confcience, 
like Heralds ’twixt two dreadfull battailes fer: 
Hispafsion is fo ripe, it needs muft breake. 
Pem. And when it breskes, J feare will iffue thence 
The foule corruption of a {weet childes death.: 
Tob, We cannot hold mortalities ftrong hand. 
Good Lords, although my will to giue, is lining, 
The fuite which you demand is gone, and dead. 
Hotels vs Arthur is deceas’d to night. 
Sal. Indeed we fear'd his fickneffe was paft cure. 
Pem. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was, 
Before the childe himfelfe fele he was ficke“: 
This muft be anCwer'd either heere, or hence. 
lob, Why do you bend fisch folemne browes on me? 
Thinke you I beare the Sheeres of deftiny ? 
tue I commandement on the pulfe of life? 
» tis apparant foule-play, and’tis fhame 
atGreatneffe fhould fo grofiely offer it ; 
Pthriueitin your game, and fo farewell. 
Pem, Stay yet (Lord Salisbury) Ile go with thee, 
And finde thiinheritance of this poorechilde, _ 
4 little kingdome of a forced graue. 
a blood which ow’d the bredch of all this Tle, 
‘htee foot of it doth hold; bad world the while: 
is mutt not be thus borne, this will breake out 
all our forrewes,and ere long Tdoubr. Exenut 
a They burn in indignation: Irepent:. Enter AMef. 
teisno fure foundation fet on blood: 
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| Toany tongue, fpeake it of whar it will. 


"| Butas I trauail’d hither through the land, 


as 


‘A fearefull eye thouhaft. Whereis thatbléod, 
_| ThatI hauefeene inhabiteinthefecheckes? 

_ So foulea skie, cleeres not without aftorme,. ~"- _} 

_ Poure downe thy weather: how goes allin France? | 

_ For any forraigne preparation, 

| Wasleuied in the body ofa land, “thar 

| The Copie of your fpeude is learn’d by them: . °°“ 


| The tydings comes, that they are all arriu’d: |“ 


| And fhe not heare of it? 
Is ftope with duft : the firft of Aprill di'de 
| Your noble mother ; and as I heare, my Lord, 


| The Lady Conffance ina frenzie di’de | 7 
Three dayes before: but this from Rumors tongue og 


Omakealeague with me,’till T haue pleas’d’ 


| Vader the tide; but now I breath againe * ” 





No certaine life atchieu’d by others death : 


. Me: From Franceto England, neuer fuch a pore: 


Syke 






For when you fhould be told they do prepare, . 

Job. Or where hath our Intelligence bin drunke $ a 
Where hati it flept? Where is my Motherscare? 
That fuch an Army could be drawne in France, a 


CMef. My Liege, hereare | atliag 


Lidely heard :if treejor falfe | knownot. maggie 
lobn, Withehold thy fpeed, dreadful] O¢cafion’: + 
My difcontented Peeres. What? Mother dead? 92° © 
How wildely then walkes my Eftate in France?” 
Vnder whole conduét came thofe powres of France, 
That thon for trith giu’ft out are landed heere.? . 
Mef. Vader the Dolphin. ‘eehimey 
Enter Baftard and Peter of Pomfret. 
Toh, Thouhaft made me giddy oi gras 
‘ith thefe ill tydings : Now ? What fayes the world 
© your proceedings? Do not feeketo ftuffe “°°: 
My head with more ill newes : for it is full, © 2" « 
Baft, But if you be a-feard to heare the wot ft,” 
Then lec the worft vn-heard, fall on your head. 
Icha, Beare with me Cofen, for I was amaz’d 


Aloftthe flood,and can giue audience 


Baft. How I haue {ped among the Clergy men, 
The fummes I haue colleéted fhall expreffe: °°’ 


I finde the people ftrangely fantafied; 
Poffeft with rumers, full ofidle dreames, — ry 
Not knowing what they feare, but full of fearé. 
And here’s a Prophet that I brought with me’ -°*’ 
From forth the ftreets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With maity hundreds treading on his heeles: °° © 
To whom he fung in rude harfh founding rimes, 
That ere the next Afcenfion day at noone, 

Your Highnes fhould deliuer vp your Crowne. 
lobn, Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou fo? — 
Pet, Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo. 
Tobn. Hubert, away with him : imprifon him, 

And on that day at noone, whereon he fayes 

I thall yeeld vp my Crowne, let him be hang’d. 

Deliver him to fafety, and returne, 

For I muft vfethee. O my gentle Cofen, 

Hear ft thou the newes abroad, who are atriu’d? 

Baft. The French (my Lord) mens mouths'are ful of it; 

Befides I met Lord Bigst, and Lord Salisburie 

With eyes asred as new enkindled fire, - 

And others more, going to {eeke the grave 

Of Arthur, whom they fay is kill’dto night, on’ your 
Tobn, Gentle kinfman,go (fuggeftion. 

And thruft thy felfe into — Conspanies, it Se 

2 









































































































































































































































The other foure, in wondrous motion. 
Toh, Fiue Moones ? . ica 
Hub. Old men, and Beldames,in the ftreets 

Do prophefie ypon it dangeroufly : 

Yong Arthurs death is common in their mouths, 

And when they talke of him, they hake their heads, 

And whifper one anotherinthe care... 

And he that {peakes, doth gripe the hearers wrift, 

Whilft he that heares, makes fearefull action 

With wrinkled browes, with aods, withrolling eyes. 

Ifawa Smith ftand with his haa»mer (thus) 

The whilft his Iron didon the Anuile coole, 

With open mouth {wallowing a Taylors newes, ..... 

Who with his Sheeres, and Meafure in hishand, 

Standing, on flippers, which bis nimble hate, 

Had falfely thruft vpon contrary feetes ‘ 

Told of amany thoufand warltke French, 

That were embattailed, and rank’d in Kent. 

Another leane, vnwath'd Artificer, 

Cuts off his tale, and talkes of Arthurs death. 
To. Why feek’ft thou ro poffeile me with 'thefe feares? 

Why vrgelt thou fo oft yong Arthurs death? 

Thy hand hath murdred him :1 hada mighty caufe 
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H Nohad (my Lord?) why ,did-you not prouoke'me? | 
Tobn..-Ic is the curfe of Kings, to be atrended 
By flaves, that rake their humors for a warrant, 
Tobreake within the bloody houte of life, 
1 And on the winking of Authoritie : 
~ |To vnderftand.a, Law ; toknow the meaning 
{Of dangerous Maiefy, when perchance it frownes 
More vponpumor, then aduis drefpect. 
Hub,Heere is your band and Seale for what I did, 
Tob,. Oy, when the laft accompe twixt heaven & earth 
Is to be made, then fhall this hand and Seale 
Witneffe againft vs to damnation, 
How oft the fight of meanes to do ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done ? Had’ft not thou beenc by, 
A fellow by the hand of Nature mark’d, : 
Quoted, and fign’dto doa deede of fhame, 
This murther had-not come into my minde. 
But taking.note of thy abborr’d Afpect, 
| Finding thee fit for bloody villanie: 
| Apt, Siable to be employ’d in danger, ; 
| Tfaincly broke with thee.of Arthurs death: 
| And thou, to be erdeeredtoa King, . .;.,,.. 
Made it no con{cience to.deftroy:a Prince... 



















































' The deed, which both our tongues held vildetoname ; 


| Forgive the Comr 


To wifhhim dead, buc thou hadft none to kill him, | 
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SEN plea 


ig aia’ 
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a “ 


Out of my fight, and neuet fee me more: a 
My Nobles leaue me, and my Stateis braued, 
Euen at my gates, with rankes of forraigne powres; 
Nay, in the body ofthis flefhly Land, 7 
This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoftilitie, and ciuill rumult reignes ve 
Betweene my confcience, and my Cofins death. 

Hub. Arme youagaintt your other enemies: 

Ile make a peace betweene your foule, and you, 
Yong Arthar is aliue : This hand of mine 

Isyet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the Crimfon fpots of blood,: 
Within thisbofome, neucrentredyet 
The dreadfull motion ofa murderous thoughr, 
And you haue flander’d Nature in my forme, 
Which howfoeuer rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the couer of a fayrer minde, 

Then to be butcher of an innocent childe, .. 

Tobu. Doth Arthar le? Ohaft thee to the Peeres, 
Throw this report on their incenfad rage, ) 
And make them tame to their obedience. 

nt that my paffion made 
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blinde, 
And foule immaginarie eyes of bloed 
Prefented thee more hideous then thou ait. 
Oh, anfwer not ; bur to my Cloffet bring: 
The anery Lords, with all expedient haft, 
Iconiure thee but flowly: run more faft. 

























Exeant,| 








Scena T ertta. 
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Enter Arthur onthe wales. 

Ar. The Wallis high, and yet will I leape 
Goed ground be pittifull,and hurt me not: 
There’s few ornone do know me, if they did, voi 
This Ship-boyes femblance hath difguis'd me quite, 
Jam afraide, and yet Ile venture it. 

If I get downe, and do not breake my limbes, 

Ile finde a thoufand fhifts to get away 

As good ta dye,and go ; as dye, and ftay. 

Oh me, my Vackles {pirit is in thefe ftones, 
Heauen take my foule,and England keep my bones. 










downe, 














Diet| 


Enter Pembroke, Salisbury co Bigot. . 
Sal, Lords, I will meet himat S. Bdnonashity, 
Ic is our fafetie, and we muft embrace neg 
This gentle offer of the perillows time. nal? 
Pem. Who brought that Letter fromthe Cardine 
Sal. The Count Afeloone, a Noble Lord of France, 
Whofe priuace with me of the Dolphines love, 


Is much more generall, chen thefe lines import. Bip 





























“Bie. Tomorrow morning let vs meete him then, 
Sal, Or rather then me sep twill be. 
‘Two long dayes iourney (Lords)or ere we meete, 
Enter Baftara. 
Baf-Once more to day-well met, diftemper’d Lords, 
TO dott hinell of, 
. The king hat s, 
Fr inooe ite his iidbebeRained cloake 
With our pure Honors : nor attend the foote 
"that leaues the print of blood where ere it walkes. 
{Retuene,anid tell him fo: we know the worft, 
Bat. What . youthinke, good words I thinke 
were beft. 
Sal. Our greefes, a ” manners rt now. 
. But there is little reafon in your grecte. 
ets ‘twere reafon you had ‘sate now. 
Pem. Sit, fir, impatience hath his sty ot 
Tis tiue, to hurt his mafter, no mans elfe. 
Dia isthe prifon: What is he lyes heere ? 
P.Oh eae ik see an ee beuty, 
earth had not a hote to hide this deede. 
ae Marther, as hating what himfelfe hath done, 
thlay it open to vrge on revenge. 
a igi tien he doom’d this Beautie to a grate, 
Foundit too precious Princely, for a grate, 
Sal, Sit Richard, what thinke your you haue beheld, 
Orhaue you read, or heard, or covld you thinke ? 
Ordo Btenot thinke, although a fee, 
That you do fee ? Could thought, without this obiegt 
Forme fuch another ? This isthe very top, 
Theheighth, the Creft : or Creft vato the Creft 
Ofmurthers Armes : This is the bloodieft fhame, 
The wildeft Sauagery, the vildeft ftroke 
That euer wall-ey’d wrath, or ftaring rage 
Prefented to the ceares of foft remorfe. 
Pem. Alimurthers paft, do ftand excus’d in this : 
Andthis fo fole, and fo vamatcheable, 
Shall gine a holinefle, a puritie, 
To the yet vnbegotten finne of times; 
And prouea deadly blood-fhed, buc a ieft, 
Exampled by this heynous fpectacle. 
Baft, Itisa damned,and a bloody worke, 
The graceleffe action of a heauy hand, 
Ifthat it be the worke of any hand, 
Sal, Ifthatit be the worke of any hand ? 
Wehada kinde of light, what would enfue: 
‘{Itis the fhamefull worke of Haberts hand, 
Thepradtice, and the purpofe ofthe king: 
From whofe obedience I forbid my foule, 
Kneeling before this ruine of fweete life, 
And breathing to his breathleffe Excellence 
|The Incenfe ofa Vow,a holy Vow: 
Neuer totaftethe pleafures of the world, 
tuer to be infected with delight, 
| Nor conuerfant with Eafe, and Idlenefle, 
jTillThaue feta glory tothis hand, 
By giving it the worlhip of Reuenge. 
Pem, Big. Our foules religioufly confirme thy words. 
Enter Hubert. 
| Hub, Lords, Tam hot with hafte, in feeking you, 
| dxthur doth line, the king hath fent for you. 
| Sal. Oh he is bold, and bluthes not at death, 
Auant thou hatefull villain, get thee gone.’ (the Law ? 
Hs. Tamnovillaine, Sal. Mufti rob 
Bat. Your {word is bright fir, purit vp againe. 
Sal. Nov till I fheath icin a murtherers skin 






























The life and death of King Fobn. 

















17 
Hab. Stand backe Lord Salsbury,Aand backe I fay 
By heauen, I thinke my fword’s as fharpe as yours, 
I would not haue you (Lord) forget yourfelfe, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; 
LeaftI, by marking of yourrage, forget 
your Worth, your Greatneffe, and Nobility. 
Big. Out dunghill: dar'ft thowbraue a Nobleman ? 
Hxb, Not for my life : But yet Edare defend 
My innocent lite againftan Emperor, *’ 
Sal, Thou arta Murtherer..- 





Hub. Donot proue me fo : ; . 
YetIamnone, Whofe congue fo ere fpeakes falfe, 
Nottrucly fpeakes : who {peakes not truly, Lies. 

Pens. Cut him to peeces. ogee ot; 

Baft. Keepethe peace; fay. 200s 720] 

Sal. Standby, or [fhall gaul you Fasleonbridge, 

Baft. Thou wer’t better gaul the divell Salsbury.» ” 
Ifthou but frowne on me, or ftitre thy foote, : 

Or teach thy haftie {pleeneto do me f{hame, 

Tle firike thee dead, Putvpthy {word betime, 
Or Ile fo maule you, and your tofting-Iron, 

That you fhall thinke the diuell is come from hell, 

Big, What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge ? 
Second a Villaine, and 1 Murtherer ? 

Heb. Lord Bigot, Lamnone. 

Big. Whokill’d this Prince? 

Aub Tis noran houre fince I left him well : 
Thonour’d bim, I lou’d him, and will weepe 
My date of life our, for his fweete liues loffe. 

Sal. Truft notthofe cunning waters of his eyes, 

For villanie isnot without fuch rheume, 
And he, long traded init, makes it feeme 
Like Rivers of remorfe and innocencie. 
Away withine, all you whofe foules abhorre 
Th’vncleanly fauours ofa Slaughter-houfe, 
For Iam (tifled with this fmell of finne. 

Big. Away,toward Burie, to the Delphin there. 

P. There tel the king,he may inquire ys out.Ex Lords. 

Ba.Here’s a good world:knew you of this faire work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleffe reach of mercie, 
(Ifthoa didft this deed of death) art} damu'd Haberts 

Hub Dobatheareme fir. 

Baft. Ha? ile tell thee what. 

Thou'rt damn'd as blacke, nay nothing is fo blacke, 
Thou art more deepe damn’d then Prince, Lucifer : 
There is notyet fovgly a fiend of hell 

Asthou fhalc be, 1f thou didft kill this childe. 

Hub. Vponmy foule. 

Baft. lf theudidft bar confent 
To this moft cruell AQ: do but difpaire, 

And ifchow wantr’fta Cord, the {malleft thred 
That cuer Spider cwilted from her wombe 
Will ferue co ftrangle thee: A rufh willbe a beame 
Tokangthee on, Or wouldft thou drowne thy felfe, 
Put buca little water in a fpoone, DH 
And it fhall be as all the Ocean, 
Enough to ftifle fuch a villaine vps 
I do fufpeét thee very greeuoufly. 
Hab. If Lin ag, confent, ot finne of thought, 
Be guiltie of the ftealing that fweete breath 
Which was emboundedin this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want paines enoughto torture me: 
Tleft him well. IISA 

Baft. Go,beare him in thine armes: 

Tamamaz'd me thinkes, andloofemy way 
Among the thornes,and dangers of this world: 
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How eafie doft thou takeall England vp , 

From forth this morcellof dead Royaltie? 
Thelife, the right, andtruth of all this Realme 

Is fled to heauen : and England now is left 

To tug and fcamble, and to part by th’teeth 

The vn-owed intereft of proud {welling Stace : 
Now for the bare-prekt bone of Maielty, 

Doth dogged warre briftle his angry creft , 

And {narleth in che gentle eyes of peace: 
Now.Powers from home,and difcontents at home 
Meet in one line: and vaft confufion waites — 

As dotha Rauen on a ficke-falne beaft, 

The iminent decay of wrefted pompe. 

Now happy he, whofe cloake and center can 

Hold out this tempeft, Beare away that childe, 
And follow me with fpeed : Ile to the King: 

A thoufand bufineffes are briefe inhand , 

And heauen it felfe doth frowne vponthe Land. Exit. 





eA lus Quartus, Scena prina. 





Enter King Iohs and Pandolph, attendants, 


K.Jobn. Thus haue I yeelded yp into your hand 
The Circle of my glory. 
‘| Paw. Takeagaine 
From this my hand,as holding of the Pope 
Your Soueraigne greatneffe and authoritie. 

Iobn. Now keep your holy word,go meet the French, 
And from his holineffe vfe all your power 
To ftop their marches ’fore we are enflam’d : 

Our difcontented Counties doe rcuolt: 

Our people quarrell with obedience, 

Swearing Allegiance, and the loue of foule 

To ftranger-bloud, to forren Royalty ; 

This inundation of miftempred humor , 

Refts by you onely to be qualified, 

Then paufe not; forthe prefent time’s fo ficke 
That prefent medcine muft be miniftred , 

Or oulerthrow incureable enfues. . 

Pand. It was my breath that blew this Tempeft vp, 

Vpon your ftubborne viage of the Pope: 

But fince you are a gentle conuertite, 

My tongue fhall huth againe this ftorme of warre, 
And make faire weather in your bluftring land : 

On this Afcention day, remember well, 

Vpon your oath of feruice to the Pope, 

GoeI to make the French lay downe their Armes. Exit. 

John. 1s this Afcenfion day # did not the Prophet 

Say, that before Afcenfion day at noone, 
My Crowne I fhould giue off? euen fol haue: 
I did fuppofe it frould be on conftraint, 
But (heau’n be thank’d) itis bac voluntary. 
Enter Baftard. 

Baft, AllKenthath yeelded : nothing there holds out 
But Douer Caftle: London hath receiu’d 
Like a kinde Hoft, the Dolphin and his powers. 
Your Nobles will not heareyou,but are gone 
To offer feruice to your enemy : 

And wilde amazement hurries vp and downe 
The little number of your doubrfull friends. 

Tohx, Would not my Lords returne to meagaine 

After they heard yong e-4rthur was aliue? 


i 


hacer 


—— The lifeand deatbof Kings ag 


Bast, They foundhim dead, and caft into 
Anempty Casket, where the Iewell of life 
By fome damop'd hand was rob’d,and tane away, 
Tobn. That villaine Hubert told me he did live. 
Baft. Soon my foule he did, for oughthe knew: 
But wherefore doc you droope? why looke you fad? 
Be great in ad, as you haue beene in thought: 
Let not the world fee feare and fad diftruft 
Gouerne the motion of a kinglye eye: 
Be ftirringas the time, be fire with fire, 
Threaten the threatner,and out-facethe brow 
Of bragging horror : So fhall inferior eyes 
That borrow their behauiours from the great, 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntleffe fpirit of refolution. 
Away, and glifter like the god of warre 
When he intendeth to become the field: 
Shew boldneffe andafpiring confidence: 
What, fhall they feeke the Lion in his denne, 
And tright him there? and make himtremblethere?_- 
Oh letit not be faid : forrage,and runne 
Tomeet difpleafure farther from the dores , 
And grapple with him ere he come fo nye, 
Zohn. The Legat of the Pope hath beene with mee, 
And Ihaue made a happy peace with him, 
And he hath promis’d to difmifle the Powers 
Led by the Dolphin. 

Baft, Ohinglorious league: 
Shall we vpon the footing of our land, 
Send fayre-play-orders,and make com»primife, 
Infinuation, parley ,and bafe truce : 
To Armes Inuafiue? Shalla beardleffe boy, 
A cockred-filken wanton braue our fields, 
And fleth his {pirit in a warre-like foyle, 
Mocking the ayre with colours idlely {pred, 
And finde no checke ? Let vs my Liege to Armes: 
Perchance the Cardinall cannot make your peace; 
Orifhe doe, let it at lealt be faid 
They faw we had a purpofe of defence. 
John. Haue thou the ordering of this prefent time. 
Baff. Away then with good courage: yet [know 
Our Partie may well meet a prowder foe. Exeunt. 


he Aireets, 
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Scena Secunda. 





ee 


Exter (in Armes) Dolphin, Salisbury , Meloone , Pew- 
broke, Bigot, Souldiers. 


Dol, My Lord AZeHoone,let this be coppied out, . 
And keepe it fafe for our remembrance : A 
Returne the prefident to thafe Lords againe, 

That hauing our faire order written downe , 

Both they and we, perufing ore thefe notes 

May know wherefore we tooke the Sacrament, 

And keepe our faithes firme and inuiolable. 

Sal. Vpon our fides it neuer fhall be broken, 

And Nobie Dolphin, albeit we {weare 

A voluntary zeale, and an yn-urg’d Faith 


“To your proceedings ; yet beleeue me Prince, 


I am not glad that {uch a fore of Time 
Should feekea plafter by contemn’d revolt, 


Andheale the inueterate Canker of one wound, . 












aking many : Ohit grieues my foule , 
Eck cat isn tenaOCqnwiais 
Tobea widdow-maker :-ob, and there 
Where honourable refcue, and defence 
Cries out vpon the name of Salisbury, 
Bur {uch isthe infetion ofthe time , 
That for the health and Phyficke of our right, 
| We cannot deale but with the very hand 
Offterne Iniuftice,and:comfufed wrong : ' 
And ist not pitty, (oh my grieued friends ) 
That we, the fonnes and children of this Ifle, 
Was borne to fee fo fad an houre asthis , 
Wherein we ftep after a ftranger, march 
Vpon her gentle bofom, and fill vp 
Her Enemies rankes ? I muft withdraw, and weepe 
Vpon the {pot of this inforced caufe, 
Tograce the Gentry ofa Landremote, 
Andfollow vnacquainted colours heere : 
What heere ?O Nation that thou couldftremoue, 
That Neptunes Armes who clippeth thee about, 
Would beare thee from the knowledge of thy felfe, 
And cripple thee vnto a Pagen fhore, 
Where thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine 
Thebloud of malice, in a vaine of league, 
Andnot to fpend it fo yn-neighbourly. 

Dolb. Anoble temper doft thou thew inthis, 
And great affections wraftling in thy bofome 
Dothmake an earth-quake of Nobility : 

Oh, what anoble combat haft fought 
'| Between compulfion, and a braue refpect: 
Letme wipe off this honourable dewe , 
That filuerly doth progreffe on thy cheekes : 
My heart hath melced at a Ladies teares, 
Being an ordinary Inundation : 
But this effufion of fuch manly drops , 
| This fhowre, blowne vp by tempeft of the foule, 
| Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz’d 
| Thenhad I feene the vaultie top of heauen: 
Figur'd quite ore wirh burning Meteors, 
| Liftvp thy brow (renowned Salisburic) 
And with a.great heart heaue away this ftorme : 
| Commend thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes 
That neuer faw the giant-world enrag’d , 
Nor met with Fortune, other then arfeafts , 
Full warm of blood, of mirth,of goffipping : 
Come,come; for thou fhale thrult thy hand as deepe 
Into the purfe of rich profperit 
As Lewis himfelfe : {0 (Nobles) fhall you all, 
That knit your finewes to the ftrength of mine. 

Enter Pandulpho. 

And euenthere, methinkesan Angell {pake, 
looke where the holy Legate comes apace, 
To gine vs warrant from thehand of heaven, 
Andon our ations fee the name of ri ght 


With holy breath. 
Pand. Haile noble Prince of France: 

The next isthis : King Joby hath reconcil’d 

imfelfeto Reme, his {pirit is come in , 

That fo flood oixt againft the holy Church, 

The great Metropolis and Sea of Romie: 

erefore thy threatniing Colours now winde YP > 

And tame the fauage {pirit of wilde warre, 

That likea Lion foftered vpathand,: 

Itmay lie gently at the foor of neace, 

| And be no further harmefull 

Dol, Your Grace fhail r: 
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; Eucn inthe iawes of danger, and of death: 
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' Your breath firft kindled the dead coale of warres, 










obn. O49 | 
Iam too high-borne to be preportied ae 

Tobea fecondary at controll, 5 

Or vfefull feruing-man, and Inftrument 

To any Soueraigne State throughout the world. 


Betweene this chaftiz’d kingdome and my felfe, 
And brought in matter that fhould feed this fire; 
And now’tis farre too huge to be blowne out 
With that fame weake winde, which enkindled it: 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with intereft to this Land , 
Yea, thruft this enterprize into my heart, 
And come ye now to tell me Jobz hath made 
His peace with Rome? what is that peace to me? 
I(by the honour of my marriage bed ) 
After yong Arthur, claime this Land for mine , 
And now it is halfe conquer’d, muft I backe, 
Becaufe that Joby hath made his peace with Rome ?. 
Am I Romes flaue ? What penny hath Rome borne ? 
What men provided ? What munition fent. 
Tovnder-prop this Action ? Is’t nor I 
That vnder-goe this charge? Who elfe but I, 
And fuchas to my claime are liable, 
Sweat in this bufineffe,and maintaine this warree 
Haue I not heard thefe Iflanders fhout out 
Uine le Roy, as | haue bank’d their Townes? 
Haue I notheere the be(t Cards for the game 
‘Fo winne this eafie match, plaid for a Crowne? 
And fhall I now giue ore the yeelded Set? 
No, no, on my foule it neuer fhall be faid, 

Pand. You locke but on the out-fide of this worke. 

Dol, Out-fide or in-fide,I willnotreturne | 
Till my attempt fo much be glorified, 
As to my ample hope was promifed , 
Before I drew this gallant head of warre , 
And cull’'d thefe fiery {pirits from the world 
To out-looke Conqueft, and to winne renowne 


» 


What lofty Trumpet thus doth fummon vs? 
Exter Baftard. 

Baft. According to the faire-play of the world, 
Let me haue audience : I am fent to {peake : 
My holy Lord of Millane, from the King 
I come to learge how you haue dealt for him: 
And, as you anfwer, I doe know the feope 
And warrantlimited yntomy tongue. 

Pand. The Delpbinistoo sie oppofite 
And will not temporize with my intreaties : 
He flatly faies, hee Il not lay downe his Armes. : 

Baft. By allthe bloud that euer fury breath’d, 
The youth faies well. Now heare our Exgl/h King ,_ 
For thus his Royaltie doth {peake in me: 
He is prepar’d, and reafon to he fhould 
This apifh and vnmannerly approach, 
This harnefs’d Maske, and ynadnifed Reuell, 
This vneheard fawcineffe and boyifh Troopes , 
The King doth fmile at,andis well prepar'd =~ 
To whip this dwarfith warte, this Pigmy Armes 
From out the circle ofhis Territories. _ 
That hand which had the ftrength, euen at your dore, 
To cudgell you, and make you takethe hatch , 
To diue like Buckets in concealed Welles, 
To crowch in litter of your ftable plankes , 8 
Tolye like pawnes, lock’d vp in chefts and truncks, 
To hug with fwine, to feeke {weet fafety out 
In vaults and prifons, and to thrill and fhake , aS 
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320 
Euenat the crying of your Nations crow, . 
Thinking this voyce an armed Englifhman,_- 

Shall that viGtorious hand be feebled heere, - 
That in your Chambers gaue you chafticement ? 
No : know the gallant Monarch is in Armes, 
And like an Eagle, o’re his ayerie cowres, 
To fowffe annoyance that comes neere his Neft ; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Reuolts, — 
you bloudy Nero’s, ripping vp the wombe 
Of your deere Mother-England: bluh for fhame: 
For your owne Ladies, and pale-vifag’d Maides, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drummes : 
Their thimbles inte armed Gantlets change, 
Their Needl’s to Lances, and their gentle hearts 
4 To fierce and bleody inclination, 

Dol. There end thy braue,and turn thy face in peace, 
We grant thou canft out-fcold ys : Far thee well, 
| Weheold our time too precious to be fpent 

With fuch a brabler. 

| Pax, Giue me leaue to fpeake. 
Baft. No, I will {peake. 
{| Dol. We willattendconeycher : 
| Strike vp the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 
| Pleade fer our intereft,andourbeingheere, 
| Baft, Indeede your drums being beaten, wil cry out; 
| And fo fhall you, being beaten : Do but ftart 
Aneccho with the clamor of thy drumme, 
| And euen at hand, a drummie is readie brac’d, 
4 That fhall reverberate all, as lowd as thine. 
Sound but another, and another {hall 
| (Aslowdas thine) rattle the Welkins eare, 
And mocke the deepe mourh’d Thunder: for at hand 

ot trufting to this halting Legate heere, 
| Whonthe hath vs’d rather for (port, then neede) 
Is warlike Job: and in his fore-head fits 
1 Abare-rib’d death, whofe office is this day 
1 To feaft vpon whole thoufands of the French. 
| Dol. Strike vp our drummes, to finde this danger out, 
~ Bafts And chou fhalt finde it (Dolphin)do net doube 

Exeunt, 











Scena ertia. 





Alarams, Enter Tobn and Hubert, 


ee * , 
Jobe. How goes the day with vs? oh tell me Hubert, 
Hub, Badly feare; how fares your Maiefty ? 
Toba: This Feauer that hath troubled me fo long, 
Lyes heatii¢ on me : ob, my heart is ficke. 
"Enter a Meffenger, 

Mef. My Lord: your valiant kin{man Falcoxbridge, 

4 Defires your Maieftie to leaue the field, 

Andfend him word by me, which way you go. 

Iobn.* Tell him toward Swinfted, to the Abbey there. 
(Mef, Be of good comfort: for rhe great {upply, 
That was expected by the Dolphin heere, 

Are wrack’d three nights ago on Goodwin fands. 

_ | This newes was brought to Ricbard but euen. now, 

The French fight coldly,and retyre themfelues, 

Jobe. Aye me,this tyrant Feauer burnes mee vp, 
And will not let me welcome this good newes. 
Set on toward Swinffed : to my Litter ftraight, 
W eakneffe poffeffeth me, and I am faint, 


: 


Exeunt. 


5 


_ Lhe life and death of K ing Fon. 





Scena Quarta. 
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Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot, 

Sal. ] didnot thinke the King fo ftor'd with friends 

Pem. Vp once againe: put fpiritintheFrench. 
If they mifcarry : we mifcarry too. ; 

Sal, That misbegotten diuell Falconbridge 
In fpight of fpight, alone vpholds the day, aT 

Pens, They fay King John fore fick, hath leftthe field 

Enter Meloorn wounded. : 

Mel, Lead me to the Reuolts of England heere, 

Sal. When we were happie, we had other names 

Pem. Itis the Count Adeloone, ; 

Sal. Wounded todeath, 

Mel, Fly Noble Englith, you are bought a | 
Vnthred oe tude eye i Rebellion, Phi. 
And welcome home againe difcarded faith, 

Seeke out King Job, and fall before his feere: 

For if the French be Lords of this loud day, | 
He meanes to recompence the paines you take, 

By cutting off your heads: Thus hath he fworne, 
And I with him, and many moe with mee, 
Vponthe Altar at S.Edmondsbury, 

Euer on that Altar, where we fwore to you 
Deere Amity, and cuerlafting loue. 

Sal. May this be poffible? May this be true? 

Mel. Hauel not hideous death within my view, 
Retaining buta quantity of life, 

Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waxe 
Refolueth from his figure ‘gainft the fire? 
Whatin the world fhould make me now deceiue, 
Since I muft loofe the vfe of all deceite? 

Why fhould I then be falfe, fince it is true 

That I muft dye heere, and liue hence, by Truth? 
I fay againe,if Lewes do win the day, 

He isforfworne, ifere thofe eyes of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Eaft : 

But euen this night, whofe blacke contagious breath 
Already fmoakes about the burning Creft 
Ofthe old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne, 
Euen this ill night, your breathing fhall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 

Euen with a treacherous fine of all your liues: 

If Lewis, byiyour afsiftance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; 
The loue of him, and this refpect befides 

(For that my Grandfire was an Englifhman) 
Awakes my Confcience to confeffe all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; - 
Where I may thinke the remnant ofmy thoughts 
In peace: and part this bodie and my foule 
With contemplation, and-deuout defires, 

Sal. Wedo beleeue thee, and befhrew my foule, ° 
But I do loue the fauour, and the forme fi 
Of this moft faire occafion, by the which 
Wewill vntread the fteps of damned flight, 
And likea bated and retired Flood, 
Leauing our rankneffe and irregular courfe, 
Stoope lowe within thofe bounds we haue ore-look'd, 
And calmely run on in obedience ton 
Euen to our Ocean, to our great King John. 

My arme fhall giue thee helpe to beare thee hence, = 













Se 
[do fee the critelkpangs‘ofdeath. 

ane thine eye. Away, my friends, new flight, 

Andhappie newneffe; that intends old right. Exennt 
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Scena Quinta 2” 
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__ Emer Dolpbia,and bis Traine. 


Dol. The Sunof heauen(methought)was lothte fet; 


Dol, Heere: what newes ? 
Mef, The Count: Meloone is flaine: The Englifh Lords 
By his perfwafion, are againe falne off, 4 
And your fapply, which youhaue wifh’d fo long, 

Arecatt away, and funke on Goodwsn fands. 

Dol, Ah fowle, fhrew’d newes, Belhrew thy very 
[did not thinke to be fo fad conight (hart: 
Asthishathmademe. Who.was he that faid . 
King Zohn did flie an houre or two betore 
The ftumbling night did part our wearie powres?. 

Mef, Who euet fpokeit, it is true my Lord. 

Dsl, Well: keepe good quarter,& good care tonight, 
Theday thall not be vp fo fooneasl, 
Totry the faire aduenture of to morrow, » 















Exeunt 
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Scena Sexta. 


——— 


Enter Baftard and Hubert, fencrally..« nud 
Hub. Whofe there ¢ Speake hoa, fpeake quickely, or _ 
I fhoote. 3 wneD | 
Baf, A Friend. What-art thou? 
Hyb, Of the part of England. 
Bef, Whether doeft thou go? 
| Hab. Whar’s that to thee? : 
Whymay not I demand of thine affaires, 
Aswellasthouof mine? _ 
Bah, Hubert, Uthinke. 
Hw), Thou haft a perfeét thought: 
{Iwill vponallhazards Wellbeleeue — ge T, 
hou art my friend, thac know’it my tongue fo well ¢ 
Who art thou? YT) hee ms 
Ba. Who thou wilt: and ifthoupleafe 
| Thou maift be-friend me fo much, asto thinke: 
Tcome one way of the Plantagenets. 


aue done me fhame : Braue Soldier, parden'me, 
atany accent breaking from thy tongue, 


Bat. Come, come : {ans complement, What newes 


abroad? oh 
k 40, Wik " ° a 
f af a walke I, inthe black brow of: nigh 





~The bfe and dearbof King Fobn. 


| Then if you had at leifureknowne of this, 


| Pafsing thefe Flats, are taken by the Tide, © 


‘Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 


_| ‘Then when you left him ; enen now he fung. 
Hen. Oh-vanity of fickneffe: fierce extreames 
1 Intheir continuance, will mor fecle themfelues, 
|. Death hauing praide ypon the outward parts : 
Leaves them inuifible, and his feige is now ; 


* With many legions of range fantafies, 

~ Which in their throng, and preffe to that laftheld, 

| Counfoundthemfelues. °Tis ftrange y death fhold fing: 
~~ dTam the Symettothis pale faint Swan, 

xb. Vinkinde yemembrance: thou, &endlesnight, |. 


: 1} His foule and body to their lafting reft. 
rould {eave the true acquaintance of mine eare, ~~ 
To fer aforme vponthatindigeft - 


= DY 
Baft. Brcefethen: and what’s thenewes? ~~ 
Hab, O my fweet fir, newes fitting to the ni ght, 
Blacke, fearefull, comfortleffe, and horrible. 
Baft. Shew me the very wound of this ill newes, 
Iamno woman, Ile not {wound at it, 
Hab, The King I feare is poyfon’d by a Monke, 
I left him almoft fpeechlefle, andbrokeout 
To acquaint you with this euill,that you might - 
The better arme you to the fodaine time, 
Baft. How didhetake ir? Whodid tafte to him? *- 
Hab, A Monke I tell you,arefolued villaine ~~ 
Whofe Bowels fodainly barf 






Baft, Withehold thine indignation, mighty heauen,, 
And tempt vs not to beareaboue our power. — ra 
Ile tell thee Hubert, halfe my power this nighs. 


Thefe Lincolne-Wafhes haue deuoured them, — 
My felfe; well mounted, hardly haue efcap’d. 
Away before: Condu& me to the king, : 

I doubt he will be dead, or eve I come. 


a es 


Scena § eptima: | 


Enter Prince Henry, Salisburia, and Bigot. 
Hen. Iris too late, the life of all his blood 
Is touch d, corruptibly ; and his pure braine 


(Which fome fuppofethe foules fraile dwelling houfe) 


Fore-tell the ending of mortality. Mf 
qon) Enter Pembroke. : 
Pem, His Highnefle yerdoth fpeak, & holds beleefe, 
That being brought into the open ayre, » ‘ 
It would allay the burping qualitie © 
Of that fell poifon which aflayleth him?" chol 
. Ben Let him be brought into the Orchatd heere's 
Dothheftillrage?, 7 
Pem, Heis more patient 


Cinergy cee ttt 


\Againft thewinde, the which he prickes and wounds i 


: ALA 4 


Who chaunts a dolefull hymne to his owne death, 
And from the organ-pipe of frailety fings 

Sal, Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne 
Which he hath left fo fhapeleffe, and fo rude. 
3s Tobn brought in. 
:  Jobn. Imarrie, now my foule hath elbow roome, 


ee a eR I Se 


fan expels emo 


cae. 







































































































































































|The tackle of my heart, is crack’d and burner, 
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It would not out at windowes, nor at doores, 

There is fo hot a fummer in my bofome,.....( , 

That all my bowels crumble vp to duh: 

Tam afcribled forme drawne with apen 

Vpona Parchment, and againf this fire 

Do I fhrinke vp. ; TAs 

Hen. How faresyour Maiefty? PRE 
Toh, Poyfon'd, ill fare : dead, forfooke, caflofi, - - 

And none of you will bid the winter come bolt 

| Tothruft his ycie fingers in my. maw; 

Nor letmy kingdomes Rivers take their courfe ).., 

Through my buro’d bofome : nor intreat the North, 

Tomake his bleake windes kiffe my parched lips... 

| And comfort me with cold. Ido notaske youmuch, - 

| Ibeggecold comfort : and you are fo ftraight 

} And foingratefull, youdeny me that. 

| Hen. Ohchac there were fome vertue 

| That mightreiecuc you, 

| fobn. Thefaltinthemishor. .., 

| Within me isa hell, and chere the poyfon 

| Is, asafiend, confin’dtotyrannize, 

1 On vnrepreeuable condemned blood, 

: ‘ Enter Baftard. 

Baft. Oh,T am fcalded with my violent motion 

| And fpleene of fpeede, to fee your Maielty. . 

Tobs. ‘Oh Cozen, thou art come to fet mine eye: 






in my teares, 










And all the fhrowds wherewith my life fhould faile, 

Are turned to one thred, one little haire: 

| My heart hath one poore firing to ftay it by, 

-| Which holds but till chy newes be vetered, 

And then all this thou feeft, is buta clod, 

And module of confounded royalty. 

| _Baft, The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward, __ 

-| Where heaven he knowes how we fhall anfwer him, 

‘| For in anight the beft part of my powre, 

‘| AsI vpon aduantage did remoue, 

‘{ Were in the Wa/bes all. vnwarily, 

‘| Deuoured by the vnexpected flood. 

| Sal. You breath thefe dead newes inas-dead-an eate 

; My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now this, 

|) Hex. Even fo mutt Iren.on, and euen fo ftop. 
What furety of the world, what hope, what ftay, 
When this was now a King, and now is clay.? 

‘| aft. Artthou gone fo? Ido but ftay behinde, »’ 
To do the office-for thee, of reuenge, 

> | Andthen my-foule fhall waite ontheeto heaven, — , 










tel 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


* 


| 


Asit onearth hathbene thy fervantfilly:) ) <)>. 


- Oarfelues well finew'd to.our defence, 


~ 7 
mn 


“Where be your powres? Shew now your mended f:.1, 
And infancy a with me aaa “_ 
To puth deftruGion,and perpetuall thame 
Out of the weake doore of our fainting Land - 
Straight let vs feeke, or ftraight we {hall be fought 
The Dolphine rages at our verie heeles, : 
Sal. Itfeemes youknow not then {o 
The Cardinall Pasdulph is within at reft, 
Who halfe an houre fince came from theD 
And brings from him fuch offers of our pe 
As we with honor and refpect may take, 
With purpofe prefently to leaue this ‘warre, 
Baft. He willtherather doit, when he 


much as We; 


olphin, 
acé,, ad 


fees 


Sal, Nay,’tisin amanner done alrea 
For many carriages hee hath difpatch’d 
Tothe fea fide, and put his. caufe and quarrel! 

To the difpofing of theCardinall, 

With whom your felfe, my felfe, and other Lords, 
If youthinke meete, this afternoone wil! poatt 
Toconfummate this bufineffe happily, 

Baft. Let it be fo, and you my noble Prince,' 
With.other Princes thacanay beftbe fpar'd, 

Shall waite vpon your Fathers Funerall, 
Hen. At Worfter mutt his bodie be int 
For fo he will’d it. eran 

Baft. Thither thall itchen, 
And happily may yourfweet felfe put on 
The lineall tate, and plorie of the Land, 


dy, 


err'd, 


To whom with all fubmifsion on my knee, 


Ido bequeath my faithfell feruices 
And true fubiedtion euerlaftingly. 

» Sal. And thelike tender of our loue wee make 
To re& without a {pot for euermore. 

Hen, Thauea kinde foule,that would giue thankes, 
And knowes not howto do it, but with teares, 

Baft. Ob let vs pay therime : bur needfull woe, 
Since it hath beene before hand with our greefes, 
This England never did, nor neuer fhall 
Lye-at the proud foote of a Conqueror, 

But when ie firtt did helpe'to wound it felfe. 

Now, thefe her Princes are come home againe, 
Come the three corners of the world in Armes, 

And we fhall fhocke them : Naught fhall make vs rue, 
If England co it felfe, do reft but true, 





j 1 


Now, now you Starres, that moue in. your tights deal 


Exennt,| . 
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and As npiatabrs,: 
Kig Richards oyl 


Haft thou according coxby oath and band: ’ 





|Which then out leyfure wowldnorler ws heare, 
| Againftthe Duke of Norfalke, Ti bomns npr 4s ? 
Gamnt, I haue my Liewe! dlley 


\Itheappeale the Duke-on sincient enaliee,: 
Or worthily as'a'good fubiest fhould | 
}Onfome knowne ground of enchenibne bhi 


{On fome spparant danger feenein him, 
Aya aryour Highneffe; ito inueterate imalice. 


|And frowning brow to brow, our felues will heate’ 
{Thraccufer, and the accufed; pfieely fpeakes° 

High owitick a ave they Barts ‘and full of ire; 
Intage, deafe as the feas haftie as fire. 


Enter Bulling brooke cai Latawbig: 
Bul. “Many yeares of happy dayes befall 
Y gracious Soueraigne, my moft loving Liege. 
Mow.’ Bach day (till better others happineffe, 
ntill theheauens enuying earths good hap, 
Addean immortal! ticle to your Crowties2 


| Aswell appeareth by the eaufe you come, 
Namely, to appeale each other of high: Rieato 
Coofin of Hereford, whatidoft thou obiegt 
| Again the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray 2 2 
tes ‘Pith heaiten be therecord tomy fpeechy © 
devotion ofa fabie&s loue, 
dering the precious fafetie of iny Prince, 
And freefrom other misbegotten hate, 
ome | appealant.to this. Princely prefence. 
ow es Mowbray do I turne to thee, ‘ 
ake my ereeting well : for what I {peake, 
My body thall make a vpon this lee 
|," my ditine foule anfweritin heaven» aD eis 
Onatta Traitoranda Mifcreange”? stA tpanD 
[Too 800d to be fo, and toe badieotiue, noses £13 
ince the more faire and chriftaliie-ehe: sees 8 








~ Thel lifcanddeath of King Richar 
: Se : ~ the Second: Polis fo 
oe ca = Mai uit Sr : 2 . a 


Sop ney Hebw of Guin, vib le Nobles A; 


SEL d Tobie of Gani duciiaienad iikatée, 


Brought hither Hein Herford thy bold foi: 
Heere to make good FboiRt6us lare- ee, | 


~ King, Tell me: morcouerihalt die saint him a | 


Gave. ASneere as) could fift him on thac agement, 


t 
1 | 


“Kin Theneall them td our prefence faceto face, 2 


King, We thanke you both, yet one but flatrers vs 
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| The vglier fede the owiehe init Ayes 5 abe ee 
Oncea more, thettiore to ag gratiate the note, oH ; 

With a foie Traitors name ftiffe I th y th¥ore.° 
And wifh (fo pleafe my Seueraigne) eet money an 

What my tong {peaks, my right drawn fwiorét ina} y pri 


Mow, Let notmy coldwords heere acchf 20% 
Lem 6) Oc? Wor 


ae 83 FI i$ ef 


Tis not thé'ttiall ofa Wotan arte, 
The bitter Glamiaur of two eager tongues OM oA | 
Can arbitrate chtiseaute betwixt ys twalhe x ad faa W 
The blood is hot that mit Dé ¢oo!'d for i a 
Yet can I not of fuch tame parietice boats” ; 
Asto bebufht, ind nowehtat site fays** ai ipoue | 
Firft the aire seuierened of your Highneffe' ige504 blues de] 
From giving reines and fpurres to my fee pEECh, ie 
Which elfe would poft vntillit had ecu saree 
Thefe tearme$ of treafort; doubly downe ae ae 
Setting afidehis high bloods royalty, 
And let him benno Kinfraan t6 my Liege, - T 
Ido defie hitn, and I fpitat him; esieq SoulT 
Call him a flanderous Coward, nda Villain! ark ; - 
Which to maintaine, Pwould all ow hit odes," 
And meete him, were I tide'to runne afoote, ¢ 
Euen to they fiones ridges of the Alpes, *-"* lige 91 Eq 
Or any other ground inhabitable,' | 9? 9 4 es Sank 
Where ever Englifhman durft fer his foore,” 1s ibd 
Mcane time, tet this defend my loyaltie, oC oe 
By all my nopes moft falfely doh hel, |" 2299 g941 9 
Bul.Pale trembling Coward,there 1 ne Bag 
Difclaiming heere thekindred fa King,” i 
| And lay afide my high bloods Royalty, © bib on 
Which feare, not entrenectiiakes thee to Sint 
If guilty dread hach'lefe thee fo much ftrength, *°"* * : 
Asto take vp mine Honors pawne, then td am 
’| By that, and all the rites of Knight-howd' He 
WillI make good againft thee arme to ATM «| ee 
What I haue Ypoken. ‘ot thotf’canftdenife, 
|| Mow. I takeit vp, aid by thar fwordT ive a1 
“| Which gently laid my Knight-hood aephete Po 
Ie anfwer thee in any faire degtee, 
Or Chiualrous defigne of knightly eriatt aORO. siti oq ’ 
And when I mount, aliae may I not i 
IfI be Tisitor, of voiuttly fi Rt? Peas 
King. What doth’our Cofin fay t6", 
It muft be greatthatcaninherite vs,’ sabi heats LEE) by 
So much as ofa thous he of lin him: "°° ' 
Bul.Looke what’ faid,iny j life’ thal saad ‘94k : 
ih That Adowbray hath pucinale oe thou aiidNobles, I 
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24 Thelifeanddeath of Richard the Second. 


} Janaie oflendings for ae Highnefle Soldiers; «||: Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion. 
e which he hath detain’d for lewd employments,.--=~, |. Forget, forgine, conclude, and beagreed,--. 

Like a falfeTraitor, and inititious Vi feta Sao, This see Ee < 
Befides I fay, and will in battaile proues= begua,.> 
Or heere, of elfewherexo thefurtheft Verge -- you, your fon, 

} Thac euer wasfuriey’d by-Bnglith eyes 0 Resktarn fe 
) That all the Treafons for thefe cighteene yeeres Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfo] 
4 Complatted, and Lees Landy ~~ > 
Pech dbl raptheirfirfthead and {ptings |\  Gannke When-Harriewhen? Obeditncebids 
Further J {ay} and furchet will Rateal Me ik ui, 4). Obedie dé Efhouldnot bid ete “aes 
Vpon his bad life, to make all this-gaod. 




























en Bs 
rest 
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j That he did plot the Duke of Gloufters death, |. -) -.-,f: «° ©, mo boote. : 
i Suggeft his {oone beleeuing aduerfaries, ~*~ Maw. My felfe I throw(dread Souerai )at thy foot 
| And confequently, like a Traitor Coward, My life thou fale command, but not my ame, 
j Sluc’d outhis innocent foule through ftreames ofbloed,: | The enemy dutie owes, but my faire name | 

Which blood, like facrificing Abels cries, <>... . | Defpightof death, that liues vpon my graue 

(Euen from the toongleffe cauerne’ of the earth) “"*™| © To darke difhonours vfe, thou fhalenot haue. 

Tome for iuftice, and rough chafticement : Tam difgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffel’d here, 

And bythe glorious worth of my difcent, —~ ~ TP Piere’d to the foule with flanders venom’d {peare: 

This arme fhall do it,.or this.lifebe fpent. - | Thewhichwobalme can cure; but his heart blood. « 

King. How higha pitchhis refolution foares : '| Which breath’d this poyfon, 
Thomas of Nosfolke, what fayeft thouto this ? Wi King. Rage muft be withftood : 


Giue me his gage; Lyons make Leopards tanie, 
oy kee , - Mo,Yea, but not change his {pors:take bucimy that, 
Till Thaue told this lander of bis blood, And I refigne my gage. My deere, deere Lordy (2)? 


How God, and good men, hate fo foule a lyar. ‘The pureft treafure mortall times afford ., 

|. King. Mowbray, impattiallarcoureyesandeares,, | _Is {potlefle reputation : that away, 

} Were he my brother, nay our kingdomesheyre, Men are but gilded toame, or painted clay., 

| As he is but my fathers brothers fonne; A Iewellin.aten times barr’d vp Cheit, 

| Now by my Scepters awe, | makea vow, -| Isabold fpirit, in aloyall breft. 

4 Such neighbour-neereneffe to.our facred blood,’ | Mine Honoris my life; both grow in one: 

{ Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize -| Take Honor from me, and my life is done, 

j The vn-ftoopiagfirmencile of my yprightfoule,.....1 | Then (deere my Liege) mine Honor let me trie, 
He is our fubiect (Afowbray)foartthou,, | '] InchacI lives and for that will die. 

| Free {peech, and fcareleffc, J to thee allow. King. Cootin, throw downe your gagey 

| Mow. Then Bukingbracke, as low astothy heatt, Do you begin. 

{ Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thou lyeft: Bal. Oh heauen defend my foule from fuch, foule in, 

] Three parts of that receipt Thad for Callice, Shall I feeme Creft-falue in my fathers fight, 

4 Disburft Ito his Highueffe fouldiers ; Or with pale beg gar-feare impeach my hight 

4 The other part referu’d] by confent, ae Before this out-dar'd daftard?-Eremy toong, © 


For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, 
Vpon remainder of a deere Accompt, Or found fo bafe a parle: my. teeth fhall.ceare 
q Since la& I went to France to fecch his Queene: The flauith motiue of recanting feare, 

4 Now {wallow downe that Lye. For Glouftars death, And {pit it bleeding in hishigh difgrace, 
41 flew him not; but (to mine owne difgrace) Where fhame doth harbour, even in Mowbrayes face. 
~ a Neglected my {worne duty inthat cafe: ' - Exit Gam 

qFor youmy noble Lord of Lancaffer, King. Wewerenot bernetoifue, butte command, 
he honourable Father to my foe, Which fince we canner do to make youfriends; | 
Once did lay an ambuth for your life, Be readie, (as your liues fhall anfwerit) 

Atrefpaffe that doth vex my. grecued foule : At Couentree, vpon S, Lamberts-day : 


Shall wound mine honor with fuch feeble wrong; 


periareetacsacenioneeg 


But ere I aft receiu’d the Sacrament, There thall your,fwords and-Lances arbitrate), |): / 
I did confeffe ir, and exaatly bege’d The {welling difference of your ferled hates 1 .\| 
Your Graces pardon,and T-hope J had it, Since we cannot attone you, you fhall fee») 100 
‘| This is my faule : as for the reftappeal’d, | luftice defigne the Vigtors Chiualrie. an 


‘| Iciffues from the rancour of a Villaine, Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes, wt 


: 5 


Euen in the beft blood chamber’d in his bofome: }. 


{ A recreant, and moft degenerate Traitor, tei Be readie to dire& thefe home Alarmes, so # 
if Whichin my felfe I boldly willdefend, .. . das 

z agers 5 x *4 FSR ARMIN, Ss lS Sai tate cals dpe Rona i 
WY And interchangeably hurledowne my gage ey ; | 

§ Vpon this ouereweening Traitors foote,} sin ieogge 

‘| To proue my felfe aloyall Gentleman, ; ‘Scena S: ecunda.  AAROe 





pln. bak whereof, moftheartilyT pray 4 1) c cm flsgll yee 
Your Highneffe to affigne our Thall Baye sia 54 #1 ‘Enter Ganut,, and Datcheffe of Glaacefier. 
| Xiwg. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen berul’dbyme: ©|  Gawnt. Alas, the part I hadin Gloufters blood, oa 
4 Let’s purge rhis choller without letting bload: * \. Doth more folicite me then your exclaimesy:) boo.” 


| This weprefcribe, thoughnoPhyfition, |... oi || Te ftirre again(t the Butchers ofhislife.’ 220102" 4 


| 








but fince correctionlyeth in thofehands 
{hich made the fault that we-cannot correét, 
Put we our quarrell to the willof heauen, 
yho when they fee the houres ripe on earth, 
Willraigne hot vengeance on offenders heads, 
| put, Findes brotherhood intheeno fharper {purre? 
Hath loue in thy old blood nolliuing fire?” 
ayards feuen fonnes (whereof thy felfe art one) 
Wereas feuen violles of his Sacred blood, 


| lorfeuen faire branches {pringing from oneroote: 


Some of thofefeuen are dride by natures courfe, 
Some of thofebranches by the deftinies cut: 
pur Thomas, ny deere Lord, my: tife,my Gloufter, 
One Violl full of Edwards Sacted blood, 
Onefiourifhing branch of his moft Royall roote 
yscrack’d, and all the precious liquor {pile ; 
Ishackt downe, and his fummer leafes all vaded 
By Enuies hand,and Murdeys bloody Axe. 
Ah Gaunt! His blood was thine, thar bed, that wombe, 
Thatmettle, that felfe-mouldthat fafhion'd thee, 
Made hima man; and though thou liu’ft, and breath ft, 
Yerart thou faine in him: thou dot confent 
Infome large meafure to thy Fathers death, 
Inthatthoufeeft thy wretched brother dye, 
|Who was the modell of thy Fathers life. 
Callitnov patience (Gann) itis difpaire, 
Infuffring thusthy brother to beflaughter'd, 
Thou fhew’the naked pathway co thy life, 
Teaching fterne murther how to butcherthee : 
That which in meane men we intitle patience 
[spale cold cowardice in nobie brefts : 
What fhall 1 fay, to fafegard thine owne life, 
The belt way is to venge my Gloufters death. 


HisDeputy annointed in his fight, 

Hath caus’d his death, the which if wrongfully 
Letheauen reuenge : for I may neuer lift 
Anangty arme againft his Minifter. 

Dut. Where then (alasmay I)complaint my felfe 2 

Gas, Toheauen,the widdowes Champion to defence 

Dat. Why then I will: farewell old Gant, 

Thou go’ft to Couentrie, there to behold 

Our Cofine Herford, and fell Mowbray fight : 
Oftmy husbands wrongs on Herfords fpeare, 
Thatitmay enter butcher Mowbrayes brett : 

Or ifmisfortune miffe the fir(t carreere, 
BeMowbrayes finnes fo heauy in his bofome, 
Thatthey may breake his foaming Courfers backe, 
And throw the Rider headlong inthe Lifts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Cofine Herford: 
Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife 
thher companion Greefe, muft end her life. 

Gan, Sifter farewell ; T mult to Couentree, 
Asmuch good ftay with thee, as go with mee. 

Dun, Yet one wotd more: Greefe boundeth where it 
otwith the emptie hollownes, but weight: (falls, 
take my leave, before I haue bevun, 
‘orforrow ends not, when it feemeth done. 
mmend me to my brother Bdasand Yorke. 
-0¢, thisis all : nay, yet depart not fo,: 





ough this be all, do not fo quickly go,’ 
lallremember more, Bid hin, Ob. whae? 
flat all good {peed at Plathie vifit mee. 
,cx¢,and what hall good old Yorke there fee 
npty lodgings, and vnfurnifh’d walles,. 
"Peopel’d Offices, vntroden ftones? 


DUE ey 
Vn 





Gant. Heauens is the quarrell : for heavens fubfticute | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


"The life and death of Richard the fecond, 





Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 
- Tofeeke out forrow, that dwels euery where: 
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And what heare therefor welcome, but my grones ? 











Defolase, defolate will I hence, and dye, 


The lait leaue ofthee, takesmy weeping eye. — Exeunt} 





Scena Tertia. 





Exter Marfeall, and Aumerle, 

Mar, My L. Aumerle,is Harry Herfordaimn'd. 

Aum. Yeayat all points; and longs te enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, {prightfully and bold, 
Stayes but the fummons of the Appealants Trumpet, 

An, Why then the Champions, are prepar’d,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach. Flourifb. 

Enter Kiag, Ganut, Bufby, Bagot, Greene, & 
others : Then Mowbray in Ar- 
mor, and Harrold. 

Rich. Marfhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe of his arriuall heere in Armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To {weare him inthe iuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. InGeds name,and the Kings,fay who art, 
And why thou com’ft thus knightly clad in &rmes? 
Againft what man thou conmft,and what's thy quarrell, 
Speake truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 

As fo defend thee heauen, and thy valour. 

(Mow. My name is Tho. Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 
Who hither comes engaged by my oath 
(Which heauen defend a knight fhould violate) 
Both to-defend my loyalty and eruth,s a" 

To God, my King, and his fucceeding iffue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford, that appeales me: 

And by the grace of God, and this mine arme, 

To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 

A Traitor to my God, my King, and me, 

And as i truly fight, defend me heauen, / 
Tucket. Enter Hereford, and Harold. 

Rich. Marthall : Aske'yonder Knight in Armes, 
Both who heis, and why hecommeth hither, 
Thus placed in habilisments of warre : 

And formerly according toour Law 
Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. Whatisthy name? and wherfore comft ¥ hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts? 
Againft whom com’{tthou? and what’s thy quarrell? ° 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

Bal. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Derbie, 
Am: who ready heere do ftandin Armes, ~ 
To proue by heauens grace, and my bodies valour, 

In Lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
That he’s a Traitor foule, and dangerous, 
To God of heauen, King Richard, and tome, | 
Andas I truly fight, defend me heauen. 
Mar, On paine of death, no perfon be fobold, 
Or daring hardie as to touch the Liftes, 
Except the Marthall, and fuch Officers 
Appointed to direét thefe faire defignes. 
Bul. Lord Marfball, let me kiffe my Soueraigns hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie:. 
For Mowbray and my felfe are like twomen, 


That vow along and weary pilgrimage, } 
¢c Then 



















































































































































































































































































































286 The 
Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue... -.. 
And louing farwell of our-feuerall friends... ©. yor! t 
_. Mar,The Appealant in.all duty greets your Highnes, 
And craues to kiffe your. hand, and take his leaue. 

Rich. Wewilldefcend,and fold him in oar armes: © 
Cofin of Herford, as thy caufe is iuft, : 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight: 

Farewell, my blood, which ifto day thou fhead, 

Lament we may, but norreuenge thee dead, 

Bull. Ob letno noble eye prophane a teare 
For me, iflbe gord with e¥ owbrayes {peare : 

As confident, asis the Falcons flight 

' Againft a bird, dol with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord, I take my.leaue of you, 

Of you (my Noble Cofin) Lord utamerle ; 

Not ficke, although I haueto do with death, 

But luftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath. 

Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regreete 

A The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweer. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 

Whofe youthfull {pirit in me regenerate, 

Doth with a two-fold rigor lift mee vp 

Toreach at victory aboue my head, 

Adde proofe vnto mine Armour with thy prayres, 

And with thy blefsings flcele my Lances point, 

That ic may enter AZowbrayes waxen Coate, 

And fuenifh new the name of John a Gaunt, 

Euenin the lufty hauiour of his fonne. 
Gauat,Heavenin thy good caufe make thee profp’rous 

Be fwift like lightning in the execution, 

Andlet thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

| Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 

Of thy amaz’d pernicious enemy. 

Rouze vp thy youth fall blood, be valiant,and live, 
Bal, Mine innocence, and §.Geerge to thrive. 
Mow. How ever heauen or fortune caft my lot, 

There liues, or dies, trueto Kings Richards Throne, 

A loyall, iuft, and vpright Gentleman: 

Neuer did Captiue with a freer heart, 

Catt off his chaines of bondage, and embrace 

His golden yncontroul’d enfranchifement, 

More then my dancing foule doth celebrate 

This Feat of Sattell, with mine Aduerfarie. 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Pecres, 

Take from my mouth, the with of happy yeares, 

As gentle, and as iocond,as to ieft, 

‘|Golto fight: Truth, bath a quiet breft. 

Rich. Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy 
Vertue with Valour, couched in thine eye: 

Order the criall Marfhall, and begin. 

(Mar, Harrie of Herford, Lancaffer, and Derby, 
Receiuethy Launce, and heauen defend thy ri ght. 
Bul. Strong as atowre in hope, I cry Amen. 
Mar. Go bearethis Lance to Thomas D. of Norfolke. 

1.Har. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Derbie, 

Stands heere for God, his Soueraigne, and himfelfe, 

On paine to be found falfe, and recreant, 

| To proue the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas ALowbray, 

‘| A Traitorto his God, his King, and him, 

4 And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

3. Har. Here ftandeth Tho: Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 

On paine to be found falfe and recreanc, 

| Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue 

Henry of Herford, Lancafter,and Derby, 

To God,his Soueraigne, and to him difloyall: 

{ Couragioufly,and with a free defire 





life and death of Richard thefecond. — 
- And both returne backe'to their Chaires again 


. Whar with our Councell: we haue done, 


mom 


Attending but the fignall to begin. | © A'charge Gy, 

Mar. Sound Se forward Gentil ie 
Stay, the King hath throwne his Warderdowne, oat 

Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets & their Spear 
Withdraw with vs, and lec the Trumpets lien iad 
While we returne thefe Dukes what we decree, f 

A long Flourifh. 
Draw neere and lift 
For that our kingdomes earth fhouldnot be'foyld 
Withthat deere blood which it hath foftered 
And for our eyes do hatethe dire afpea& » ; 
OF ciuill wounds plowgh’d-vp with neighbers {words 
Which fo reuz'd vp with boyftrous vntun’d drummes. 
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadfall bray ; 
And grating fhocke of wrathfull yron Armes, 
Might from our quiet Confines fright faite peace 
And make vs wade even in our kindreds blood: ‘ 
Therefore, we banifh youour Territories. » 
You Cofin Herford, vpon paine of death, 
Till twice fiue Summers haue enrich’d our fields 
Shall not regreet our faire dominions, i 
But treade the ftranger pathes of banifhment. 

Bul, Your will be done: This muft my comfort be 
That Sun that warines you heere, fhall fhine on me?! 
And thofe his golden beames to you heere lent, 

Shall point on me, and gild my banifhment. 

Rich. Norfolke : for chee remaines aheauier dombe 
Which I with fome vnwillingneffe pronounce, 
The flye flow houres fhall not determinate 
The dateleffe limit of thy deere exile; 


| The hopeleffe word, of Neuer to recurne, 
| Breath [ againftthee, vpon paine of life. 


Mow. A heauy fentence, my moft Soueraigne Liege, 
And all vnlook’d for from your Highnefle mouths 
A deerer merit, not fo deepea maime, 
Asto becaft forth in. the common ayre 
Haue I deferued at your Highneffe hands. 
The Language | hauelearn’d thefe forty yeares 
(My native Englifh) now I muft forgo, 
And now my tongues vieistomeno more, 
Then an vonftringed Vyall, ora Harpe, 
Orlike a cunning Inftrument cas’d yp, 
Or being open, putinco his hands 
That knowes no touch co tune the harmony. 
Within my moutli you haue éngaal’d my tongue, 
Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes, 
And dull, ynteeling, barren ignorance, 
Is mademy Gaoler to attend on me: 
Tam too old to fawne vpona Nurfe, 
Too farrein yeeres to bea pupill now : 
Whatisthy tentence then, but fpeechleffe death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath! 
Rich, It boots thee not to be compafsionate, 
After our fencence, plaining comestoo late. 
(Mow, Then thus turne me from my countries light 
To dwell in folemne thades of endleffe nights 
Ric. Returneagaine, and take an oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royall fword, your banifhe hands; 
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heauen 
(Our part therein we banifh with your felues) 
To keepe the Oath that we adminifter: ” 
You weuer fhall (fo helpe you Truth, and Heauen) 
Embrace each others loue in banifhment, 
Nor ever looke vpon each others face, 


Not 





























er write, regteete; or reconcile’ © 
power g tempett of yout home-bred hate, 
Nor euer by aduifed purpofe meete, © °° 
o plot, contriue, or complotany ill, > 
Gainft Vs, out State, our Subiects, or our Land. 
Bull. Tiweare. nid ¥ 
Mow. Anal; to keeperall this, - . 
“Zul. Norfolke, fo fare, as'to mine enemie, 
\By this time (had the King permitted vs) 
lone of our foules had wandred intheayres > 
Banith’d this fraile fepulchre of our flefh; 
asnow out flefh is banifh’dfrom this Land. 
Confeffe thy Treafons, ere thou flye this Realme, 
\sincethou haft farre to go, beare not along: 
The cogging burthen of aguilty foule. 


Mynamebe blotted from the booke of Life, 

And I from heayenbanifh’d,as from hence : 

But what thowrart, heauen, thou, and Ido know, 

Andall too foohe (I feare) the King fhall ree. 

Farewell (my Liege) now noway can I ftray, 

Sque backe to England, all che worlds my way. 
Rich. Vocle, euen in the glaffes of thine eyes 

Jfee thy greeved heart: thy fad afpect, 

Hatli from the number of his banifh’d yeares 

Pluck’d foure away : Six frozen Winters fpent, 

Returne with welcome home, from banifhmenc: 
Bul. How long atime lyes in one little word : 

Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton fprings 

Endin a word, fuch isthe breath of Kings: 

Gant, Ithanke my Liege, that inregard of me 
\Hefhortens foure yeares of my fonnes exile: : 
Butlittle vancage {hall I reape thereby. 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can change their, Moones, and bring their times about, 
My oyle-dride Lampe, and time-bewafted light 
Shall be extinét wich age, and ehdlefle night : 
My inch of Taper, will be burnc, and done, 
And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 
Rich. Why Vncle, thou haft many yeeres to liues 
| Gaur. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue; 

Shorten my dayes thou canft with iudden forow; 

And plucke nights from me, butnot lend amorrow : 
Thou cant helpe time to furrow me with age, 

ut top no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

{Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 

Butdead, thy kingdome cannot bay my breath. 

Ric. Thy fonneis.banifh’d. vpon good aduice, 


Exit. 


' |Wheteto thy tongue a party-verdiat gave, 


Why at our Iuftice feem’ftthou then to lowre?. 
| Gaw, Things fweettotaft, proue in digeftion fowre: 
You vrg’d measa Judge, but Thad rather 
you would haue bid me arguelikea Father. °° 
Alas,Tlook’d when fome of you fhould fay, 
I Wastoo frit to make mine owne away: 
ityou gaue leaue to my vnwilling tong, 
Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 
Richy Cofinefarewell : and Vacle bid him fo: 
ixyeares we banifhhim, and he fhall go.) >) 
eoilools: Flousrifh. i ‘1 
An, Cofine farewell: whatiprefence muft not know 
tom where you-do remaine,let paper fhow, | « 
_ Mars My Led, no leaue take I, for Lwillitide 
sfarreas land willlet me, by your fides.) a.) 


Exit. 





Mow. No Bullingbroke : Ifeuer I were Traitor, 


“Lhe life and death of Richard the fecond, | 
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Ganut.Oh tol what purpofe doftthou hord.thy words, | 
i thou teturnft no greeting to thy friefids?:0.).005 2 


ae, 


5S OF goes his bonnet toan Oyfter-wench, ai zasi 


Bull. Ihaue too few totakemyleauéofyou; 
When the tongues office fhould be prodigall, © © 
Te breath th’abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gan. Thy greefe is but thy abfence for a time. - 

Ball, Joy abfent, greefeis prefent for thar'titne: 


Gan. Whatis fixe Winters, they are quickely gone? 


Bul. Tomen in ioy, but greefe makes one houre ten, | 


Gas, Callita travell that thou tak’ft for pleafure. 
Bul. My heart will igh, when I mifcallic fo, 

Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage, 99° 1 tos 
Gan. The fullen paffage of thy weary ftp ee 
Efteemea foyle, wherein thou art to fer Bod io f 

Tbe precious Tewell of thy homereturnes | {e190 0! 


Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, : 
by bare imagination of a Feaft ?: 899803 


‘| Or Wallow naked in December fnow 9 |v": 


by thinking on fantafticke fummers heate? © | 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 3s 

Giues but the greater feeling to the worfes!: Liv ow 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth euerranckle more 

Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore 7°" 
Gasz.Come, come (my fon) Ile bring thee on thy way 

Had I thy youth; and caufé, 1 would not ftay.2 Yo 

bul. Then Englands ground farewell: fweerfoil adieu, 

My Mother, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet +) 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this Lean ¢ 22. 


Though banifh’d, yet a true-borme Englifhrmani! 


Scena Quarta. 








Enter King. Aumerle,Greene,and Bagot, 
Rich. We did ebferue. Cofine Anmerle, . - 
How far brought yowhigh Herford on his way 21. © 
um. I brought high Herford (if you call him fo) 
but to the next high way,and there [left him... 
Rich. And fay, what {tore of parting tears were fhedy 
Aum, Faithnone for me: except the Northeait wind 
Which chen grew bitterly againft our face, 
Awak’d the fleepierhewme,and fo by chance’ 
Did grace out hollow parting with ateare, ey 
Rich, What faid our Cofin when you parted. with hyn ? 
Au.Farewell: and for:my hart difdained ¥ my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that caught meGrate 
To counterfeit opprefsion of fuch.greete, i292! 
That word feem’d buried inmy forrowes graue. 
Marry, would the word Farwell,baue lengthen ‘dhoures, 
And added yeerestohis fhort banifhmenty in © 


| He fhould have hada volume of Farwels; 
+ | but fince itwould not, he hadnone of me. 


Rich. Heis our Cofin(Cofin) but’tis doubt, 


| When time fhalleslbhim home from banifhment, 
| Whether our kinfman come to fee hisfriends,. » 


Our felfe, and Bafhy : heere Bagot.and Greene... 
Obferu’d his Courtfhip tothecommon people 
How he did feeme to diueinto their hearts, «°° 
With hamble,and familiat courtefie, 

What reverence he did throwaway on flaues;' : 
Wooing poore Craftef-men; with the craft of foules, 
And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune, , 
As’tweretobatifhtheir affects with him... 


c2 


seer a ave ma Nan 


By thinking on the froftie Caucafas? > 9 yronte 2) AT F 

















































































































yas » Lhe life and death of Richard thefecond. | 
A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well, ©. Where doth the world then ft-fortha vanity, ” 
| And had the tribute of his fupple knee, So it be new, there’s no refpeéthow vile>: Petes 
4 With thankes.my Covntrimen, my louing friends, That is not quickly hanblaatedieeions * : _ 
| As were our Englandinteuerfion his, . . ‘ Thatall too late comes counfell to be heard, 
| And he our fubiccts next. degree in hope. Where will doth mutiny. with wits regard: ‘ 







































































































































Gr. Well,he is gone, & with him gothefe rhoughts : 
Now forthe Rebels, which ftand out in ireland, 
Expedient manage mutt. be made my Liege’. 

Ere furtherleyfure, yeeld chem further.meanes 
For their aduantage, andiyour Highnefle loffe. 
Rie. Weewill our felfe in perfon co, this warre, 
And for our Coffers, with too great.a Court, 
And liberall Largeffe, are grownefomewhatlight, © 


_ | Weareinforcid to farme our royali Realme, 


The Reuennew whereof dhall furnifh vs. ... 
For our affayres in hand sif tbat come fhore « 
Our Subftitutes at home fhiall haue Blanke-charters : 


Whereto, when they fhall know whatmenrerich, . 5 


They fhall fubferibe them for largefummes of Geld, | 
| And fend thei» after to.fupply our wants: 
‘For we will make for Iteland prefently... » 
Enter Bufhy. 
Bufby, what newes ? ; 
Bai. Old Loha of Gaunt isveric icke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken, and hath fent poft hafte 
To entreat your Maielty.to vifithim. 
Rie. Where lyes he? mike g 
Bu. AtEly houfe. he 
Ric. Now putit (heauen) in his Phyfitians mindé; ° 
Tohelpe him co his grave immediately : 
The lining of his coffers fhail make Coates 
To decke our fouldiers for thefe Irith warres. 
“{ Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit hin: 


Pray heauen we may make haft, and come toolate, Exit. 


— 


eA dus Secundus. Scena Prima. 








_—__—_— 





1 Enter Ganat, ficke with Yorke 


Gau, Willthe King come, that I may breath my laft 
In wholfome countell to his vafiaid youth ? 
‘Yor. Vex novyour felfe, nor friue not with your bretli, 
For all in vaine comes counfellita his eare. ; 

Gau. Obrbut (they fay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deepe harmony ; ; 
Where wordgare {carfe, they are feldome {pent in vaine, 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in paine.: 
He that no more muft fay, is liften’d more, - 


Then they whom youth andeafe hauetaught to glofe, 


More are mens.ends markrythen their liues before, 
The ferting Sun jand Moficke'is the clofe 

‘Asthe laftratte of fweeres, is fweeteft laft, 

Writ inremembrance, more then things long paft ; 
Though Richard my lives counfell would not heare, 
My deaths fad tale, may-yet vndeafe his eare. 

Yor. No, itisftopt with other flatt’ring founds 
As praifes of his ftace: them there are found 
Lafciuious Meeters,to whofe venom found 
J The‘opeén eare of youth doth alwayes liftenyo ; 
Report of fafhions in proudifraly, inorten bid 
| Whofe mannets ftill our cardie epifh Nations: 9 /. 


Limpes after in bafe imitation. (2 ©) %08od e:1) e209 AO 


~TADEV 3StFet 





| Wichin me greefe hath kepva tedious taft, 


| For fleeping England long time haue I watcht, 
{ Watching breeds leanneffe, leanneffe is all gaunt. 


' | Gauncam [forthe graue; gaunt asagrauey 91) 


| 2 Gan. No, mifery makes {porttomocke it felfe*” 
4 Since thoudoft{eeke tokillmy name inmec, * 




















































Dire& not him, whofe way himfelfe will-choofe 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that-breath wilethoy loofe 
Gauxt. Methinkes anya Prophet newinfpird, 

And thus expiring, do foretell:ofhim, iy gid 

His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft, 

For violent fires foone: burne qut themfeles; P 

Small fhowres Jat long, but fodaine ftormés are thor,’ 

He tyres betimes, that {purs too faft betiniess) .” 

With eager feeding, food.deth choake the feeder: 

Light vanity, infatiatecormorant,: 96. 

Confuming meanes foone preyes vpon it felfe, 

This royall Throne of Kings, this {ceptred Ifle 

This earth of Maiefty,thisfeare‘of Mars, °./ ; 

This other Eden, demy paradife, Stine 

This Fortreffe built by Nature forher felfe, 

Againft infetion, and thehand of warre’ 

This happy dareed of men, this llittle world, 

This precious ftone, ferin thefiluer fea, . 

Which ferves it in the office of a-wall,’ 

Oras 4 Moate defenfiueto a houfe;- 1» 

Againft theenuy of leffe happier Landsyy» > 

This blefled plot, this earth, this Realine;this England, 

This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of RoyalhKings, | 

Fear’d by their breed, andfamous for theicbirth, 

Renowned for-theirideeds, as farre from‘home, 

For Chriftian feruice, and true Chiualrie, 

As is the fepulcherin ftubborne Jury fish} 

Ofthe Worlds ranfome, blefled (AZaries Sonne, 1) 

This Land of fuch deere foules; this deere-deere Land; | 

Deere for her reputation through the world, mo 

Is now Leas’d out (J dye pronouncing it) 

Like to a Tenement or péiting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant feay: | 

Whole rocky {hore beates backe the enuious fiedge « 

Of watery Neptune, isnow bound in withfhame, ° 

With inky blortes, andretten Parchment bonds: 

That England, that was wont to conquer others, ° 

Hath madea thamefbll conquett of it felfe, ug 

Ah! would the fcondall vanith wich my life, 

How happy then were my enfuing deach?: sn 


Enter King, Queene,Aumerle,Bufly,Greene, | 
Bagot, Ros and Willoughby. A | 

Yor. The King is comeydeale mildly withhis youth | 
For young hot Colts, being tag 'd.do ragethemorey’ | 
: Qu, How fares ournoble VicleLaneafter?) > 
Ri. What comfort man? How ift with aged Gaunt? 
Ga. Oh how that name befitsmy compofition #1" 
Old Gauat indeed, and gaunt inbeingold : 1 tba 


And who abftaynes from meate, that isiner gaunt?) ) 


The'plesfure that fome Fathers feede vpon, -\ © 
Is my (trict fatt, I meane my Childrens lookes, 
And therein fafting, haft thou made me gaunt: ~ 


Whotehollowwombe inherits naught but bones. Me - 
Rie, Can fickemenplay fo nicely withetheirnames® 


ate 
J 














The life ade 


my name (great King) to flarter thee, 
or shui ake men flatter thofe chat line? 

Gas. No, no; men living flatter thofe that dye. 
Rich. Thounow a dying, fayft thou flatcer'ft me. 
Gas. Ohno, thou dyeft, though I the ficker be. 
Rich, Lamin health, I breath, I fee thee ill, 
Gat. Now he that made me, knowes I fee theeill : 
iWlin my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill, 
\Thy death-bed is no lefler thenthe Land, 
| wherein thou lyeftin reputation ficke, 
And thou too care-leffe patient as thou art, 
commit’ thy’anointed body to the cure 
Ofthofe PhyGitians, that firt wounded thee,! 
Athoufand fatterers fit within thy Crowne, 
Whole compaffeis no bigger then thy head, 
And yerincaged in fo fall a Verge, 
|The wafte is no whic leffer then thy Land : 
Ohhad thy Grandfire with a Prophets eye, 
Seenc how his fonnes fonne,fhoutd deftroy his foanes, 
\From forth thy reach he would hatte laid thy fhame, 
|Depofing chee before thou wert poet, 3" : 
Which art poffeft now to depole thy felfe. 
Why (Cofine) were thou Regent of the world, 
irwere a fhame to let his Land by leafe: 
Butfor thy world enioying but this Land, 
isitnot more then fhame, to fhame it fo ?. 
Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 
Thy ftate of Law, is bondfiaue to the law, 





d 

Rich, And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted fooley 
Prefuming onan Agues priuiledge, 
Dar'ft with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 
With fury, from hisnatiue refidence ? 
Now by my Seates right Royall Maieftie, 
Wer’t thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne, 
This tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head,’ 
Shouldrun thy head from thy vnreuerent fhoulders. 
Gat. Oh {pare me not, my brothers Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his Father Edwards fonne: - 
That blood already (like the Pellicar) 
Thouhaft tape out, ard drunkenly carows’d. 
My brother Gloucefter, plaine well meaning foule 
Whom faire befall in heauen mong ft happy foules) 
May beaprefidcnt,and witneffegood, 
That thou refpeat'(t not {pilling Edwaras blood‘: 
loyne with the prefent ficknefle that I haue, 
And thy ynkindneffe be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too-long wither’d flowre. 
Liue in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, 
Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors bee, 

onuey me to my bed, then to my grave, 

sue they to liue, that loue and honor haue. 

Rich And let them dye, that age and fullens haue, 
stboth haft thou, and both become the graue, 

Tor, 1do befeech your Maieftie impute his words 
wayward ficklineffe, and age in him: 

tloues you on my life, and holds you deere 
As Harry Duke of Herford, were he heere. 
ght, you fay true : 4s Herfords loue, fo his; 


—= 


fo mine : and all be as iris. 


Enter Northumberland, 


‘ My Liege, olde Gant commends him to your 


[Re 
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ichard the fecond, °29 

Rich, What fayeshe?? 7 
Nor, Nay nothing, all is faid : 

His tongue is now a ftringlefle inftrument; *” 

Words, life, and ail, old Lancafter hath fpent: 


Yer. Be Yorke the next; that mutt be bankrupt fo, G 


' 


Though death be poore, it ends a mortall- wo. 
Rich, Theripeft fruit firtt fals, and fo doth he, 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muftbe: _ 

So much for that, Now for out Irifh warres, 

We muft fupplane thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 

Which liue like venom, where no venom elfe 

But onely they, haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thefe great affayres do aske fome charge, 

Towards our afsiftance, wedo feize tovs + i 

The plate, coine, reugnnewes} and moueables,' 

Whereof our Vicle Gaunt did 'ftind poffe 
Yor. How long hall I be'patient? Oh howlong™ - 

Shall tender ditie make me fuffer wrong?" 

Not Glouffers death, nor Herfords banifhment, > 

Nor Gaautes rebukes, nor Englinds ptiuate wrongs, - 

Nor the prevention of poore Bullingbroake; 90 9 7 

About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace’ "| 

Haue ever made me fowre my patient chetkey O° 


Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes face #2 2 


Tam thelaft of noble Edwardt fonnes, - °° 2 js 
Ofwhom thy Father Prince of Walesiwas firftot 90!’ 
In warre was neuer Lyotira9"d more fierce 22 >’ iS 
In peace, was neuer gentle Lathbemore mildey 91. 
Then was that yong and Princely Gentlemati,:°~ 
His face chou haft, for eveit fo look’d he : 
Accomplith’d with the numberofchy howers: 


| But when be frown/d, it was againft the Frenth, 
: And notagainft his friends: hisneble hand: *- 


Did win what he did {pend :'and {pent not that 

Which his triumphant fathers hand had won: 

His hands were guilty ofno kindreds blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kione: 

Oh Richard, York: is too farre'gone with greefe; 

Or elfe he neuer would compare! betweene!’ 
Rich, Why VncJe, AWS Nhe 

What's the matter? RE ¢fS2 NOG e920 ie 
Yor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafesif not 

I pleas’d not to be pardon’d, am content with all: 

Seeke you to feize, and gripe into your hatids: 

The Royalties and Rights of banith’d Herford ‘2 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford live? 

Was not Gaanr int? and is not Harry true?” 

Did not the one deferue to have an heyre? 

Is not his heyre a well-deferuinp fonye ? 

Take Herfords rights away, and tale fromtime 

His Charters, and his cuftomarie rights: 

Letnotto morrow theninfuetoday, = 

Be not thy felfe. For how artthou aKing ° 

But by faire fequence and fuccefsion? 

Now afore God; God forbid ! fay true, 

If you do wrongfully feize Herfords right,’ > 

Callinhis Letters Parents thathehath 

By his Atrurneges'generall, to fue 

His Liuerie, and denie his offer’d homage,’ 

You plucke a thoufand dengers‘on your head, 

You loofe athoufand well-difpofed hearts, 

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts 

Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. ° 


Ric. Thinke what you will : we feife into our hands, 


His plate, his goods, his money, andhislands. 
Yor. Ie not be by the while My Liege farewell, . .. 
re eS RO RENT 
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What will enfue heereof, there’s none can tell. 

But by bad cou {es may be vnderftood,. 

That their euents.can neuer fall out good, Exit. 
Rich, Go Bufhie to the Earle of Hls(hire ftrei ght, 

Bidhimrepaireto vstoEfhoufe, 

To fee this bufineffe : to morrow next 

Wewill for Jreland, and’tis time, I trow: 

And we createinabfenceofourfelfe 

Our Vnele Yorke, Lord Gouernor of England: 

For he isiuft, and alwayes lou'd vs well. 

Come on out Queene, to morrow. mutt we part, 

Be merry, for ourtime of ftayis fhort. 

eM anet North. Willoughby, & Raff. 

Ner. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafteris dead. 
Rof. And living too, for now his fonneis Duke. ’ 
wi. Barely intitle, not inreuennew. 
Nor. Richly in both, ifiuitice had her right. 


Flourilh, 


rc be disburthen’d with a liberall tongue... 
Nor.Nay {peake thy.mind: & lec him ne'r {peak more 
That fpeakes thy words againe.to do thee harme. 
wil. Tends shat thow dft {peake to th’Du.of Hereford, 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man, 
Quicke is mine care to, heare of good towardshim, 
Roff. No good at all that I can do for him, 
Voleffe you callit good:to pitie him, 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 
Nor. Now afore heauen, 
borne, 
In him a royall Prince,and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land; 
The King isnot him(elfe, but balely led 
By Flatterers; and whacthey will informe 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of vsall, 
That will the King feuerely profecute 5 
*Gainft vs, our lives, our children, and our heires,)._, 
Rof. The Commonshath be pil'd with greenous taxes 
And quiteloft their hearts : the Nobles hath he finde 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 
Wil, And daily new exactions are deuis’d, 
As blankes, beneuolences, and I wotnot what : 
But what.o’Gods name doth become of this? 
Nor, Wars hathnot wafted it, for war'd he bath not. 
| But bafely yeelded vpon comprimize, 
That which his Anceftors atchieu'd with blowes : 
} More hath he fpent in peace, then they in warres. 


rs) 
ae 


wil. The Kings growne bankrupt likea broken man. 
Nor. Reproach, and difolution hangeth ouer him. 
Rof. He hath not monie for thefe Irifh watres : 
(His burthenous taxations notwithftanding) 
But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke. 
Nor. His noble Kinfman, malt degenerate King : 
But Lords, we heare this fearefull rempeft fing, 
Yer feeke no fhelter to auoid the ftorme: 
We fee the winde fit fore vpon our falles, 
And yet we firike not, but fecurely perith. 
Rof. We {ee the very wracke that we mutt fuffer, 
| And vnauoydedisthe dangernow. 5. 
For fuffering fo the caufes.of our wracke. bs 
Nor. Not fo: euen throigh the hollow eyes of death, 
T (pic life peering : but 1 dare not fay 
How neere the tidings ofour comfort is, . 
Wil. Nay let vs fhare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours 
Rof. Beconfidentto fpeake Northumberland, 
We three, are but thy felfe,atd {peaking fo, 
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Roff.My heart is great but it muft break with filence,, Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters gilt, 


"tis fhame fuch wrongs are | 


Rof. The Earle of Wilthhire hath the realme in Farme. . 





— 


Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold 
Nor, Then thus ; J haue from Portée Biay| ‘ 
tg in aes receiu’d intelligence, 
at Harry Duke of Herford, Rainald Lord 
That late ada from dis Dukcof Exeter, sete 
His brother Archbifhop, lace of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sit Lohn Rainfion, 
Sir Iobn Norberie, Sit Robert Waterton,& Francis Quai 
All thefe well furnith’d by the Duke of Britaine tai 

Wich eight tall fhips, three choufand men of bse 

Are making hither with all due expedience, 

And fhortly meaneto touch our Northerne thore: 
| Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
| The firft departing of the King for Ireland. 

If then we fhall fhake off our flauith yoake, 

_Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing 

Redeeme from broaking pawne the blemifhd Graven | 

2 


And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe, 
| Away with me in pofteto Kawenspurgh, 
| Burif you faint, as fearing to do fo, 
| Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe will go, 
| Rof: Tohorfe, to horfe, vrge doubts to them) feare, 
) wil, Hold out my horfe, and I will firft bethere, © 
Exennt. 


——— ane 9 








Scena Secunda. 


= Enter Queene, Bulhy, and Bagot. 

| _ Bufh. Madam, your Maiefty is too much fad, 
You promis’d when you parted with the King, 
To lay afide felfe-harming heauinefle, 

And entertaine a cheerefull difpofition. 

Qu. Topleafe the King, I did: to pleafemy felfe 
T cannot do it: yetI know no caufe 
Why I fhould welcome fucha gueft as grecfe, 

Saue bidding farewell! to fo {weet a gueft 

As my {weet Richard; yet againe me thinkes, 
Somevnborne forrow, ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me, and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles, at fomething it grecues, 
Mose then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Buf. Each fubftance of a greefe hath twenty fhadows 
Which fhewes like greefe it felfe, but isnot fo : 
For forrowes eye, glazed with blinding teares, 
Diuides one thing intire, to many obiects, 

Like perfpedtiues, which rightly gaz'd vpon 
Shew nothing but confufion, ey’d awry, 
Diftinguifh forme : fo your {weet Maieftie 
Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 
Finde fhapes of greefe, more then himfelfe to waile, 
Which look’d on as itis, is naught bur fhadowes 

Of what it is not : then thrice-gracious Queene, 
Morethen your Lords departure weep not,more § not 
Or ifis be, ‘tis with falfe forrowes ei¢, (feents 
Which for things true, weepe things imaginatys 

Qu. Itmay be fo : but yet my inward oule 

Perfwades me itis otherwife : how ercit be, 

I cannot but be fad ; fo heauy fad, : 

As though on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
Makes me with heauy nothing faint and fhrinke. 
Bub. *Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious 
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“Ou, ‘Tisnothing leffe : conceit is Gill deriu’d 
From fome fore- father greefe, mine is not fo, 
ror nothing hath begot my fomething greefe, 
Orfomething, hath the nothing that I greeue, 
mpisin reuerfion that J do pofleffe, 
gutwhat itis, that is not yet knowne, what 
[cannot name, “tis namelefle woe I wot. 

M4 Enter Greene. 

Gree, Heauen faueyour Maiefty, and wel met Gentle- 
[hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. (men: 
| Oy, Why hop’ft thou fo? Tis better hope heis 
Forhis defignes craue haft, hishaft good hope, 

Then wherefore doft chou hopehe is not fhipt? 
Gre. That he our hope, might haueretyr’d his power, 
and driven into difpaire an enemies hope, 
Who frongly hath fet footing inthis Land. 
Thebanifh’d Bulsngbrooke repeales himfelfe, 
Andwith vp-lifted Armes is fafe arriu’d 
tRanen[bure. 
; Qu, ue God in heauen forbid. 
Gr, O Madam ’tis too true: and that is worfe, 
The LNorthamberland,his yong fonne Henrie Percie, 
\The Lords of Roffe, Beanmond, and Widenghby, 
|Withall their powrefull friends are fled to him. 
Bue Why haue you fact proclaim’d Northumberland 
And thereft of the reuolted fa€tion, Traitors ? 

Gre, We have: whereupon the Earle of Worcefter 
Hath broke his ftaffe, refign'd his Stewardhhip, 

Andal the houfhold feruants fled with him to Bahinbrook. 

Qu, So Greene, thou art the midwife of my woe, 
And perth my forrowes difmall heyre : 
Now hath my foule brought forth her prodegie, 
And] a gasping new deliuered mother, 
Haue woe to woe, forrow to forrow ioyn’d. 

Buh, Difpaire not Madam. 

Qu. Who fhall hinder me ? 
Iwill difpaire, and be at enmitie 
With couzening hope; he isa Flatterer, 
AParafite, a keeper backe of death, 
Who gently would diflolue the bands of life, 
Which falie hopes linger in extremity. 

Enter Torke 

Gre. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. 

Qu. With ignes of warre about his aged necke, 
Oh full of carefull bufineffe are his lookes : 
Vacle, for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words: 

Yor.Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth, 

Where nothing liues but crofles, care and greefe si 
Your husband he is gone to faue farre off, 

Whilit others come to make him loofe at home 
Heeream T left to vnder-prop his Land, 

Who weake with age, cannot fupport my felfe : 

ow comes the ficke houre that his furfet made, 

Now fhall he try his friends that flattered him, 
Enter a fernant. 

Ser, My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came. 

Yor, He was ; why fo : go all which way it will 
TheNobles they are fed, the Commons they are cold, 
And will I feare reuolt‘on Herfords fide. 

Sitr agetthee to Plathie to my filter Glofter, 
idher fend me prefently athoufand pound, 
Hold, takemy Ring. 

Ser. My Lord, [had forgot 
Totell your Lordfhip, to day I came by,and call’d there, 

UtT hall greeue youto report the reft, sty 

Yor. Whacis't knaue? 
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Ser. Anboure before came, the Dutcheffe di’de, - 
Yor. Heau'n for his mercy, whata tide of woes 

Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once? 

I know not what to do: I would toheauen 

(So my vntruth had not prouok’d him toit) 

The King had cut off my head with my brothers, 

What, are there poftes difpatcht for Ireland? 

How fhall we do for money for thefe warres % 

Come fifter (Cozen I would fay) pray pardon me. 

Go fellow, get thee home, poouide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there, 

Gentlemen, will you muftermen? 

If I know how, or which way 30 order thefe affaires 

Thus diforderly thruft into my hands, ... 

Neuerbeleeue me, Botharemy kinfmen, 

Th’one is my Soueraigne, whom both my oath 

And dutie bids defend : th’other againe 

Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong’d, 

Whom confcience, and my kindred bidstoright: 

Well, fomewhat we muft do: Come Cozen, ’ 

ile difpofe ofyou. Gentlemen,go mufter vp your men, 

And meet me prefently at Barkley Caftle: 2 

I|fhould to Plafhy too: but time will nos permit, 

Allis yneuen, and every thing isleft at fix and feuen. Exit 
Buf. The winde fits faire for newes.to go to Ireland, 

But none returnes: Forys toleuy power whee 

Proportionable to th’enemy, is all impofsible. 4 
Gr. Befides our seeseneffe to the King in loue, 

Is neere the hate of thofe loue not the King . ‘ 
Ba And that’s the wavering Commons,for theirloue 

Lies in theit purfes, and who fo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate, : 
Bulb. Wherein the king ftands generally condeimn’d 
Bag. Ifivdgementlye in them, then fo do we, 

Becaufe we haue beene euer neere the King. 
Gr. Well: I will for refuge ftraight to Briftoll Caftle, 

The Earle of Wiltthire is alreadie there, } 

Buh. Thither will I with you,for little office 

Will the hatefull Commons performe for vs, 

Except like Curres, to teare vs all in peeces : 

Willyou go along with vs? 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie: 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine, 

Wethree here pare, that neu’r fhall meete againe. 

Bu. That’s as Yorke thriues to beate back Bullinbroke 
Gr. Alas poore Duke, thetaskehewndertakes _ 

Tsnumbring fands, and drinking Oceans drie, 

Where one on his fide fights,thoufands will fye. 
Bulb. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and cuer. 

Well,we may meete agaire. 
Bag, I feare meneuer. 

















«Exit, 





Scena Tertia. 





Enter the Duke of Hereford, and Northnm- - 


berland. 


Bul. How farreis it my Lord to Berkley now? 
Nor, Beleeue me noble Lord, 
Iam a (tranger heere in Gloufterfhire, 
Thefe high wildehilles, and rough yneeuen waiess » 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them -wearifomes 
And yet our faire difcourfe hach beene as fugar, 
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Making the hard’ way fweet and deleGtable: ~ 
But | bethiske me,what a wearie wa ; 
4 From Rauenfpurgh to Cottfhold willbe found, ” 
In Roffe and #Woughby wanting your companie, 
Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufneffe,and proceffe of my trauell: © 
But theirs is fweetned with the hope to haue 
The prefent beitefit that I poffeffe; 
And hope toioy, is little lefle in ioy, 
Then hope enioy’d: By this,the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhortjas mine hath done, 
By fight of what I hase,your Noble Companic. 
Bull. Of much leffe value is my Companie, 
Then your good words: but who comes here 
"" Enter H. Percie, 
North. It is my Sonne, young Harry Percie, 
Sent trom my Brother Worceffer ; Whence foeuer. 
Harry, how faresyour Vnckle? y 
5 Perce. Uhad thought, my Lord, to haue learn’d his 
ealth of you, ae ; 
“North. Why,is ke not with the Queene? 
Percie, No,my good Lord,he bath forfook the Court, 
| Broken his Staffe of Office,and difperft 
The Houfehold of the King. 
‘North, What was his reafon ? 
He was not fo refeli’d; when welstt fpake together, 
Percie Becaufe yout Lord{hip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Rauvenipurgh, 
-} To offer fernice tothe Dake of Hereford, 
Add fent me ouet by Barkely, to difcouer 
Wihrat power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with direction to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 
North, Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford( Boy.) 
Percie. No,my good Lord; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re I did remember : to my knowledge, 
I neuer in my life did looke en him. 
North. Then leatie to know him now: this is the 
Duke? : 
Percie,’ My gracious Lord,I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, behig tender,raw,and young, 
Which elder dayes fhall ripen,and confirme 
To more approued feruice,and defert. 
Bull, I chanke thee gentle Percie,and be fure 
Icount my felfein nothing elfe fo happy, 
Asina Soule rétieaibring my good Friends : 
{ And as my Fortnfie ripens wich thy Loue, 
It hall be fill thy'true Loues recompence, 


My Heart this Couenant makes,my Hand thusfealesit. — 


‘Worth. How farre is icto Barkely ? and what ftirre 
Keepes good old Yorke there, with his Men of Warre ?. 
“ Percie, There [tands the Caftle,by yond tuft-of Frees, 
Mann‘d with three hundred men,as I haue heard, 

And init are the Lords of Yorke, Barkely, and Seymor, 
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimate. - 
Enter Roffe and Willoughby. 

North. Here come the Lords of Roffe and Ws¥onghby, 
Bloody wich {purring ,fierie red with hafte. 

Bal.’ Welcomemy Lords,] wot your loue purfues 
A banifhe Traytor ; all my Treafurie 
Is yet but vnfele thankes, which more enrich'd, 

Shall be your louesand labours recompence. 
Roff. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord, 
Will, And farfefurmounts our labour to attaine it. 
Ball: Evermore thaiikes th’ Exchequer of the poore, 

Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeeres, 

Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here ? 


| Iam denyde to fue my Liucrie here, 
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"+ Enter Barkely. 
North. It is my Lord of Barkely, as I gheffe. 
Bark, My Lord of Hereford,my Meflage isto you, 
Bull, My Lotd,my Anfwere is to Lancaffer, 
And Iam come to feeke that Name in England, 
And I muft finde that Title in your Tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you fay. 
Bark, Miftake me not, my Lord, ’tis not my meaning 
To raze one Title of your Honor out. 
To you,my Lord,I come(what Lord youwill) 
From the moft glorious of this Land, 
The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks youon | 
Totake aduantage of the abfent time, : 
And fright our Natite Peace with felfe-borne Armes, 
Enter Yorke, 
Bull, Vthallnot need tran{port my words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in Petfon. My Noble Vackle, 
York. Shew me thy humble heart,and not thy knee, 
Whofe dutie is deceruable,and falfe, 
Ball. My gracious Vnckle. aN 
York. Tut,tut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vackleme, 
Yamno Traytors Vnckle; and that word Grace, 
In an vngracious mouth,is bug prophane, 
Why haue thefe banifh’d,and forbidden Legees, 
Dar’d once to touch a Duft of Englands Ground? 
Bur more then why, why hane they dar’d to march 
S6 many miles vponher peacefull Bofome, 
Frighting her pale-fac’d Villages with Warre, 
And oftentation of defpifed Armes ? 
Com’ft thou becaute th’ancynted King is hence? 
Why foolith Boy.the King is left behind, 
And in my loyall Bofome lyes his power, 
Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth, 
As when braue Gaunt ,thy Father,and my felfe 
Refcued the Black Prince, that yong (Mars of men, 
From forth the Rankes of many thoufand French; 
Oh then, how quickly fhould this Arme of mine, 
Now Prifoner to the Palfie, chaftife thee, 
And minifter correction to thy Fault. 
Ball. My eracious Vockle,let me know my Fault, 
On what Condition ftands it,and wherein? 
York, Euen in Condition of the worl degree, 
In groffe Rebellion and decefted Treafon : 
Thou art a banifh’d man,and here art come 
Before th’expiration of thy time, 
In brauing Atmes againft thy Soueraigne. 
Ball. As was banifh’d,] was banith’d Hevefors, 
But as I come, I come for Laacafer. 
And Noble Vnckle,I befeech your Grace 
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: 
You are my Father, for me thinkes in you 
I fee old Gannt alive. Ob then my Father, ory 
Will you permit,thar I fhall ftand condemn’d: > 
A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Roysluts 
Pluckt from my armes perforce,and giuen away 
To vpftart Vuthrifts 7 Wherefore was I borne? 
If that my Coufin King, be King of England, 
It muft be graunted, Lam Duke of Lancafter. 
You havea Sonne, Aumerle,my Noble Kinimaa, 
Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod downe, 
He fhould haue found his Vickle Gaunt a Facher, 
Torowze his Wrongs,and chafe themto the bay. 
And yermy Letters Patents giue.me leaue: 
My Fathers goods reall diftraynd,and fold, 
And thefe,and all,areallamiffeimployd. © Whit 




















What would yowhaue me doe ?T ama Subiea, A 
And challenge Law: Attorfeyesare deny’ me's °° °° 
andtherefore perfonallyT laymmyclaime 
Tomy Joheritance of free Difcent. — ares 4 
‘North. The'Noble Duke hath been too much abus’d, 
Roff. It flands your'Grace vpan,to doe hit tight,’ ; 
vito, Bate men by his endowmierits ate riade great. 
rok, My Lords of England tet metell you this, 
Thauehad feeling'of my Cofens'Wrongs, °° 
Andlabour’d.all Fcould to.doe him tight: ° 
But inthiskind,to come in braving Arines, 
IBe his owne Caruer,and cuclourhis way,: ee 
\Tofind out’ Right with Wrongs,it may ner be 5’ 
And you chat doe abett himin'this kind, sO 
|Cherith Rebellion,annd'are Rebulseall, 
» North. The Neble Duke hath fworne his comming is 
|put for his owne; and for the right of that, _ 
| Weeall haue ftrong!y fworne to -giue him ayd, 
JAndlet him neu’r fee Loy, that breakes that Oath, 
| York, Well,well,1 fee the iffue of theie Atines, 
lTcannot mend it,1 muft needes confeffe, *- 
|Becaule my power is weake, and all ill let's ‘°° 
Butif I could, by himithat gate me life, 2°" 9% 
|Iwould attach you all,aud make you ftoope/ 
Vato the Soueraigne Mercy of the King’ *° + 
|Butfince I cannot,be it knowie to you, - 
Idoeremaine as Neuter, So fare you well}“* ° 
Valeffe you pleafe to enter inthe Caftle, 9 2%" 
Andthererepofe you forthis'Night. 012 7827" 
Bull. An offer Vackle,that wee will aécepe: 
But wee muft winne your Grace to goe With vs 
{To Briftow Caftle, which they fay is held °°” 
By Bubie, Baget,and their Complices, © °°" ° 
The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, “* - 
Which I hae fworne te weed, and plucke away.” \_ 
Tork, Itmay be I will go with you: bit yet lle pa 
Forfam loth co breake our Countries Lawes’: 
Nor Friends,nor Foes,to me welcome you are, 
Things paft redreffe,are now with me paft care. Exeunt. 





Scena Quarta. 








Enter Salisbury, and a Captaine. 
Capt. My Lord of Salisbury,we haue Rayd ten dayes, 
Andhardly kept our Countreyinen togettier, 
And yet we heate no'tidings from the King ; 
Therefore we will difperfe our {elues : farewell. 
Sal. Stay yet another day thou truftié Welchinan, © 
¢King repofeth all his confidence inthee, ; 
|, Ct "Tisthought the'Kitig is dead Wwe will not fay 5 
¢Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither’d, ; 
And Metésts fright the fixed Starres of Heaven: | 
The palefac’a Moone lookes bloody onthe Earth, ©’ 
jAnd leane-look’d Prophets whifper fearefull changes .” 
[nich men looXe fad and Refians dance and-leape, ~*~’ 
Fone in fearé,to loofe whar they Mitiogss (8) TNC SE 
Thc netto enioy by Rage,and Warrer 7°09 Ns bad 
cfe fignes'foré-run the death of Ries Oo 8 SION. 
jcewelhoir Countreymien te goné and fled °! 22°"! 
is Well affur'd Richard ‘theif King'is dead, © Eaie,! °°" WwW 
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wie, | 


The lifecandt death of Richard the fecond, 


| From off my hands, here in.the view of meny:.,- 


| Youhaue mis-led aPrince,a Royall Kingy, |; : aie 
| Ahappie Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, » | 


| Till you did make him mi(-interprete me, ., 


.| From mine owne Windowes torne my Houfehold Coar, 
') Raz'dout my Imprefle,leauing me no figne, 


| For Heauens fake fairely Jet her be entreated, 
- | Take {peciall care my Greetings be deliuer'd.. 


| Tofight with Glendoare,and his Complices;. _. 
| Awhiletoworke,and after hollidays.-)., 505 


| Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauie mind, 
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I fee thy Glory, like a fhooting Starre, 
Fall ro the bafe Earth, from the Firmament: 
Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Witneffing Stormes to come, Woe,and Vnreft : 
Thy Friends are fled,to wait vpon thy Foes, ~ 
And croffely to thy good,all fortune goes. Exit, 





_ Aétus Tertius: Scena Pring. 
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Enter Bullingbrooke, Yorke, Northumberiand, 
Roffe,Percte Willoughby with Bulhie 
and Greene Prifonersy oo 
Bull. Bring forth thefe men: Fe spat 
Bufhie and Greene, I willnotvex.your foulles, 0.08 
(Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies) m 
With roomuch vrging your pernitious lines; , |.) .. 14 
For ’twere no Chatitie : yettowath your blood, .. wa 


I will wnfold fome caufes of your deaths.....,..,., 


By youvohappied,and disfigur’dcleane; sa | 
You haue in manner with your Gnfull howres.t 3; bret) 4 
Made a Diuorce betwixt his Queene and him 
Broke the poffeffion of a Royall Bed, : oiiT 
And ftayn’d the beautie of a faire-Queenes Checkes,... | 
With teares drawn fro her eyes, with your foule wrongs. 
My felfe a’Prince,by fortune ofmy birth, io co00 05.40 
Neere tothe King in blood,and necre in lou, 


Haue ftoopt my neck wnder your iniuriesy . . 

And figh’d my. Englith breath in forraine Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banifhment. . 

While you haue fed vponmy Seignories, ‘s 
Dif{-park’d my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft Woods 


Saue mens opinions,and my liuing blood, «54° aad yt 
To fhewthe World amaGentleman,) . 5p 
This,and muchmore,much more then twice all this,, 9 
Condemnes you tothe death : fee themdeliueredouer =f 
Toexecution,and the hand of death, } 
Bufbie. More welcomeis the ftroake of death to mey }. 
Then Bullingbrooke to England. et i 
~ Greene. My comfort is,that Heauen will cake our foules, 
And plague Iniuftice with the paines of Hell... .> ¥ 
Bull. My Lord Northumberland, {ee them difpatch’d: } 
Vackle,you fay the Queene is.at yourHoufe, .- ...> 


4 
} 


Tell her I fend to her my kind commends3, ___ 


York. AGentleman.of mine I haue difpatch’d su | 
With Letters of your loue,to her at large, ) 


Bull. Thankes gentle ickle: come Lords away,” 
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34 _ The fond degtbef Richardibefocmd. 


A glorious Angell : then ib\Angels fight, i... > 
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Sano Timo et | Weakemen mutt fall,‘o: Heaven ftill guards theright, 
ie es ated ads oi | ‘o  Bater Salubury. 3 
5 Scena Secunda. = Welcome my Lord, how fatre off lyes your Power) , 
a bas S6VF sn ‘ ee Ab Salibs. Nosneere,nat farther of, my graciously , 
po oreiraears oar | Then this weakearme; difcomfort guides my to neue,’ 
: 2 


And bids me ipeake of nothing but defpaire: 
One day toolate,I feare (my Noble Lord) . 
Hath clouded all thy bappie dayes on Earth: 
Oh call backe Yefterday,bid Time returtie, ney 
And thou fhalt haue twelue thoufand fighting njens., 
To day,today,vishappie day-too late...) 
Orethrowes thy Ioyes,Friends,Fortune,and thy State, 
For all she Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, ‘ 
Are gone to Bullingbrooke,di(perft,and fled, 
» Aum, Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace fy 
ale? ; : Sate alae 
F Rich. But now the blood of twentiethoufand 
Did triumph in my face,and they are fled, 
Andtill fo much blood thither come againe, 
Haue I not reafon to looke pale,and dead? .. 
All Soules that will be fafe, flye from my fide, 
For Time hath feta blot vpon my pride, 
e4um. Comfort my Liege,remember who youare, | 
Rich. Thad forgot my felfe... AmInotKing?, .., 
Awake thou fluggard Maieftie,thou fleepeft: 
Is not the Kings Name fortie thoufaad Names? 
Arme,arme my Name:.a punie fubied firikes 
Acthy great glory. Looke nor to the ground, 
Ye Fanozites. of a King: are wee nothigh? , 
High be ourthoughts ; [know my Vickle Zorke....« 
Hath Power enough to ferue our turne, ie 
But who comes here ¢ Enter Seroope. 
Scroope. Moxe health and happineffe betide my Liege, 
Then can. my.care-tun’d tongue deliuer him, 
5) Rich, Mine care is open,and my heart prepard: 
The worftis worldly loffe;thou canft vnfold:. 
Say,Is my Kingdome loft? why ’twas my Care: 
And what loffe isit.to be rid of Care? 
Striues Bulling brooke to be as Great as wee? 
Gieater he fhall not be: If hee ferue God, 


Drums : Flourifh, and Colonrs. 


- Enter Richard, Aumerte,Carlile,and Soxldiers. 













Rich... oughly Caftlecall youthis.at hand? 

An. anes Paras howe ‘sea your Grace the ayre, 
Afteryour late toffing onthe breaking Seas.?.. 

Rich. Needs muft i like it well : 1 weepe for ioy 
To ftand vpon my Kingdome once.againe, 
Deere Earth? doe falute thee with my hand, 
Though Rébels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes : 
Asa long parted Mother with her Child, 
Playes fondly with her teares,and {miles in meeting 3 
So weeping, fimiling greet'l thee my Earth, 
And doe theéfatior with my Royall hands. 
Feed not thy Soueraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, - 
Nor with chy Sweetes comfort his rauenous fence: 
But let thy Spiders, thar fsck vp thy Venome, 
And heavieSgated Toades lye in their way, 
4 Doing annoyancé tothe trecherous feete, 
1 Which with vfurping fteps dce trample thee, 
i] Yeeld Rtiegitie Nettlestomine Enemiess 
i} And when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower, 
Guard it I préthee witha lurking Adder, 
Whofe double tongue may with a morrall touch” 
4 Throw death vpon thy Soueraignes Enemies. 
Mock not my feuceleffe'Comuration,Lords ; 
‘This Barth fhall haue a feelin'g,and thefe Scones 
Proue armed Souldiers,ere ber Natiue King * © 
4 Shall falcerwitder foule Rebellious Armes, io 
Car.Feare nosy Lord that Power that made you King 
| Hath power to'keepe you King, in fyight of all. 
i Aum, Hemeates my Lord,chat we are too remiffe, 
| Whilelt Ballingbrooke throvgh our fecuritie, 
‘| Growes ftrong and great, in fub{tance and in friends. Wee'l ferue him too,and be his Fellow fo. 
Rich, Difcomfortable Confin knoweft thou not, ‘Reuole our Subiests? That-we cannot mend, 
iL That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid’ ys They breake cheirFaith to God,as wells vs: 
Behind the Glube;that lightsthelowe? World, * ~~ |. Cry Woe,Deftruction,Ruine,Loffe,Decay, 
| Then Theeuesand Robbers taunge abroad vnfeene, ~~ || The worftis Death,and Death will haue his day. 

In Murthers and in Out-rage bloody here: ~ Scroope. Glad am J,that your Highneffe is fo arm'd 

Butwhen from vader this Terreftriall Ball To beare the.tidings, of Calamitie. 
4 Hefires'the prowd tops of the Eafterne Pines, | Like an vnfeafonable formie day, 
And darts his Lightning through etry guiltie hole, | Which make theSiluer Rinets drowne their Shores, 
| Thea Murthers, Treafons,and detefted finnes (| Asif the World were all. diffolud to teares sy 
| (The Cloake of Night being pluckt from offtheir backs) | Sohigh,abauc his Limits,fwells the Rage!» 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelues, OF Butiaghrooke, couering your fearefall. Land 
So when this’ Fheéfe,this Traytor Bullingbrooke, . With hard bright Steele,and hearts harder then Steele: \ 
Who all this while hath revell’d in the Night, White Beares baue atin’d their thiniand haireleffe Scalps 
Shall fee vs rifingin out Throne,the Eaft, Againft thy Maieftic,and Boyes with Womens Voystsy 
His Treafons Will fit blufhing in his face, ~~ Striue to {peake bigge, and clap their female ioimts, 
Not able co eridure the fight of Day; In ftiffe vnwieldie Armes ; againft thy‘ Crowne 
But felfe-afttiginted, tremble at his finne. Thy very Bead{-men learne.ra bend their Bowes 
Nor all the Water in the rough tude'Sea Of double fatall Eugh :againft.chy State 
{ Can wath the Baline'from ananoynted Kings Yea Diftaffe- Women manage ruftie Billszocf 0. 
The breath of worldly met carinot depofe* - Againft thy Seat,both young and old rebell,) .) 
The Deputie elected by the Ford PL. 3t And all goes worfe then I haue-power.to tell. mT ksi 
For euery man that Balingbrooke hath pret,” °° Rich. Too well,too well thou tell’ fa Talefoill. 
To ected Steele againft our Golden Crowne, | Where is the Earle of Wiltthire?- where is Bagor? 
1 Heauen for his Richard hath in heaucnly pay | Whatis.become,of Bulbierwhereis Greene? iis 
WRVNIG . 
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what they have let the dangerous Enemie 
Jah an Confines with fuch peacefull fteps? 
1fwepreuaile,their heads fhall pay for it. 
[warrant they haue made peace with Ballixgbrooke, 
Scroope. Peace haue they made with him indeede(my 
ong Oh Villains, Vipers,damn’d without redemption, 
Dogges,ealily woon to fawne on any man, 
smkesinmy heart blood warm’, that fling my Beart 
Three [udaffes;each one thrice worfe then Judas, 
Would they make peace? terrible Hell make warre 
Vpon theit {ported Soules for this Offence. 
Scrape. Sweet Louc(I fee) changing his propertie, 
|Turnes to the fowreft,and moft deadly hate: 
Aoaine vncurfe their Soules ; their peaceis made 


With Heads,and not with Hands: thofe whom you curfe | 


Haue felt the worft of Deaths deftroying hand, 

And lye full low, grau'd in she hollow ground, 

Aum, \s Bufhie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltfhire 
dead? ‘ 

Scrope. Yea.all of them at Briftow loft their heads. 
Aum, Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich, Nomatter where; of comfort noman {peake: 

Les talke of Graues,of Worimes,and Epiraphs, =~ 

Make Duft our Paper, and with Raynie eyes 

Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth. 

Let’s chufe Executors,and talke of Wills: 

And yet not fo; for what'‘can we bequeath, 

Saue our depofed bodies to the ground ¢ 

Our Lands,our Liues,and all are Bullingbrockes, 

And noting can we call our owne,burt Death, 

And that {mall Modell of the barren Earth, 

Which ferues as Pafle,and Couer to our Bones: 

For Heauens fake let vs fit vpen the ground, 

And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings: 

How fome haue been depos’d, fome flaine in warre, 

Some haunted by the Ghofts they haue depos'd, 

Some poyfon'd by their Wiues,fome fleeping kill'd, 

_{Allmurther’d, For within the hollow Crowne ae 
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King, 

Keepes Death his Court,and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his State,and grinning at his Pompe, 
Allowing him a breath,a little Scene, 
To Monarchize,be fear’d,and kill with lookes, 
Infufing him with felfe and vaine conceit, 
Asifthis Fle(h,which walls about our Life, 
Were Braffe impregnable: and humor’d thus, 
Comes at the laft,and with a little Pinne 
Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwell King. 
Couer your heads,and mock not flefh and blood 
With folemne Reuerence: throw away Refpeét, 
Tradition, Forme,and Ceremonious dutie, 
Foryou haue but miftooke me all this while : 
Iliue with Bread like you, feele Want, 
Tae Griefe,need Friends : fubie&ted thus, 
How can youfay tome; lamaKing? of 
Carl. My Lord, wife men ne’re waile their prefent woes, 
But prefently prevent the wayes to waile : 
ofeare the Foe, fince feare oppreffeth firength, 
Nes in your weakeneffe, ftrength ynto your Foe 
fare,and be flaine,no worfe can come to fight, 
_ fight and die,is death deftroying death, 
Vhere fearing dying ppayes death feruile breath, 
: dum. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 
ndtearnetomake a Body of a Limbe. 
Rich Thou chid’& me well:proud Bullingbrooke I come 





or earn sii gl eC E 


“Lhe life at death of Richard the ‘fecond, 


“| To change Blowes with thee, for our day of Doome:. 


Xs 


This ague fit of feare is ouer-blowne, 
Aneafietaskeitisto winne ourowne, = 
Say Scroope,where lyes our Vackle with his Power? 
Speake fweetly man, although thy lookes be fowre, 

Scroope, Men iudge by the complexion of the Skie__ 
The ftate and inclination of the day ; 

So may you by my dulland heauie Eye: 

My Tongue hath buta heauier Tale to fay : 

I play the Torturer,by fmallandfmall ~~ 
Tolengthen out the worft,that muft be fpoken. 
Your Vuckle Yorke is ioyn’d with Budingbrooke, 
Andall your Northerne Caftles yeelded vp, 
And all your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Faétion, 

Rich, Thouhaft faid enough, 

Befhrew thee Coufin, which didft lead me forth 
Of that {weet way I was in,to defpaire : 

What fay you now ? What comfort haue we now ¢ 
By Heauen Ile hare him euerlaftingly, 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Goe to Flint Caftle,there Ile pine away, 

A King, Woes flaue, fhall Kingly Woe obey: ~ 
That Power I haue,difcharge,and let’em goe: 
To eare the Land,that hath fome hope to grow, 
For [haue none, Let no man fpeake againe 
Toalcer this, for counfaile is but vaine. 

Aum. My Liege,one word. 

Rich. He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Ditcharge my followers: ler them hence away, 
From Richards Night,to Bulingbrookes faire Day. 

Exeunt, 





Scena Tertia. 





Enter with Drum aud Colowrs,Bullingbrooke, 
Yorke, Northumberiand, Attendants. 


Bull. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are difpers’d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King,who lately landed 
With fome few private friends, vpon this Coaft. 
North, The newes is very faire and good,my Lord, 
Richard,not farre from hence,hath hid his head. : 
Tork, It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: alack the heauie day, 
When fucha facred King fhould hide his head, 
North, Your Grace miftakes : onely to be briefe, 
Left I his Title out. 
Tork, The time hath beene, 
Would you haue beene fo briefe with him,he would 
Haue beene fo briefe with you,to fhorten you, 
For taking fo the Head,your whole heads length. 
Bull, Miftake not (Vnckle) farther then you fhould, 
York. Take not(good Coufin)farther then you fhould. | 
Leaft you miftake the Heauens are ore your head. 
Buk. Uknow it(Vnckle)and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft their will. But who comes here? 
Enter Percie. 
Welcome Harry:what,will not this Caftle yeeld? 
Per, The Caftle royally is mann’dymy Lord, 
Againft thy entrance, ay 
Ball. Roy-} 




















































































































































































































































































































— : * ST RE Sent. sete mere <a 
| Ball, Royally? Why,it containes no King ? 
. Per. Yes (my geod Lord) 
‘It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 
| And with him,the Lord Avumerle,Lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroope, befides a Clergie man 
| OF holy reuerence ; who,I cannot learne. 
North. Ob, belike it is the Bifhop of Carlile. 
Bull. Noble Lord, sé: 
| Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Calle, 
Through Brazen Trumper fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliuer : 
| Henry Bullingbrooke vpon his knees doth kiffe 
. King Richards hand,and fends allegeance 
. And true faith of heart to his Royall Perfon: hither come 
Euen at his feet,to lay my Armes and Power, 
Prouided,that my Baniflament repeal’d, 
And Lands reftor'd againe,be freely graunted : 
If not, Tle vfe th'aduantage of my Power, 
And lay the Summers duft with fhowers of blood, 
- Rayn’d from the wounds of flaughter’d Englifhmen; 
The which,how farre off from the mind of Batingbrooke 
| Iris, fuch Crimfon Tempcft fhould bedrench 
| The frefh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land, 
| My ftooping dutie tenderly fhall fhew. 
Goe fignifie as much, while here we march 
Vpon the Graffie Carpet of this Plaine: 
Let’s march without the noyfe of threatning Drum, 
That from this Caftles tatter'd Battlemenis 
Our faire Appointments may be well perus’d, 
Me thinkes King Richard and my felfe fhould meet 
With no leffe terror then the Elements ~ 
| Of Fire and Water,when their thundring fmoake - 
| At meeting teares the cloudie Cheekes of Heauen: 
Be hethe fire, Ile be the yeelding Water; - 
The Rage be his, while ou the Earth Lraine 
My Waters on the Earth, andnoton him. 
March on,and marke King Richard how he lookes. 
Parle without, and anfwere within : then a Flourifb. 
Enter ou the Walls, Richard,Carlile, demerle,Scroop, 
Salisbury. . 
See, fee, King Richard doth himfelfe appeare 
As doth the blufhing difconrented Sunne, 
From out the fierie Portall of the Eaft, 
When he perceiues the enuious Clouds are bent 
Todimme his glory,and to {taine the tract 
Of his bright paflage to the Occident. 
York, Yetlookes he likea King : behold his Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
| Controlling Maieftie : alack,alack,for woe, 
That any harme fhould ftaine fo faire a fhew. 
Rich.. Wee are amaz'd,and thus long haue we ftood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, 
Becaufe we thought our felfe chy lawfull King : 
And if we be,how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awfull dutie to our prefence ? 
If we benot,fhew vs the Hand.of God, 
That hath difmifs'd vs from our Stewardfhip, 
For well wee know,no Hand of Blood and Bone 
‘Can gripe the facred Handle of our Scepter, 
Vnileffe he doe.prophane, Reale,or vfurpe. 
And though youthinke,thar all,as you hawe done, 
Haue corne their Soules, by turning them from vs, 
And weare barren, and bereft of Friends: 
Yer know,my Mafter,God Omnipotent, 
{Is muftring in his Clouds, on our behalfe, 










Vila Umea 


| Wedoe debate our felfe(Coufin)doe we not, 


| The Name of King? 0’ Gods Name letit goe. 


of Richard the second. 
Arties of Peftilence, and they fhall ftrike 
Your Children yet ynborne,and vnbegor, 
That lift your Vaffall Hands againft my Head, 
And threatthe Glory of my precious Crowne, 
Tell Bullingbrooke, for yond me thinkes heis, .. 
That every ftride he makes vpon my Land, 
Is dangerous Treafon: Heis cometo ope) - 
The purple Teftament of bleeding Warres 
But ere the Crowne he Ieokes for, liue in peace, 
Ten thoufand bleody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew 
Her Paftors Graffe with faithfull Englifh Blood. 
North. The King of Heanen forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill Armes 
Be rufh’d vpon: Thy thrice-nobleCoufin, 
Harry Ballingbrooke,doth humbly kiffe thy hand, 
And by the Honorable Tombe he {weares, 
That ftands vpon your Royall Grandfires Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your Bleods, — 
(Currents that {pring from one moft gracious Head) 
And by the buried Hand of Warlike Ganut, 
And by the Worth and Honor of himfelfe, 
Comprifing all that may be fworne,or faid, 
His comming hither hath no further {cope, 
Then for his Lineal Royalties,and to begge 
Infranchifement immediate on his knees: 
Which onthy Royall partie graunted once, 
His glittering Armes he will commend to’Ruft, 
His barbed Steedes to Scables,and his heart 
To faithfull feruice of your Maieftie : 
This {weares he,as he is a Prince,is iuft, 
Andas Lam aGentleman,] credit him. 
Rich, Northumberland fay tous; The King returnes, 
His Noble Coufin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his faire demands 
Shall be accomplifh’d without contradiAion : 
With all the gracious vtterance thou halt, 
Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends, 





To looke fo poorely,and co fpeake {6 faire? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traytor,and fo die? 
Anm.No,good my Lord,let’s fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpeful Swords. 
Rich. Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the Sentence of dread Banifhment 
On yond prowd man, fhould take it off againe 
With words of footh: Oh that I were as great 
As ismy Griefe,or lefler then my Name, 
Orthat I could forget-what I haue beene, 
Or not remember what I muft be now: 
Swell’ft thou prowd heart? Ile giue thee {copeto beat, 
Since Foes haue feopeto beat boththeeandme. 
Aum. Northumberland comes backe from Bulling- 
brooke. ahs 
Rich. What muft the King doe nowzmuft he fubmitt 
The King fhall doeit: Muft he be depos’d2 
The King fhall be contented: Muft he loofe 


Ile giue my Fewels fora fett of Beades, 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

My gay Apparrell,for as Almes-mans Gowney 
My figur’d Goblets, for a Dith of Wood, 

My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffe, 





My 
















; iedts,for a payreof ‘carued Saints, = 
Chaat Hueasaigse alittle Grane; 
little ierle Gratre,an obfcure Graue. = 
Orlle be buryed in the Kings high-way, ae aE 
Some way of comnion Trade,where Subiedts feet 
Ma yhowrely trampie on their Soucraignes Head hat 
For on my hearcithey tread now, whileft Tlive}' 
And buryedosce,why not vpon my Head? Atha: 
Aimerle,ghou weep’it.(my tender-hearted Coufin). 
Weelemake foule Weather'with defpifed Tearts:' 
Ourighes,and-they, fall lodge the Summer Corne, 
And make a Dearth inthis teuolting Land, 
Orthall we playthe Wantons with-our Woes, ° 
And make fome prettie Match, with fhedding Teares ? 
jsthus : todropthem ftill'vpon one place, 
Tillthey hae fretted vs.a payreof Graues, :° 
Withinthe Barth : and therein lay’d, there lyes 
Two Kinfmen,dige’d their Graues with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this ill,doe well ? Well; well, I fee 
[talke but idly,andyou mock at mee, yh 
Mot mightie Prince,my Lord Northumberland, 
What fayes King Ballingbrookee W ill his Maieftie 
Giue Richard leaue to live,till Richard die? 
You make a Legge,and Bullingbrooke fayes T. 
North, My Lord,inthe bafe Court he doth attend 
Tofpeakewith you, may it pleafe you to come downe, 
Rich, Downe,downe | come,like gliftring Phaston, 
Wanting the manage of vnruly Jades. 
Inthe bafeCourt? bafé Court,where Kings grow bafe, 
Tocomeat Traytors Calls,and doe them Grace. 
Inthe bafe Court come down: down Court, down Kin P 
Fornight-Ovwls fhrike, where motiting Larks fhould fing, 
Bul, What fayes his Maieftie > 
North. Sorrow, and gricfe of heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly, like a frantick many 
Yetheis come. 
Bell, Stand all apart, 
And fhew faire dutie to his Maieftie. 
My gracious Lord, 
Rich. Faire Coufin, 
Youdebafe your Princely Knee, 
Tomake the bafe Earth prowd with kiffing it, 
Merather had,my Heart might feele your Loue, 
Theo my vnpleas’d Eye fee your Courtefie, 
VpCoufin, vp, your Heart is vp,I know, 
Thus high at leaft,although your Knee below. 


Bull My gracious Lord, I come but for mine 
wide, 








oe Your owne is yours , and J am yours, and 


Bull. So farre be mine,my moft redoubted Lord, 
Asmy true feruice fhall deferue your loue, 
Rich, Well you deferu'd : 
*y Well deferue to haue, 
* Know the ftreng’ft, and furett way to get, 
nckle giue me your Hand: nay,drie your Eves, 
Cares fhew their Loue, but want their Remedies. 
oufin,I am too young to be your Father, 
ough you are old enough to be my Heirew: 
F “ae will haue, Ile giue,and willing to, 
oe we muft,what force will haue vs doe, 
00 towards London : 
oh is it fo? ; 
a. Yeaymy good Lord, 
Rich, Then F oat not fay,no, 
Flourifh.: 


. Exetrt. 
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~~ Scena Quarta. 











Ester the Queene, and two Ladies. 


Qu.Whiat {port fhall we deuife here in thisGarden, 

To driue away the heanie thought of Care?» 
La. Madame,wee'lc play at Bowles, = 2 9 | 
Qxu-Twillmake me thinke the Worldis full of Rubs, 

And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas, 4 
La. Madame,wee'le Dance. i 
os, My Legges can keepeno meafurein Delight, 

When my poare Heart no meafure keepes in Griefe. 

Therefore no Dancing (Girle) fome other fport. 

La. Madame,wee'lec te}! Tales, 
ils. OF Sorrow, or of Griefe 2 

La. Of eyther,Madame. 

22a. Of neyther,Girle. 

For if of loy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of Sorrow: 

Or if of Griefe, being alcogether had, 

It addes more Sorrow to my want of Toy: 

For what I haue,I need not ro repeat; 

And what I want, it boor¢s not to complaine. 

La, Madame,lle fing. 
Qa. Tis well that thou haft caufe ; 

But thou fhould’ft pleafe me better, would’ft thou weepe. 
La. I could weepe,Madame, would it doe you good. 
lu, And I could Ging,would weeping doe me gaad, 

And neuer borrow any Teare of thee. ; 

Enter a Gardiner and two Seruants. 

But ftay,here comes the Gardiners, 

Let’s ftep into the fhacow of thefe Trees, 

My wretchedneffe,vnto a Rowe of Pinnes, 

They’le talke of State: for euery one doth fo, 

Againfta Change; Woe is fore-runne with Woe, 
Gard.’ Goe binde thon vp yond dangling Apricocks, 

Which like vnruly Children,make their Syre 

Stoupe with oppreffion of their prodigall weight: 

Giue fome fupportance to the bending twigges. 

Goe thou, and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of too fa{t growing {prayes, 

That looke too loftie in our Commen-wealth 

All muft be euen,in our Gouernment. 

You thus imploy’d,! will goe root away 

Thenoyfome Weedes,that without profit fucke 

The Soyles fertilitie ftom wholefome flowers. 
Ser. Why fhould we,in the compaffe of a Pale, 

Keepe Lawand Forme,and due Proportiony 

Shewing as ina Modell our firme Eftate? : 

‘When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 

Is full of Weedes,her faireft Flowers choakt vp, 

Her Fruit-trees all ynpruin’d her Hedges rvin’d, 

Her Knots diforder’d,and her wholefome Hearbes 

Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Gard. Holdthy peace. “ 

He chat hath fuffer’d this diforder’d Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the Fali of Leafe. 

The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaues did fhelter, 

That feem’d,in eating him,to hold him vp, 

Are pull’d vp, Root and all, by Ballngbrookes 

I meane,the Earle of Wiltthire;Bu/hie,Greenes 

d Ser. What, |. 
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Ser. What are they dead ? 
Gard.-They-are, - - or wince 

And Balingbrooke hath feiz’d the waftefull King. 
Oh, what pitty is it, that. kehadnotforrim’d 
Aad dreft his Land,as wethis Garden,at time of yeare, 
| And wound the Barke,the skin of our Fruic-trees, 
| Leaft being ouer-proud with Sap and Blood, 
With wo much riches it confound it felfer 
Hadhe done fo, to great and growing men, 
They might have liu’d to,beare, and heroitafte 
P Their fruitesofdutie. Superfluous branches 
' We lop away, that bearing boughes.may line: 
Had he doné fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
| Which wafte and idle houres hath quite throwadowne, 
} Ser. Whatthinke youthe King fhall be depos’d 2 
| Gar, Depreft he isalready, and depos’d: 

’Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laftnight 
‘Toa deere Fiiend of the Duke of Yorkes,7 

That tell blacke tydings, 





Qn.Oh | am preft to death through want of fpeaking: | 


Thou old Adams likeneffe, ferro dreffe this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh rude tongue found this ynpleafing 
What Eue? what Serpent hath tuggefledthee, (newes 
To make a fecond fall of curfed man? 
Why de’ft rhou fay, King Richard is depos'd, 
Dar’ft thou, thou little better thing then earth, 
Diuine his downfall? Say, where,when,and how 
Cam’tt thou by this ill-tydings ? Speake thou wretch. 
Gard. Pardon me Madam, Little ioy hauel 
To breath thefe newes; yer what I fay,is true 5 
King Richard, he is inthe mighty hold 
Of Bullingbrooke, their Fortunes both are weigh’d : 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe, 
And fome few Vanities, that make him light: 
But in the Ballance of great Budlingbrooke, 
Befides himfelfe, are all che Engtifh Peeres, 
And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe. 
| Pofte you to Lordon, and you’ finde it fo, 
I fpeake no more, then every one doth know. 
#. Nimble mifchance, that art fo light of foote, 
Dothnor thy Embaffage belong to me? 
And am Ilaft chat knowes it ? Oh chou think’ 
To ferue me laft, that I may longelt keepe 
Thy forrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe, 
To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 
What was I borne to this: chat my fad looke, 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbrooke. 
Gardner, for telling me this newes of woe, 
| Twould the Plants thou graft’ft, may neuer grow. Exit. 
1 G Poore Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, 
I would my skill were fubieé to thy curfe: 
Heere did the drop ateare, heere in this place 
Tle feta Banke of Rew, fowre Herbe of Grace: 
Rue, eu’n for ruth, heere fhortly fhall be feene, 


In theremembrance of a Weeping Queene. Exit. 





ee ee 


Aélus Quartus. SeenaPrima. 


ee 





cae es et gene tetas linn et 


Enter as to thé Parliawsent, Bulingbrooke, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percie, Fitz-Water, Surreys( arlile, Abbot 
of Wefminfter. Herald, Officers and Bagot. 


Bullingbrooke, Call forth Bagot. - 





| The Life and Death of Richard the Second. 


Engage ic. to the Triall,ifthou dar’fts_ 









_ Now Bagor, freely fpeakethy minde, a: 


| What thou do*ft know of Noble Gloufters death. 


Who wrought it with the King, and who perforn?) 
The bloddy Offies ofhis Timeleffe end. perform os 
Bag: Then fet before my face, the Lord Ayu), 
Bul, Cofin,ftand forth,and looke vpon'that m ie 
Bag. My Lord Aumerle,¥ know your darin a 5 
Scornes to ynfay, what it hath once deliuer'd, : "eit 
Inthat deadtime, when Glowfters death was plotted: 
Iheard you fay. Is not my arme of length, Ae 
That reacheth from the reftfull Englifh Court 
As farre as Callis, comy Vnkles head, >: 
Amongft much other talke, that very time, 
I heard you fay, that you had rather refyfe: 
The offer ofan hundred thoufand Crownes, : 
Then Ballingbrookes returne to England; adding wichal} 
How bleft this Land would be,in this your Cofins death, 
Aum, Princes,and Noble Lords : : 
What anfwer fhall I make to.this bafe man? 
Shall I fo much difhonor my faire Starres, 
On equalltermes to giue him chafticement ? 
Either I muft,or haue mine honor foyl'd 
With th’Actaindor of hisfland'rous Lippes. 
There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death 
That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeft, 
And will maintaine what thou haft faid, is falfe, 
To thy heart blond, though being all too bafe 
To ftaine the temper of my Knightly fword. 
Bul, Bagot forbeare, thou fhalt not take it vp, 
Aum, Excepting one, I would he were the beft 
In all this prefence, that hath mou’d me fo, 
Fitz, if taatthy valour ftand on fympathize : 
There is my Gage, Awmerle, in Gage to chines 
By that faire Sunne, that fhewes me where thou Rand, 
[heard thee fay (and vauntingly thau {pak’ft ir) 
That thou wer’t caufe of Noble Gloufters death, 
If chou denieft it, cwency times thou lyeft, 
And I will turse thy falfhood to thy hart, 
Where it was forged with my Rapiers point. 
Aum, Thou dar ft not (Coward) line to fee the day. 
Fitz, Now by my Soule, I would it were this houre, 
Aum, Fitzwater thou art damn’d to hell for this. 
Per, Aumerle, thoulye'ft :his Honor is astrue 
In this Appeale, as thou art all yniuft : 
And that thou art fay there I throw my Gage 
To proue it on thee, to th’extreameft point 
Of morrall breathing. Seize it, if choudarft, 
Aus. Andif Ido not, may my hands rot off, 
And neuer brandifl more reuengefull Steele, 
Ouer the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 
Surrey, My Lord Fitz, water : 
I do remember well, the very time 
eJumerle, and you did talke. 
Fitz. My Lord, 
*Tis very true: You were in prefence then, 
And you can witneffe with me, this is truee 
Surrey, As falfe, by heauen, 
As Heauen it felfe is crue. 
Fitz. Surrey, thou Lyeft. 
Sarrey, Difhonourable Boy ; 
That Lye, fhall lie fo heauy on my Sword, 
That it fhall render Vengeance, and Reuenges 
| Till thouthe Lye-giuer, and thar Lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 
In proofe whereof, thereis mine Honors pawnts 


Filne 





Theil ife and Deuthiof Richard tbe Second. 





-Firaw How fondly dotft thou fpurrea foi ward Horia? 


If I dare eate, or drinké;orbfeathe,orlings «4 ei i sonie 


[dare meee Surrey inna Walderneffe, anol sor) w& 
And (picvponchim, whileftdfay he Lyes, bso H.cewV\ 
‘And Lyes,and.Lyes + thereismy Bond of Faith, iA 
To tye thee to.aty ftrong Correction: on 34991 ¥ Bad 
Asliorend to eter gray icone EY ad T dees! 
amerlé is, tH tic,of my true} ippea isa} y L wot 
ne fred the banith’dWorfolke fay! 90h ined yy 
That chon. wmerde did ftdendiewoof-thy:men,.!s 925°) 
\Toexecute the NobléDukear.Callis: 5 
| Aum. Somse-honelt Chrittiad sruftiaiéwith aGage, > 
| That Norfolkelyess -here-doe I throwdownechisy 91 


\Ifhe may be repeal’d;to.trie’his Honors 2oy014 


| Bail, «  epemelrigsaens pay ens Gage, aA | Of Capicall Freafon wearréft youshere.s {fs 9920) bo 9 
thallBesn or sfit | 

|And(though mine Enemie)reftor’d agdingod fob nodT | 
AT ; 
|Againt Aamerde we willenforeehis\ Tryas: soo bid | 
Carl. That honorable day fhallne rebefeene,| 204T | 


|Till Norfolke be repeal’d z xepeakd he 


\Toallhis Lands and Seignories: when hee'Sreturn’d, 


> ‘ 


|Many a time hath banilh’d Morfolke fought.) s 
|For lefu Chrift, in glorious Chriflian field; +> =: 
| Streaming the Enfigne of the ChriftianGroffe,.- 
| Againft black Pa ganssTutkes,and Satacehs:; - 
|Andtoy!'d with workes of W arre, retys'd hiaifelfe’- - 
To Italy,and chergjat, Venice.ganes.) 901) sno!) eM 


|tis Body soxbat pleafant Countries Earths) so. 
| Andhis pure Soule vnto his, Captaine Chiat; 7 
|Vnder whofe Colours he had fought fo longs! 
Bull. Why Bifbop,is Norfolke dead? |» 
Carl. As iG? Kita lands gin to weber 
Ball. Sweet peace conduct his fweer Soule: »- 
Tothe Bofome of good old Abrahami.osix>- 


of 


Till we affigne you to your dayes of Fryall. »{(-.. 

The Ester Dorkes: dis) oda zoel 9%: 
| Torke, Great Duke of Lancafter,I come to thee: . 
From plume-plugkt Richard, who with willing-Soule \ 
|Adopts thee Heire,and his high Scepten yeelds’ 
|Tothe poffeffion. of chy Royall:Handencg sd asi bes 
{Afcend his Throne,defcending now from img! 
Andlong live Henry,of that Natnexhe Fourtha |. 
| Bul. InGods!Name,Healcend the RegalkThrone. 
Carl, Mary, Heaven foriden, oid scew asd x 
Worf in this Royall Prefeneeimay I {peakes is: 
lYetbeft befeeming meto {peake the truth.g oid e sud | 
Would God, tha any) insthis Noble Prefence:y 0} « 

“e enough Noble,to be vpright Iudge y2¥ {a2 
|OfNoble Richard : then trug Nobletieffe would’~: > 
|-*arne him forbearance from fo foulela Wrong. ‘lu 
/What Subie@ can give Sentence on his King? 
|And who fits here that is not Richards Subiedy2 o's 
{4 "eeues ar itide’d. but? nedve, ss 

Alben pereiciis d,bucthey,are by to hare, - 
And 





OC) & . 


eh 
oa be “ve 
i 2th sit 


Aaa) 


ve thn q} ars 
od if ; Tithe > 
iy you Cro } rau ee 
May < 


| That euer fell vpon this:eurfed Earthy) § ie aqev0 I Il) 
| Preuenc it,refitt itsand lerienot befo, 2203/!.eroneM yM 


| Leaft Child,C hilds Childrencry againfhyon, Wee, y)/ 


vel i] Withowefufpitiadionen? to 2arsey-enen 


| Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwer?, >): 


| To Henry Bullingbrookes 


The blood of Englith fhallmanure theground, <.., 
And future Ages groaneforhis fouleAdty oi) s:olsisdf 





| Peace thall goe fleepe with Tuitkes andiinfidels, yo! 


And in this Seatiof Péace;tumultuons Watres > 1) sy is 


J 
| Shall Kinne with Kinnejand Kinde withKinde confound, 
| Diforder,Horrot,Fearejand Mutinie !oni 28 ohjo¢ od 
} Shall hereinhabite,and this Land be ¢alidyo oo icy 450 
| The field of Golgotha;and dead menéSeullss 93i05 (1) 


Oh, if you rearethis Houfeyagainft chisHoufen in diivy 
It will the wofallef Diuifioniproues 16 save ssi heh W 
fT A 


North. Welkhaueyotrargu'd Sir:and foryour paines 


My Lord of Wettminfter,beit-your chargesds.ocn s¥eM 
To keep hina fafely,tilibisday of Tryallayiv: pod) bod 
May it pleafeyou; Lotds;to grant the Commins, Suit? I 
Bull. Fetch hivher Rchard,chat in cofmmon view sah 
He may furrenders foitive thallproceedé’ © i 50 bod 
; aid bostheé 
Yorke. I willbe his Condua, quite Bagte acd WP 
Bull. Lords,youtharherearevnder our Atrefts-.\/, 


Little are we beholding toyout Louey») od bss) st6 
And little took'd for at yaunhelping Hands? 1: {» 


Oo 


al 


i 


HIM 1G eIO Se SAI MIS Sr Hisinos yd IE 
cb Enter Richardiand Torkees e's jaenaab 
Rich. Alack,why ami fent fortod Kinga daa 


ai 


rc 
A 
he 
i 
M 


Before [haue fhooke off the Regall choughes!i*t.5.. yA 


Wherewith I reign’d?:D-hatidlyyerhaueleassid ) 5 31 


|| To infinuate,flaster, bowejand bend my Knees 3; hfyo WV 
oooA | Giue Sorfowdeaue awhilesotutureme:f)s.t poh 95 ot 
Lords Appealayts your differ éces-fhalall render gage, 


To this {ubmiffions:Yerd wellremember!) "bin eri) sys0r 
The fauors of thefe men'¥ werethey nor mine? oy esoo7) 


' || Did they noefSmetime crysMl hayletome?sizoes5 bo A 


So Jadwidid to Shriftizs bus he intwelwes ¢ dsivy ysbeeM 


| Found truthinallgbur one ; Lin. twelue thoufand, none, 
‘| God fatie che Kisigd willinomancfay,A men? ivy 
_ || Am I both Prieft.aitd. Clarke? wellthen Amen.) feyodT 

|| God faue theking alshough:-kbenot heeiio as en 902 


At 
} 


jaeiaet 
Sh TDs 


¥ 


And yet Amenjif Heaven doe tinoke him MeBes joc 20. 2 


'| To doe what fernice,am Ifent forbither 45 v5.09 4 
3 


‘Tirke: Todoe thar bficaieiabideiowsegsod will, 


Whichtyred Maiettiedid maketheeofferyn,.M du 


The Refignarion of thy State and,Crowne!) sie) ys bos 
637 Je-siobs osktes yous me 
Rich.Giue me che Crown.Here Coufin, feize 9 Crown : 


| Here Coufia,on this-fide my; Hand,on thavfide thine, >: 
| Now is this Golden Crownedikeadeepe Well...) > 9 
| That owes two Buckets; filling oheanothery,:/: s55'..°) 
| The emptier ener dancing inithemy®es Sed violD oh. 

| The other downe,wifeene,and full of Waters). |, 

| That Bucket downe,and full of TearesamIy 4... 

| Drinking aiy'Griefes,whil fhyou niouncyp omhigh.: 

| Bull. 1shoughe youlhad beeniwilling toxefignes, 


Rich. My Crowaell am,burstill my Griefes.are mine: | 


You may my Glories and my, State depofe,se.)y 5.5 of 
| But noc my Griefes; Millar 1 Kingof thofes 5,00 -... 0} 


Bull. PS of your Gares you'giveme withyeur,Crowne. |’ 
Rich. Y our Cares fet vp,donotpliack my Cares downes »| 
My Care, is loffnofCare, by:old-Gare done, ” od gaibans2| 
Your Care,is gaine-of Care,bynew-Care wonne:,).. 
The Cares Lgiiie Shaye, though giver AWAY gs, 
They ‘tend the Gtowne,yer ftill with me they ftayz: | 
Ball, Are yquconrentedto refigne the Crowne?» 
Reset c peal’ Rich. WR y 
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Therefore no,no,for I refignetothee, eu A > 
Now, marke me liow Iwill vndoe my felfe: 
I giue this heauié Weight from off myHrad, > 


The pride of Kingly {way fiomourmy Heart, 
With mine owne Teates bwath away my Balme, 
With mine owne Hands | giueaway my Crowne, 
With mine owne T ongue deniemy Sacred Stare, 


All Pompe and Maieftie I doeforfweares. | 2: 

/My Manors,Rents,Reuenues;] forgoes ) 210 

My Aéts Decrees and Statutes Tdenie: 

| God pardon all Oaches chavare broke to'mee, 

God keepe all Vowes vubroke are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing have,with nothing eriew'd, © 

| And thou with all pleas’d,that haft all atchieu’d, 2 © 
Longimay’ft thou live in Richards Seat to fit, 

| And foonelye Richard iman Earchie Pit: 

God faue King Henrp,vn-King’d Richard fayes, 
And fend him many yeeres of Sunne-fhine dayes. 
What moré remaines? iad! 

North No more: burthat-youreade 
Thefe Accufationssand thefe grievous Crymes, : 
Committed by yourPerfonyand your followers, 
Againft the State,and Proficef this Land : 
| That by confeffing them,the Soules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos’d. 

Rich. MutT doefo? and tuft I rauelb out 
My weau'd-vp follyes ? Gentle Northumberland,» 
If thy Offences were vpon Record, | 
W ould it sotithame thee,in fo faire atroupe, 

To reade a LeQture of them ?-IFf thou would’'ft; ” 
There fhould’ftthou finde one heynous Aiticle, 
| Contayning the depofing ofa King, 29.2! 


Mark’d witha Blot,damn’d in the Booke of Heauen,. 
Nayyall.ef you,that and and lookevpon'me, =» 
Whil'f that my wrerchedneffe'doth bait my felfe, 
Though {dine'df you, with Pilate, wath your hands, ’ 
Shewing an outwatd pittie: yer you Pilates 

Haue here-deliuer’d me to my fowre Croffe, 

And Water cannot wath away yourfinne. 


Rich. Mine Byes are fullof Teares,I cannot fee: 
And yet fale- Water blindes them not fomuch, 
But they can fee a fort of Traytorshere,: 
Nay,if 1 tuthe mine Eyes'vpon my felfe, 
[finde my felfe'a Traycorwith the ref: 
‘For I haue givewheremy Soules confent, « 
| T’vndeck thepompous Body ofa Kings: 
Made Glory bafe; a Soueraigntie,a Slaves” 
Prowd Maiehtie, a Subie&t } Statesa Pefanty: 
North, My Vords2* 20 fiw or 


No,norhésnans Lord? Mims no Nameno Title; 8 


But ’cis vfurpe+ alack the heaniedaypire 7 eye bo 


Oh,that’ Fwere a MocKerie;King of Snow, ~ 
‘Standing before'the Sanhe of Bullingbrooke, 
To mele my felfeaway in Water-drops. 


And if thy Word be Sterling a in England, 
Lect it Command a Mirror hit erftzaight, - 


a ee — mero enr wen sw ner nn ne ne = 





Rich. I,no3 m0]: for} mutt nothing beds | roidodlTt . 
Aoausut boA | Since it is Bankstiptof:hisMaieftie, 9 to cie3 54) / 4) 





Andthis vnwieldie Scepter frommy Handy 200 1 2 


> | When] doe feethe very Booke indeede, ) 


With mine owne Breath releafe.all durious Oathes ; >) | Where all my finnes are writjand that’s my 


‘ | That euery:day,ynder his Houfe-hold Roofe, 
] Did keepe tetithoufand men? Was this the Face, 


And cracking the {trong Warrant of awOathy: 0° > 


Nothomy Lord diff tohyreadectre clic (GA reicke’. | 


Rich. Ne Lord of thinethou haughe-infulting man§! | 
NoztiotitharName was Bidetsmeat theFont, (8% 


That I haue wore fomany Wintersonty <9 908 be | 
‘And kaow not now what Nametocallmyfelfes © 


Good King,grest King, dnd yet sot greatly good, > * ely ff ! 
weer ie : ' | You fhallnotonelytakethe Sacrament, ' 

































a 


‘That it may fhew.me whata Face I have, woHle 


Bull. Goe fome of you,and ferch a Looking: 

North.Read o’re this Paperjwhile § Glaffedoth tors 

Rich Fiend,thou torarents:me,ere Leome'to Hef br 

Bul. Vrge it no more;my Lord Northumbertand >’ 

North.The Commons-will northen be fatisty'd, ant 

Rich. They fhall be fatisfy’d: He teade enough; 
elf! 

Enterone with aGlaffe, 4: rR if 

Giue me that Glaffe,and therein will Treade,< 

No deeper wrinckles yet? hath Sorrow ftrucke 

So many Blowes vpon this Face of mine,’ » i 

And made nodecper Wounds? Ob Mare’ritig Gaffe 

Like to my-followers in profperitie, “ih 

| Thou do’ft beguileme.: “Was this Face,the Face 


That like the Sunne,did make beholders winke 2 
Is this the Face,which fae’d fo many follyes, 
That was at laft out-fac'd by Bullingbrooke? 
A brietle Glory fhineth in this Face, 
As brittle astheGlory,is che Face; 
For there itis, erackt inan hundred fhiuers,’ 
Marke filent King,the Morall of this {port, °° 
How foone my Sorrow hath-deftroy’d my Faces" 
Ball, Thefhadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy'd 
The fhadowof your Faces 9 eto 
Rich. Say that againe, anal YAY! 
The fhadow of my Sorrows ha,let’sfee,-' 
Tis very true; my: Griefe lyes all'withing 2°." 
And thefe externall niente of Laments; >! 
Aremeerely fhadowes;tothe vn feene Grief, | 
That fwells with flenceinthe'tortur’d Sotile, © 
There lyes che fubfance® andi thanke thee King 
For thy great bountie,that not onely giv’ © : 
Mecaufero wayle, butteacheft me the way ” 
Howto lament che canfe. Tle begge one Boone, 
And then be gone,and trouble youno more. 
Shall I obsaine it 2 , shag ey ie 
Bull. Nameit,faireCoufin, CNSES HEN ge 
Rich, Faire Coufin? Tam greater then’a King: | 
For when I was King, my flatterers’ we 
Were then bur fubiedtspbeing nowafubiet, 
Ihauea King heretomyAatcerers 2 2° 
Being fo great,T haueno neede'to bepge. * 
Bull. Yer aske. NGO He 


Rich. ‘Aud fhall Ihave 2: nig 
Bull, Youlhallpivot ol 011 Fass al 
Rich, Then gine me teaneto’'geen 0 | 
Bull, Wehither Fo8uA ton et jet. 91901 EON 
Rich. Whither yourwill, fo 7 wereftom your fights 
Bull, Goe forne of paujeonuey him to the Tower. 
Rich, Oh good: corey?’ Con ueyersateyousll, | nt 
That rife thus nimbly bya trae Kings fall ‘| 
Bull.On Wednefday next,we folemmly fet downe 
Our Coronation: Lordsjprepare yourfelues. eet 
Abbor:& wofull Pageant hauewe'here beheld eee 
Carl. The Woesto come,the Children yet vaborts ! 
Shall feelethis day as fharpe to themasThorne. 
edum.Youboly Clergie-men, isthere fio Pre Eid 
Torid theRealme of thisperniciousBlot. 
eAbbét. Before I freely Speake my minde hereiy 
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To bury mine‘iintents,butalfo to effect” ~ 












hat euer I (hall happen to devife: 


Your Heart o 
Come home w 
Shull fhew vs a 





eres) 


[fee yout Browes are full of Difcontent, | 


f Sorrow and your Eyes of Teares, 
ithmeto Supper, Ile lay a Plot 


lla merry day. Exeunt, 





—— 
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| The mounting Ballingbrooke afcends my Throne, 


Aldus Quintus. ‘Scena Prima. 
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' Enter Queene and Ladies. - 

Ou, This way the King will come: this is the way 
Jo faliow Cafars ill-exeSted Tower : 
Towhofe Aint Bofome,my condemned Lord 
jsdoon’d a Prifoner, by prowd Ballixgbrooke. - 
Here let vs reft,if this rebellious Earth 
Have any re for zh hia Nee 

unter Ricbara, ana Guara. 

But foft, but fee, or rather doe not fee, 
My faire Rofe wither: yet looke vp; behold, 
That you in pittje may diffolue to dew, 
And wath hina fre(h againe wita true-loue Teares. 
Ahthou,the Modell where old Troy did ftand, 
Thou Mappe of Honor, thou King Richards Tombe, 
Andnot King Richard : thou moft beauteous Inne, 
Why fhould hard-fawor’d Griefe be lodg’d in thee, 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houfe Guett, 

Rich, Ioyne not with griefe,faire Woman, do not fo, 
Tomake my end too fudden: learne good Soule, 
Tothinke our.former State a happie Dreatne, 

From which awak’d,the truth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this. Iam {worne Brother(Sweet) 

TogtimNeceffitie; and hee and I 

Willkeepe a League till Death, High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious Houte : 

Ourholy liues muft winne a new Worlds Crowne, 

uate houres here baue ftricken downe, 

Qu. What,is my Richard both in fhape and minde 

Transform’d, and Sioned ¢ Hath Bulling brooke 

Depos’d thine Intelleét ? hath he beene in thy Heart? 

The Lyon dying,thrufteth forth his Paw, 

an wounds the Earth, if nothing elfe,with rage 
obeo're-epowrd: and wilt thou,Pupill-like,. 

Take thy Correction mildly, kiffe the Rodde, : 

And fawne on Rage with bafe Humilitie, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Beafts ? 

Rich, A King of Beafts indeed: if aught but Beafts, 
Thad beene ftilla happy King of Men, 
Good(fometime Queene)prepare thee hence for France: 
pela dead,and that even here thou tak’ft, 

strom my Death-bed ,my laft liuing leaue, 
In Winters tedious Nights fit by the fire 

4 oan old pens and let them tell thee Tales: 

otull Ages long acoe betide: 
Andere thoubid senda glit,to quit their griefe 
he thou the lamentable fall of me, ; 
* fend the hearers weeping to their Beds : 
a ea S aaa) Brands a fympathize 
of thy m 

ndin cetnpaffion,weepe the fire edn 
fome will mourne in afhes,fome coale-black, 

Orthe depofing of arightfull King. 

Nek. Enter Northumberland. 

orte.My Lord,the mind of Bullingbrooke is chang’d. 





_ Being ne’re fo little vrg'd another way, 


Lec me vn-kiffe the Oath twixt thee,and me; 








a 


You muft co Pomfret,not ynto the Tower. 

And Madame, there is order ta’ne for you: 

With all fwift fpeed,youmuft away toFrance, 9 ~~ 
Rich. Northumberland,chou Ladder wherewithall 


The time fhall not be many houres of age, 

More then it is,ere foule finne, gathering head, 
Shall breake into corruption; thou fhalt thinke, 
Though he diuidethe Realme,and giue thee halfe, 
Ic is too little,helping him to all : 

He thall thinke, that thou which know’ft the way 
To plant vnrighrfull Kings, wilt know againe, 


To plack him headlong from the vfurped Throne, | 
The Laque of wicked friends conuerts to Feare ; 
That Feare,to Hate; and Hate turnes one,or both, 
To worthie Danger,and deferued Death, 

North. My guilt be on my Head, and there anend : 
Take leaue,and part,for you muft part forthwith. 

Rich. Doubly diuore’d?(bad men) ye violate — 

A two-fold Marriage ;’twixt my Crowne,and me, 
And then betwixt me,and my marryed Wife. 


And yet not fo, for with a Kiffe’twas made, 

Part vs, Northemberland : 1,cowards the North, 

Where fhiuering Cold and Sickneffe pines the Clyme: 

My Queene to France: from whence, fet forth in pompe, 

She came adorned hither like fweet May; 

Sent back like Hollowmas,or fhort’ft of day. 
24. And mutt we be diuided ? muft we part ? 
Rich, I,hand from hand(my Loue)and heart frd heart. 
Qu, Banithvs both,and fend the King with me, 
North. That were fome Loue,but little Pollicy, 
2. Then whither he goes, thither let me goe.. 
Rich.So two together weeping make one Woe. 

Weepe thou for me in France; I,for thee heere: 

Better farre off, then neere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goe,count thy Way with Sighes; I,mine with Groanes. 
Q4, Solongeft Way fhall haue the longeft Moanes. 
Rich. Twice for one ftep Ile groane,¥ Way being fhort, 

And peece the Way out with a heauie heart. 

Come,come,in wooing Sorrow let’s be bricfe, 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in Griefe:: 

One Kiffe fball Rop our mouthes, and dumbely part ; 

Thus giue I mine,and thus take I thy heart. 

Qn, Gine me mine owne againe:’*twere no good part, 

Totake on meto keepe,and kill thy heart. 

So,now I haue mine owne againe, be gone, 

That I may ftriue to kill it with 2groane, 

Rich. We make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 

Once more adieu; the reft,let Sorrow fay. Exeunt, 















Scaena Secunda. 
SE > Wink De Reece 
Enter Yorke,aud his Ducheffe, 


Duch.My Lord,youtold me you would tell thereft, 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off, 
Of cur two Coufins comming into London, 

Yorke. Where did I leaue > 

Duch. Atthat fad ftoppe,my Lord, 
Where rude mif-gouern’d hands, from Windowes tops, 
Threw duft and rubbith on King Richards head. 

d 3 Yorke. Then 








































































































































































































































































































A2 
Yorke. Then,as I faid, the Duke, great Bullingbrooke, », 
Mounted vponahot andfierie Steed, ‘Ein a 
Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know, ty: 
With flow, but ftately pace, kept on his courfe 
Whiie all tongues cride, God faue thee Bullingbrooke, 
You would baue thought the very windowes {pake, 
So many greedy lookes of yong and old, 
Through Cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage: and that all the walles, 
With painted Imagery had faid at once, 
Tefu preferue thee, welcom Ballingbrooke. 
Whil’ft he, from one fide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke, 
Befpake them thus ; I thanke you Countrimen: 
And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along, . 
Dutch. Alas poore Richard,where rides he the whilft? 
Yorks. Asina Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac’'d Actor leaues the Stage, 
Areidlely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 
Euen fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard sno man cride, God faue him: 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home, 
But duft was throwne vpon his Sacred head, 
Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke off, 
His face ftill combating with teares and {miles 
(The badges of his greefe and patience) 
That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) fteel’d 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted, 
And Barbarifme it felfe haue pittied him. 
But heauen hatha hand in thefe events, 
To whofe high will we bound our calme contents. 
To Bullingbrooke, are we {worne Subicats now, 
Whofe State,and Honor, I for aye allow. 
Enter e4umerle. 
Dut. Heere comes my fonne Aumerle. 
Yor. Anmerle that was, : 
But thatis loft, for being Richards Friend, 
And Madam, you muft cali him Ratland now: 
Iam in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
And lafting fealtie to the new-made King. 
Dut. Welcome my fonne: who are the Violets now, 
That frew the greene lap of thenew-come Spring 2 
Aum. Madam, I know not,nor I greatly care not, 
God knowes, | had as liefe benone,as one. | 
Yorke. W ell, beare you well in this new-{pring of time 
Leaft you be cropt before youcome to prime. 
What newes from Oxford?Hold thofe lufts & Triumphs? 
Aum, For ought] know my Lord,they do. 
Yorke. You wil! be there know. 
Aum. 1fGod preuent not, I purpofe fo. 
Yor. What Seale is that that hangs without thy bofom? 
Yea, look’ft thou pale ?Let me fee the Writing. 
Anam, My Lord,’cisnothing, 
Yorke, No matter then wha fees it, 
I will be fatisfied, ler me fee the Writing. 
Aum. \ do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 
It is a matter of {mall confequence, 
Which for fomereafons I would not haue feene. 
Yorke, Which for fome reafons fir,I meane co fee: 
I feare, I feare. 
Dur. What fhould you feare ? 
Tis nothing but fome bond, that he is enter’d into 
For gay apparrell,againft the Triumph. 
Yorke, Bound to himfelfe? What dothhe with a Bond 
That he is bound to? Wife,thou arta foole. 
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Boy, let me fee the Writing, =. 3, nT 








Aum, 1 dobefeech you pardon me,I may north... 
Yor, willbe fatishedsfe mefee it I bet phe ie 
Treafon, foule Treafon, Villaine,Traitor,Slaue. me 

Det. What'sthe matter,my Lord? 

Yorke. Hoa, who’s within there? Saddle my horf 3 
Heauen for his mercy : what treachery is heere? : 

Dut, Why ,what is’t my Lord ? 

Yorke. Giue me my boots, I fay: Saddle my horfe; 
Now by my Honor, my life, my troth, ~ Ba 
I willappeach the Villaine, f 

Dat, What isthe matter ? 

Yorke. Peace foolifh Woman, 

Det. Iwill not peace. Whatis the ma 

Aum. Good Mother be content, 
Then my poore life muft anfwer, 

Dut. Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Seruant with Boots, 

Yor. Bring me my Boots, I will ynto the King, 

Dut. Strike hina Aamerle. Poore boy, art amaz'd 
Hence Villaine, neuer more come in my fight, F 

Yor. Giue me my Boots, I fay, 

Dut. Why Yorke, what wilt thoudo? 

Wilt thounat hide the Trefpaffe of thine owne? 
Haue we more Sonnes? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunkevp with time? 

And wilt thau plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of ahappy Mothers name ? 
Is he not like thee? Is henot thine owne? 

Yor. Thou fond mad woman: tort 
Wiltthou conceale this darke Confpiracy? 

A dozen of them hecr: haue tane the Sacrament, 
And interchangeably fer downe their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dat. He fhallbenone: 


‘he matter Sonne? 
it isno more 


| Wee'lkeepe himheere : then what is thatto him? 


Yor. Away fond woman : were hee twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him, 
Det. Haaft thou groan’d for him as I haue done, 
Thow wouldeft be more pitrifull : 
Butnow | knowthy minde ; thou do’ft fafpedt 
That I haue bene difloyall to thy bed, 
And that he is a Baftard, not thy Sonne: 
Swect Yorke, fweet husband, benot of thatminde: 
Heisas like thee,asa man may bee, ‘ 
Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yet I loue him, 
Yorke. Make way, vnruly Weman, Exit 
Dut. After Asmerle. Mount thee vpon his horfe, 
Spurre poft, and get before him to the King, 
And begge thy pardon, ere he do accufe thee, 
Ile not belong behind : though Ibe old, 
I doubt not butto ride as faitas Yorke: _ 
And neuer will Irife vp from the ground, 
Till Budingbrooke haue pardon’d thee: Away be gone E## 


—_—_— 





ee er cee, 


Scena Tertia. 
‘ 5 ee eel 











Enter Bullingbrooke, Percieand atber Lords. 
Bul. Canno man tell of my vnthriftie Sonne? 
’Tis full three monthes fince I did fee himlafts 
If any plague hang ouervs, ’tis he, 
I would to heauen(my Lords)he might be found: 
Enquire at London, *mongft the Tauernes there: 
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for there (they fay) he daylydothtrequent, | 
With vnreftrainedloofeCompanions, = 
Buen fuch (they fay) as ftand in nactow Lanes, 
‘and sob our Watch, and beate our paflengers, | 
Which he, yong wanton, and effeminate Boy. 
Takes onthe point of Honor, to fupport _ 
Ro diffolitte.a CEEWe ae eo yro ed on wy T_- 
Per, My Lord,'fome two dayes finced faw the Prince, 
Andtold him of thefe Triumphes held ar Oxford. 
Bal. And'what faid che Gallant ? 
Per. His anfwer was : he would vnto the Srewes, 
And from the common'ft creature pluckea Gloue 
Andweareitasafauour, and withthac 
Hewould vahorfe the luftieft Challenger, 
Bul, As diffolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 
fee fome fparkes of better hope : which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth, But who comesheere ? 
Exter Aumerle, 
Aum, Where is the King? — 
Bul. What meanes our Cofin, that hee fares 
And lookes fo wildely ? edie 
Aum.God faue your Grace.] do befeech your Maiefty 
To have fome conference with your Grace alone. 
Bul. Withdraw your felues,and leave vs here alone: 
What isthe matter with our Cofin now? 
Aum, For euer may my knees prow tothe earth, 
My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 
Voleffea Pardon, ere I rife,or {peake, e 
Bul, Intended, or committed was this faule ? 
Ifonthe firft, how heynousere it bee, 
Towin thy after loue, I pardon thee. ) 
Aum. Then give me leaue,that I may turne the key, 
Thatno man enter, till my tale me done. 
Bul, Haue thy defize. 
Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 
Thou hafta Traitor in thy prefence there. 
Bul. Villaine, He make thee fafe. 
- Stay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufe 
toteare, 
Yorke, Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King : 
Shall I for loue {peake treafon to thy face? 
Open the doore, or I will breake it open, 
Enter Yorke, 
Bul. What is the matter(Vnkle){peak,recouer breaths 
Tell vs how neere is danger, 
That we may arme vs to encounter it. 
Tor. Perufe this wsiting heere,and thou fhalt know 
Thereafon that my hafte forbids me fhow. 
Aum, Remember as thou read’ft, thy promife patt : 
dorepent me, reade not my name there, 
yheatt is not confederate with my hand. 
Tor, Itwas (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe. 
ltoreit from the Traitors bofome, King. 
Feare, and not Loue, begets his penitence ; 
orget to pitty him, leaft thy pitty proue 
ASerpent,thar will fting thee to the heart. 
Bul, Oh heinous, fron g,and bold Confpiracie, 
loyall Father of a treacherous Sonne: 
; outheere, immaculate,and filuer fountaine, 
tom whence this ftreame, through muddy paffages 
ath had his current, and defil’d himfelfe, 
‘ j Suerdow of good, conuerts to bad, 
' thy abundant goodneffe fhall excufe 
is deadly blot, in thy digreffing fonne. 
A th So thall my Vertue be his Vices bawd, 
nd he thal fpend mine Honour, with his Shame 5 








Yorke within. 


; | The Traitor liues, the true man’s put to death. 


| For euer will I kneele vpon my knees, 
| And neuer fee day, that the happy fees, 


‘| He prayes but faintly,and would be denide, 


APY 


| Orin thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine eare, 
| Thas hearing how our plaints and prayres do pearces 





' Mine honor liues, whenhisdifhonor dies, | 





. |. Asthriftleffe Sonnes, their fcraping Fathers Gold, : 


Or my fhaim’d life, in his difhonot lies ; geass 
Thou kill’ft mein his life, giuinghim breath, 


Soe Dutcheffe within, * 

Dut. What hoa(my Liege) for heauens fake let mein, 
Bul, What fhrill-voic’d Suppliant,makes this eager cry? | 

Dus, A woman, and thine Aunt (great King) tis I. _, 
Speake with me, pittyme,openthedore, == = 
A Begger begs, that neuer bege’d before, Bi 

Bul, Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, 
And now chang’d to the Begger,and the King. opal 
My dangetous Cofin, let your Mother in, os 
I know the’s come, to pray for your foule fin. 

Yorke. Ifthou do pardon, whofoeuer pray, : 
More finnes for this forgiueneffe,profper may. - 
This fefter'd ioynt cut off, the reft refts found, ~*~ 
This let alone, will all the reft confound, 

Enter Dutcheffe. 

Dut, O King, beleeue not this hard-hearted man, 
Loue, louing not it felfe, none other can. es ee 

Yor. Thou franticke woman, what doft } make here, 
Shall thy old dugges, once more a Traitor réare? : 

Dut, Sweet Yorke be patient, heare mz gentle Liege. 

Bul. Rife vp good Aunt. pic 

Dat. Not yet, I thee befeech, 


Till thou give ioy ; vntill thou bid me ioy, 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgreffing Boy. 
um, Voto my mothers prayres, Ibend my knee, 
Yorke, Againft them both,my true ioynts bended be, 
Dut, Pleades he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face, 

His eyes do drop no teares: his prayres are inieft ; 

His words.come from his mouth, ours from our breft. 


Wepray with heart, and foule,and all befide : 
His weary ioynts would gladly rife, I know, 
Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they grow: 
His prayers are full of falfe hypocrifie, 
Ours of true zeale, and deepe integritie: 
Our prayers do out-pray his,then let them haue 
That mercy,which true prayers ought to haue. 
Bui. Good Aunt ftand vp. 
Dut. Nay, donot fay ftand vp< 
But Pardon firft, and afterwards ftand vp, 
And ifI were thy Nurfe,thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeach. 

I neuer long’d to heare a word till now: 

Say Pardon (King,)let pitty teach thee how. 

‘The word is fhort: but not fo fhort as fweet, 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth’s fo meet. 
Yorke, Speake it in French(King)fay Pardon’ue moy. 
Dat, Doft thouteach pardon, Pardon to deftroy ? 

Ah my fowre husband ,my hard-hearted Lord, 

That fet’s the word it felfe,againft the word. 

Speake Pardon,as "tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping French we do not ynderftand. 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there, 


Pitty may moue thee, Pardon to rehearfe. 
But, Good Aunt, ftand vp. 
Dut. XY do not fueto ftand, 
Pardonis all the fuite Lhauein hand. Sun 
; wi, 




























































































































































































































Tyryf. side Sey) Saad cy 0 14-7 Aa Ae Ae ee at ee 
Tbe Life anil Death of Richard the Second, 
a : apg oie d er one 
*. \ Bearing theirowne misfortune onthebacke 
», | Offachas haue beforeindur’dthelike, = 
. | Thus play Lin one Prifon, many people, 
. And none contented, Sometimes am I King ; 
_ Then Treafon makes me with miy felfe aBeggar, 


| Andfolam. Then ctufhing penurie, 










































































































~~ Bal, Bur for our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot, ~ 

With allthe reft ofthat conforted crew, 

Deftruction Rraight fhall dogge them at the heeles': 

/Good Vnckle helpeto order feverall powres 

To Oxford, or where ere thefe Traitors are > 

They fhall not live within this world I fweare,. 

But { will haue them, if ] once know where, ~ 

Vockle farewell, and Cofin adicu: na 

Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true. 
Dut,Come my old fon,] pray heauen make thee new. ° 

; Exeunt. 











Enter Exton and Seruants. 
Ext. Didft chou not marke the King what words hee 
{pake? : 
Haue Ino friend will rid me of this living feare: 
Was it not fo? 
_ Ser. Thole were his very words. 

~~ Ex, Haue Ino Friend?{quoth he:)he {pake it twice, 
And vrg'd it twice together, did henot? 

Ser. He did. 

Ex. And {peaking it, he wiftly look’d on me, 
} As who fhould fay, I would thou wer't the man 
| That would diuorce this terror from my heart, 
| Meaning the King at Pomfret: Come, let's gocs 
| Iam the Kings Friend,and willridhisFoe. . Exit, 





Scena Quarta, 





Euter Richard, 

1 Rich, Lhaue bin ftudying, howto compare 
} This Prifon where | liue, vnto the World : 
1} And for becaufe the world is populous, 
| And heere is nota Creature, but my felfe,: 
Lcannot do it: yet lic hammer’t out. 
My Braine, Ile proue the Female to my Soule, 
| My Soule, the Father: and thefe two beget 
A generation of ftill breeding Thoughts ; 
And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World 
Un humors, like the peopleof this world, 
For nothoughtis contented. The better fort, 
{ As thoughts of things Diuine, are intermixt 
| with {cruples, and do fet the Faith it felfe 
Againft the Faith:as thus: Come litle ones:& then ggain, 
| Tcisas hard to come, as for a Camell 
To thred the pofterne of a Needles eye. 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Volikely wonders show thefe vaine weake nailes 
May teare a paflagethrough the Flinty ribbes 
Of thishard world, my ragged prifon walles: 
And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 
Thonghts tending to Content, flatter themfelues, 
That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues, 
Nor fhall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 
1 Who fitting inthe Stockes, refuge their shame 
{That many have, and others mutt fittheres_ 

‘And in this Th ought, they finde a kind of cafe, 





| Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from teares, 

1 Now fir, the found thar rels whaz houre it is, 

| Are clamorous groanes, that {trike vypon my heart, 
| Which is the bell; fo Sighes,and Teares,and Grones, 
| Shew Minutes, Houres,and Times ; but ray Time 


} For though ic hane holpe madmen to their wits, 


| Yet bleffing on his heart chat piuesit me; 
| For’tis a figne of loue, and loue to Richard, 
| Isaftrange Brooch, in this all -hating world, 


| Whatart thou ? And how com’ft chou hither? 


| When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary, 


} Of chat proud man, chat did vfarpe his backe? 


Perfwades me, I was better,whena King : © 
Then am I king’d againe zand by and by, 
Thinke that lam vn-king’d by Badingbrooke, 
And ftraight am nothing. But what ereI am, 
Nor I,nor ahy man, that but man is, 

With nothing fhall be pleas’d, rill he be eas'd 
Withbeing nothing. Muficke doTheare? ~ 
Ha, ha? keepe time: How fowre fweet Mufickeis, 
When Timeis broke, and no Proportion kept? 

So is itin the Muficke of mens liues: 

And heere haue [the daintineffe of eare, ' 
To heare time broke ina diforder’d ftring : 

But for the Concord of my State and Time, 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke, 

I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me: 

For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke; 
My Thoughts, are minutes ; and with Sighes they iarre, 
Their watches on ynto mine eyes,the outward Watch, 
Whereto my finger, like a Dials point, 


Mnf 


Runs poafting on, in Bul/ingbrookes proud ioy, 
While ftand fooling heere, his iacké o’th’Clocke, 
This Muficke macs me, let it found no more, 


In me it feemes, it will make wife-men mad: 


Enter Groome. 
Groo, Haile Royall Prince. 
Rich, Tnankes Noble Peere, 
The cheapeft of vs, is ten groates too deere, 


Where no man ever comes, but that fad dogge | 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live? 

Groo. I wasa poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer't King.who trauelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length have gotten leaue 
Tolooke vpon my(fometimes Royall) mafters face. 
O how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets, that Coronation day, 


That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid, 
That horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 
Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Friend, 
How wenthe vnder him? 
Groo. So proudly,as ifhe had difdain’d the ground. 
Rich. So proud, thar Bullingbrooke was on his backes 
That Iade hath eate bread from my Royall hand. 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him 
Would he not ftumble? Would he not fall downe 
(Since Pride muft have a fall) and breake the neck 














Forgiueneffe horfe : Why do I raile on thee, 
Since thou created to be aw’d by man 
Was't borne to beare? I was not madea horfe, And 














And yet Ibeare a burchen likean Affe, 


-gall'd: ra by iautic Ce 
Spur-g’ oon te = a ars Prado 


Keep. Felt c place, red 
Rich. ie Ae te e 
Gr00. Weary tongue 
hae . My Lord, sub rlexcaby eke Pie 
ae aad firit, asthe uwer't wéngto doo. - 
| (Keep. My Lord I dare not : Sir Pierce of Exton, 
| Who ey came from th’ King, ¢omarands the sontracy 


2 


~ Enter Exton and Seruants, 
| Ry, Hownow?what meanes Death in chis rude affalc? 
Villaine, thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths ipnftrument, 
Gothou and fill another roome in hell, 
~~ Exton jfrikes him downe, 
|Thathand fhall burne in neuer-quenching fire, 
\That taggers thus my perfon.: Exton, thy fierce hand, ° 
| Hath with the'Kings blood, ftain’dthe Kings own land. 
| Mount, mount my foule, thy feateis vp on nigh; 
|Whiltmy grofie fleth hokes: dowertveded-htete todye. 
‘Exton, As full of Valor,as of Royall blood, 
| BothhaueL {pile : Oh would the deed were good. 
|For now the diel, that told me. did well, 
| Sayes, that this deede is chronicled inshéu 
Thisdead King ¢ tothe living King Ile bates foH at 
| Takehence the reftyand gine them. putiall here a a 








|--—_- -—-——- 


Sctena Quinta. Se 





——. 


F lo rif... Es ater Ee ean ets init 
other Lords.& attendantse0 0. A 
Bul. Kinde Vnkle Yorke,, the latelt newes we heare, 
{Isthat che Rebels haue confun'd with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Gloucefterthire,. \ 
But whether they be rane or flaine, we hedre not. 
Enter Northumberland, 
Welcome my Lord: Whatis the newes?:’ 


Nor, Firftto thy Sacred State, wifhil all heppoete : 


Thenext newes is, 1 haue to London fent: 
oa beads of seers Agra lee and Ketath 





diuell take Mekrie of ainepiie shéey * 


| 
=| 
= 


The Life and Death of Richard the Second. 









_| Two ofthe dangerous confotted Traitors, pe 
That fought at Oxford; thy dire ouerthrow.. 5 








The manner of their caking may appeare 
clarge difcourfed in thispaper here 


Bal We thank, thee gentle Perey for thy ‘paines, 


aad: 


to. shy Noor arth. pe adde es worthy 


Ney" ** 





Sh ays iy Davee hue fror ES ford rab Yo London z 


The heads of Broccas,and Sir Benyet Seely, 


3 pe 


Bul, Thy paines Fitzwaters fhall not be forgot, 
Righed Noble is thy merit, well Iwor, 
Enter Percy awd Carlile. 
Per. ‘The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Weftminfter, 
With clog of Confcience,and fowre Melancholy, 


| Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue : 


Butheere is Carlile, liuing to abide 
Thy Kingly doome,and ientence of his pride, 
Bul. Carlile, this is your coome : 
Choofe out fome-fecret place, fome reuerend zoome 
More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life: 
So as thou livin peace, dye free from ftrifes: 
For though mine enemy, thou haft ever beene, 
High {parkes of Honor in thee haue I feene. 
Enter Exton with a Coffin. 

Exton.» Great King, within this Coffinl ‘prefénr 
Thy buried feare. Heerein all breathleffelies Se 2G | 
The inightieft ofthy greateft enemies : A | 
Richardof Burdeaux, by me hither brought» 4 

Bul, Exton, chanke theenot, for thon — mc 
Aidcede of Slaughter, withthy fatal handy 
Vpowwhly head, and all chis famous Land. | 

Ex.Fromyourowhemouthmy Lord; did Fthis deed, | 

Bul. They loue not poyfon,that do poyfon néede;" g 
Nor do I theeSthough J did with him dead; gaibdsid Wi 4 
Thate the Murtherer, loue him murtheredis 1 
The guilt of confcience take thou for thy labour, 
Butneither my good word, nor Princely favours 
With (aine go wander through the fhadeofinight, \.:)¢ | 
And neuer fhew thy head by day, nor lights» ce 
Lords, I proteftmy fouleis fullofwoe, »- 3A 4 
That blood fhould fprinkle me, to make ne grows 
Come mourné withme, for chat Ido lament, :! 
And puton fullen Blacke'incontinent? 0.09 
Ile make voyageto the Holy-land, » 
To wath this blood off from my guilty bind, 
March fadly after, gracemy. mourning | aa 
In tas me So this ce Beeres 202 
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Ententhe King. Lord i, of apy at Earle 
at miata ten with ethatsic rip 
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PO.fhaken as.we are: »fo,waniwith care, 
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23 Finde wea tine'for | frighted Peace to pant, Broke efibar bifineffe for the Holy land, 

°% And breath thertwinded accentsiofnew broils Weft. This marche with other like,my Gracious La 
j fobecommene’d uStronds a-farre remote : 5 Farre more vnewen and ynwelcoite Newes - 

“te No. “ee thirty enscance.of this Soileys. 3 Came from the North, sridthiie i¢ did: report 

1 Shall daube her lippes withithér owne childrens blood: On Holy-roode day, the: gallant ‘Hoi fparyy there,» 

| No more thall trenching Warre channel ber fiekdsy<~ Young Harry! Percy, and brave: efrehibilds?™ rod gus T| 
| Nor breife her Flowrets withthe Armed hoofes” +. That ever-valiant and approoued Scot, : 
| Of-ho@ile paces« Thole oppofed eyes,’ « iT a At Holmeden met, where Fey did et 

| Which like the Metrors ofattoubled Heauen, D4 A fad and bloody hoares \)” Sai 


'| Al! of one Natires fone Subftance bred, : 











Asby difcharge of their Artilletie, — 

And fhape of likely-hood the newes was told: 

For he thacbrouphethempinthewery hearé 

And pride of theirconremién; did) “ale horley 2 ime 

Vutcertaine of vhvifine abiytmayo Y olnaV ob. iwi | 
King. Heervisa decreand reine it iduteiod fiend, if 


Did lately mecte in the inteftine thocke;:. 
And furtousecloze oficihili Bitcheryy oo \ 
Shall nwa mracuall wellebefeeming rankes. 
March all one way and benammore oppos'di: 1: 
Againftt Acquainrance; Kindred jand Alfiesoiy 
| The edge of W arte; like amill-fheached kali fe; » 
4 No more fhatlcat hig MafterscT berefare Fenty, 
4 As farre as ro the Sepulcher of Ghirift# ~ 9 )/u) no 
| Whofe Souldier now vnderathoda bleffed Croffe! 
| We are impireféd-alid ingag’dtb fightsold sir cil. 
| Forthwith.a power:of Englifhthall we leuie, >: 

j Whoft armes weremoul ded in their Mathersiwombe, _ Balk’din theiriowne blood did Si Walter fed © Bs 
| To chace thefe Pagans in thofeholy TIGIdas <> TT “On Holmedons Plaines. OF Prifoners, Hotfpurre aa 
"4 Ouer whofe Acres walk’d thofe bleffed feete e JMordake Earle of Fife, and eldeft fonne 

W hich fourteene hundred yeares ago were nail’d, « sa *Tobeaten Dowglas, and the Earle of Atholl, - 








lin, yen hn nea ced ton cer etna 


Sir Walter Blaur; new lighted fr 6ts HisHorhgowe «1 ed 
Strain’d with the! variation OREa Eh foylege p49 odio iW ate 
Betwixtthat Rolmedor wade Sesroboury : 

And hehath béeaplw velireath dnd wiehcctiea ene! 
‘Fhe Earle of Dowelas i 8 difccrntited pe wh 


Ten thoufand botd Scorsp ches and! nee Regt" 























Bur this our. purpofe i is atweluemonth old; “Andisnot thisan honourable {poyle? 
And bootleffe *tis to tell you we will go: 

| Therefore we meete not now. Then let me heare 
Of you my gentle Confin Weftmerland, 
What yefternight our Councell did decree, 
In forwarding this decre expedience, 

. Weft. My Liege: This hafle was hot in queftion, 

And many limits ‘ofthe Charge fer downe 
But yefternight : when all ath wart there came 
A-Poft from Wales, loaden with heauy Newes;__ 
Whofe worft was, Thac the Noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men ofblcrefordthice to fight 


] For-our aduantage on the bitter Croffe, Of Murry jeAngus, and Afenteith. 5 | 


A gallant prize ? Ha Cofin,is it not? Infaith itis 
wef. ACongqueft fora Prince to boaftof, 
King. Yea, there thou mak’(t me fad, & mak'ftmefin,| J 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of fo blefta Sonne: 
A Sonne,who is the Theame of Honors tongues 
Among’it a Groue, the very ftraighteft Plant, 
Who is fweet Fortunes Minion jand her Pride: 
Whil't] by looking on the praife ofhim, ———-~--~" 
See Ryot and Difhonor ftaine the brow’ an 
,; Ofmy yong Harry.-Othatitcouldbeprou'd, | 
Againft the irregular and wilde Glendower, That fome Night-tripping-Paiery; | had exchang’d "d- 
| Was by the rude hands of that Wreitionan, taken, In Cradle=clothes, our Children where they lay, 
Anda thoufand ofhis people butchered : tes | And call as mine Pai his Plantdgenet : rhe | 



































































rhea would Phau his Harry, and hemines 9 | 
Butferhim from my thoughts: Whacthinke you Coze 
lOf this young Pereces pride ?The Prifoners. : 
Which he in this aduenture hath furpriz’d,./: 

ohis owne vic he keepes, and fends me word 

[fall have none but Mordske Earle of Fife... i 
"wef, Thisis his Vnckles teaching. This is, Worcefter 
Malevolent to ree in all Afpedts: age 


Which makes im prune himfelfe,and briftle vp 


The cteft of Youth againft your Dignity. 
King. But I haue fent for him to anfwer this: 
And for this caufea-while we muft neglect .. 


Ourholy purpofe ro lerufalem, 


‘a 


Cofin, on Wednefday next,our. Councell we will hold 
Ar Windfor, and fo informe the Lords: ..., 

But come your felfe with {peedto vsagaine, 

For more is to be faid, and to be done, 

Then out of anger can be vetered. 


We. Iwill my Liege, Exennt 


Scena Secunda. 
OP ESRREES IS ti as toeeds Fo) © ESRB ERE TEAL OL ETL ES Selon Tee 
Enter Henry Prince of Wales Sir lobn Fat~ 

faffe, and Poiatz, 


Fal. Now Hal, what time ofdayisit Lad? , 

Prince. Thowart fo’ fat-witted with drinking of olde 
Sicke, and ynbucroning thee after Supper, and fleeping 
ypon Benches in the afternoone, that thau halt forgotten 
todemand that truely, which thou wouldeft cruly know. 
{What a divell haft thou to de with rhe time of the day ? 
voleffe houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons, 
and clockes the tongues of Bawdes, and dialls the fignes 
of Leaping-houfes, and the blefled Sunne hinvfelfe a faire 
hot Wench in Flame-coloured Taffacas 1 feeno reafon, 
why thou fhouldeft bee fo fuperfluous, to demaund the 
time ef the day. 

Fal. Indeed you come neere me now Hal, for we that 
take Purfes,g0 by the Moone and feuen Starres, and not 
byPhosbushee, that wand’ring Knight fofaire. AndI 
ptythee{weét Wagee, when thou art King, as God faue 
thyGrace, Maietty I fhould fay, for Grace thou wilte 
have none, tora 
Prin, What, none 


mEgeeandButter, 

Prin, Well,how then? Come roundly roundly. 

Fal, Marry then,fweet Wagge, when thou art Kings 

let hot vs that are Squires of the Nights bedie, bee call’d 

Theeves of the Dayesbeautie. Let vs be Dianaes Forre- 
tts, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moone; 

andlet men fay, we be men of good Government, being 

pollerned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft miftris the 

Moone, vnder whofe countenance we fteale. . 

f Pris, Thou fay ft well, and it holds welltoo : forthe 

tune of vs that are the Moones men, doeth ebbe and 
Howlike the Sea, beeing gouerned as the Seais, by the 


lutely fnatch’d on Monday night, and moft diffolutely 
| Pent on Tuefday Morning ; got with fwearing,Lay by : 
jd fpent with crying, Bring in; now, inas low anebbe 


sthe tidge of the Gallowes, 








The Firft Part of K ing Henry the Fourth. 


 ftretch, and where it would nor, I hane vs-'d my credit. 





_ hin nor,and yer he talke wifely,andin the {treet too. 


Fal, No, not fo much as will ferue to be Prologue to 


. ftendome. . 


ones as for proofe. Now a Purfe of Gold moftzefo~ 


|*thefoot of the Ladder, and by and by inas high a flow" 















49 
_. Fal, Thoufay’ft true Lad: andisnot my Hofteffe of 
the Tauerneamoltiweer Wench? = = 

Pri. As is the hony, my-old Lad of the Caftle : and is 
not a Buffe lerkin a moft {weet robe of durance? 

Fal. How now? how now. mad Wagge? Whatin thy 
quips and thy quiddities?, What aplaguchaueltodoe} 
swith aBuffe-Jerkin?  . SPpeeee Deas 

Prin. Why, what a poxe haue I to.doe with my Ho-. 
fieffe of the Tauwerne? ‘ oh. 

Fal. Well, theu haft call’d her to areck’ning many,a: 
time and oft... . m3 

Prin. Did euer call for thee to pay thypart? . « 

.. Fal. No, Ile giue thee thy die,thou hat paid al there. 

Prin. Yeaand elfewhere, fo farre as my Coine would 





P 


Fal. Yea,and{o vs dit, that wereit heere apparant, 
that thouartHeire apparant. Bur I prythee {weet Wag, 
fhall there be Gallowes ftanding in England when thon! 
att King and refolution thus fobb'd as itis, with theru- 
ftie curbe of oid Father Anticke the Law? Doe not thou 
when thou arcaKing,hangaTheefe. > 

Prin, No,thou fhale. . we Se 

Fal. Shall J? O rare! Te be abraue Tudge.. 

Pris. Thou indgeft falfe already. I meane,.thou halt 
haue the hanging of the Theewes, and fo become a rare 
Hangman. ce 

Fal. Well Hal, well : and in fome fort it iumpes with 
my humour, as well as waiting inthe Courc,; I can tell 
you. . ; 

Prin. For obtaining of fuites?,. . es 

Fal. Yea,for obtaining of fuites, whereof the Hang- 
man hathno leane Wardrobe, Lam.as Melanchollyas a’ 
Gyb-Cat,or a luge’d Beare, eee j 

Prin. Or anold Lyon, ora Louvers Lute, -. . 

Fal, Yea,ot the Drone ofa Lincolnfhire Bagpipe. . |. 

Pria. What fay ft thou toa Hare, orthe Melancholly 
of Moore.Ditch? ; mee i 

Fal. Thou haft the moft vnfauoury {miles, and art in-. 
deed the moft comparative rafcalleft {weet yong Prince, 
But Hal,] prythee trouble meno more with vanity, wold 
thou andl knew, whereaCommodity.of good names: 
were tobebougnt: an olde Lord of the Councell rated 
me the other day in the ftreet about you fir; bue I mark’d 
him not, and yet hee talk’d very wifely, buc I regarded | 


t 


_ Pria, Thou didtt well: for no man regardsit. 

_ Fal. O,thouha@ damnableiteration, und art indeede 
able to corrupta Saint. Thon haft done such harme yn- 
tome Hall,God forgiue thee forit, Before I knew thee} 
Hal,] knew nothiiig sand now I am(ifa man fhold fpeake 
truly little berter then one of the wicked, I mutt giueo- 
uer thislife,and I will giue itouer : andI donot, Tama 
Villaine, We be damn’d for neuer a Kings fonne in Chri- 


Prin. Where fhall we take a purfe te morrow, lacke? | 
Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, lle make one: and I doe} 
not,call'me Villaine,and baffleme.: 9 = o- f 
- Prin, Lfeeagood amendment of life in thee : From}. » 
Praying,to Purte-taking, A : 
Fal. Why,Hal,’tis my Vocation Hal; ’Tisno fin fora 
man to labour in his Vocation. | - SaeTe 
* Pointz.. Now fhall wee know if Gads hill haue fet a} 
Warch. O4if men were to be faued by merit,what hole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the moft omni- | . 
potent Villaine, that ewer cryed, Stand, toa tre man. 
Prin, Good morrow Ned, 


‘ 


Porte. 



























































































































































































































































Poines. Good morrow {weet Hal, What {aies Mon- 
fieurRemorfe ? What fayes Sir Iohn Sacke and Sugar : 
Tacke ? How agrees the Diuell and thee about thy Soule, 
that chou foldeft him on Good-Friday laft, fora Cup of 
| Madera,and a cold Capons legge? g 
Prin. Sit John ftands tohis word, theditel {hall haue 
| his bargaine, for he was neuer yet a Breaker of Prouerbs: 
He will gime the dinelihis due. gi 
__ Pois.Thenart thou damn’d for keeping thy word with 
the diuell. a3 

Prin, Elfe he had damn’d for cozening the diuell. © 

Poy. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by 
foure aclocke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes go- 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri- 
ding to London with fat Purfes. I haue vizards for you 
all ; you haue horfes for your felues : Gads-hill lyes to 
night in Rochefter, I haue befpoke Supper to morrow in 
Eaftcheape; we may doeit as fecure as fleepe: if you will 
go, I will ftuffe your Purfes fall of Crownes : if you will 
not, tarry at home and be hang’d, 

Fal. Heareye Yedward,ifI tarry at home and go not, 
Ile hang you for going, 

‘Poy. You will chops. 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

Prin. Who, Irob?La Theefe? Not I. 
|. Fal. There's neither honefty, manhood,nor good fel- 

lowfhip in thee, nor thou cam’ft not of the blood-royall, 

if thou dar’ft not ftand for ten fhillings. 

Pris, Well then,once in my dayes Ile be a mad-cap. 
| Fal. Why, that’s well faid. 
| Prin. Well, come what will, Ile tarry at home. 
| Fal, Webea Traitor then, when thou art King, | 
Prin. I care not. 
Poyn, Sis John, prythee leaue the Prince & me alone, 


| Twill lay him downe fuch reafons for this aduencure,thar_ 


j he fhall go. 

| Fal, Well, maift chowhaue the Spirit of perfwafion ; 
Jand hetheeares ofprofiting, that what thou fpeakeft , 
‘may moue ;.and what he heares may be beleeued,chat the 
j true Prince may(for recreation fake)proue a falfe theefe; 
forthe poore abufes of the time, want countenance, Far- 
well,you fhall finde mein Eaftcheape. 

Prin. Farwell the latter Spring. Farewell Alhollown 
Summer, 

Poy, Now, my good {weet Hony Lord, ride with vs 
tomorrow, Ihaueaiefttoexecute, thatI cannot man- 
nagealone. Fal/taffe, Haruey, Roffill, and Gads-hill, fhall 
robbethofe men that wee have already way-layde, your 
felfe andI, wil not bethere:and when they haue the boo- 
ty, ifyou and} donotrob them, cutthisheadfrom my 
fhoulders, 

Pris But how fhal we part with them in fetting forth? 

. Poyn. Why,we wil {er forth before or after them,and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherin itis at our plea- 
fure to faile and then will they aduenture vppon the ex- 
ploit rhemfelues, which they fhall haue no fooner atchie- 
ued, but wee'l fet vpon them, 

Pris. 1, buttis like that they will know vs by our 
horfes,by our habits,and by every other appointment to 
be our felues. 

Poy. Tut our horfes they fhali not fee, Ie tye them in 
the wood, ourvizards wee will change after wee leaue 
them: and firrah, I haue Cafes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immaske our noted outward garments. 

Prin. Butt doubt they will be too hard for vs. 

Poin, Well,for twoofthem, I know them tobeeas 






The Fir Partof K ing Henrythe Fourth.- 


_ Mighty, and to be fear’d, then my condition 
* Which hath beene fmooth as Oyle, foft as yong Downt, 











true bred Cowards'as ever turn’d backésana fo. oon 
if he fight longer then he fees reafon, Ile Fonfyontte id 
The vertue of this Ieft will be, the incomprehenf 
that this fat Rogue will tell vs,when we mee 
how thirty atleaft he fought with, what Warde 
blowes, what extremities he endured;and in the i 
of this, lyesthe ieft. sae ne 
“Prin. Well, Ile goe with thee, Provide ys a] 
neceffary, and meete me tomorrow night in Eagt 
there Ile fup. Farewell. 
Poyn, Farewell,my Lord. s Dy 
Pris, know aid st and will a-while ‘hed ity 
The vnyoak’d humor of your idleneffe : : 
Yetheerein will I imitatethe Sunne, 
Who doth permit the bafe contagious cloudes 
To {mothervp his Beauty fromthe world. 
Tinat when he pleafeagaine to be himfelfe. 
Being wanted,he may be more wondred xe 
By breaking through the foule and vely mifts 
Of vapours, that did feemeto ftrangle him. 
It all the yeare were playing holidaies, 
To ee d poe beas tedious as to worke; 
But when they feldome come, they wifht- 
And nothing sleafeth but caccanide ets 
So when this loofe behaviour] throw off, 
And pay the debt I never promifed ; 
By how much better then my word I am, 
By fo much fhall J falfifie mens hopes, 
And like bright Mettallon 2 fullen ground ; 
My reformation glittering o’re my fault, 
Shall fhew more goodly, and attraét more eyes, 
Then that which hath no feyle to {er it off, 
He fo offend, to make offence a skill, 
Redeeming time,when men thinke leaft I will. 


] thing 
cheape, 








Scena T ertia. 





Enter the King, Northumberland,® oreeffer Hot[burre, 
Sir Walter Blast, and others. 


King. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt to ftirre at thefe indignities, 
And you haue found me; for accordingly, 
You tread ypon my patience : But be fure, 
I will from henceforth rather be my Selfe, 


And therefore loft that Title of refpect, 
Which the proud foule ne’re payes,but to the proud, 
wor. Our houfe (my Soueraigne Liege)little deferues 
The fcourge of greatneffe to be vfed on it, 
And that fame greatneffe too, which our owne hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. 
Nor. MyLord. 
King. Worcefter get thee gone: for I do fee 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye. 
O fir, your prefenceis too bold and peremptory, 
And Maieftie might neuer yet endure 
The moody Frontier of a feruant brow, 
You have good leauetoleaue vs, When weneed 
Your vfe and counfell,we fhall fend for you. 
You were about to fpeake. 


North, Yea, my good Lord, Thole 












The Fit PareofK i 
ich Harry Percy heere at Holwsedow tooke; ¥ 
ie (as he fayes) notiwith duch Arengch deniéds! ) ’ 


As was delinered to yous Maielty voy 2 onolinG clo Tf 


who either through enuysor mifprifion, ! 21 wh 
Was guilty of thisfeults andor my Sodhnes) >) , bi 


put,Lrememberwhebthe fight was done;soF Livy I 3 





Rreathleffe,andFaitst; leaning Nponmy Sword, »!! 
Came there a certaine Lord, neatandetrimly drefty: 
fieth a5 a Bride-groome;and hisiChin new reape;: 
Gew'd like a ftubblé Land arHanietbhomes! 1 oe 
Hewas perfumedilike a Millinesyso0/ ; nf TA ty 
And’twixt.bis Finger.and his: hagibe, he held yo! 9. 
APouncet-box : which enes:¢ndaton eclyt 
He gauehis Nofesand took’t amiayagaines {yo 
Who therewithiangry, when innexticanie therdyevy bu, 
Tooke it in SndffenAnd fill he fntild and-ralk:ds: 
Andas the Souldiess bare-dead bodies by, o 1°! 
Hecalf'd chem vhtaught Knanes, Vamadnerly,y soc, 
Tobring afloucply wahandfomeCoarfe: 7) 20), 
Rerwixt the Windesandshis Nobilitys. worl 
With many Holiday and Lady tearme snittwe 
Hequeltion’d me: Among.cheréftidemanded)) s 
MyPrifoners,in yout Maiclties behialfe... 
[then, all-(marting, withiny. wounds being cold, 
|(Tobe fo peferkd swith aRopin gay) 
Out of my Grecfe,cant my Iniparience, 
{Anlwer'd (negledtih gly) I kniowstot.whar, 
[He hhould, or flyouts nots Fos he madenie mad, 
ITolec him thine fo briske, and frrielk fo fweet; 2% - 
And talkefo ikea Waitin g-Gentlewoman, |. 
OfGuns,& Drums,and Wounds; God faueithe marke ; 
Andtelling me, the Soueraign’ft thing on earth 
Was Parmacity, for aninwatd bruifes: 
Andthatitwasgreat-pitty, foitwwas,..— 
That villanous Salt-pererfhouldibe dige’d 
Out of the Bowels.of the harmleffe Earth, 
Which many a'geod Tali Fellow had:deftroy'd ” 
SoCowardly.” And:but for thefévile Gunnes, 
He would himfelfe haue beene a Souldier, 
This bald, vnioynted Chat of his (my Lord) 
Made me to anfwer indire@tly (as J faid,) 
Ind hbefeech you;letnoethis report 
Come currant foranAccufation, : 
Bewixt my Lou¢,and your-high Maiefy: rnb: 
Blint. The ciroursftance-conGdered,good my Lord, 


What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now, . ‘doe 


tQRnW YET L UNA 
hat Weatonrownelchargesfhall ranfome ftraight) 
qeBrother-in-Law the foolifleMortimery . ans cso) 
eg myvlquke hath wilfollyibetraid: |. Fos 
lest! thot, tbat he didleade to Fiphty: ss: : 
Plott the greasMdagitian, damn:d Glendowert 00), 
[pore daughter (aswwe heare )thé| Earle of March js 
athlately married, Shall our Coffersthieny: | <4 
emptied, to redeemea Traitor home ? =! ! vo 
we buy Teafon ¢ and indent with Feares, «cv 
athey ad¢ loftiand forfeytedshemfeluesy 





{Wh 
ihn, 


jfole Prifoners in your Highnietie demanded; 999591 - 


Hot, My Liege, did denyng'Prifoners.: yon bev 4 
When I was dry with Rage, afidextreame Toye} ii yf 


g Henrythe Fourth. $I 





No : en the barren Mountaineer him fterue:. 
For I fhall newer hold thatmammy Friends, ., + 
Whofe tongue fhall aske me for onepeny co... 
Towanfome home reuolted Mortimer, ., 13 

Hot, Revoleed (Mortimer? 0 jon oh NS 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liegey hy) +. 4, 

But by the chance of Warse :. to prouethat trues!» .... 
Needs no more but one,tongue.;Forall rhofe Wounds, 
Thofe mouthed Wounds,whichiyaliantly hetooke, 
When on the gentle Senetnes fiedgiebanke, =... 
In fingle Oppofition hand'to hand,.>_ ; 
He did confound the beft part of an houre 
In changing hardiment with ereat.Glexdowers ... ... 
Three times they breath’dyand three times did they dtink i 
Vpon agreement; of fwift Seuernes flood; fo. a.) 44 
Who then affrighted: with their bloody lookes,,...... 
Ran fearefully among.the trembling Reeds; > 
And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow-banke, 
Blood-ftained with thefe Valiant Combatants. , 
Never did bafe aud rotten Policy Se ti 
Colour her working with fuch.deadly wounds 5 
Nor neuer could-the Noble Mortimer 
Receiuefo niany; and.all willingly +, 
Then let him not be fland’red with Renol, 

King. Thou do’ftbely him Percy, thou doft bely him; } 
He never did encounter with Glendower : oye 
Ireli thee, he durftas,well haue met che diuell alone, 

As Owen Glendower foranenemy. 5) ae 
Art thou not afham’d? But Sirtab, henceforth 

Let menot heare youfpeake of Mortimer. 0... 4: 
Send me your Prifoners with the fpeedicft meanes, ..9- 
Or you fhallheareinfuchakindefromme >. _ - 
As will difpleafe ye. My Lord Northumberland, - 
We Licenfe your departure with your fonne, : . >... 
Send vs your Prifoners,oryou'lheareof it. Exit King, 

Hor, Andifthe diuell come and roare for them. , : 

I willnot fend them. Iwillafterfiraight ... . 
Andtell him fo : for I willeafemy.heart,,, . 3). 
Although it be with hazard of my head. .- 


fe 


Nor. What? drunke with choller?fay. 8 paufe awhile, 
Heere comes your Vackle..>......,....5 , Enter Woreefter, 
Hot.. Speake of Mortimer? 3) - 
Yes, I will {peake of him, and letmyfoule 
Want mercy, if I do not ioyne:with him, 
In his behalfe, Ile empry all thefe Veines, a rE 
And fhed my deere blood drop by drop ith duft, 
Bur I will life the downfall (Mertimer ’ 
As high ith Ayre,as this Vothankfull King, 
As this. Ingrate and Cankred Bullingbraoke. 


5 a I 


Nor. Brother,the King hath made your Nephew mad 
‘Wor. Who ftrooke this heate vp after I was gone ? 

Hot... He will(forfooth haue all my Prifoners: 
And when J yrg’d cheranfom once againe eR Se 
Ofmy Wiues Brother,thenhis cheeke look'd pale, _- 
Andon my face heturn’daneyeofdeath, 5... 
Trembling even atthe name of Mortimer. ae 

wor. \ cannot blame him: was he not proclaim 'd_ 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? - 

Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation, 
Andthenit was, whenthevnhappyKing” 
(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did fet forth _ -. 
Vpon his Irith Expeditions» 4... 
From whence he intercepted, did returne 


To be depos’d, and fhortly murthered. 


Wor.And for whofe death,we inthe worlds wide mouth 
Liue {candaliz’d,snd fouly, fpoken of, m7 
; : { 


Gi son joe 
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Proclaime my brother! Mortimer) 2° 
Heyreto the CrowneP® %0. 2 5 22281) 
Nor. He did, my felfedid heare it: 


| But fhallit be, that'youthat fetthe Crowne * = °\~ ©! 
| Vponthe head of this forgerfull man, 

And for his faké; woré the detefted blot » 

Of murtherons fuboriiation? Shall icbe;- 

' That you a world of curfes vndergoe, > 4 

| Being the Agents, 6r bafe fecond meats, 


Opardon, if chat I defeend folow;" = 


Wherein yotrangevnder this fubtilbKing. 
_| Shall it for (hame, be fpoken in thefédayes, 
Or fill vp Chroniclesin time'to come, >” 
That men of yout Nobility and Power," 
‘Did gagethem both in an vniuft behalfe’ 
| (As Both of you;God pardon it, have done) 
To put downe Richard, that {weet louely Rofe, 
And plant this Thorne, this Canker Bullingbrooke? 
And fhall ic in more fhame be further{poken, 
That you are fool’d, difcarded, and fhookeoff 
By him, for whom'thefe thames ye vaderwent? 
No zyet time ferties, whercin you may redeeme 
Your banifh’d Honors, and reftore'your felues 
Into the good Thoughts of the world againe. 
Reuenge the geeting and difdain’d contempt 
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night 
To anfwer all the Debt he owes vito you, 

Enen with the bloody Payment of your deaths : 
Therefore I fay—++—+ 

‘Wor. Peace Coufin, fay no more. 

And now I will viclaspe a Secret booke, 

And to your quicke conceyuing Difcontents, 
Tle reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous, 

As full of perill and aduenturous Spirit, 
Astoo're-walke'’a Current, roaring loud 

On the'vnftedfaft fooring of a Speare. * 

Hot. 1fhe fallin, good night, or finke or fwimme: 
Send danger from the Eat ynto the Welt, ‘ 
So Honor croffe it from the North'to South, 

And let them grapple ! The blood mote ftirres 
Torowze a Lyon,then to ftart a Hare. 

Nor. Imagination of fome great exploit, 
Driues him beyond the bounds of Patience. 

_ Hot. By heauen, methinkes it were an eafieleap, 
Toplucke bright Hottor from the pale-fac’d Moone, » 
Or dite into the bottome of the deepe, | 
Where Fadome-line could neuer touch the ground, 
And plucke vp drowned Honor by the Lockes: 
So hethat doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without Co-riuall, all her Dignities: 
But out ypon this halfe-fac’d Fellowship. 

or. He apprehends a World of Figures here,” 
Bnt not tee forme of what he fhould attend : 
Good Coufin gine me audience fora-while, 
Andlifttome, =" * ont 

Hot. \ cry you mercy, 

Wor. Thofe fame Noble Scettes 
| That are your Prifoners. 

Hot, lic keepe them all. Bind, 
By heauen, he fhall not haae a Scot of them: 
No, if a Scot would faut his Soule,he fhall not. 


Hot, Butfoft I pray yous did King Richard then : 0} 4 


rial SUOE ston YF 


Hot. Nay then I cannot blaime his Coufin King; > 
| That with’d hit on the barren Mountaineés ftarir'd> * 


The Cords, the Laddet; or the Hangitian rather 22 


: To thew the Line; and the Prédicamene 8 2007 


| And gentle Harry Percy, and’ kinde Coufin 


| Your Sonne in Scotland being chusimpl -y’d) ° > 
| Shall fecredly into the bofome creepe’ ’ 


| And onely ftayes bur tobehold the fade"?"5 ° 





ing Henry the Fourth: 
Tle keepe them, by this Harids!! toy 0) 
Wor. Youftartawayys\\ 9 oss eons 
And lend noeare vnté my purpofes,) (25)... 
Thofe Prifoners you thail-keepe, Darel! 
Hot, Nay, 1 will}ithat’s fats 2 ¢ gees). 
He faid, he would notranfome Mortimejis' 
Forbad my tongue rofpeake of Mortimer,” | 
But I will finde him whew he lyes afleepes ds... 
And in hiseate, HehollaAfortimers \ v1) oi | pai 
Nay, Ile hauea Starling fhalt be taught to fpeake' > 
Nothing but M4ortimer;and pinete amy ioo 6 sory it 
To keepe his anger ftillin motionso079 +9168, a.jh9 
Wor, HeareyouwCoufin: awordsd Heo by. 
Hot, All ftudies heere I folemnly defies... 45...) 
Saue how to gall anthpitich this Buliagbrooke,y«: bak 
And that fame Swordatd Buckler Prince ofWales, 1; 
But that I thinkehis Father loueshinmnot, 4+») .» 
And would be glad he met with fome mifchance, on 
I would haue poyfon’d him witha pot of Ale * 
Wor. Farewell Kiiifinan : [le calkero: 
When you are better ternper’d to'attend: [lao af 
Nor. Why what'a Wafpe-tongu’'d & impatient fook 
Art thou, to breakeinto this Womans mood, | 2:1: 
Tying thine eare tcono'tongue but thineowne?: ©) 
Hot.Why look you; 1 am whipt & fcourg'd withroty, 
Netled, and ftung with Pifmires,whenJheare «10 
Of this vile Politician Balingbrooke. 006 | 
In Richards time: What de’ye'callitheplace?: 
A plague vpon’r, itis in Gloufterthire : 5 1009] 
‘Twas, where the madcap Duke his Vnclekept, » >. 
His Vncle Yorke;where I firtt bow’d imyknee 9) 
Voto this King of Smiles, this ow mid soto} 
When youand he camebacke from Rauenfpurghe: 9. 
Nor, AtBarkley Cafile, ace 2000 
Hot. Yowfay true: | a al. 3im Bail 
Why what a caudiedeale ofcurtefie; J 
This fawning Grey-hound then didiptoffer me. || 
Looke when his infant Fortune came toage, 
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O, the Diuell take fuch Couzeners, God forgive me, 
Good Vacle tell yoar tale; for I haueldone, not 

Wer. Nay, if youhaie not, too'cagaine, © 00% 
Wee'l Ray your leyfare.. bor) 

Hot, | haue done'iafooth. n rit ODE 

Wor. Then once'moreto your Scettith Prifoncrs. 
Deliver thea vp without theirranfome fttaight,) | 
And make the Dowg/as fonne your onely meane’* 
Forpowres in Scotland: which for diuersreafons" 
Which T thall fendyyou'written, be affur'd) 
Will eafily be granted you, thy Lordes .« 


a4 = 


Of thar famenoble Prelate, well belou'dy 9 
The A¥chbifhop, .woo si yeicy ad c¥ bist ot madame 

Hot. Of Yorke, is’t not ? Ha 198 

Wor. True, who beareshard 0 < 4 
His Brothers death ar Briftow, the Lord Seroope. 
I {peakenot thisin eRimation; °2.ve2 oe 
As what I thinke might be, bur what [ktiow 
Is suminated,plotredjandfer downe;? .2!° 


Of thatoccafion that fhall bring irom) °°": 
Hot. TiavelliggoticO ito ile, 2 botrsm ¥ 
Vpon my life, it willdo.wond’rous' wells ©) 1", 
Nor. . Before the'game’s a-foor, rhowffill let’ Ml 7 
Hot. Why, it cannot choofe but beaNobleplot” 2 


ef dyal 


a — 
















The Fir Part of K in; 





Henrythe Fourth: 


And then she power of Scotland andiof Yorke ~ o£ ding in the ftable. 
Toioyne with Mortimer, Ha, alam ie J one t\e f  geCar, Nay foftT pray ye, know a ttick worthtwo} 

Wer, And fo they fhall.. foil vadinods.saznne> | of that. ea hee * 

Hot. Infaith it is exceedingly wellaym'd..< ... Gad. I prethee lend methine; «2 2% 

Wor, And’cis no liccle reafon-bids we{peed,. 2. >, 2.Car. I,when, canft tell? Lend meethy Lanthorne } 
-|To faue our heads, by raifing ofa Heads. NY Any (quoth-a) marry Ile fee thee hang’d firft, meses: 
‘[Bor, beare our feluescas.euten WBIWREAD E50 os Gad. Sirta Carrier :VVhat.timedo you mean to come 

TheKing will alwayesthinke bhiminouridebry, \..: to London? geht tasted ci Te 
And thinke,we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, Sst 2.Car, Time enough:to goeto bed with a Candle, L 
Tillhehath founda time to pay vs home, warrant thee. Come neighbour Mugges, wee'll call vp 
Andfeealeeady, howhedothbeginne,.)..,. the Gentlemen, they willalong with company, for they 
Tomakevs {trengers tohis lookes ofloue. ' | haue great charge. +: « Exennt) 
” Hot, He does, he does; wee'l be reueng’d.on him. >, gard p tedey elaste iisiihean ae 4 
wore Coufin,farewell.,, No further goin this, , Exter Chamberlaine. oss Aoblt 
Then { by Letters fhalldire& your courfe caule bed VW. Maa 
When time is tripe, which will be fodsinly:. ' Gad,.What ho, Chamberlaine2 Lt aint 
lle fteale to. Glendawer, and loc, Mortimer, V3 Chars, At hand quoth Pick-purfe, co a 
Where you,and Dowg/ae,and our powres at once, Gad... That’s enen as faire,as ot pare quoth the Cham- |. 
Asi will fafhion it, fhall happily meete, berlaine; For thou varie no mor@from picking of Pure} 
Tobeare our fortunesia our owne {trong armes, {es, then giuing dire&tion, doth from labouring - Thou 
Whichnow we holdiat much vnecertainty. lay’ the plor, how, iG See Pe 
Nor, Farewell good Brother, we fhall thrive, I«ruft. (bam. Good morrow Mafter Gads- Hill, it holds cur= 
Hor. Vocle,adieu : O let the houres be fhort, . | rantthat I told you yefternight, There’s a.Franklinin she}, 


Tillfields,and blowes,and grones,applaud our {post-exit | wilde of Kent, hath brought three hundred Markes with 
him in Gold: I heard aim elf it to one of his company lait} 
cap aa night at Supper ; a kinde of Auditor, one that hath abun- 
ide) 0. ‘ | dance of charge too (God knowes what) they are vp: al- 
Atlus A ecu dus ; n) cena Prima, ready, and call for Egges and Butter. ie will away. 
; prefently. RIOR Fae eos 
Aisacbay vay ls Gad, Sirra, ifthey meetenor with S.Nicholas Clarks, | 
Enter.a Carrier with a Lauterne in bis hand. Ile giue theethisnecke., ..... ».. uaislanV \ Disizes ods sos 
Car, Heigh-ho, ant bamotsfoure by che.day,lebe | . - ¢bam..No, Henone of it :Lprytheekeep chat forthe 
|hang'd, Charles waine is over thenew.Chinsney, and yet | Hangman, for I know thou worfhipf$.Nicholas as tru-} 
ourhorfénot packe.\, What Oftler? a... lyasamanoffalfhoodmay? oy sj0to ftp one fh 
Of, Anon,anon.....~' : Gad. Whattalkeft thou to me of the Hangman? If 1] 
1,Car, I prethee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, putafew | hang, Ilemakea far payre of Gallowes.,,. For, if Lhang, | 
Flockes in the point.:,thie poore lade is wrung inthe wie | old Sir/obxhangs withmee, andthoy know7ft hee’ sno} 
thers,out of all ceffe. | . rN 238 OC Srarueling., Tuc, there.are other Troians chat -y dream’ét | 
; Enter another Carrier. not of, the which (for fport-fake) are content to doe the |. 
2.Car, -Peafe and Beanes areas danke here as aDog, | Profeffion fome grace ; that would (if matters fhould bee 
ind this is the next way to giue poore Iadesthe Boctes: | look’d into) for theirowne Credit fake, make all Whole. 
Thishoufe is turned vpfide downe fince Robin the Oiler | Tam ioyned with no Foot-land-Rakers,.no,.Long-faffe | . 
Weds. boa: aI iss fix-penny ftrikers, none of thefe.ma |) Muftachio-purple-} 
Car. Poore fellow neuer ioy’difince the price ofoats | hu’d-Malewormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquilities | 
tole, it, was the death of hia. vo be. | Bourgomafters, and great Oneyers, fuchas canholde in, 
2, Car. I thinke this isthe moftvillanous houfein al fuch as will ftrike fooner then tons: and {peake fooner 
London rede for Fleas: I am {tung like aTenche ©. .< then drinke, and drinke fooner then pray: and yerdlye, 
Lar, Likea Tench? There isne’re.a King inGhri- | forthey pray continually yneo theirSaint the Common= 
fidome could be bersex bic,she haucbeene fice, the 








sails =" 


































wealshs-or rather, not to, pray to her, bur prey on hersfor | 
: OCk Gas 2d tioned sas cakes, catia x + Rg ned pti ly ed oA or eB 
} Care Why, you wilLallow ys nere.a,Iourden,and |». Chays..What,the Commonwealih t cit Rootes? Will 
then Weleake in.your Chimney : and your Chamberslye | theholdour.waterinfouleway? 5.” ee 9 
breeds Fleas like a Joach.,. ee, NS Sa Aa Gad, She will,tbe will; Tuftice hath liquor’d her., We} 


MY 60 965 yon 27 YE 
© Car. What Ofler,come aviay, and behangd-come 


fteale as in a Caftle,cockfure; we haue the receit of Fern- t 
Way, ; ; 


| feede,we walke inuiftble.'. 

(ham, Nay,1 thinke rather, you are more beholding 

Cinger,to be delivered asfarre as, Charin.g-crofie. fe to the Night, then to the Fernfeed, for your. walking in-} 

U.Car, The Turkies in my Pannier are quite ftarued. , uifible. on: Btaoeiot et 

, ht Ofter?A plague onthee;hatt thouncueraneyein | 

; y head ?Can’ft nothearer? And were notas good a 

ttdasdrinke, to breakithepate oftliee,I am a very Vil- 

tines Come and be han gd,baft no faith in thee ? 
~~ Enter Gads-hit? es 


t 


rohan ri 


*.8WSti es niise sas) sdzebisd briccdiash 
2.Car, Thaue aGammon of Bacon, tand tworazes of 


Gad. Giuesme thy hand, as 
Thou thalt hane a tharein our purpofe,,... 
| AsLam atryemaneroy driyr ns psyalonay oO ame 
| Cham, Nay,tather let mee haucit,as you area fale. 
| Theefe. s i a 





men. { 





| | Gade Gostoo :., Homes 2 common name to all 

far sKshiake is be CWP ACLOCKE. vq oxen seassr wh suse || Bid che Ofler bring the Gelding out of the ftable.. Fare 

pyle rechee lend mg. shy Lanthorire se fee my. Gela well,ye muddy Knaue, ito, fe 
Si - s Mh. bd pee i e€ 2 Cena 
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Lhe Firft Partof-King Henry the Fourth, 





Be ere ee ° pew ; ‘ 

- could be contented,:, Why is he notithen?inxefped of 
ees he beares our houle. Hefhewes in chigjhtdeiee 
isowne Barne better then he loues our houfe. <Let me 
(ee (ome more. The purpolé you undertake ss-dangerons 
Why that’s certaine :’Tis dangerous to take a Colde, to 
feepe,to drinke : but [tell you(my Lord foole) out of 
this Nettle, Danger; we plucke this Flower, Safety. The 

rpofe yon undertake ts dangerous, the Friewds you haue na- 
mdoncertaine, the Time it felfevwfarted, awd your-whole 
plot tonight, ‘for the connterpaize of focreat aw Oppafition. 
Say youto, fay you fo ; fay vato you againe,-youarea 
fhallow cowardly Hinde, and you. Lye,» What:a lackes 
aineisthis 2.1 proteft, our plor isas-goodaplotas cucr 
waslaid ; ouF Friend true and conftane: A good Plotte, 


ood Friends,and. full of expectation; /An excellent plot, » 


iety good Friends, What a Frofty-{piticed rogue is this? 
Why, my Lord of Yorke commends theplor, and the 


enerall courfe of the action. By this hand,if I Were now © 
by this Rafcall, 1 could braine him;withhis Ladies Fan. | 


Jsthere not my, Father, my Vnckle, and my S¢lfe, Lord 
Edrmnd Mortimer, my Lord of Yorke,and Owen Glendour? 
Isthevenot befides, the Dowg/as ? Hal@e I noc all their let- 
ters, tomeete mein Armes by the ninth of the pext.Mo- 
eth? and are they not {ome of them fet forward’already? 


\Whata Pagan Rafcall is this? An Infidell. Ha, youfhall | 


enow in very fincerity of Feare and Coldheart, willhe 
tothe King, and lay open all our proceedings. O,1 could 
diuidemy felfe, and go to buffets, for mouing fucha difh 
ofskim’d Milk with fo honourable'an Action, Hang him, 
tthimtell the King weare prepared. I will fer forwards 
tonight, 


Exter bie Lady. 


How now Kate,I muft leaue you within thefe twohours. 
La, Omy good Lord,.why are you thus alone? . 

For what offence haue J this fortnight bin 

Abanifh’d woman from my Harries bed? 

jTellme ({weet Lord) what is’t chat takes from thee: 

Thy omacke,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe 2 

Whydoft thou bend thine eyes wpor the earth ? 

And Rart fo often when thou fict’t alone? 

Why hat thou loftthe frefh bloodin chy cheekes > 

And giuen my Treafures and my rights of thee, 

Tothicke-ey’d mufing, and curft melancholly ? 

Inmy faint-flambers, I by thee have watche, 

And heard thee mourmore tales of Iron Warres; 

Peake tearmes ofmanage to thy bounding Steed, 

(Cycourage to the field.. And.thou haft.calk’d 

jOfSallies and Retires; Trenches, Tents, 

JOfPalizadoes, Frontiers ,Parapets, 

OfBafiliskes, of Canon, Culuerin, - 1; 
tifoners ranfome, and of Souldiers flaines; 
{Agelatl the current of a headdy fight. Acdle 
re fpitit within thee hach beenc.fo.at Warrey ...'.. , 

[Andthus hath fo befticr'dtheein thy fleepes:: 5.9; 
hatbeds of fweate hath ftood vponthy Brow}. =. 
















jiisbubbles ina, late-difturbed Streame ; 

| eh hy face Arange motions-baue appear'd, 

Neh as we fee when men reftraine their breaths ds iss ic 
[c.. Omne great fodaine haft, .Owhat portentsare thefe? 
ome heauie bufineffe hath my Lordinhand, sds. 0° 
i dT mut know: elfehelouesmenot, 25 | 
ache Mies ho ad Salliamasnish the Packet gorie 211; 
uses Fie is my, Lordvan ho sod : Th 


+s 





«Sens One horfe,my Lord,he. brought euen a 


‘ Houe thee infinitely, But hearke you Kate,’ \/. 


\ To day will I fet forth, ro morrow you, aa 
Will this content you Kate? at nA eRe 


| orfourefcore Hogtheads. Ihauwe founded the verie bafe 


os ficlesour 4 Laddesin Eaft-cheape. They-calhdrinking deepe, dy- 
ught thofehorfes fd the Sheriffe? 





c 
% 
x y 










: \Hot, What Horfe? A Roane,acrop eare;is:itnor, 
-, Sere Itis my Lord. toil wae deine sleds 
Hot, That Roane fhall bemy Throne. Well, I will 
backe him ftraight. Eperance, bid Butler leadhim forth 
into the Parke, ; dy 

La. But heare.you,my Lord, 

Hot, What fay’ thoumy Lady ? 

La. Whatisitcarriesyouaway? =, 

Hot, Why,my horfe(my Loue)my horfe,_... 
La, Out youmad-headed Ape, a Weazell hathnot, 
fuch a deale of Spleene, as youare coft with. Infooth Ile 

‘know your bufinefle Harry, chat L will. I feare.my Bro- 
ther Afortimer doth ftirre about his Title, and, hath fent 
for you to line his enterprize. Butif you go——__.___ 

Hot, So farre a foot, I thall be weary, Loue,:. - 

La. Come,come,you Paraquito, an{wer me dire@lly 
vnto this queftion, that I fhallaske. Indeede Ile breake 
thy little finger Harry,if thou wilt hot tel metrue,.~ 

Hot. Away away you trifler: Loue, I loue thee not, 
I care not for thee Kate: this isno world spot 
To play with Mammets,andto tilt with lips. o\. 9. 

We muft haue bloodie Nofes,and crack’d Crownes, 
And paffethem curranttoo. Gods me,my horfe..-: 
What fay’ft thou Kate?whar wold’ft thou have withme? } 

La. Doyenorloue me? Do yenat indeed? 

Well, donot then. For fince youloueme not, .. .« 
I will not loue my felfe. Do you:notloue me? 
Nay;tell me if chou fpeak’@t inieft,orno, 

. sHot, Come, wilethou fee metide? - ....65 
And when I am a horfebacke, I will fweare. 2.) ».!.., 


J muft noc have you henceforth,queftionme, » 
Whether I go: nor reafon whereabout.: , 
Whether I muft, I muft: andto conclude, aS 
This Euening muft I leaue thee,gentle Kate... 
I know you wife, but yet no further wife. . ’ 
-Then Harry Percies wife. Conftant youare,.» ... 
But yet a woman: and for fecrecie,: 
No Lady clofer. For J will beleeue Ac atic 
Thou wiltnot veter whatthoudo'ftnot knows \. | 
And fo farre wilt I trwit thee,gentle Kate... 5 9. 
La, How fo farre ? isbw din Bed Oawane 
'. Hot.Not aninch further. Butharke you Kate, .. a 
Whither I go, thither fhall you.go toos. 04+ 2545, -4, 


nba. Ie mutt of force. are 
Scena Quarta. 3%, 


olin’). /:o Enter Prince and Poines. anes 

- Prin. Ned,prethee come out.of that fatroome,& lend 

me thy hand to laughalittle. 900+: ocemme® » 
Poines, Wherehaft bene Hall? 33° 

y'oPrin. Withthree or foure Logger-heads, am 


oe 





on ft 3.} 
fring of humility. Sirra,] am {worn brother toa leafh of 
Drawers,and can call them by their names,as Tom,Dicke, 
and Francis. They take italready vpon theis.confic epee, 
that though I be buePrince of Wales, yet I am the King 

of Gurteflestelling me flatly 1am no proud lack like Fal- 
fraffe,but a Corinthian,a lad of mettle, agood boy, and 
when I am King of England, I fhall command al the good 


‘ing Scarlet ’j'and ‘When you breath in your watering, ni 
: ey 
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209°) Carer Rrance Poynes and Pero. 
Poines. Come fhelter,fhelter, I haue remoued Falfafs 

‘Horfejand he fretslike’a gum’d Veluet. ~ x“ 
iL’ Phen, Stand chafes > 14090 3:34 2 : 
2 0: Beton Falaffer ; 

‘Pal. Poines,Poines,and be hang’d Poimes. 2 222° 
Prin. Peaceye fat-kidney'd Rafcall,- what a brawling 
doftthonkeepe. 
| Fal. What Poines. Hal? 
Prin, Heis walk’d vp to the top of the hill, Te go feck 
him. , ot 1.5 ot 
| -OPal, Tarn accutft tgrob in that Theefe company: that 
Rafcall hath remoued*ny Horfe,and tied him ] know not 
| where. TfT travel but Pure foot by the {quire’ further a 
foote, I fhallbreake my winde. Well, I doubr'fior but 
to dye a faire death for all this, if feape hanging for kil- 
Ting that Rogue, Ihaue forfworneé bis company hourely 
any time this wo atid twenty yeare,& yet Lam bewitche 
withthe Rogues coiipany. Ifthe Rafcall haue not giuen 
ime medicines to make me loue him,ile behang’d;it could 
not be elfe #1 haué'drunke Medicines. “ Poiaes, Hal, a | 
‘Plage vpot you beth: Bardolph, Peto: ile farue ere I 
‘soba foote further. And ’twere not as good adeedeasto 
drinke,; to turne True-man; and’te leauc thefe Rogues, I 
am the verieft Varlet that euer chewed with a Tooth. 
Eight yards of ynenen ground, is threefcore & ten miles 
afoot with me :and the ftony-hearced Villaines knowe it 
well enough. A plague vpon’t, when Theeues cannot be 
true onetoahother, They wbiftle. 
Whew : a plague light vpon you all, Gine my Horfe you 
Rogies: piue me myHorfe,and’behane’d. ~~ 

“Prive Peace yefatguttes, lye downe, lay thine eare 

‘clofeto'the ground A and lift if thou can heare the tread of 


Tranetlers: <22 28? 

Fal.’ Haue you aay Leauers to lift ne vp again being 
downe? Ile not beare mine owne fle(h fo far afoot avain, 
for all the coine iivthy Fathers Exchequer. What a plsgae 
meati¢ yeto colt mé thus? . 

Prin. Thou ly’ ft,thou art not colted,thou art vncolted. 

‘Fal. Uprethee good Prince Hal, help me to my horfe, 
good Kings fonne.) BAQITO OOS OM . 

“Prin. Out you Rogve, thall Pbe your Oftler? 

Fit. Go hang thy felfein thine owne heire-apparant- 
Gartets : If Ibe tate; Te peach for this: andT have nor 
Ballads made on/all,'and fung to filthy eunes, lee a Cup of | 
Sacke be my poyfon: when 2 ieft is fo forward; 8a foote 


Bi eee 


aed Oh f 





rte Enter Gads-bill, | 
Gud Stand? os bags ad eetla alg 
Fal. Soldoagainftmy will. _ a 
Poin, O’tis our Setter, Iknowhis yoyee?!""" 
‘Bardolfe, whatnewes? YN O°! rerialead 
_ Bar, Cafe ye.cafeye ; on with your Vizatds; ‘there’s | 
‘mony of the Kings comniing downe'the hill “’cis' going | 
‘ tothe Kings Exchequer, 3 Rent Z| 
~ Pal. You lie you rogue, tis going to the Kings Tauern, 
| * Gad, There's enough to make va Oe > : 
“Fal. To he bang’d. ited 


ee ee a eT ee 
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Prin, Youfoure hall front them in the nat 
Ned and J,will walke lower} ‘if chey icape from you én, 
counter,then they light on ys. Tol bGA a 


| vot for laughing;] fhould pitty Bit.’ °° 


“iV _, Scena T evtAs < odait 













































Tow Lane, 


Gad, Someeight or ten. 

Fal, Willtheyitot rob-vs? © 

Pring What,a Coward Sir Jobs Paunch? 

Fal. Indeed lam not Jobn of Gawnt your Gr. 
but yet no Coward, Hal. r i ep father 

Prin, Wee'lleaue that to the proofe: t 

Pom. Sirralacke, thy horfe Rands behinde the hed 
when thon need'ft him, there thou shalt finde him: Part 
well,and ftand faft. ng 2 et | 

Fal, Now cannot I ftrike him,if Ifhould be hane’d 

Prin. Ned, where are our difguifes ? 1 dd 

Pois, Heere hard by : Scatrd clofe. 

Fal, Now my Matters, happy man be his dole, fay]; 
euery man to his bufineffe. : 


Peto. Buthow many be ofthem? © 


Enter Trauellers, 

Tra. Come Neighbor: the boy thallleade our Horles 
downe the hill : Wee'l walke a-foot a while,arid eafe our 
Legges. | arc), 

Theeues, Stay. 

Tra, Jefu blefie vs. 

Fal. Strike: down with them, cut the villains throats 
a whorfon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Knaues, theyihare vs 
youth ; downe with them, fleece them. sige 

Tra, O,we arevndone,both we and ours for ever, 

Fal, Hang ye gorbellied knaues,are you yndone? No 
ye Fat Chuffes, I would your ftore were heere,’ ‘On By 
cons.on, what ye knaues 2Fong men muft live, youre 
Grand Llurersjateye ¥ Wee'l iste ye ifaith, 

Heere they rob thers aud biiadd thems. Enter the 
Prince and Poines; 

Prin. The Theeues haue bound the True-men: Now' 
could thou and'Itob the Theeues,and gomerily to Lon. 
don, it would be argument for a Weeke, Laughterfors 
Moncth,anda good iett for ever.” : 

 Poynes. Stand clofe, I heart them comming, 


fF 


Enter Theewes againe, 9% > 
Fal, Come my Mafters, let vs fhare,and then rohorfle 
before day : and the Prince and Poynes bee not twoit- 
rand Cowards, there’s no equity ftirring. There's some 
valour in that Poynes,than ina wildeDucke, 
_ Prin, Yourmoney. reset 
Poi, Villamegoe i220 ronal somnk “mye 
eds they are (baring the Prince and Poynes fer vvpan them) 
They allrun away,leaning the booty behind them: 
Prince, ‘Got with much eafe. Now merrily to Horle: 
The Theeues’are {cattred,and pofteft with fear fo ftrong- 
ly, that they dare not meet Sig other : each takes his cl. 
fow foran Officer. Away good Ned, Falfaffe Sweatts'? 
death,and Lards theleane earth as he walkes along:wer! 


 Exéuint. ni0 


_ Poin, Howthe Rogue roar’d,” *” : 
J Sib Y BYE YR LST bss Wh Ge 
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But for mine owne part,wy Lord; Teould bee wellcohte : rm 
bkebere, st rel of tlone Beate your honfe? |) 























they cryhemand bid you'play it offi: Toconcladepham 
fo good aproficientiwone quarter‘ofanhoure,thatfican 
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language durinsmy 
life. Tell thee Wed,thow haft loff much henor, that thou 
| wer't not'with mein this aétion : but {weet Wed,to fwee- 
} ten which name of Ned,I giue thee this peniworth of Su- 
j gar, clapt euen now into my hand by an’ vnder Skinker, 
] one that neuer fpake orbier Englifh in his life, thea Eight 
Shillings and fix pence, aid, You are welcome : with this fbril 
| addition, e4non, eLuen fir, Score a Pint of Baftard in the 
| Halfe Moone,or{o. But Ned, to drine away time till Fal- 
| fraffecome, I prythée doe thou ftand in fome by-roomie, 
while queftion my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue 
me the Sugar, and do nevet leaue calling Francés, that his 
| Taletomemay benothing but, Anon : ftep afide, and He 
} fhew thee’ Prefident, 
Poines. Francis...” ' 

Prin, Thou art perfect. 


Poin. Francis. 


ling} LookecusheGue lis within: My Lord. line ahh 
edhe: wera ie Tae} 
Tobe with halfe adozehmore,areat the dere», ask i 
themin? .<!yo:l suoestio! 5 “nine } eee: thal He 

Pris. Let thetnalone awhile, and then open the dog 
Poines 1210 ont bai 













Enter P oines.. 
Poi#.Anon,anon fir.’ 
Prin, Sitva, Falfaffe and the reftofthe Th 
the doore,fhall we be'merty ? Tk ANA 
Poin, As mertie as Crickets my Lad) But harke te 
What eunning match have you made with this ie one 
Drawer?’ Come,what’s the iffue ? rat 
Prin... am now ofall humors,chat haue fhewed them 
felues humors, fince the old dayes of goodman day " 
the pupill age of this prefent tweluea clock’at midni i 
What's a clocke Francis? T bowy en 
Fra#.@Anon,anon fir. 
« Prin, That ever this Fellow fhould haue fewer word; 
then a Parret, and yet the fonne of a Woman, His indy.) 
fry is vpaftaires and down-ftaires, his eloquence the'par. } 
cell ofa reckoning. Iam not yet of Percies mind,the Hot. 
fpurre of the Nort®, he that killes me fome fixe ot feauen 
dozenof Scots at a Breakfaft, wathes his harids and fies 
to his wife 5 Fie ypon this quiet life, I wanz worke. Om 
{weet Harry fayes (he, how many haft thou kill’a'to day? 
Giae my Roane horfea drench (fayes hee) and anfweres, 
fome foutteene,ati houre after : a trifle;a trifle. ‘I prethee 
callin Falfaffe, Ile play Percy, ‘andthatdamn’d Brawn 
fhall play Dame Mortimer his wife, Riwo,fayes the drun 
‘kard. Callin Ribs,callin Tallow.” 2 ni 
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- EnterDrawer.’ 
4 Fran, Anon,anon fir; looke downe into the Pomgar- 
j net, Ralfe, UdEW tt o 
‘Prince, Come hither Frasces. 
 Fraiv My Lord. ~ phi 
* “Prins How long haftthou to ferne, Francis? +” 

Fran. Forfooth five yeares,and as much 4s to——_— 

Poin, Francis. BS gtk 

Fran, Anon,anovn fir. 

Prin. Fiue yeates? Berlady along Leafe forthe clin- 
| king of Pewter. But Francis, dareft thou befo valiant, as 
{ to play the coward with thy Indenture, & fhewitafaire | 
| paire of heeles,andrun from it? :* 

Fran, OLotd fir, He be fworne vpon all the Books in 
England,I could finden my heart. AY 

Poin, Francis. 
Frau. Anon,anon fir, 
Prin. How old'art thou,Francrs ? 

Fran. Let me feé, about Michaelmas next] fhalbeum 

Poin, Francis. = *- “ ; 
Fran. Anon fir, pray you ftay alittle, my Lord. | 
| Prin, Nay butharke you Francis, for the Sugar thou 
| gauelt me,’twas a penyworth,wasttior? "| 
| Fran,.O Lord fir, I wouldithadbenetwo. >. 
Prim’ T willgitie thee for it a thoufand pound: “Aske 
1 me when thou wiltjandthow (halehaue it. — 
1 Poin. Franciss° (2: » FIO! 
Fran. Anon,anon. Wy 
1 Prin. Anon Francis? No Francis,but to morrow Fran 
4 cis : or Fraticis,on thurfdayzor indeed Francis when thou 
wilt. But Francis... S838 8) 8. 92G 
~— Fran: My Lord. - wk 
_ Prin, Wiltthowrob this Leatherneerkin, Chriftall 
button, Not-pared; Agat ring, Pake ftocking, Cadiice 
“garter, Smooth tongue, Spanith pouch, | yield oer 

Fran. O Lord fir,who'do you meane? 4 
< pria’ Why then your browne Baftard is your onely | 
| drinke? for looke you Brancis,your white Canuas doub- 
Tet will fulley. Jn Barbary fir,it cannorcome to fo much. ; 












































Enter Falfaffe. 













Poin. Welcome lacke,where haftthoubeene? 
Fal. & plague of all Cowards I fay rand a Vengeance 
| too, marry and Amen, Give mea cup of Sacke Boy. Ere 
I leade this lifelong, Tle fowe'nether flockes, and mend 
them too. A plague ofall cowards. Giue me aCup of 
Sacke; Rogue. Is thereno Verte extant? aes 
Prin, Didftthou neuer fee Titan kiffe’a dith of Butter, 
pictifull hearted Titan that mélted at the fweete Taleof 
the Sunne ? If thowdidft,then behold thac compound, ~ 
Fal: ‘You Rogue; heere’s Limein'this Sacke cooxthere 
is nothing but Roguery tobe foundin Villanous manyyet 
a Coward is worfe chen'a Cup of Sack'with lime.’ A vil 
lanous Coward, gothy wayes old Tacke, die when thou 
wilt,if manhood, 200d manhood be not forgot vpon the 
face of che-earth then am] a fhotten Herring : therelites 
notthree good men ynhang’d in England, & one ofthem 
is far,and growes old, Gad helpe the while,abad world) 
fay. I would I were a Weaiter,I could fing all mariner of 
fongs. A plague ofall Cowards,I fay Qill, © 
Prin. How now Woolfacke what mnitter you? | 
Fal. AKings Sonne? IfI do not beate thee out of ty 
| Kingdome'with a dape@r of Lath, and Ariue’all thy Sub- 
ieéts afore thee like a locke of Wilde-geefe, Jeneitt 
weare haité on my faceimore. You Prince of Wales? || 
Prin, Why you horforround man?what's the matter? 













































































































Frade What hire 0% ai | Fal. Areyou nota Cowarde'Anfwer me to that, am 
y Pole? Francis. qv : Poinesthere? : SAIS Ot 30g HOC eee 





Yr 


=" Prig: Away youRogue,doft thou heare them call?’ 
“\Heere they both call him, the Drawer ftawds amazed, ' 
>< “worknowing which way togo. 10 dhe | 





- Primia¥e fateh patinetty’and yee'callimee Coward, Te) 
fab thee, Saal ii brody | SRgatied 2111896 ae 
Fal. | call thee Coward? Te fee thee damn'dere ah 
the Coward: bur I would'viuea thoufand pound Feey 
| runas faft asthowcanft,”" Youre Araight enovgh ini 


fhoulders; you carenot who feesyour backe’: Ca! i | 
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; PgoNV hatjiftand ftchou ftillyandhear'ft fueha nal 
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hing : gite mae. them thae will face me. Giue mea@u 

of Sack, I am a Rogue if I drunke to days. >, set 

thou drunk’ft Laft, — 

v Fal. All’s one forthat, 

K plague of all Cowards till, fay L. 
Prince. What's the matter? The 


si? 


Heibtinkes: 3 


> 


uinea thoufand pound this Morning, 
- Prince. Where is it, Zack ? where isie?) 


ypon poore foure of vs. 
“Princes What, a hundred, man? | 


foure through the Hofe,; my Buckler cur through and 
-{roroygh, my Sword hacke like a Hand-faw, ecce /ignum, 
[neuer dealt better fince | was a man: all would not dee. 
Aplague of all Cowards: let them fpeake; if they fpeake 
mors or leffe then truth,they are villaines, and the fonnes 
of darkneffe, 

| Prince. Speake firs,how was it ? 

Ga. We foure fet ypon forme dozen. 

Falf, Sixteene,at leaft,my Lord. 

Gad. And bound them. 

Peta, No,no,they were not bound, 

Falf. You Rogue, they were bound, euery man of 
them, or Lam a Tew elfe,an Ebrew lew, 

Gad. As we were (hating ,fome fixe or feuen frefh men 
{fet vpon vs. ° 


others). 
Prince, What,fought yee with them all ? 
Falf. All? I know notwhat yee call all: but if I 
fought not with fiftie SF them, I ama bunch of Radifhi: 
|i€thete were not two or three and fiftie vpon poore olde 
lark, thenam I no two-legg’d Creature. 


ly Poit, Pray Heauen, you haue not murthered fome of 
jthem, « 


|'W0of them:. Two I am/{ure I haue payed, two Rogues 


inBucktomletdriueatme. 

Prince WW hat,foure? thou fayd’ ft but twojeuennow, 

| Fal#, Foure Hal,I told-thee foure. - :9¢ 104 
Poin, J,1,he faid fore... . 


Points inmy Tatguer,thus.. i 


| Prince.) Senen ?. why there were but foure,euen now. 
| /Falf.: In Buckrom, 7 ) és 


‘sit T,foure,in Buck rom Sutes. 
i Fal. Doeft thou heare me,Alal?. > 
> Prins Tand-marke theetbo, Jack, 9: >: 


j'ne in Bucksoanjthat Frold thee ofs |? 
|, <7 Sorwo more alreadie...:. 


| -°Poim, Downe fell hisHale. . 
Fall. wne fell hissHale, . 





« Phe Fir Part of Henry the Fourth. 
|. Prince. ©, Villaine, thy: Lippes are fearce wip'd, ince 


‘| not fee thy Hand. ¢ 
Ralf. What's thie matter? here be foure of ys, hane | 


| groffe as a Mountaine,open,palpable. Why'thou Clay- 
| brayn’d Guts,thou Knotty-pated Foole;thou Horfon obs 


Falfc Whereis it ?.caken from vs, itis: a hundred | {cene greafie Tallow Catch. 


| trurh,the truch:2 
. Fat. Lama Rogue, if I were not at halfe Sword with 
adozen of them two hourestogether. Ihave fcaped by | 
miracle, I ameight times thruft through the Doubler, | 


Fal. And ynbound the reft, and then, come inthe | 


/ And Falflaffe,you caried your Guts away a8 nimbly, with 
Falf, Nay, that’s paft prayirig for, I haue pepper’d : 


JinBuckrom Sutes.. I tell chee what, Hal, if I'tell theea | 
Lye,fpit in my face,call me Horfe: thou knoweft my olde | 
Word: here'I lay,and chus I bore iy point; foure Rogues 


Fal, Thefe foure came all a-froat,and mainely thrift © 
at me; Isade no more adoe, but tookeall their feuen 


| diam as valianeas Hercules: :but beware Infting, the Lion 
| Jowas.aCoward en Inftindts I fhall chinker 
| F Falf ‘Seuen; by thefe Hikssor I am a Villaine elfe.. r 
Prin: Prethee let hitaalanegwe fhall haue more anon. 


iew dob | all the good Titles of Fellowfhip cometo you, ‘‘What, 
|. Fall: Doe fo, for it is worth the liftning.too’: thefe | 

: ov | 60 Prin, Gontent,and the argument fhall be, thy runing | 
Fal, Their Points béingibroken. > ome " ia a | lo Fale Ano more of that Hall,and thouloueft mee! 


Pe iis egan:to giuemé grounds’ butil followedane 











$7 


| clofe,came in foot and hand;and with athought,feuen of 


the eleuen I pay'd, $$: 03 vers 
Prin. Ovmonftzous! eleven Buckrom/men, growne 
out of two? 91606 38 s1n0 
Fal, But as the Deuill would haue it, threemif-be- 
gotten Knaues,in Kendall Greene, came atmy Backyand 
let drive at me; for it was-fo darke} Hal,that thou could’ 


Prin. Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets chem, | 


Ealfé, What,art thou mad? art thoumad:? is forthe 
Prin, Why, how could’ft thou know:thefe.imen in 
Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, theu:could’tt nog 
fee thy Hand 2 Come,tell vs your reafon:what fay’@:thou 
to this ? : aoniw ss viet. ot 
Poin, Come, your reafon Lack, yourreafon, » 
Falfi, What,vpon compulfion ? Nox were iat the 
Strappadoyor all the Racks:in thé World, Jywould:noe 
rellyou on compulfion,. Giue:you a reafon. on compulG- 
on?. If Reafons were as plentic.as Black-berties;] would 
giue nomana Reafon vpon compulfion,I. ot ody 
Prin. Ue be no longer guiltie of this fanney This fan- 
guine Coward,this Bed-preflerjthis Horf-back-breaker, 
this huge Hill of Flefth,' -: 2; sow E bes 31 litve 
Falf. Away youStarueling,you Elfe-skin,you dried 
Nearstonipue, Bulles-piffell, you ftocke-fifh:O for brerh 
to veters VV hat is like thee? You Tailors yard;youfheath 
you Bow-cafe,you vile ftanding tuckes s0.. 25) .54 sess) 
»\ Prin. Well, breatha-whilesand. chen to’t againg : and 
when thou haft tyr’dthy felfe in bafe comparifons, heare 
me {peake but thus. S3ivot ueds Hbed 
Pin. Marke lacke, vs JuM bot 
Pris. Wetwo,faw you fourefet on feare and bound 
them,and were Mafters oftheir Wealth : mark nowhow 
a plaine Tale fhall put youdowne.’ Thea did wetwwo; fet 
on you foure,and with a word, |,outfac’d ‘you from, your 
prize,and haueit vye¢a,and can {hew it youin the Houfe. 


Seppe: 
2a bed Raihat 


as quicke dexteritie,and roared for mercy, and ftill ranne 
and roar’d, as euer J heard Bull-Calfe. What a Slaucart 
thou, to hacke thy {word as thou haft done, and then fay’ 
it was in fight, Whactrick? what deuices? what ftarting 
hole can{t thou now find out,to hide thee from this, open 
and apparant dhame? swe aries fwd words sod stk 

Poines. Come, let’s heare Tacke : . What tricke halt 
thownow?:\. : wR S sot tew-] (aS 

Fal, \knew yeas well as hethat made ye. Why heare 
yemy Mafters, wasie formexo kill cheHeire apparant? 
Should I turnewpon thetrue Prince? Why,thouknoweft 


will hot touch the true Princes; InftinG@is a Breet matter, 

he better, of 
my felfej and thee, during my life: 1, fora valiant Lion, } 
and thou fora true Prince. But Lads, Tam glad you haue 
the Mony. Hoftefle,clap to the doores:| watchto night, | 
pray tomorrow, Gallants, Lads,Boyes,Harts of Gold, 


fhall welbe merry? (hall we havea Play extempory. >; 
away. 


eet 


Enter Hofteffe. 
Hoff. My Lord, the Prince 2: 





Prin. 
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}thou to me? 4 
2 Hoftefe.” Matry my Lord, there is a Noble‘than of the 
Court at doore would fpeake with you: hee fayes,hee 
| cotnes from your Father. se ied hv 
bo -Pyin, Giue’hinvas muchas will make hima Royall 
man,and fend him backe againevomy Mother. 

Falf?. What manner of man is hee ? 
“° Hoftefe. Anoldman, 
UF alst. What doth Gravitie out of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall 1 giue him his anfwere? 

Prin. Prethee doe Jacke. «(> - Evi 
> lipaift; Faithjand Me fead him packing. : Exit. 
Peto, fo'did you Bardel » youare Lyons too,you ranne 
away vpon inftinét: you willnot touch the true Prince; 
Ho, fle, =! Sadweee woyer H 
Bard. ’Faith,I ranne when J faw others runne. 

_ Prin, Fell’ mee now in earnett, how came Falfaffes 
Sword fo hacker 2 mn 
lor Peto. Why,he hacke it 
would fweare truth out of England, bur hee would make 
‘you beleeue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doc 
the like, : 

Bard. Yeajand totickle our Nofes with Spear-graffe, 
to makethem bleed, and then to beflubber our garments 
with it, and {weare it was the blood of truemen. I did 
that] did not'this feucti.yeeres before, I biufht to heare 
his monftrous deuices, 

"-° Prins O'Villaine, thou Rtoleft a Cup of Sacke eigh- 
teene yeeres agoe, and wert: taken with the manner, and 


rein 
sa Sede ot : 


and fword on thy fide,and yer thou ranft away ; ‘what 

inftinét hadft thou for it ? 

_ Bard. My Lord, doe you 

behold thefeExhalations? - 
‘OP PiAs PA6EF C19 VV rises oer) 

=! Bard, What thinke you they portend ? 

10° yin, Hot'Liuers,and cold Parfes. 

Bard, Choler,my Lord,it rightly raken, 

-) Prin. No,if rightly taken, Halter, 


soul cul. Entdn Balfeafe. 


fee thefe Meteors ? dee you 


Heere comes leane Lacke, heere comes bare-bone. How 
now my {weet Greature of Bombaft, how long ist agoc, 
Jacke, Gince thou faw'ft thine owne Knee ?..: 
(Fal, My owne Knee? When I wasabout thy yeeres 
(Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafte, I'could 
have crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring: a plague 


There’s villanous Newes abroad: heere was ‘Sir Jobx 
Braby from your Father 4 -you muft goe to the Court «in 
the Morning.® The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy; 
ahd hee of Wales, that. gauee4mamon the Baftinado, 
and made Lvciftr Cuckold, and fwore the Deuill his true 
Liege-man vpon the Croffe ‘of a Welch-hooke ;: what a 
plaguecaltyouhim? ceo oll gre ad 

Poin? O,Gleadower shed crc! ie .worrei a2 yer 
SEA}. OweeOwen; the fame, and his Sonne in Law 
| (Mortimer, and-old Northumberland, and: the: {prightly 


Hill perpendicular, ; ; 
Prin, Hee that rides athigh {peede,and with a Piftoll 
[kills a Sparrow fying. oss 
_ Falft. Youhaue hit it. ©s00% os: IGT 


PE NIIWS 





Prince, Now Sirs: you fought faire; fo did you } 


with his Dagger,and faid,hee 


ever fince thou haft blutht ‘egtempore : thou. hadft fire | 


of fighing and griefe, it blowes'a man vp likeaBladder, | 


Scot of Scots; Dewglas;xhatrunnes.a Horfe-backe vp a _ 


Ths FhPael Rig Hoyle Fam 


1 Prin. How sow my Lady the Hoftetié 5. whae fay’ ( 





a a 


| hee will not runne. 


F not budge a foor. 


as cheapeas ftinking Mackrell, 


| fhall have good trading that way. But tell me Hal; an 























-2 Pring So did he neuer the Spartows) {0 20 
 Falff, Well, that Rafcall hath good mettall in him'| 
Prin. Whyswhat a Rafcall art thouthen,to : 
fo for running? ' Sbrayfehim 
Falft,. AHorfe-backe (ye Cuckoe):but a foot hee wil 


Prin. Yes lacke,vpon inftingt. 3 AW oa 

Falft. I grant ye,vpon inftin: Well hee isth 
and one CMordake, and a thoufand blew-Cappes mor 
Worcefter is Rolne away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is 
turn’d white with the Newes ; you may buy Land now 


Prin. Then’tis like,if there come a hor Sunne,and this 
ciuill buffetting hold, wee fhall buy Maiden-heady as 
they buy Hob-nayles,by the Hundreds, ~ 

~ Falft. Sy the Maffe Lad,thou fay’ft true,it is like wee 


not thou horrible afear'd? thou being Heire apparant 
could the World picke thee out three fuch Enemyes x: 
gaine, as that Fiend Dowg/as, that Spirit Percy, and that 
Deuill Glendower? Art not thou horrible afraid? Doth 
not thy bleod thrill at ic? aH 

Prin. Notawhit: I lacke fome of thy infting, 

Falf.. Well thou wilt be horrible chidde'to mortow, 
when thou commeft to thy Father: if thou doe loue'me, 
practife an anfwere. 

Prin. Doethou ftand for my Father,and examine mee 
‘vpon the particulars of my Life. 

Fal. Shall 1? content: This Chayre fhall bee my 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cufhion my 
Crowne. . 
si Prin. ‘Thy State is taken for'a oyn’d-Stoole,thy Gol- 
den Scepter fora Leaden Dagger, and thy precious tich 
Crowne, for a pittifull bald Crowne, |! 

_ + Fal§t, Welland the fire of Ggace be not quite ouro 
-thee,now fhalt thou be moued: Giue mea Cup of Sacke 
to make mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought] 
baue wepr, for | muft {peake in paffion, and I will doe it 
in King Cambyfes vaine, 
Prin. Well,heere is my Legge. ) 
Falst. ‘And heere is my {peech: ftand afide Nobilitie, | 
Eoftcffe. This is excellent {port,yfaith. 
Falfi. Weepe not, {weet Queene, for trickling teares 
are vaine. 
Hoftef. O the Father, how hee holdes his counte- 
nance? a at ael 
Falft.For Gods fake Lords,conuey my truftfull Queen, 
For teares doe ftop the floud-gates of hereyes. - ae 
Hofteffe. O rare,he doth it as'like one of thefe harlotry 
‘Players,as euer I fee. OTD eis 
o: Falf, Peace good Pint-pot,peace good Tickle-braine 
Harry, 1 doe not onely maruell where thou fpendeft thy 
time 5 but alfo, how thowart accompanied? For though 
the Camomile,the more it is troden,thefafterit growess 
yet Youth, the more itis wafted; the fooner it-weatt. 
Thou art my Sonne: J haue partly chy Mothers Word 
partly my Opinion ; but°chiefely, a villahous ericke of 
thine Eye,and a foolith hanging of thy nether Lippest*tt 
doth warrant me, If thenthoube Sonne to mee, here) 
dyeth thepointswhy, being’ Sonne tomes art thou fo 
poynted at ¢ Shall che bleffed Sorine of Heauen prowel 
Micher, and eate Black-berryes? a queftion: not to o 
askt. Shall the Sonne of England proue aTheefe, a0 
take Purfes ? aqueftionto’beaskt,. There is * thing, | 


Ffarry which thou haft often heard of andi saan 
fn 














om yin our Land, by the Name of Pitch = this Pitch (as 
ancient Writers. doe report )doth defile; fo doth the com- 


fon 3 not in Words onely, but in Woes alfo: and yet 
there is a vertuous than, whom Lhaue often noted in thy 
companie,buet know not His Name, 
| Pris, What: manner of man, and it like your Ma- 
getie @ :2piotl D3 OF oF 

Fal, A goodly portlymam yfaith, and-acorpulent, 
of achearefull Looke; a pleafing Eye, anda moft noble 
Carriage, and as I thinke,hisiage {ome fiftie, or( byrlady) 





anje thou keepeft: for Harry, now I doe not fpeaketo | 
theein Drinke,bur in Tearess not in Pleafure,bicinPat. | 


The Fist Pare oF K ing Eley the Fourth, 





inclining to threefcore; and naw remember mee, his 
Nimeis FalPajfeis if that mah’ fhould be lewdly giuen, | 


hee deceiuesmees for Harry, I fee'Vertueinhis Lookes. 

Ifthen the Treermay be knowne by the Fruicjastthe Fruic 
{by the Tree,chen peremptorily I {peake it,thereis Vertue 

inthat FalPaffe :-hiarkeepe with; the reft banifh, And 
\tllmeenow; thou naughtie Varlec, cell mee, where haft 

thou beene this moneth 2 

Pris. Do'ftthou {peake likéa King ? doe thou fand 
formee, and Ile play my Father. 


micftically,both in word and mattershang mevp by the 
heeles fora Rabbet-fucker,or.a Poulters Hare, 

Prin. Well,heere I am fer. 

Faj?. And beere I ftand: iudge my Mefters. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come you? 

Falf. My Noble Lord, from Eaft-cheape, 

Pris, The complaints T heare of thee,are grieuous, 

tft, Y faith, my Lord, they are falfe: Nay, lle tickle 
ye fota young Prince. TAR 

Prin, Sweareft thou, yngracious Boy ? henceforth 
nttelooke:onme: thou arc violently:carryed away from 
Graces. thete is a Deuill haunts thee,in the likenefle of a 
told Mans ‘a Funne of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do’ thou connerfe with that Trunke of Humors, that 





Dropfies,thac huge Bombard of Sacke,that fate Cloake- 


Pudding in his Belly, that seaerend Vicey:that grey Ini- 
quitie, that Father Ruffian,that Vanitie in yeeres? where- 


itatand cleanly ,but td caruea Capoh,aid eat ic? where- 


nie? wherein Villanous,butin all things? wherein wor- 
thy,but in nothing #: | : ofa 
Whom meanes your Grace 2»: ’ 

| Prince. That villanous: abhominable-missleader of 
|outh,Faltteffe, that old whitesbearded Sathans © >"! 
Fali?, My Lord,the man know, tO AL 3 

Prince, T know thoudo'fts! 719 
Falt, But to fay, bknow nore harme 








Ut thatheeis (fauing your: reuerence) a Whore-ma- 
*T, that Iveterly denyy If Sacke'and Sugar bee a fault, 
cauen helpe the Wicked 
prthen many anolde Hoftechat I knowyis datnn’dé 
"to be far, beroibe hated, then Pharaohs Jeane Kine are 
i be loued, No, mygoed Lord,: banifh: Pera, banifh 
pe adolph, banith Poinés’» bur!For fweete dacke Falstaffe, 

Inde Lacke Falstaff ctu Vacke Falstaffe,valiane Lacke Fal» 
be Saiceberefore moreivaliantsbeing’as heeis olde Zack, 
taf, banifhnot him thyeHarryes eorhpanie, banifh 


falit, Depofe me: sf thou do’ft it halfe fo grauely,fo 


Boulting-Hutch of Beaftlineffe; thar fwolte Parcel! of | 


bagee of Guts, that rofted Manning Tree Oxe with the | 


inhim then/in | 
ay felfe, were to fay morethembkiiow, Thatheeisolde | 
themote thelpittie) his white hayres dee witnefle its | | 


vif to beoldeand merry,bea | 


inishe good, bucto tafte Sacke, and drinke ic?) wherein | 


in Cunning, but in Craft 2 wherein Craftie, bur in Ville | 


Palit, 1 wouldyourGrace would take me with you: 


| 












‘ Pockets. 


| moft monftrous Watch, is at the doore. 


| He fhall be anfwerable: and fo farewell. 








59 
not him thy Harzyes companies banifh pluinpe Zacke and 
banith all the World. Yeas plumpeZacke, 
Prince. I doe, Iwill. AF 


Enter Bardelph running. 
Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherifeywith 3 moft 


Falff. Out you Rogue,play out the Play:] have much | 
to fay inthe behalfe of chat Falfaffe. 


Enter the Hofteffe. - 


Fosteffe: O, my Lord, my Lord. bc : 

Fait. Heigh, heigh, the Deuill rides ypon 4) Fiddle. 
fticke : what’s the matter? 

Hoftefe. The Sherife and all the Watch ate!at the 
doore: they arecome to fearch the Houfe, fhall I let} 
them in? : ane dsiv 34 

Fal?. Do'ftthou heare Hal, neuer 
Golda Counterfeit: 
feeming fo. 
~~ Prince, And thou a naturall Coward > Without in-{ 
ting. 

Fal. I deny your eAaior > if you will deny the} 
Sherife,fo : if not, ler himenter. If I become nota Cart 
as well as another man, a. plague on my bringing vp: I} 
hope I fhall as foone be ftrangled with a Halter, asano={ 
ther, ; 

Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft 
walke vp aboue. Now my Mafters, for atrue Face and 
good Confcience. ib eDLaKi % 

Falf. Bothwhich Thaue had::: but their date is out, 
and therefore Ile hide me, Exiti 

Prince. Callin the Sherife. 


calla truepeece of}. 
thou art effentially made, without 


Enter Sherife and tbs Carrisr. 0% 


Priace. Now Mafter Sherife, what is your will with 
mee? - isda ved wet 
She. Firftpardomme,my Lord. A Hue'and Gry hath 
followed certaine men ynto thishoufe. . 6) gas.) 

Prince, What men? HOY DGAL Gok 

She. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord, | 
a groffe fat man. mfoneld soncsal wo 

Car. As fat as Butter, H logdo 

Prince. The man,l doe affure you, isnot heere, ait 
For I my felfe at this time haueimploy’d him: os 
And Sherife,I will engage my word totheé,: =i >. 
That I will byto motrrowDinnertime, 
Send himtoanfwere thee, orany man, é 
For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall : 

And fo let me entreat you,leaue thehonfes::) | hays. 
She» Lwilljmy Lord: thereare two Gentlemet < 
Haue in this Robberie loft three hundred Markes. . i 
Prince, It may be fo: if hehauerobb'dehefeimen, |. 


She. Good Night,my Noble Lord. | 
Prince. I thinke it is good Morrow,is it not? 
She. Indeede,my Lord, I thinke it betwoa Clocke. | 
LI1G 22 Sxitauis'A bles G 
Prince, This oyly Rafeallis knowneaswellas Poules?| 
goe call him forth. te soilloD ta shail sa ‘| 
Peto. Falftaffe? faft afleepe behinde the Arras, and | 
fnorting likea Horfe. i loudly :odetoW sod atl bw f 
Prince; Hatke, how hard he fetches breath : fearch iy 





































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































sne\sd He fearcheth his Pockets , and dba 
certaime Papers.) \ 0" 
Prisce. What haft thou found? 
Peto. Nothing bu: Papers, my Lord. 
Prince, Let’s fee, what béthey ? reade them. 
Peto. Item a Capon. 
ItemsSawee. 
Item,Sacke,two Gallaned: 
item, Anchouwes and Sacke after Nee ; if.s.vied. 
Item.Bread. ob. 
Prince. O iyonticonn: but one halfe penny-worth of 
} Bread to this intollerable deale of Sacke 2 What there is 
elfe,keepe clofe,wee'le reade it at more aduantage: there 
let him fleepe till day. eto the Court in the Morning: 
Wee muftallto the Warres,and thy place fhall be hono- 
rable, Ile procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, 
and I-knew‘bis death will bea Match of Twelue-{eore. 
TheiMoney fhall be pay’d:backe againe with aduantage, 
Be with me betimes in the Morning : and fo good mors 
row Peto. +). | 
. Peto. Good morrow,good my Lord: 


i1,.8.i1.d. 
jiii.d. 
~+5 Wu, Vilivds 


seins 


et 


. Altus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Ti i 
eee 


eo es ED 





“Ener Hotfpurre, Worcefter, Lord Mortimer, 
Owen Glendower. 


Mort. Thefe neeenifes are faire,the parties fure, 
And our induétion full of profperous hope. 

Hotfp. Lord Mortimer, and Coufin Glendewer, 
Will you fit downe ? 
And Vnckle Worcefler ; a plague vpon it, 
Thaue forgot the Mappe. , 

Glend. No,hereitis: 
Sit Coufin Percy, fit good Coutin Horfperre s 
For by that Name,as oft as Lancafter doth {peake of you, 
His: Cheekes: tooke palejand with anibng fighy | - 
He witheth you in Heauen. 


dower {poke of, <0 

Glend. Y cannot blatie bt “At my Natiuitie, 
The front of Heauen was full of fierie thapes, 
Of burning Creffers : and at my Birth, 
The frame and foundation of the Bath: 
Shak’d like a Coward, 1», 


if your Mothers Car had but kitten’d, risacss your felfe 
thad neuer beene borne. 
_ Glend. 1 fay.theBarth did fhake when} was borne. 
HotfAndd fay the Earth was not of my minde, 
If you fuppofejas fearing you, it fhooke. 
_ Gletd The eras were ‘all on fire, the Earth did 
‘tremble, 

Hot/p. Oh, hed ihe Earth ihooke gif 
'To fee theddeauens omfires, bow ei 
‘And not infeareof your Nativitie.: 
'Difeafed Narurevafientimes breakes forth 
In ftrange-etuptions ; andtheteeming Earth 7 
Is with a a kinde of Collick pinche and vexe,;} om 
By the imprifdning of viruly Wide 
Within her Wombe: which for enlargement Arining, 
oie the old Beldame Earthjand tombles downe 


King Henry the Forth 


| dn paffion fhooke,' 





Hotpp. And ie, in ee as oft as he cheares Owen Glen- 


Hot/p. Why {0 it-would hatiedone at tha fame Feats 
| | And our Indentures Tripartite are. drawne = : 


| €ABoufneffe that this Night may execute) » 


| As is appointed ys'at Shrewsbury. 


| Mor flall weeneede his helpe thefe fous eee dayes: 









































eG Meee 
Steeples,and mofle-growne Towers. At your Bitth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this difterbperitute, 


Glend. Coufin: of many men ss ont 
1 doe not beare thefe Croffings: Giueme jhine :j 
To tell youonce again, that at my Birth mn 
The front of Heaven was full of fierie: fhapes, 
The Goates ranne from the Mountaines.and the Heatds 
Were f{trangely clamorous to the frighted fields: ° 
Thefe fignes haue marktme extraordinarie, © 
And all the courfes of my Life doe fhew; | 
Lam not inthe Roll of common men. 
Where is the Lining, clipt in-with the Sea, 
That chides the Bankes of England, Scorlandjand Wl 
Which callsme Pupill,or hath read to me? 
And bring him out,that is but Womans Sonne, 
Can trace mein the tedious wayes of Art; 
And hold me pace in deepe experiments. 
Hot fp. I thinke there’sno man {peakes better Welh: 
Tle to Dinner. 
Mort.: Peace Coufin Percy, you will iidie him mad, 
Giend. 1 can call Spirits from the vaftie Deepe. 
Hufp. Why fo can Tjorfo can any man: 
But wil chey comie,when you doe call for them? 
Glend. Why ,I can teach thee,Coufin,to command the 
Deuill. 
- Hoth. AndJ canteach flage, »Coufinsto fhame the Dail 
By telling truth, Tell truth; and foame the Denil, 
If thou haue power to tayfe him, bring himbither, 
And Ile be {worne,I haue power to fhame him hence, 
Oh, while you liue, tell truth,and fhame the Deuill. 
Mort, Come, come, No more of this voprofitabl 
Chat. 

Glend. Thoee times hath Henry Ballingbrooke made head 
Againft my Power:-thrice from the Banks of Wye,” 
And fandy-bottom’d Seuerne,haue fhenthim © 
Bootleffe home,and Weather-beaten backe, 

1. Hopp. Home without Bootes, | 

-And in foule Weather too, 

How {capes he Agues inthe Deuils name? 
Glend. -Come,tieere’s the Mappe: 

Shail wes diuide our Right, 

According to our three-fold. otderta’ne ? 
Mort. TheArch-Deacon hath divided it 

Intothree Limits,very equally : 

England, from Trent, atid Semrcheshichliriby!: 

By South and Eaft,is to my part affign’d: 

All Weltward, Wales, beyondithe Seuernedhore, 

And all the fertile Land within that bound; 

‘To Owen Glendower : And deare Couze;to yous 

The remnant Northward;lying off from Trent. » 







Which being fealed enterchatigeably, 






Tomorrow, Coufin Perédy,you and], ) 03: 
And my good Lord of Worceftes,will fet fotth, 
Tomeece your Father,and the Seogsith apie 







My Father Glendower is not'readie yet, 






Within thar {pace, you may have drawne: cogerher 
Your Tenarirs;Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen 
oGlend. A thorter timethalli fend.me to meen ; 
Aod:in my Condué thallyourLadies come) : 
From whom younow mutt fteale;and: rebenolea 


Forchere will bea Worldiof Watet fhedj) i ye 
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Woonthepaiting of your, Wiues andyou,....,, ..., 
ae. Met iakamy Moity,North from Burton here, - 

Inquantitig equalanotane of yourss, 0D told 
1 |cee,how chis Rider comes, me cranking ings 355 f00 4 
I | And cuts one fromebebeft of all my Landy, 55...) 








A 


But mark’d him nota word,. O,he is as tedious. 
Asa tyred Horfe, a rayling Wife, saMine 
Worle then afmoakie Houfe, had ratherliue 
With Cheefe and Garlick in a Windmill farre, 


Icry’d bum, and well, goe too, 


I | a buge halfe Moone, monfisous Cantle.g ete. os fs ho 


| |Oradry Wheele grateonthe Axle-treey Enter Glendower,with the Ladies, 
jAnd that would fet my teeth nothing an edge, ty 
[Nothing fo much, as mincing Poetrie; Mort. This.is the deadly {pight,thatangersme, . 
Tislikethe forc’t gate of a fhuffling Nagee. My Wife can {peake no Englifh,[no Welfhy « . : 
| Glewd, Come,youfhall haue Trenttwrnd, 5, Glend.My Daughter weepes, fhee'le not part with you, 
otf, 1dog. not care: Ile giue thrice fo much Land » || Shee’le be a Souldiertoo, fhee’le to the Warres.. | 
Toany well-deferuing friend 5. a, at Mort, Good Father tell her,that fhe and my Aunt Percy’ 
Butin the way of Bargaine,marke ye me,. sy | Shall follow in your Conduét fpeedily... ie 
Ilscauill on the ninth part of a hayre, ' hon 
Atethe Indentures drawne? fhall we be gone? Glendower fpeakes to her in Wellb, and foe an~ 
Glend. The Moone fhines faire, fiveres bie in the fame. . 
Youmay away by Night; .°. A moe Ales ne iy est 
llchafte the Writer ; and withall, ak asta Glend. Shee is defperate heere : 
teake with your Wiuesjof your departure hence: A peeuith felfe-will'd Harlotry, ik 
lam aftaid my: Daughter will runne madde,. One that no perfwafioncan doe good ypon, . 
Somuch fhe doteth onher Afortimer. 5). Exit. Sioclh ae = > 
Mort. Fie, Coulin, Percy, how you croffe my Fas The Lady fpeakes.in Well: > ny 
er. 26 dee e we 





tea"? 
id : 


Tle hauethe Currant in this placedamn’dypy7 ous 

And here the {mug and Siluer Trent fhall ruane 

jnanew Channell; faire and-evenly : 

{tfhall not winde with fuch adeepe indent, 

Torob me of fo sich sBBrtomethere > & 
Gleid. Not winde? it fhallit muft,you fee it doth. 
Morty Yea but marke how he beares his courfe, 


And runnes me Uh Wig acluanragsornhaather fide, 


Gelding the oppoféd Continent as Much, 
Asonthe other fide ittakesfromyou. .»... 7 


Wor. Yea,buta little Charge will trench hiny here, ~ 


And on this North fide winne this Cape of cand, 
Andthen he runnes {traight andewen,... ... .. , - 
Horp. Ue haneic fo,a little Chargewill doeit. 
Glend, Henothaueitalter’d. — 
Hof, Willnot you? ... 
Glend, No,noryoufhallnot.,. 
Hop. Who fhall fay menay 2. 
Glend, Why,that.will I. 
Welln. by 3 : bE Si 14 735,91399105 
| Glead, Ican {peake Englith, Lord,as wellas you: 
For was trayn’d vp in the Englifh Court,; 


__ |Where, being but young, ] framed to the Harpe 


|Magy an Englifh Dice dandy Re tad in are ds 
And gaue the Tongue.ahelpefull Ornament; 
|AVertuethat was neuer feene in you, 


Hop, Marsy,and I am glad of it with all my heart, | 


Thad rather be a Kitten,and cry mew, 
Thenone of tnefe fame Meeter Ballad-mongers : 
j1had rather heare a Brazen Candleftick turn’d, 


Fotp. Icannot chufe : fometimehe angers me,, _, 
With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, 

the Dreamer (Merlin, and his Prophecies; 
And of a Dragon, andafinne-lefle Fith, 


3 | 


Hop. Let me not vnderftand yeu then, {peake it in 


Aclp-wing'dGriffinandamoultenRauen, 


Acouching L dn,and.aramping Cat, _.. 

om fuch a sate of Sgt A abl Stuff, 
pene me from my Faith,, L.tell you what, ..... - 
held me laft Night,at Jeaft,nine howres,. 
yreckning vp che:feuerall cuils Names, «> ..,-. 
Mtwerehis Lacqueyes: coer 


v 
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_ Exceeding well read,and proficed 


_ When you doe croffe his humer:’faith he does, _ 
| I warrant you;thatman isnogalive, 
| Might fo haue tempted him,as.you haue done, 


Then feede on Cates,and hauehim talke tome, 
In any Summer-Houfe in Chriftendomes — 
Mort. In faith he was a.worthy Gentleman, -- 


Poe, 
In ftrange Concealements ; ., 


Valiant as a Lyon,and wondrous affable, 
Andas bountifull, as Mynes of India, 

Shall I cell you,Coufin, ; 

He holds yourtemperinahighrefpe, _.. 
And curbes himfelfe, euen of his naturall fcope, 


Withoucthe.tafte of danger,and reproofe: 

But doe nos vie it oft,ler meentreat you... et 
Wore. In faith,my Lord,you are too wilfull blame, 

And fince your comming hither, haue done enough, 

To put him quite befides his patience... 

You muftneedes learne, Lord,toamend this fault: 

Though fometimes it fhew Greatnefle,Courage,Blood, 

And-that’s che deareft grace it renders yous 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harth Rage, 

Defeét of Manners,want of Gouernment, 

Pride, Haughtinefle, Opinion,and Difdaine : 

The leaft of which, haunting aNobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearts,and Jeaues behinde a ftayne 

Vpon the beautie of ‘all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 
Hotfp. Well, 1am {chool’d: 

Good-manners be your fpeede; ale 

Heere come your Wiues,and let vs take our leaues 


ff Ue 
ww) a 






e ites Fon = 


i} P 


Mort, Tyaderfiand thy Lookes: that pretty Welth: 


Which thoupowr'ft down from thefe {welling Heauens, 


Iamtoo petfeét.im: and but forfhame, 
In fuch a parley fhould:I anfwere thee. - 
! 


a ‘The Lady againe in Welle ex 
Mort. Tynderftand thy Kiffes,and thou imine, : - 
And that’s a feeling difputations . | 


Makes 
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Makes Welth as {weet as Ditties highly peni’d, 

Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers Bowre, 

With rauifhing Diuifion to her Lute. 
Glend.’ Nay, if thou mele,then will fhe runne madde 







‘The Lady gf at avaine in Well. 





(Mort. ‘OY am Ignorance'ic felfe in this, 
Glend. She bids you, 
On the wanton Rufhes lay you downe, >” 
And reft your gentle Head vpon her Lappe, 
And fhe will fing the Song'that pleafeth you, 
| And on your Eye-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe, » 
Charming your blood with pleafing heauineffe ; 
Making fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleepe, 
Asis the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
| The houre before the Heauenly Harneis’d Teeme 
Begins his Golden Progreffe in the Eaft. ’ 
_ Mort. With all my heart Ile fit,and héare her fing: 
By that time will our Booke, i thinke,be drawne, >’ 
Glend. Doefo: 
And thofe Mufitians éfide fhall play to you, 
Hang in the Ayre a thoufand Leagues from thence; 
And ftraight they fhall be here: fit,and attend. 
“Hotfp. Come Kate,thow art perfect i in lying downe: 
Come, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my Head in oF | 
Lappe. 
Lady, Goe,ye giddy-Goofe. 





3 
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The Muficke playes. 
Hotfp. Now! perceiue the Deuill vnderftands Welth, 


And’tis nomaruell heis fo humorous :° °°’ 
Byrlady hee'sagodéd Mufitian. = * 4 ei 
Lady. Then would you be nothing But Mifi call, 
For you are altogether gouerned by humors2” °°”? 
Lye ftill ye Theefe,and heare the Lady tng in Welth, 
Hot. Thad rather heare (Lady) my Brach howle in 
Irifh. 
Lady, Would'ft haue thy Head broken? - 
| Hotp. No. 
{° Lady. Then be fill. :; 
yep: Neyther’tis a Womans faule. 
Now God helpe thee. 
Hot}. To the Welfh Ladies Bed, 
Lady. What's that ? 
Hoifp. Peace,thee fings. © 




















Heere the Lady is a wolf Song. 


Hot}. Come,te haue yourSong too, 
Lady. Not mine,in good footh, 
| Hot. Not yours,in goodfooth? _ 
You fweare like a Comft-makers Wife: 
Not you, in good footh ; and,as true as] live ; 
And as God fhall mend me ; ‘atid,as fure as day: 
[And giuett fuch Sarcenet furetie for thy Oathes, 
| As if thou neuer walk’ft further then Finsbury. 
| Sweare me,Kare,like a Lady,as thou art,” 
| Agood mouth-filling Oath: and leaue in footh, 
{ And fuch proteft of Pepper Ginger-bread, 
| To Veluet-Guards,and i Citizens, 
| Come, fitig. ra 
| Lady; Lwillnot fing. 
| Hot. ’Tis the next way to turne Taylor,’ or ite Red. | 
bist mod and the Indentures be drawiie, ‘He ‘away 


eee ees me 












































































































































T he Firft Part of K in 


= within thefe ited howres' 


Ll) The Prince of Wales,and 2 
| Muft have fome private conference : 


} Could fuch inordinate and low defires, 


| And hold their leuell with chy Princely heart? 
‘| Quit all offences with as cleare excufe, 


| My felfe of many I am charp’d withall : 


| Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors. ait" 
‘| Thy place in Councell thou haft tudely } loB, nel . 
| Which by thy younger Brother is pha $. 
| OFall the Coiirt and Princes of my blood,» 

| Isruin'd,andthe Soule of every man ’ 

| Had I fo lauifh of my prefenice beene, 


_| So common hackney’d in the'eyes of men, sat 
So ftale and cheape to vulgar’ sg 












Henryibe Fourth. 
and fo come | 

will, © CGICM pag i, antic i 
Glend. Come coat Tied Mortimer,you are as flow, | 

As hot Lord Percyis on fire to goe, re 

By this our Booke is drawhe : wee'le bat fea, 

And then to Horfe immediately? © gud A 
Mare, With all my heart, id ” Excite. 

pp eee ea ns ines Seven eee Gat BE ‘ — 


| 45 cand Secunda, 


Serer ibe K in Pri of ae ihn 


King. Lords, giue vs leatre’s 


But be neere at hand, 

For wee fhall preferitly haue neéde of you, 
Exennt Lords, 

I know not whether Heauen will haueit fo, . 

For fome difpleafing feruice Thaue done; 

That in his fecret Doome,out of my Blood,’ 

Hee’le breede Reuengement, anda Scourge Yes me: 

But thou do’ft in thy paffages of Life, 

Make me beleeue,chat thou art onely mark’ d 
For the hot vengeance, and the Rod ofheauen 
To punith my Miftreadings. Tell me elie, 


| Such poore,fuch bare,fuch lewd,fuch meane e attempts, | 
Such barren pleafures, rude (ocletie, 
Asthou art matche withall,and prafted too, 
Accompanie the greatneffe of thy blood, 


Prince. So pleafe your Maielty, I would] could i 
As well as] am doubtlefle-T can purge 


Yet fuch extenuation let me begge, 
Asin reproofe of many Tales deuis’d, 
Which oft the Bare of Greatineffe needed’ muft Lite 
By fmiling Pick-thankes, and bafe Newes-mongers; 
I may for fome things true,wherein my youth 
Hath faultie wandred,and itregular, 
Finde pardon onmy true fubmifion, © 

King. Heauen pardon thee; 
Yet let me wonder, Harry, 
Ac thy affections, which doe holda stig” 


~ Ht} 


And art almoft an alien to the héarts © 
The hope and expectation of thy time 


Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall. ; Yd ; i 


any ; 
Opinion, thar did helpe me to the me a 
Had ftill kept loyal to poffeffion, aan 
And left me inreputeleffe bani{hment, — pears 
A fellow of no marke,nor likelyhood. pres « 
By being feldome'feene,! could not ftitre,” 5 
But likea Comet, I was ‘wondred Ps Pilasaalaste 


a nnernemrinamntinn ance 
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Tiormen would tell their Children, This ishee: 
ochers would fay; Where, W hich is Busllingbrooke. 
adthen I ftole all Courtefie ftom Heauen, 
And dreft my felfe in fuch Humilitie, 
that J did plucke Allegeance from mens hearts, 
Lowd Showrs and Salutations from their mouthes, 
fuen in the prefence of the Crowned King. ... 
Thus {did keepe my Perfon freth and new, . 
My Prefence likea Robe Pontifical, . 
Nere feene,but wondred at: and fo my State, 
geldome but fumptuous, fhewed like a Feaft,) 
Andwonne by rareneffe fuch Solemmnitie. : 
\The skipping King hee ambled yp and downe, 
With fhallow Iefters,and rath Bauin Wits, 
sone kindled,and foone burnt,carded his State, 
Mingled his Royaltie with Carping Fooles, 
Had his great Name prophaned with their Scornes, 
And gaue his Countenance,againft his Name, 
Folaugh at gybing Boyes,and ftand the pufh 
Ofeuery Beardlefle vaine Comparatiue; 
Grew a Companion to the common Streetes, 
infeoff'd himfelfe to Popularitie ; 
That being dayly {wallowed by mens Eyes, 
They furfeted with Honey,and began to loathe 
The talte of Sweetneffe, whereof alittle 
Hesehe aleesie by purhine much. 
owhen he had occafion co be feene, 
Hewas but as che Cuckowis in Tune, 
Heardynot regarded: feene buc with fuch Eyes, 
Asficke and blunted with Communitie, 
Afoord no extraordinazic Gaze, 
Suchas.1s bent on Sunne-like Maieftie, 
When it fhines feldome in admiring Eyes: 
But rather drowz'd and hung theireye-lids downe, 
Slept in his Face, and rendred fuch afpect 
AsCloudie men vfe to doe to their aduerfaries, 
Being with his prefence glutted,gorg’d,and full. 
And inthat very Line, Harry, ftandeft thou : 
ese 
ipation. Not an Eye 
But is awearie i common fi 28 
Saue mine, which hath defir’d to fee thee more: 
Which now doth thac I would not haue it doe, 
Make blinde it felfe with foolifh tendernefte, 
| Prince, I fhall hereafterymy thrice gracious Lord 
Bemore my felfe. : ‘ 
King, For all the World, hinge 
Atthou art to this houre,was Richard then, 
When from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgh ; 
Andenen as I was then,is Percy now: 
ow by iny Scepter,and my Soule to boor, 
Hehath more worthy intereft to the Srate 
henthou, the fhadow of Succeffion ; 
Forofno Right,nor colour liketo Right. 
Hedoth fill felds with Harneis in the Realme, 
ines head againft the Lyons armed Iawes ; 
nd being no more in debt to yeeres,then thou, 
fades ancient Lords,and reuerent Bifhops on 
$ bloody Battailes,and to brufing Armes. 
atneuer-dying Honor hath he got, 
Bainft tenowned Dowglas? whofe high Deedes, 
“hofe hot Incurfions,and great Name in Armes, 
olds from all Souldiers chiefe Maioritie, 
Nd Militarie Title Capitall. 








reg all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift, 
Buse hath the Horfpur CAdars, in {wathing Clothes, 


| To fight againft me vnder Percies pay, 


| A mightic and a fearefull Head they are, . 





This Infant Warrior, in his Enterprifes, 
Difcomfited great Dowglas,ta'ne him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill che mouth of deepe Defiance yp, 

And fhake the peace and fafetie of our Throne. 
And what fay youtothis ? Percy,Northumberland, 
The Arch-bithops Grace of Yorke, Dowglas, Mortimer,. 
Capitulate againft vs,and are vp. 
But wherefore doe I tellthefe Newes tO'thee? 
Why, Harry,doe I tell thee of my Foes, 
Which art. my neer’ft and deareft Enemie ? 
Thou,that art like enough, through vaffall Feate, ~~~ 
Bafe Inclination,and the (tart of Spleene, . 







a Oe ene 


Todogge his heeles,and curtfie athis frownes, 
To thew how much thouartdegencrate. 
Prince. Doenotthinke fo, you fhall nocfindeitfo: 
And Heauen forgiue them, that fo much haue fway’d _ 
Your Maiefties good thoughtsawayfromme: 
IwillredeemeallthisonPercieshead, - 
And inthe clofing of fomegioriousday, = 
Beboldtotell you,thaclamyourSonne, 9, 
When I will weare a Garmentall of Blood, 
And ftaine my fauours ina bleody Maske: 
Which wafht away;thall fcowre my fhame with ig, |” 
And that fhall bethe day,whenereit lights, 
That this fame Child of HonorandRenowne,, .. . 'f 
This gallant Hotur,this all-prayfedKnight, ~  °_f 
And your vrthought.of Harry chancetomeet:, 
For cuery Honor fitting onhisHelme, 
Would they were multitudes,and on my head ~ 
My fhames redoubled. For the time will come, 
That I thall make this Northerne Youth exchange 
His glorious Deedes for my Indignities: 
Percy is but my Factor,good my Lord, 
To engroffe vp glorious Deedes on my behalfe: . 
And J will call him to fo ftri@account, ; 
That he fhall render euery Glory vp, 
Yea,euen the fleighteft worthip of his time, 
Or! will ceare che Reckoning from his Heart. 
This, inthe Name of Heauen,] promife here: 
The which,if I performe,and doe furuiue, 
I doe befeech your Maieltie,may falue 
The long-growne Wounds of my intemperature: 
If not,the end of Life cancells all Bands, 
And I will dye a hundred thoufand Deaths, 
Ere breake the {malle(t parcell of this Vow. 
King. A hundred thoufand Rebels dye in this: 
Thou fhalt haue Charge, and foueraigne truft herein. 


- Exter Blunt: 


How now good Blunt? thy Lookes are full of fpeed. 
Blunt, So hath the Bufineffe that I come to {peake of. 
Lord (Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, ° ; 
That Dowglas ond the Englifh Rebels met 
The eleuenth of this moneth, at Shrewsbury : ch 
(If Promifes be kept on euery hand) ena 
As cuer offered foule play in a State. 
King. The Earle of Weftmerland fet forth to day: 
With him my fonne,Lord Jebz of Lancafter, - 
For this sduercifement is fiue dayes old. 
On Wednefday next, Harry thou fhale fet forward >” 
On Thurfday,wee our felues will march. ae 
Our meeting ts Bridgenorth; and Harry,you fhafl march 
f * Through’ 


paw 

















































































































































































































































































































Through Glocefterthire: by which account, 

Our Bufineffe valued fome twelue dayes hence, 

Our generall Forces at Bridgenorth fhall meete. 

Our Hands are full of Bufineffe: let’s away, 
Aduantage feedes him fat, while men delay. © Exenwt. 


ae 
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#3 Jibs + 


Sry ti GSfokrn : 5951)! : 
Enter Fa Haff’ aied Bardelph. is 


Falst. Bardolph, am Thee falne away vilely, fine this 


ates as 


my skidhé hangs ‘about me hike an olde’ Ladies loofe 


owne : 1am withered like ah olde Apple Jobe. Well, 
le repent,and that fuddenly, while T anvin forme liking 
fhall be out of heart fhortly, and then J fhall haue no 


n-fide of a Church is made of, lama Pepper-Corne,'a 
rewers Horfe,the in-fide of a Church, Company,villa- 
ous Company hati beene'the {poyle ofme. 

' Bard. Sit Iohn, you are fo fretfull, you cannot ‘liue 
Hong. % as ba 


SE 


ake me metry: I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentle 
imatt need to be ; vertuous enough, fwore little dic’d not 
aboue feuen times a weeke; went toa Bawdy-houfe sot 
jaboue oncé in a quarter of an houre, payd Money that I 
5 


borrowed, three or foure times ; lined well, and in good 
‘compaffe : and now I liue out of all order, out of com~ 

affe. ‘ 4 y iti 34 3 bile. : 
Bard. Why, youare fo far, Sir Joby, that you mift 
ineedes bee out of all compaffe; out of all reafonable 
{ compaffe,Sir Job, * 

Faift. Doethou amend thy Face, and Ile amend thy 
Life: Thou art our Admirall, thou beareft the Lanterne 
inthe Poope, but’tis intheNofe of thee, thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe. sh 
Bard. Why,Sir Johs,my Face does you no harme. 
| Falft, No,lie be fworne: T make as good vie of ir, as 
‘many aman doth of a Deaths-Head,ora AZemento Mori. 
| T neuer fee thy Face, but I thinke vpon Heil fire,and Dives 
chat liued in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning, 
burning,. Jf thou wert any way given to vertue,! would 
fweare by thy Face ; my Oath fhould bee, By thes Fire : 
But thou art alrogether giuen cuer; and wert indeede, 
but for the Light in thy Face,the Sunne of veter Darke- 
neffe. When thou ran’ft vp Gads-Hill in the Night, to 
catchmy Horfe,if I did not thinke that thou hadft beene 

an Ignis fatuns,or a Ball of Wild-fire, there’s no Purchafe 

fin Money, ©, thou art a perpetuall Triumph, an euer- 
lafting Bone-fire-Light : thou haft faued me a thoufand 
Markes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the 
Night betwixt Tauerne and Taverne: But the Sack that 
thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me Lights as 
good cheape,as the deareft Chandlers in Europe. Ihave 
maintain-d shat Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
this ewo and thirtie yeeres, Heauen reward me forit, 

Bard. would my Face were in your Belly, 

Falit.,. So fhould i be fureto be heart-burn’d, 
on. a mapper Hofteffe, <2 or 
} How.now;Dame Partlet the Hen, haue you enquir’d ye 
who pick'd my Pocket? | 


in mine owne houfe before. 


| now you pickea quarrell, to beguile me of it: [boy 


Jaft aGtion? doe’ I not bate? doe Inot dwindle? Why — 


rength to reperit. And I have not forgotten what the 


i Falft. Whiy thete is itt Come, fing mea bawdy Song, — 


; if hee would fay fo. 
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Hoftefe.. Why Sir lohn,what doe youthinke $i, pi,3 
doe you thinke I keepe Theeues a Hote a 
fearch’d, | haue enquired, fo haz my Husband Ma i 
Man, Boy by Boy, Seruant by Seruant: the tight yf 
hayre was never loft in my houfe before. ta 

Falft. Ye lye Hofteffe: Bardolph was Thad, and lof 
many a hayre;-and Ile be fworne my Pocket was pick’ 
goeto,you area Woman,goe. “35 TShieee 

Hosteffe. Whol? I defie thee : I was neuer call'q(y 
Falf?, Goeto,1 know you well enough. ot 
HeSteffe. No,Sir Johu,you doc not know me Sit Johy 


I know you,Sir Jobs : you owe me Money, Sir Toba ahd 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. eh 
Falft, Doulas, filthy Doulas : I have giuen them 
er to Bakers Wiues,and they have made Boulters of 
them, cis 
HoSteffe. Now as 1 am atrue Woman, Holland of tight 
fhillings an Ell: Youowe Money here befides, Sit Johy 
for your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Money leat you, 
foure and twentie pounds, f oS 
Falft. Heehad his part of it,let him pay, 1 8G 
5 Hoftefe. Hee? alas’ hee is poore , hee hath'no- 
thing. rod et on 
Falft. How? Poore? Looke vpon his Face: Whareal 
youRich? Let them'coyne his Nofe,let them coyne his 
Cheekes, Ile not pay'a Denier, What,will you makes 
Younker of me? Shall I not take mine eafe in mine Inne, 
but I fhall haue my Pocket pick’d? I haue lofta Sede. 
Ring of my Grand-fathers, worth fortie Marke, 
Hoffefe. Inaue heard the Prince tell him, I knowitot 
how oft,that that Ring was Copper. ; » 
Falff:; How 2 the Prince is a Tacke,a Sneake-Cuppe: 
and if hee were heere,L would cudgell him like a Dogger, 


Enter the Prince marching,and Falftaffe meets 
him, playing on bis Tranchion 
Uke a Fife. 


Falf. How now Lad? is the Winde in that Doort? 
Mutt weall march? Ee iti? 
Bard. Yea,two and two,Newgate fafhion, 
Fosteffe. My Lord,I pray youheareme. 
Prince. What fay’ft thou, Miftreffe Qwichy ? Hom 
does thy Husband ? { loue him'well, hee is aa hone 
man, : my 
Hofteffe. Good, my Lord, heare mee. 
Falff, Prethee let her alone,andlifttomee. 
Prince, What fay’ thou,lacke? © 9 
Falft. The other Night I fell afleepe heere behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : this Houfe is curd 
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets,” Ee 
Prince. What didft thou lofe, Jacke? dase 
Fal. Wile thou beleeue me,Ha/? Three or foure Bonds 
of fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grane 
fathers. 
Prince. A Trifle,fomecight-penny matter. 
Hoff. Soltold him,my Lord; and I faid,T heard you 
Grace fay fo: and (my Lord) hee fpeakes moft vilely 
you, like a foule-mouth’d man as hee ts, and faid, he 
would cudgell you. : 
Prince, What hee did not ? ; { 
Hof. There’s neyther Fash, Truth,nor Woman-hoo 


in me elfe. Fall ree | 


ao = 


















“jalf. There's no more faith in thee then a flu'dePrune; 
orno more eriich int thee, then ina drawne Fox: and for 
Woomaa-hood,Maid-marian may be the Deputies wife. 
sfihe Ward to thee. Go you nothing: go. 

jot. Say,whatthing? what ching ? 

falf. What thing? why athing to thanke heauen on. 
[ Hoft. [anno thing to thanke heaueri on, I wold thou 
houldit know it + Taman honett mans wife sand fetting 
ty Knighthood afide, thou art akhaue to call me fo, 





rolay otherwile. PE pbhedgien 

Hoff. Say,what beaft,thotiknaue thou? 

fal. What beaft? Why an Orter. nid pniz 

Prin, An Otter, fir Joba? Why'an Otter? 719 
| pal. Why? She’sneither fith nor fleth; a man knowes 
ot where to haue hers: foarsd fi Ht. 

Hot. Thou art voiuft man in faying fo; thou, or anie 
ran knowes where to have me, thou knaue thous: 

Prince. Thou fay'ft true Hofteffe and he flanders thee 
got groffely. bid tn 

Hof. Sohe doth you,my Lord, and fayde this other 
dry, Youought him a thoufand pound. 

Prince, Sirtahjdo Tl owe you a thoufand pound ? 

Palft. Achoufand pound Mal? A Million. Thy loue is 
gorth a Million :.thon ow’ft me thy loue. 


Hof, Nay my Lord,he call’d you lacke, andfaid hee 


youldcudgeil you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardolph ? 

Bar, Indeed Sit febn, you {aid fo. 

Fa, Yeasifhefaid my RingwasCopper. 

Prince, Ufay’tis Copper. Dar'ft thou bee!as good as 
thywordnow ? » 

Fa, Why Hal? thou know’ft,as thou art but a man, 
dare: but,as thou art a Prince, l feare thee, as I feare the 
roaring of the Lyons Whelpe, 

Prince. And why not asthe Lyon ? . 

Fal. The King himfelfe is to bee feared as the Lyon: 
Do'ftthouthinke Ile feare thee,as I fearethy Father?nay 
if] do, let my Girdle breake. 

Prin, O,if it fhould, how would thy guttes fall about 
thy knees, But fitra: There’s no roome for Faith, Truth, 
norHonefty,in this bofomeof thine: itis all fill’d-vppe 
withGuttes and Midriffe. Charge an honeft Woman 

|With picking thy pocket? Why thou horfon impudent 


\imboft Rafcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but - 


Tauetne Recknings, A¢emorandums of Bawdie-houfes, 

ind one poore peny-worth of Sugar-candie to make thee 

long-winded : iftthy pocket were enrich’d with anie o- 

ther iniuries but thefe, I ama Villaine: And yet you will 

findtoit, you will not Pocket yp wrong. Arc thownor 

aham’d ? 
Fal. Do’ft thou heare Hal? Thou know’ in the ftate 

of Innocency, Adam fell: and what thould ‘poore Zacke 

Falfaffe do,in the dayes of Villany ? Thou feeft, 1 haue 

more fleth then another man,and therefore more frailty. 
ou confeffe then you pickt my Pocket ? 

_ Prin. ltappeares fo by the Story. 

_ Fal. Hofteffe, I forgiue thee : 

Comake ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husband, 

Looke to thy Seruants, and cherifh thy Guefts:: 

Thou thale find me tractable to any honeft reafon: 

Thou fee(t, I am pacified fill, 

Nay, I prethee be gone. 


Exit H ofteffe.. 


Now Hal, to thenewes at Court for the Robbery, Lad? | 


Owis that anfwered? 


: _ The Firft Part of K ing Henry the Fourth, 


| Imuft till be good Angeli co chee, ohiorg ON 
| The Monieis paid backeagaine. nm bibsH oS 


| any thing. 


aff, Secting thy woman-hood afide,thoaatt abeaft | 


| God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend’ none ‘but |) 
| the Vertuous. J-laudthem,] praifethem. : 2.) bey OF 








Prin. Omy {weet Beefe a 


Fal. O, 1 donot like that paying backe; “eis aidoubié 
Labour, a dau eevrokKt 
~ Prin, Lam good Friends with my Father,and may do | 

' 1G bari Shenvoawe sd ok 





Fal, Robamethe Exchequer the firft thing thoudo’ft, 
and doit with vnwath’d hands to0.° 90 08 
' Bard. Domy Lords>)* : G-olid wav aT 
Pring I haue procured thee Zacke,a Charge of Foor, t 
Fal. 1 wouldithad beene of Horfe. Where thal Ifinde} 
one that can fteale well? O;'for a fine theefe: of two and |) 
twentie,or thereabout : I am heynoufly vnprouided. Wel! 





Prin. Bardolph. 

Bar, My Lord. jo my 

Frin. Go beare this Lettet to Lord Jobs of Lancaftet | 
To my Brother Joba. This tomy Lord of Weftmertand, | 
Go Pete, to horfe : for thou,and I, Zl oe rer | 
Haue thirtie miles to ride yet ere dinnertime.” 
Jacke,meet me to morrow inthe Temple Hall 
Attwoa clocke in the afternoone, gel 
There fhalt thou know thy Charge,andtherereceiue® 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 2 
The Land is burning, Percie ftands on hye, 
And either they, or we muftlowerlye. | LA: 

Fal. Rare words! braue world, dagin sao 
Hofteffe,my breakfaft, come ; : 3 
Oh, I could with this Tauerne were my drumme. 9 > 

-' Exeunt omnes. 


VF 























Attus Quartus. ScenaPrima. 





Enter Harrie Hot{parre, Worcefer, 
and Dowglas. 





Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if {peaking truth. 

In this fine Age, werenot thought flatterie; 

Such attribution fhould the Dowg/as haue, | 

Asnot aSouldiour of this feafons fampe; ~ 

Should go fo generall currant throughthe world. 

By heauen I cannot flatter : I defie 

The Tongues of Soothers, But a Brauer place 

In my hearts loue,hath no man then your Selfe. 

Nay,taske me tomy word: spproue me Lords 
Dow. Thou arcthe King of Honor : 

No man fo porent breathes ypon the ground, 

But I will Beard him. a 











Enter a Meffenger. 


Hot. Do fo, and’tis well, What Letters haft there? 
Ican but thanke you. 
Meff. Thefe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Letters from him? 
Why comes he not himfelfe ? 
AM:f, He cannot come, my Lord, 
Heis greeuous ficke,) i 
Hot. How? haz hethe leyfure to be ficke now, 
In fuch a iuftling time? Who leades his power? 
Vader whofe Gonernment come they along? - 
Hae ¢ 


























| 66 The Fire art of K 
~ Meff. His Letters beares-his, mindestiogJ.his minde, ¢ ~ Domg,:,Asheart.canithinke: ....... 
Wor. 1 prethee tell me,dothihe keepe bis-Bed:?) fin | |) There is nocfuchawordfpoke of in Scotland.» 
| AMeff. Hedid,my Lord,foure-dayes ered fet forth: | AtthisDgeame of Feare..,..... ehiaker 
‘And attheiime of my departure thencey: o: . 
)He was much fear’d by his Phyfician. mice 
| o Were Lwould the ftateof time bad. firkt beene whole, 
Ere he by fickneffe had beenevifired: 
His health was neder betrer worththennow.. > 
Hotfp.Sicke now? droope now? this ficknes doth infe& 
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife, 
? Tiscatchingbither,euemto.ourCampe. ». 
He writes'me here, that inward ficknefle, 
“And thar hisfriends by depuration. sio5% pos o 
: Gould not fo foone be drawne: nor didhethinke it meet; 
Fia'lay fo dangerous and dearé atrufts )- 5 
On any Soule remou’d;buton his owne.: 
Yer doth he giue vs bold aduertifement, 
_}, That with our fmall coniunétion we fhould on, 
' Fofee how Rostune is difpos’d tows: --)- 
Forsas-heyrites there is no quailing now; 
Becaufe the King is certainely pofleft 
Of all our purpofes.. Whatay you to it? 
Wor. ¥ ourFathers fickneffe isa mayme to vs. 
Hotfp. A perillous Gath,a very Limme lopt off s . 
And yet,infaith,itis not his prefent want. 
Seemes more then we fhali finde it. . 
Were it good,toferthe exact. wealth of all our ftates 
All at one Caft ? To fer foricha mayne ..: 
On the nice hazard of one doubrefull houre, 
It were not good: for therein fhould we reade 
The very Bottome,and the Soule of Hope, 
Thevery Lift,the very vemoft Bound 
Of all our fortunes. 
~™ Dowg. Faith,and fo wee fhould, 
Where now remaines a fweet reuerfion, 
We may boldly fpend, vpon the hope 
OF what is to come in: 
-Acomfort of retPrement lives in this. 
Hotfp. A Randeuous,a Hometo flye vnto, 
If that the Deuill and Mifchance looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Affaires, 
Wor. But yer I would your Father had beenc here: 
The Qualicie and Heire of our Attempt 
Brookes no diuifion: It will bethought 
By fome,that know not why he is away, 
{ That wifedome,loyaltie,and meere diflike 
| OF our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 
} And thinke,how fuch an apprehenfion 
} May curne the tyde of fearefull Faction, 
And breede.akinde of queftion in our caufe: 
For wel! you know,wee of the offring fide, 
| Maft keepe aloofe from ftri@ arbitrement, 
4 Aad ftop all fight-holes,eucry loope, from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs: 
This abfence of your Father drawes a Curtaine, 
That fhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare, 
Before not dreamt of: ¥ ; 
Hotfp. Youftrayne too farre. 
T rather of his abfence makethis vfe: 
Ic lends a Luftre,and more great Opinion, 
"| A larger Dare to your great Enterprize, 
| Then if che Earle were here : formen muft thinke, — - 
. 4 If we without his helpe,can makea Head | 23 
| To puth agaiift che Kingdome ; with his helpe, 
1 We thall‘o’re-curne it topfic-turuy downe : Of death,or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeate.. 
"| Yerall goes well,yet all our ioynts are whole, Exe ae 
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bites. V7 
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Enter. Sin Richard Ve fins : 7, Kis 






‘Hot. "My. CouGin/ernen,welcome ion Scan 
Vern. Pray God my-newes. be worth a vila 4 
The Earle of Weftmerland,feuen thoufand Aang) * 
























wh 


| Is marching bither-wards,with PrinceJoby,...~ 
| 


Hoth. Noharme: what more? . 
Vera. And further, Lhauelearn’dy so... 0. 4. 
The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth, ; ae 
Or hither-wards intended {peedily, 
With ftrong and mightie,preparation:: 
Hot{p. He fhall be welcome toos,; ». 
| Where is-his Sonne, arestians yada 
| The nimble-footed Mad-Cap,Prince of Wales, . 
And his Cumrades,that daft the World afide, Mi 
And bid it paffe? =e ant “ye 
Vern. All farnifht, allin Armes, ¢o5),.. 00. | 
All plum’d like Eftridges, that with the Winde 
} Baycedlike Eagles,hauing lately bath’d; pein 
Glittering in Golden Coates,like Images,» 
| As full of fpirit.as the Moneth of May,. ».. 
And gorgeousas the Sunne at Mid-fummer, 
| Wanton.as youthfull Goates,wilde as young Bulls, 
I faw young Harry with his Beuer on; ‘ai | 
His-Cufhes on his thighes,gallantlyarm'd, 
Rife from the ground like:feathered e-A¢ercmry, 
And-vaulced with fuch eafe into his Seat, Wi 
As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds, .. | 
Toturne and winde a fi¢rie Pegafi};\.\5 0) | 
And witch the World with Noble Horfemanthip, 
- Hotfp. Nomore,no more, | 
Worte then the Sunne in March: | 
This prayfe dochnourifh Agues: letthemcome, 
They come like Sacrifices intheirtrimme, 4’ 
And tothe fire-ey’d Maid of fmoakie Warre, 
Ali hot, and bleeding, will wee offer them: 
The mayled Cars {hall on his Altar fit» 
Vp to che cares in blood. Iamon fires, 
To heave this rich reprizall is fo nigh, Nal 
And.yernot ours, Come,let me take my Horfe, . 
Who isto beare melike a Thunder-bolt, 
Againfithe bofome of che Prince of Wales... 
Harry to Harry, thall not Horfe to Horfe: 
Meete,and ne’re part,till one drop downe a Coatle? 
Oh, that Gleedower were come, 
Ver. Thereismorenewes: _ 
I learned in Worcefter,as I rodealong, 
He cannot draw his Power this foureteene dayes. 
Dowg. That’s the worft Tidings that 1 heare of 








cia Pe ace ee 






























































yet. Sil 
Wor. I by my faith, that beares a froftyfound. - ’ 
Hoth. What may the Kings whole Battaile seach 
Ver. Tothirty thoufand, . 

Hot. Forty let it be, 
My Father and Glendower being both aways — 
The powres of ws,may ferue fo greata day. 
Come,let ystake a mutter {peedily = 96 « 
‘Doomefday is neere; dye all dye merrily 
Dow. Talke not of dying, I am out of feare 
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Scena Secunda. 





| Enter Falftaffe ‘and Bardolph, 
* Falft. Bardolpb, get thee before to Couentry, fill mea 


Bottle of Sack,our Souldicrs hall march through: wee'le - 


utton-cop-hill toNight. 
on Will you give me Money, Captaine? 
palit. Lay out,lay out. ; 
Bard, This Bottle makes.an Angell., - 
Falft. And if ic doe, take it for thy labour ; and if it 


-|maketwentic, take themall, Ile anfwere the Coynage, 


Bidmy Lieutenant Pero meete me at the Townes end. 

Bard, Iwill Capraine: farewell. Exit. 

Falf, If 1 be not afham’d of my Souldiers, I ama 
fowc't-Gurnet: I haue mif-vs'd the Kings Preffe dam- 
mbly. I haue got, in exchange of a hundred and_ fiftie 
Soldiers, three hundred and odde Pounds, J preffe me 
\none but good Houfe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes:enquire 

me out contracted Batchelersy {uch as had beene ask’d 

twice on the Banes: fuch a Commoditie of warme flaues, 
lashad as lieue heare the Deuill, as a:Drumme ; fuch as 
‘|feare the report of a Caliuer,worfe thena ftruck-Foole, 

orahurt wilde-Ducke. Ipreft enone but fuch Toftes 
{and Butter, with Hearts in their Bellyes no biggerthen 
Piones heads, and they haue boughr out their feruices: 
Andnow, my whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Cor- 
porals, Lieutenants,Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as 
ragged as Lazarmas in the painted Cloth ,where the Glut- 
ie berets his Sores; and fuch, as indeed were 
neuer Souldiers, but dif-carded vniuft Seruingmen,youn- 
getSonnes to. younger Srothers, revolted. Tapfters and 
Oftlers, Trade-falne, the Cankers of a calme World,and 
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable. rageed, 
thenan old-fac’d Ancient ; and fuch haue I to fill vp the 
toomes of them that haue bough: out their feruices: that 
youwould thinke, that I had a hundred and fiftie totter’d 
Prodigalls lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating 
Driffeand Huskes, A mad fellow met me on the way, 
ind told me,I had vnloaded all the Gibbets,and preft the 
dead bodyes. No eye hath feene fuch skar-Crowes: He 
notmarch through Couentry with them, that’s flac. Nay, 
and the Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if 
they had Gyues on; forindeede, I had the mott of them 
out of Prifon, There’s not aShire and a halfe in all my 
Company : and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins cackt to- 
gether, and throwne ouer the fhoulders like.a Heralds 
Coat,without flecues: and the Shirt, to fay the-truth, 
folne from my Hoft of §. Albones, or the, Red-Nofe 
ane-keeper of Dauintry. But chat’s all one,they’ls finde 
innen cnough on euery Hedge. a 





Enter the Prince and the Lord of Waftmerland. 






| Prince. How now blowne Lack? how now Quilt? 
| Fai, What Hal? How now mad Wag,whara Deuill 


} |o't thou in Warwickthire? My good Lord of Weft- 


metland,I cry youmercy, Ithought our Honour had al- 
itidy beene at Shrewsbory. 7 ee, Page 
ne f. “Faith Sir Jabn,’tissmore then time thar I were 
pies aNd you too :. but my Powers are there alreadie. 
| p¢King,1 can tell'you, lookes for vs.all: we mutt away 
to Nigh, : area 


Te eenentmesa ater vewre sag ne 


K ing Henry the Fourth. 





der, foode for Powder: they’ 
tufh man,mortall men,mortall men, 


poore and bare,too beggarly. 
hadthats and for their bareneffe, Jam {ure they neuer} 
learn’d that.of me. : b neathe 6 ace mates 
" Prince.No,He be fworne,valeffe you call three fingers 
on the Ribbes bate. But firrasmake hafte, Percy is already 
in the field. Zh ame 


long. 


ning of a Feaft, fits a dull fighter, andakeeneGueft. 





You {peake.it out of feare,and cold heart. 


And I dare well maintaine it with iny Life, «. 
If well-refpegted Honorbidmeon,... 
Thold as little counfaile with weake feare, 

As you,my Lord, or any Scot that this day lives, 
Let it be feene. to morrow inthe Battell, 9. 
Which of vs feares. 


I wonder much, being mé of fuch great leading as you are 
That yeu fore-fee not what impediments _ Te 
Drag backe our expedition; certaine Horfe 

Of my Coufin Vernons arenotyet.comevp, _ 
Your Vickle Worceffers Horfe came but to day . 
And now their pride and mettall isafleepe, 
Their courage with hard labourtame and dull, 
That not a Horfeishalfe the halfe of himfelfe. 


In generall iourney bated,and bronght low... : 
The better part of one are-full of ret... 













“Fajf.. Tut,neuer feare me, Lam as vigilant a¢ 4 Cat,to 
fteale Creame. _- bt nis) WAL) obo 
Prince. \ thinke to fteale Creame indeed, for thy theft 
hath alreadie made thee Butter: but cell me; lack, whole | 
fellowes are thefe that come after ? 


Fal. Mine,Hal,mine. — - ieee 
Prince. 1 did neuer fee {uch pittifull Rafeals.._ 
Falf?. Tut,tut,good enough to toffe: foode for Pow- 
lefilla Pic,as well as. better: | 
Wefim, 1, but Sir ohn, me thinkes they are exceeding | 
Falft. Faith,for their pouertie,I know not whete they} 


Fal, What,is the King encamp’d > 


Wefim. Hee is, Sir Jobu, I feare wee thall fay £00 
Falff. Well,to the latter end of aFray, and the begin. 


Exesut.. 





Scena T ertia. 





Enter Hot/pur ,Worceffer, Dewglas,and I ts ; y Sieh 
Vernon. 1) abe nn 

Hoth. Wee'le fight with him to Night, . 

Wore. It may not be. 

Dowg. You giue himthen aduantage. 

ern. Not awhie, aie 4 Haile case 

Eetfp, Why fay you fo? lookes he not for {upply? 

Verm So doe wee. es 

Hotfp. His is certaine,ours is doubrfull. 

Wore. Good Coufin be aduis’d,ftirre not tonight. 

Vern: Deenot,my Lord, ss 

Dowg. You doe not. counfaile well : 


Vern. Doeme no flander, Dowglas; by my Life, 7 " 


Dowg. Yea,ortonight. i 
Vern, Content. © 9) 

Hor. To night, fay I. 

Vern. Come,come,it may not be...» 


Hot/p. So arethe Horfes of the Enemie 


“$s “Wor. The}, 



























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































The Trumpet founds a Parley, Enter Sir 
Walter Blunt, 












‘If you youchifafe me héaring,and refpedt. 
Horfp. Welcome,Sit Walter Blant > >’ 


Some of ¥s Idue you well : and cuenthofe fome 
‘Enuie your great deferuings,and good name, 
Becaufe you are not of our qualitie, 

But ftand-againft vs like an Enemie. « 


So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You ftand againft anoynted Maicftie, 
But tomy Charge, | 
The King hath fent to know 
The nature of yout Griefes,and whereupon 
You coniure from the Breft of Ciuill Peace, 
Such bold Hoftilitie, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltie, If thatthe King © 
Haue any way your good Deferts forgot, 
Which he.confeffethto be manifold, ae 
He bids youname your Griefes,and with all {péed 
You fhall haue your defires;with intereft ; 
And Pardon abfolute for your felfe, and thefe, 
Herein mis-led,by your fuggeftion. 

Hot{p. The King is kinde : 
And well wee know, the King 
Knowes at what time to promife,when to pay. 
My Father,my Vnckle,and my felfe, 
Did giue him that fame Royaltie be weares : 
And when he was not fixe and twentie ftrong, 
Sicke in the Worlds regard, wretched,and low, 
A poore vnminded Out-law, fneaking home, 
| My Father gaue him welcome to the (hore: 
And when he heard him {weare,and yow to God, 
He came butto be Duke of Lancafter, 
| To fue his Liueric,and begge his Peace, 
| With teares of Innocencie,and tearmes of Zeale ; 
| My Father, in kimde heart and pitty mou'd, © 
| Swore him affiftance,and perform’dit too. 
| Now, when'the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
| Perceiu’d Northamberland did leane to him, 
| The more and Je{le came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 
| Attended him on Bridges, ftood in Lanes, 
| Layd Gifts before him, proffer’d him their Oathes, 
| Gave him their Heires,as Pages followed him, 
| Buen at the heeles,in golden multitudes, 
| He prefently,as Greatneffe knowes it felfe, — 
Steps mea little higher then his Vow 
Made to my Father, while his blood was poore, 
*Vponthetiaked fhoreiat Rauenfpurgh: 
And now(forfooth) takes onhimtoreforme 
| Some certaine Edi dts;and fome ftrait Decrees, 
| That lay tootheauie otrrhe Common-weslth; 
| Cryes out-vpon abufes feemesto weepe ~ 
{ Quer his Countries Wrongs: and by this Face, 
| This feeming Brow of luftice,did he winne 
| The hearts of alf that hee did angle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 
-| Of all the Fauorires,chat the abfent King 
Tu deputation left behinde him here,’ ~~ 
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68 The Fir Part of K ing Henry the Fourth, 
Wore. The nuinber of the King exceedeth ours! ,| i 
| 
| 
Blunt: ‘Teome with stacious wets from the King, 


And would toGod you were of our determination. 


Blunt. And Heauen defend, bur ftill I fhould ftand fo, 


’ | Into his Title : the which wee finde 






| When hee was perfonall in the Irifh Warre, 
Blunt. Tut, I came norte hearethis.’ ’ 
| Hotfp. Then cothe point. 
In fhort time after, hee depos'd the King, 
Soone after that,depriu’d him.of his Lift g 
| And in theneck of that,task’e the whole State, 
. Tomake that worfe, fuffer'd his Kinfman March 
Who is,if ctery Owner Wereplacd, (°° 7 
Indeede his King,to be engag’d in Wales, 
There,withont Ranfome,to lye forfeited : 
Difgrac’d me in my happie Victories, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my Vnckle fromthe Councell-Bootd, . 
In rage difmifs’d my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath,committed Wrong on Wrong, 
And in conclufion,droue vsto feekeout 
This Head of fafetie; and withall,to ptic 










































| Too indireét, for long continuance, 
Blant. Shall Ireturne this anfwer to the King? 
' - Hotfp. Not fo, Sir walter, ie; 
Wee'le with-draw a while : 
Goe to the King, and let there be impawn’d 
Some furetie for a fafe returne againe, 
And in the Morning early fhall my Vnckle 
| Bring him our purpofe: and fo farewell, 
Blunt. Ywould you would accept of Grace and Lout, 
Hot/p: And’t may be,fo wee thal}, 


Blunt. Pray Heaiten you doe. Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


ee ne er ee 





Enter the Arch-Bilbop of Yorke and Sir Michell 


Arch. Hie,good Sir Aficheil, beare this fealed Briefe 
With winged hafteto the Lord Marfhall, 
This to my Confin Scroope, and all the reft 
Towhom they are directed. 
If you knew how much they doe import, 
You would make hae. 
| . Sir Mich. My good Lord,I gueffe their tenor, 
Arch. Like enough you doe. Me 
Tomorrow, good Sir Afichell,is a day, 
Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men - 
Maft bide the touch, For Sir,at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to vnderftand, ait 
The King, with mightie and quick-rayfed Power, 
Meetes with Lord Harry: and I feare,Sir Afichell, 
What with the fickneffe of Northumberland, si 
Whofe Power was in the firft proportion ; . 
And what with Owes Glesdowers abfence thence,, 
Who with them was rated firmely too, 
And comes not in,ouer-rul’d by Prophecies, 
I feare the Power of Percy is too weake, 
To wagean inftant tryall with the King. ‘ah 
Sir Mich. Why ,my good Lord, you need not feare, 
There is Dowglas,and Lord Mortimer. ) 
Arch. No,Mortimer is not there. id 
Sir Mic But there is Mordake Vernon, Lord Hary P49 
And there ismy Lord of Worcefter, 
-} “Anda Head of gallant Warriors, 
| Noble Gentlemen. 


Arch bo 
















| And 








deawne 


And many mes Corrinals,and deare men 193203 21 ba A 

bewell.oppos'd 
Arch. Thopeno lefle? Yer needful ‘tis to-feare, 

And to prevent the worft,\Sir Atichell {peed}. ci . 

For if Lord Percy thrive not, er¢ the King » +: 

Difmiffe his power, he meanesto vifit ys: 

For he hath heard of our Confederacie, 

And, ’tis but Wifedome to make ftrong againft him : 

Therefore make haft, I muftgo waite agaide. ) , 

To other Friends : and fo farewell,Sir AZichel.., Exeunt, 


Atlus Quintus... Scena Prima. 


ee 








| Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord Iebn of Lancafter, 


Earle of Wefmerland,S wr Walter Blunt, 
ana Falftaffe. 


King. How bloodily theSunne begins to peere 
|Aboue yon busky hill: the day lookes pale 
Athis.ditemperature, . 

Pris, The Southerne winde 
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpofes, 
|Andby bis hollow whiftling in the Leaues, 
Fortels a Temmpeft,and a bluft’ring day. 

King. Then with the lofers let it fympathize, 
Fornothing.can feeme foule tothofe that win. 

The Trumpet founds, 
Enter Worcefter, 


King, How now my Lord of Worfter? Tis not well 
That you and I fhould meet-vpon {uch tearmes, 
Asnowwe meet. Youhaue deceiu'd our truft, | 
jAud made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 

To crufh our old limbes in vngentle Steele: 

This isnot well, my Lord,chis is not well. 

|What fay you toate Will you againe vnkni 

This churlith knot of all-abhorred Ware? 

And moue in that. obedient Orbe againe, 

|Where you did giuea faire and naturall light, 
And be no more anexhall’d Meteor, 

Aprodigie of Feare, and a Portent 

Ofbreached Mifcheefe, to the vnborne Times? 

. Yor, Heare me,my Liege ; 
ormine owne part, I could be well content 


Toentertainethe Lagge-end.of my life 


With quiet houres : For I do protett, 


{Ihave not fought. the day.ofthis diflikes 
| King. Youhauenot fought ic : how comes i¢ then? » | 


Fal. Rebellion lay in.his way,and he foundit. 
Prin, Peace,Chewet, peace. ; 
Wor. Tt pleas’d your Maiefty, to curne your,lookes 
auour, from my Selfe, and all. our Houfe ; 
yetImuftremember youmy Lord, .. 
; Swere the firft, and deareft of your Friends = 
fe my Rtaffe of Office:did I breake;..... ...... 
"Aichardstime, andpoatted day andnight 
*meete you onthe way,and kiffs your-band, . 





When yet youwerein place, andinacconnt. 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate,asl; 

It was my Selfe, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home,and boldly did out-dere 
The danger of thetime, .You {wore to vs, 

And you did fweare that Oath at Doncaiter, 

That you did nothing of purpofe’gainft the State, 


The feate of Gaunt, Dukedome of Lancafter, 
To this, we {ware our.aide : But in fhort fpace, 
It rain’d downe Fortune fhowring on your head, 
And {uch a floud of Greatneffe fell on you, 
What with our helpe,what with the abfent King, 
What with theiniuries of wanton time, ' 
The feeming.fufterances that you had borne, 
And the contrarious Windes that held the King 
Solong inthe voluckyIrifh Warres, 
That all in England did repate him dead: 
And from this fwarme of faire aduantages, 
You tooke occafion to be quickly woo'd, 
To gripe the general] {way into your hand, « 
Forgot your Oath to vs at Doncafter, 
And being fed by vs, you vs'dvs{o, 
As that yngentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 
Victh the Sparrow, did oppreffe our Neff, 
Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a bulke, ; 
That eucn our Loue durft not come neere your feht 
For feare of f wallowing : But with nimble wing 
We were inforc'd for fafety fake; to flye ; 
Oat of your fight, and raile this prefent Head, 
Whereby we ttand oppofed by fuch meanes 
As you your felfe, haue forg’d againft your felfe; 
By vonkinde vfage, dangerous countenance, « 
And violation ofall faith and troth 
Sworue to vs in yonger enterprize. ; 

Kin. Thefe things indeede you haue articulated, 
Proclaim’d at Market Croffes read in Churches, 
| To face the Garment of Rebellion 


| With fomefine colour, that may pleafe the eye 


Of fickle Changelings, and poore Difcontents, 

Which gape, and rub the Elbow at thenewes ° 

| Of burly burly Innouation : 

} And never yet did InfurreGtion want 

Such water-colours, toimpaint his caufe : 

| Nor moody Beggars, ftaruing for atime 

Of pell-mell hauocke,and confufion. 
Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a foule 

Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 

If once they ioyne intriall. Tell your Nephew, 











| The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world 





In praife of Henry Percie: By my Hopes, 
This prefenc enterprize fet off his head, 

I donot thinke a brauer Gentleman, 

More active, valiant,or more valiant yong, 
| More daring,or more bold,is now aliue, 

To grace this latter Aige with Noble deeds, 
For my part, J may {peakeit to my fhame, 
I have a Truant beene to Chivalry, 

And {0 I heare, he doth account me too + 

| Yetthis before myFathersMaiefty, 
| Iam content that he fhall cakethe oddes __ 
| Ofhis great name.and eftimation, 
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| And will,to faue the blood on either fide, 





| Try fortune with him, ina Single Fight. 






| Albeit, confiderationsinfinite,...- 






— 


Nor claime no further, then yournew-falne righty | 


King. And Prince of Wales,fo dare we venter thee, | | 
























































































































































































































































































































































































































yo Ss The Ff Parvof. 

















We loue our people well ; even thofe welowe ’ 
That are mifled vpon your Coufins part's °\ >: 
And will thegtake'the offer ofout Graces 
Both he, and they,and you $‘yéa,euery man | 
Shall be my Briendagaine, and Ile behis.” "© 
) So tell your Coufin, and bring me word,} 

What he will do. But ifhe will not yeeld, 
Rebuke and dread correction waite on vs, 

' And they {hall do their Office. So bee gone, 

We willmornow betroubled with reply, “ 
| We offer faire, takeitaduifedly,  - sau 
yaias Maske: Exit Worcefter. 
| Prin. Te will not be accepted,on my life, 

: The Dowglasand the Hot/parre both together, 
' Areconfident againft the world in Armes, © , 
Kiag. Hence therefore, every Leader to his charge, 
'For on cheir anfwer will we fet on them; 
‘And God befriend vs, as our canfe is iuft. 
~ Manet Prince and Falftaffe. 

Fal. Hal,ifthou fee me downein the battell, 

And beftride me, fo';’tis a point of friendthip. 











Exeunt, 





Say thy prayers,and farewell. 

Fal. [wouldit were bed time Ha/,and all well, 

Prix. Why,thou ow ft heauen a death. 

Fal#. Tis not due yet : I would bee loath-to pay him 
before hisday. What neede I bee fo forward wich him, 
that call’s not on me? Well, ‘tis no matter, Honor prickes 
meon, But how if Honour prickeme off when 1 come 
on? How then? Can Honour fertoo alegge? No: oran 
arme >No: -Ortake away'the preefe ofa wound? No. 
Honour hathinio skill in Surgerie,then ? No. What is Ho- 
nour ?A word, What is that word Honour? Ayre: A 
trim reckoning, Who hathit? He that dy’de a Wednef- 
day, ‘Doth he feele it? No. ‘Doth hee heare it? No: Is it 
infenfiblethen? yea.to the dead. But wilitnot liue with 
the liuing? No. Why ? Decraétion wil not fuffer ir,ther- 









































ends my ‘Catechifine, Exit. 





Scena Secunda. 























* Enter Worcefter, and Sir Richard Vernon, 











wor, Ono,my Nephew mu not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal] kinde offer of the King. 

Ver.’ T were beft he did. 

Wor, Then weare all vndone, 
{ Iris not poffible, it cannot be, 
The King would keepe his word in louing vs, 
He will {ufpect vs ftill, and finde a time 
To punith this offencein others faults: 
| Suppofition, all our lives, {hall be ftucke full ofeyes; 
; For Treafon is buctrafted like the Foxe, © 

Who ne’re fotame, fo cherifht,andlock’d vp, 

| Will haue a wilde tricke of his Anceftors : 
{ Looke howhecan, or fad ormerrily, 
| Joterpretation will mifquore our lookes,’ | 
| And we hall feede like Oxen ata ftall, - 
} The berter cherifhe, ftull the nearer death. 
| My Nephewes trefpaffe may be well forgot, 
{chath the excufe of youth,and heate of blood; 







































































































ang Henry the Fowrth,. 


Do make againftit :No pood Warlterho;: Oy Joy HAW : 


Prin.Nothing but aColoffus can do thee that frendfhip — 





fore [le none of it. Honour isa meere Scutcheon, and fo | 





} That I chac have not well the gift of Tongue, 












And an adopted name‘of Ptitiledge) A 
A haire-brain'd Hetfparre; gouern'd by aSpleeties 
Allhis offences liuevponmy head, © “19 997) 
And onhis Fathers, Wedid traine him on;/ © 
And his corruption being tane from ys, 
Weas the Spring of all, fhall pay for all: 
Therefore good Coufin, letnot Harry know. 
In any ¢afe, the offer of the King, 

Ver. Deliver what you will, Ile {ay "tis {: 
Heere comes your Cofin, 


Enter Hot/parre, 


Hot. My Vokle is return’d, 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Weftmerland. 

Vnkle, what newe-? 
Wor, The King will bid youbattell prefently, 
Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmerland, 
Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you and tell him fos 
Dow. Marry and thall,and verie willingly, 

Exit Do 
Wor. There is no feeming mercy in the Kings ica 
. Hot. Did you begge any? God forbid. 

Wor. I.told him gently of our greevances, 


| Ofhis Oath-breaking : which hemended thus, 


By now forfwearing that he is forfworne, 
He cals vs Rebels, Traitors, and will feourge 
With haughty armes, this hatefull name in ys, 
Enter Dowglas. 

Dow. Arme Gentlemen, to Armes, for J haue thrown 
Abraue defiance in King Henries teeth: 
And Weftmerland thac was ingap’d did beare it, 
Which cannot choofe bur bring him quicklyon, * 

Wor. The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the king, 
And Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight, 

Hat. O, would the quarrel] lay vpon our heads, 
And thatno man might draw fhort breath to day, 
But land Harry Afonmouth, Tell me,tell mee, 
How thew’d his Talking ?Seem’d it in contempt? 

Ver. No, by my Soule : T neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modetlly, 
Vnleffea Brother fhoulda Brother dare 


| To gentle exercife, and proofe of Armes. 

| He gaue you all the Duties ofa Man, 

| Trimoy’d vp‘your praifes with a Princely tongue, 
| Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 


Making you euer better then his praife, 
By ftill difpraifing praife, valew’d with you : 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 


| He made a blufhing citall ofhimfelfe, 


And chid his Trewant youth with fuch a Grace, 
As ifhe maftred there a double fpirit ibis 
Of teaching, and of learning inftantly :' 

There didhepaufe, Bur let me tell the World, 
If he out-liue the enuie of this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweet a hope, * 


| Somuch mifconftrued in his Wantonnefle, 


Hot. Coufin, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his Follies : neuer did I hearé cee 


—'{ Ofany Prince fo wilde at Liberty. 
"|| Butbe he as he will, yet once erenight, 


I will imbrace him witha Souldiers arme, 

That he fhall fhrinke ynder my curtefle. ee 
Arme,arme with fpeed. And Fellow’s,Soldiers Friends, 
Better confider what you haue to do, eee 






















“an {ift your blood vp with perfwafion,. 

Cant y Ext ee Malina Ni sakes Ps 
Mef.. My Lord, heere. are Letcers fox you... ......... 
Hot, I cannot reade themnow. 2) 5°... 

OGentlemen, the time oflifeis fhorts) — , 

Tofpend that fhartneffe bafely, were too long. 

Iflife did ride vpon a Dials PONS, coy 

srllending ar the acripallof an hore, 

Andif we live, we live to-tneade.on Kings:... »...:55,. 

ifdyesbraue death, when Princes dye with ya... ,,- 

Now for our Confciences, the Armes.is faire, 

When the intent for bearing them is inf. .. 

iyo Eater anather Meflenger. a 

_ Mef, My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace, 

Het, Ithanke him, that he cuts.me from my-tale: 


ie 


For profefle not talking: Onely this,. 9-001) .o07 3 
‘Leteach man do his beft,,. And, heere Iidvaw.a Sword; 
Whofe worthy temper Fintend.to Raine Fs 
With the beft blood hat I can macete withall, 
Inthe aduencure of cliis perillous day. | | 
Now Efperance Percy, aadfet.on.s 
Sound ali the lofty Infirunrents of Warre, 
And by that.Muficke, ict vsallimbrace :. 
For heauen to earth,fome.of vsneuerfhall, 
Afecond time do {uch acurtefie.,.,...._ 
They embracethe Trumpets found, the Kin ig entereth 
. with his power, alarum vntothebattell. Then enter 
Dowglas,and Sir Walter Blunt, 
| BluWhat is thy. name,that in battel thus Ycrofleft me? 
Whathonor doft thou feeke vpon my head ? 
Dow. Know then my name is Dowg/as, 
And do haunt thee in,the bartell thus, 
Becaufe fome tell me, that chou art aKing, 
Blunt. Toney tell thee true. 
Dow. The Lord of Stafford deere to day hath bought 
Thylikeneffe : for infled of thee King Harry, 
ThisSword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 
Valeffe thou yeeld thee.as a Prifoner. 
Blu. Twas not borne to yeeld,thou haughty Scot, 
And thou fhalt finde a King that willrenenge 
Lords Staffords death. 
Fight, Blunt és flaine,then enters Hot/pur. 
Hot, © Dowglas,hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus 
Inever had triumphed o’re-a Scot, 
Dew. All's done,all’s won,here breathles lies the king 
Hot.. Where ? ; e: 
Dow. Heere. rere 3 
Hot. This Dowglas? No,] know this face full well : 
Avalant Knight he was, his name was Bisnt, 
Semblably furnifh’d like che King himfelfe, 
Dow, Al foole :'gorwith thy foule whether it goes, 
Abottowed Title haft thou bought too deere. 
¥ didf thou tell me, rhacthou wer’ta King 2 
Hit. The King hath many marching in his Coats. 
Dow Now by my Sword,] will kiltall his Coates, 


-_fllemurder alt his Wardrobe psece by peece, 


YoU] T meet the King, 
ato, Vip,and away, . , 
Out Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day. 
_ Alarum, and enter Falftaffe folus.. 
Fal. Though I could fcape fhot.freeat London,] fear 
the thot heere : here’s no fcoring, but yponthe pate.Soft 
‘ O2te You 2Sir walter Blunt, there’sHonour for you: 
. ‘No vanity, Tam as hot as molten Lead, and as hea- 
J'oosheauen keepe Lieadout of mee, Ineedeno more 
Neightthen mine owne Bowelles, Thaue led my rag of | 


Exeunt 
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' | Many a Noblemanlikes farke andftiffe « - 


‘That weare thofe colours onthem. What art thou 


Muffins where they are pepper'd «there's not three.of my |. 

150, left aline, and they for che Townes end; ‘tobeg du- 
ring life. But whocomesheete?. os eyeyh 5 Jon” | 
Boter the Princes!) 53 onins) wih | 
Pri.What,ftand’ft thou idle here? Lend me thy.Sword, | 
2 so 
Vnder the hooues ofvaunting enemies, |. >; +5~ beéd - 
Whofe deathsiare Ynreneng’d, Prethy lend me thy fword| 
Fal. O Hal,J prethee gine me leaue to. breath awhile: 
Turke Gregory neuer didfuchdeeds in Armes, as I haue 
done this. day, [haue paid Percy, hauemade him fure, 
Prin, Heis indeed,and lining to kill thee s:/ +» :...): 
Tprethee lend methyfwordy 0942 6.2 sm eifee ae 
Fulft. Nay. Hal, if Percy bee aliue; thou gett not my 

Sword ; burtake my Piftollifthouwilts wusn ony 
Prin. Giue isme What,is it in the Cafe 
Fal. 1 Hat,’tis bot: There’s that will Sacke a'City. > 
"The Prince drawes ott.a Bottle of Sacke,;° 
Prin. Whatjisita'timetoieftiand dally nowy. Exit. 

| > Throwes it at bim:), 

Fal. If Percy be aliue, Tle pierce him; ifhedo.come in 
my way,fo:ifhe donot, if. come inhis (willingly):Jee 
him make a Carbonado of me;. ‘Like noc fuch grinning 
honouras Sw Walter hath: Giue mee life, whichi€Pican 
faue, fo : ifnot,honour comes vnlook’d for, and ther’s'an 
end. a} aisyw Exit 


4 
oe 








Scena Tertian.. ci ons 





Se 








eflarum excurfions enter the King the Prince ae 
Lord lobn of Lancafter, and Earle <0. 
of Wefimerlanhs 517 en 


King. Iprethee Harry withdraw thy felfe, thou blee-. 
deft too much: Lord Jobs of Lancaffer,go you with him. 
P.Joh, Notl,my Lord,vnleffe f did bleedtoo,- .-,- | 
Pria, \befeech your Maiefty makevp, 
Leaft you retirement do amaze yout friends, © 
King. I willdoto: ; t/a, 
My Lord of Weftmerland leade him to his Tent... 
Weft. Come my Lord, Ile leade youtoyourTent. | 
Prin, Lead memy Lord? I donotneed yourhelpes ; 
And heauen forbid fhallow {cratch fhould drive... 
The Prince of Wales from fuchafieldasthis, 
Where ftain’d Nobility lyes troden on, 
And Rebels Armes ttiumphin maflacres. fF? 3.0 
Joh. Webreath too long: Come.cofin Weftmerland, 
Our duty this way lies,for heaueas fake come. | 
Pris, By heauen thou hait deceiu’d me Lancafter, 
I didnot thinkethee Lord of fuch a fpirit: 
Before, I lou’d thee as a Brother, Jobn ; 
But now, 1 do refpect thee as my Soule. So 
King: Lfaw himholdLord Percy at the point, 
With luftier maintenance then J did looke for. 
Of fech an yngrowne Warriour, 
Prin, O this Boy, lends mettall to ys all. 
Enter Dowglas. $3 
Dow. Another King? They grow like Hydra’s heads:, 
Tam the Dewg/as, fatall to all thofe fF 


Exit. i 


That counterfeit’ftthe perfonofa King? 
King. The King himfelfe : who Dowg/as grieues at Wr 
; oO 

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Jz 
| So many of bis fhadowes thou haft'imet, * 915 7 TF 
“And avethe very King,’ Phauetwo Boyes >) °°) * 
\ Seeke Percy and thy felfe about the Field ¥/ 9°“ 
| But feeing thou fall’ft onme fo luckily, . 
| Dwill afl theet fo defend thy felfe. or 
| Dow. I feare thowart another counterfeit : 
And yet infaith thow-bear'ft thee like a King: 
| Buetnine bam furerhowart,whoerethoube; 9 
| Andthus Dwinthee. © They fight, the K.being in danger, 
dL te 2s0nA 1! EprerPrimddji 25° youth} 
Pvini Hold vp they head ‘vile Scot;or thowart like 
Neuer to hold it'vpagaine:the Spirits’ una 
| Of valiant Sherly,Stafford,Blant,are inmy Armes; 
Ieis the Pritice of Wales that threatens thee, 
Who neuer promifeth, buthe meanestopay. 
So They Fight, Dowglas flyeth. \ 
Cheerely My Lord: how fare’s yourGrace? 
Sir Wichofds Gaw fey hath for fuccour fent; 
| And fo hath (Vifton:: Ile to Clifton firaight, 
| King. Stay,and breath awhile. 
Thou haft redcem’d thy loft opinion, 
And thew’d'thou mak’ft fome tender of my life 
In this faire refcuethou haft brought romee, 
] © Pree, O heaven, they did me too much iniury, 
Thateuer faidIhearkned toyourdeath. ~ 
Ifit were fo, I might haue let alone 
\ The infulting hand of Dowg/as ouer you, 
| Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end, 
} Asall the poyfonousPotions in the world, 
} And fau'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 
K. Make vp to (Uifton, lle to Sir Nicholas Gan(ey. Exit 
es Enter Hot/pur. 
Hot, if I miftakenot, thou art Harry Monmouth. 
Prin, “Thou {peak’it as if 1 would deny my name. 
Hot. My nate is Harrie Percie. 
1 Pria. Why then feea very valiant rebel ofthat name, 
| Lam the Prince of Wales,and thinke not Percy, 
| To thare with me in glory any more: © 
| Two Startes keepe not their motion in one Sphere, 
4 Nor can one England brookea double reigne, 
| Of Harry Percy,and the Prince of Wales. 
Hot, Nor fhall it Harry, for the houre is come 
‘| To end the one ef vs; and would toheauen, 
4 Thy namein Armes, were now as greatas mine. 
1 Prix. Wemake it greater,ere I part from thee, 
Aad all the budding Honors on thy Creft, 
Ile cropjtomake a Garland for my head. 
| Hot. Icannolonger brooke thy Vanities. 
‘Enter Falftaffe. 
| Fal. Well {aid Hal,toit Hal. Nay you fhall findeno 
Boyes play heere, I'can tell you. 
‘Enter Dowglas be fights with Falftaffe who fals down 
as if be were dead. The Prince killeth Percie. 
1 Hos, Oh Harry,thouthaft rob’d me of my youth ; 
I better brooke the loffe of brittle life, 
Then thofe proud Titles thov haft wonne of me, 
They wound my thoghts werfe,then the fword my flefh: 
4 But thought’s the flaue of Life,and Life, Times foole; 
| And Time, that takes furuey ofall the world, 
‘Muft haue atop. O, I could Prophefie, 
But that the Earth,and the cold hand of death, 
| Lyeson my Tongue :No Percy,thou art duft 
1 And food for-————— 
| Prim, For Wormes,braue Percy Farewell great heart: 
+ Til-weau’d Ambition,how much art thou fhrunke? 
| When that this bodie did containes fpirit, 


Fight. 


Thay PansofK ing Elenry ibe Fomreb 


| What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all this fleth 












A Kingdome for it was too fmalla bound: '< 
But now two paces of the vileft Earthy 

Is roome enough: ‘This Earth that beares the dead: 
Beares not aliue fo ftouta Gentleman; ee. 
If thou wer’t fenfible of curtefie, 

I fhould not make fo greata fhew of Zeale: 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face, 

And euen in thy behalfe,Ile thanke my felfe =~ 
For doing thefe fayre Rites of Tendernefle. 
Adieu,and take thy praife wich thee to heauen; -* 
Thy ignomy fleepe with thee inthe praue, ©’ 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 


Keepein a little life? Poore Iacke,farewell:. 
I could haue better fpar’d a better man, 
O,1 fhould haue a heauy miffe'of'thee, 
If I were much in loue with Vanity. 2 
‘Death hathnot ftrucke fo fata Deere today, 9” ° © 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 
Imbowell’d will I fee thee by and by, 
Till chen,in blood, by Noble Percie lye, 
Falftaffe rifeth up. 
Falf, Imbowell’d? If chou imboweill mee to day, Ik 
giue you leaue to powderme,and cat me to@ to morow, 
*Twastime to counterfet, or that hotre Termagant Scot, 
had paid tne {cot and lot too, Counterfeit? I am no cou. 
terfeit; to dye, isto be a counterfeit, forheeis bur the 
counterfeit of aman, who hath not the life of aman; Bur 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby Jineth,is to be 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfedt image of life in- 
deede, The better pare of Valour, is Difcretion in the 
which better part, I haue faned my life, Lam afftaideof 
this Gun-powder Percy thoughhe be dead. Howifhee 
fhould counterfeittoo, andrife? Tam afraid hee would 
proue the better counterfeit:therefore }le make him fue: 
yea,and Ile fweare! kill’d him. Why may not heerifeas 
well as J : Nothing cohfutes mebut eyes, and no-bodie 
fees me. Therefore fitra, with 2 new wound in your thigh 
come you along me. Takes Hotppmrre or bis back) 
Exter Prince and Lobn of Lancaffer. 

Pris, Come Brothes John, full brauely haft thou fielh 
thy Maiden fword. 

John. Butfoft,whohane weheere? 

Did yoanot tell me this Fac mari was dead? 

Prin. I did, I faw him dead, 
Breathleffe,and bleeding on the ground:/Art thou aliue? 
Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye-fight? 

I prethee fpeake, we will noc truft our eyes 
Without our eares, ‘Thou art not what thou feemf. 

Fal. No, that’s certaine ? 1 am nota double man: but 
if 1 be not Jacke Falfaffe,then amT a lacke: Thereis Pa 
cy,if your Father will do me any Honor, fo: ifnot,let him 
kill the next Perciehimfelfe, Ilooke to be cither Barleot 
Duke,I can affure you. 

Prin, Why, Percy Ikill’d my felfe, and faw thee death 

Fal. Did’ ft thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giue? 
to Lying? I grauntyou I was downe, and out of Breatlh 
and fo was he, but we rofe both at aninftant,and fought 
along houre by Shrewsburie clacke. IfI may bee belet- 
ued, fo :if not,let them that fhould reward Valour,beatt 
the finne vpon their owne heads, Iletake’t on my deat 
I gaue him this wound in the Thigh: if the man veie® 
line,and would deny it, I would make him eate a pees? 
ofmy fword. — 

John. Thisis the flrangeft Tale that e’re I heard. 

Prin, This isthe tran geft Fellow, Brother wis 
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Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe : 
for my part,if alye may do thee Btacey = 
Jlegit'dit with che happieft tearmes'Thaue. 

eA Retreat ts founded? 
The Trumpets found Retreat,theday is oursz |p 


~ 








ofeewhat Friencs are lining,whoaredead.  Exeunt 
Fal. lle follow as they fay, for Reward. Hee thatre= 
wards me,heauenteward him. JfI do grow great again, 
jlegrow leffe ?For Ilepurge, and leaue Sacke, and live 
deanly,as a Nobleman (hould do. Exit 


\ : _— 


Scena Quarta. 





The Trumpets found. “ 
Enter the King, Prince of ales, Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 
“Earle of Weftmerland, with Worceffer & 
Vernon Prifoners.’ 


King. Thus ever did Rebellion finde Rebuke, ~~ 
Ill-fpirited WV orcefter, did\we nov. fend Grace, , 
Patdon,and tearmes of Loue to all of you 2 
And would’ thou turne our offers contrary ? 

Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft ? 
Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 
ANoble Earle,and many a creature elfe, 
Had beene alive this houre, : 
Iflikea Chriftianthowhad’ftrruly borne 
Betwixt out Armies, true Intelligence. 
wor. What I haue done, my fafery vre'd me to,’ 


SYESD/ “S{ace not to be'auoyded, it fleet mee. Rack 


; “hs 
he tat 


4 
é. 


zi: 





Ta ee 


And I embrace this fortune patiently, : 
2 


King, Beare Worcetter todeath,and Vera tBo : 


"A Other Offenderewe will pavleypon, ; 
S LOUNGE MECC ACEN EASY IF OOPS: fo FL NO ZED NO SNe Peter orceter ded Vernon. | 
Come Brother, let’s to the higheftofthefield, “~ ~“ ~~}. How goes the Field? -" © VES Oy 


Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dewglas, when hee faw. .. 
The fortune ofthe day quiteturn’dfromhim, 
TheNoble Percy flaiie,andallhismen, © 
Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft; 
And falling froma bill, he was fo bruiz’d 


aS ee 


| That the purfuers.tooke him, Atmy Tent - 4 


The Dowglas is, and I befeech your Grace. 
I-may difpofe of him. 

King, Withall my heart. 

Prin. Then Brother Jobs of Lancafter, ~ 
Toyouthis honourable bounty fhall belong : 
Goto the Dowglas,and deliuer him 
Vp to his pleafure, ranfomleffe and free : 

His Valour fhewne vpon our Crefts to day, ~ — 


Hath taught vs how to.cherith fuch high deeds, 


Euen in the bofome of our Aduetfaries. 
King. Then this remaines : that we diuide our Power. 

You Sonne /obn,and my Coufin, Weftmerland « 

Towards Yorke fhall bend you, with your deereft {peed ? 

To meet Northumberland,and the Prelate Scroopey = + 

Who(as we heare)are bufily in Armes. iT of fees, 
: tf 

My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wales, © 

To fight with Glendower,andthe EarleofMarch, 

Rebellion in this Land fhalllofehis way, ° © = 

Meeting the Checke of fuch another day : Xs 

And fince this Bufineffe fo faire is done, , 


ee 
> 


t 
5 
o 
; 


Ar Ree MO 


Let vs not leaue cill all our owne be wonne, °° | Exeunt. 1 
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“Inp VETION, 














bn ter i Roinder 


2.84 Pen your f Eares:For which of you. will fop 
PA\\? The vent of Hearing, when loud Ramer {peakes? 
~ & {>from the Orieht, to the drooping Weft 

= (Making the winde my Poft-horfe) ftill ynfold 


r: Aas coumneniGy on this Ball of Earth, 


aes the-fmile of S se alent the World: 
ee who but Remour, who but onely I 

; Make fearfull Mufters, and prepar’d Defence, : 
Whil'ft the bigge yeare, fwolne with fome other griéfes, 
Is thought with childe, by the Rerne Tyrant, Warre, 
“And no firch matter? Rumonr,isaPipe 

‘Blowne by Surmifes, Ieloufies, Coniecturess 

| And of fo eafie, and fo plaine a ftop, 

That the blunt Monfter, with vncounted heads, 

| The ftill difcordant, wauering Multitude, 

Can play vponir. But whatncede I thus 

My well_-knowne Body to Anathomize . 

Among ‘my houfhold ? Whiy is Rumour heere? 

Trun before King Harriet vitory, 

Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie 

Hath beaten downe yong Hot/purre aud his Troopes, 
| Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion, 

‘Buen with the Rebels blood, But what meane I 

To fpeake fo crue at firft? My Office is’ 

To noyfe abroad, that Harry \Alonmonth fell 

‘Vader the Wrath of Noble Hot/purres Sword : 

, And thatthe King, before the Dowg/a Rage 

Stoop’d his Annointed head, as low as death, 

This haue I rumour'd through the peafant-Townes, 
Betweene the Royall Field ofShrewsburie, 
Andthis Worme-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone, 
Where Hotparres Father, old Northumberland, 

Lyes crafty ficke, The Pofes come tyring on, — 
And not a man of them brings other newes 

Then they hauelearn’d of Me. From Ruwonrs Tongues, 
They bring fmooth-Comforts-falfe, worfe then True- 
wrongs. Exit. 


se 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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‘And he is furnith’d with no certainties, 


Scena Secunda, 





Enter Lord Bardolfe, and the Porter, 


L.Bar. Who keepesthe Gate heerchoa? 
Whereis the Earle? 59 
Por. What thall I fayyou are? 
Bar. Tellthou the Earle 
That the Lord Bardolfe doth artend him heere, -... 
Por. His Lordfhip'is walk'd farch into che ona 
Pleafe it your Honor, knocke butat'the Gate, 
And he himfelfe will an{wer. 
Enter Northumberland. 
L.Bar. Heere comesthe Earle. - 
Nor. What newes Lord Bardalfe? Eu’ry minutenow 
*Should bethe Father of fome Siratagem; 
The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horfe 
Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loofe, 
And beares-downe all before him, 
L.Bar. NobleEarle, 
I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury. 
. Nor. Good,and heauen will, 
L.Bar, As good as heart can wifh: 
The King is almoft wounded to the death : 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Prince Harrie flaine out-right : and’poth the Bluats: 
Kill'd by the hand of Dowgla:, Yong Prince John, 
And Weftmerland, andStafford,fled the Field. 
And. Harrie Morimouth’ s Brawne (che Hulke Sit /obs) 
Is prifoner to your Sonne, O,fuch aDay, 
¢ o fought, fo follow’d, and fo fairely wonne) 
ame not, till now, to dignifie the Times: 
Since Cefars Fortunes. 
Nor. How isthis dertu’d? 
Saw youthe Field? Came you from Shrewsbury? | 
L.Bar.1{pake with one (my L. }that came fr6 thenct, 
A Gentleman well bred,and of good namey 
That freely render’d methefe newes for true. 
‘Nor. Heere comes my Seruant Traners, whom! fent 
On Tuefday laft, to liften after Newes. 
Enter Trauers, 


L.Bar. My Lord, over-rod him on nthe way 






More then he (haply)may retaile from me. é 
Nor.Now Trawers, what good adhe comes £66 vA 





Sol 


The fecond Part of K ing Henry the Fourth, 75 





: “Tra. My Lord, Sir Tahu Umfrenili carn'd mé backe 
wich ioyfull tydingss and (being better hors'd) 
Qur-rod me. After him, came {purring head 
4Gentleman (almoft fore-{pent with Ipeed) 
That Ropp’d by me, to breath his bloodied horfe. 
Heask’d the way to Chefter : And ofhim 
Idid demand what Newes from Shrewsbu ry: 
Hetoldme, that Rebellion had ill lucke, 
‘ndthat yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold. 
With that he gaue his able Horfe the head, |. 
And bending forwards ftrooke his able heeles 
Againtt the panting fides of his poore Iade 
Vptothe Rowell head, and farting fo, — 
Hefeem’d in running, to deuoure the way, 
Staying no longer queftion. 

North. Ha? Againe: 
sid he yong Harrie Percyes Spurre was cold? 
(of Hot-Spurre,cold-Spurre?) that Rebellion, 
Had met ill lucke ? 

L.Bars. My Lord : Tle tell you what, 
{my yong Lord your Sonne,haue nor the day, 
Vpon mine Honor, for a,filken point 
llegiue my Barony. Neuer talke of it. 
| Nor. Why fhould the Gentleman that rode by Traners 
















Givethen {uch inftances of Lofleg = ' 

L.Bar. Who, he? ey VAD 
Hewasfome hielding Fellow, that had ftolne | 4 
The Horfe he rode-on : and vpon my life 
Speake at aduenture, Looke,here comes more Newes, 


Enter (Mortar. 


| Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like toa Title-leafe, 
Fore-tels the Nature of a Tragicke Volume : 

Solookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 
Hath lefta witneft Vfurpation, ; 

Sy Morton, did't thou come from Shrewsbury 2 

_ Mor, Tran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 
Where hatefull death put on his vgliet Maske 
Toftight our party, ) 

| North. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
Thoutrembl'(t; and the whiteneffe in thy Cheeke 
Isapter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand,: 

Buen fuchaman, fo faint, fo fpiritleffe, 

Sodull, fo dead in looke, fo woe-be-gone, 

Drew Priamas Curtaine;in the dead of night, 

And would haue told him, Halfe his Troy was burn’d, 
But Priam found the Fireyere he his Tongue: 
And I, my Percies death, ere thou report ftir, 


|Your Brother, thus . So fought the Noble Dowg/as, 
[Stopping my greedy eareswith their bold.deeds. 
Put inthe end (to 'ftop ming Eare indeed). ; 
Thou hafta Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 
fPnding with Brother, Sonne,and all are dead,’ 
Mor. Demglasis liuing,and your Brother, yet: 
But for my Lord; your Sonne, ¥oi rd W 
|, Noh, Why. he is dead, 
¢ what a ready tongue Sufpition hath: 
. thar but fearesthe thing,he would nor know, 
Hath by Intind, knowledge from others Eyes, “ ». 
That what he feard, is chanc’d. Yet fpeake(dortom) 
|4ell thou thy Earle,hisDiuination Lies, - : 
AndI will takeityas a {weet Difgrace, 
c nd make thee rich, for doing me fuch wron g. ; 
pb) Mor, You are too great, to be (by me) gainfaid:. .. 





. Rend’ring faint quittance (wearied,and out-breath’d 


| Lend to this weight,fach ligheneffe with their Feare, 


| Vader the Condu& of yong Lancafter 
| And Weftmerland.: This is the Newes at full, 


This, thou would’ fay : Your Sonne didthus,and thus :. 


| (Weak’ned with greefe) being now inrag’d with greefe, 





: oo. ue Reigne! 


Your Spirit is too true; your Feares too certaine; 
North. Yerfor all this,fay not thar Percies dead: - 

Lfeeaftrange Confeffionin thineEyer 9 

Thou fhak’ftthy head, and hold’ft it Feare, or Sinne, 

To fpeakeatruch. Ifhe be flaine,fay fo: 

The Tongue offends not, that reports his death: 

And he doth finne that doth belye the dead: 

Not he, which fayes the dead is not aliue: 

Yet the firft bringer of vnwelcome Newes 

Hath but a loofing Office: and his Tongue, 

Sounds ener after as a fulles Bell 

Remembred, knolling a departing Friend, 
L.Bar, \cannot thinke(mmy Lord)your fonis dead, 
Mor, Yam forty, I fhould force you to beleeue 

That, which I would to heauen, I had not feene. 

But thefe mine eyes,faw him in bloody ftate, 


To Henrie Moumonth,whole fwitt wrathbeate downe 
The nenet-datinted Percie to the earth, 

From whence(with.life)he neuer more {prung vp, 
In few; his death (whofe fpirit lent a fire, ; 

Euen tothe dulleft Peazantimhis Camipe) 
Beiag bruited once, tooke fire and heate away 
From the beft temper’d Courage in his Troopes. 
For from his Mettle, was his Party fteel’d; 

Which once,in him abated, all the reft 

Turn’d on themfelues, like dull and-heauy Lead ; 
And as the Thing} that’s heawy init felfe, 

Vpon enforcement, flyes with greatelt fpeede, 

So did our Men,heany in Hot/urreslofie, 


That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ayme, 
Then did our Soldiers (ayming at their fafety) 

Fly fromthe field! Then was that Noble Worcefter — 
Too fooneta’ne prifoner :and that furious Scot, | 
(The bloody Dowg/as) whofe well-labouring fword 
Had three timesflaine th'appearance ofthe King, — 
Gan vaile his ftomacke, and did grace the fhame 
Of thofe that turn’dtheir-backes : and in his flighr, 
Stumbling in Feare,wastooke. The fumme in a 
Is, that the King hath wonne: and hath fent out 

A {peedy power, to encounter you.my Lord, 


North. For this, Pfhall haue time enough to mourne, 
In Poyfon,there is Phyficke : and this newes Sty 
(Hauing beene well) that would haue made me ficke, 
Being ficke, have infome meafure,made me well. 
And asthe Wretch,whofé Feauer-weakned ioynts, 
Like ftrengthleffe Hindges, buckle ynder life;: 
Impatient ofhis Fit, breakeslikeatire 
Out of his keepers armes»: Euen fo, my Limbes 





Are thrice themfelises. Hence therefore thou nice crutch; 
A {calie Gauntlet now,with ioynrsiof Steele’ >. > 
Muf gloue'thishand, ‘Andhence thou fickly Quoife, -> 
Thou art a guard too wantonfor the head, =) 1) 9/4 
Which Princes; fleth’d with Conqueft,ayme to hits 
Now binde my Browe’ with Iron,and approach 
Theragged’ft houre,that Time and Spightdare bring _ 
To frowne vponsh’enrag’d Notehumberland, 

Let Heauen kiffe Earth :now let not Natures hand » 
Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd : Let Order dye, 9% 
And letthe world no longer bea lage - 

To feede Contention inaling'ring A&: ». 

But les.one fpiric of the Firt-borne Caine. 21) | 






























































































































































































































Reigne inall bofomes, hat each heart being fer 

On bloody Gourfes, the rude Scene may end, 

And darkneffe be the burier of the dead. (Honor, 
L Bare Sweet Earle diuorce not wifedom from your 
Mor, The liues ofall yoprlouing Complices 

Leane-on your health, the which if you giuc-o’re 

To ftormy Paffion, mutt perforce decay. 

You caft th’event of Warre(my Noble Lord) 

And fumm’d the accompt of Chance,before you faid 

Let vs make head : It was your prefurmize, 

That in the dole of bloweés,your Son might drop, 

You knew he walk’d o’re perils, on an edge 

| Morelikely co fallin, then to geto’re: 

You wereaduis’d his flefh was capeable 

Of Wounds, and Scarres. 5 and that his forward Spirit 

W ould lift him, where moft crade of danger rang’d, 

Yet'did you fay go forth: and none of this © 

(Fhough ftrongly apprehesded) could reftraine 

| The ftiffe-borne AG@tion » What hath then befalne? 

Or what hath this bold enterprize bring forth, 

More then that Being, which was like to be? 

L.Bar. Weallthat are engaged to this loffe, 

Knew that-we ventur'd onfuch dangerous Seas, 

That if we wrought out life,was ten to one : 

And yet we ventur’d for the gaine propos’d, ’ 

Choak’d the refpe& of likely perill fear’d,:"'.» 

And fince we are o’re-fer, venture againe.: 

Come, we will all put forth; Body,and Goods, 


i heare for certaine, andido fpeake the truth: 
Thegentle Arch-bifhop of Yorkeis vp? >. 

Wich well appointed Powres: he isa mane> 
Who witha double Surety bindes his Followers. 


But fhadowes;and the fhewesof men to fight. 
For that fame word(Rebellion) did divide 
The ation of their bodies;from their foules;: 902) 6H 
| And theydid fighowith queafineffe, conftrain’d « » ; 

As men drinke Potions; that their Weapons only 
Seemd on our fide :-but foritheir Spirits:and Soules, 
This word (Rebellion )ithadifrozethemvp, 

As Fifh areinaPond.: But now the Bifhop 

Turnes Infurrectionito Religion, ° Js 

| Suppos’d fincere,and holy in his Thoughts: ©’ 

He's follow’d both with Body,and with Minde: 

And doth enlarge his Rifing with the blood). 5 
Of faire King Richard, {ctap'd from Pomfrer ftonesy : 

} Deriues from heauen;his Quarrell,and his Caufe: : 
Tels themshe doth:befiride a bleeding Landy : 


And more,and leffe,do flocke-to follow him,« 

North, Tkhew of this before: But to fpeake truth, «> 
This'prefent'greefe had wip'dit from my minde. » 
Go in withme,and councell euery mam. 2 
The apteft for fafetyyand reuenge >. 10: 


, 


ge Excant. 


To Seena Fertia. 


Reyeisy Enter Falftaffe aud Page,: 10g ¥: ein 

Fab. Sitra,you giantjwhat faies the Do&.to my water? 

Pag. He laid fir,che water it felfewasa good healthy 

water:but for the party that ow’dic,he might haue more 
difeafes then he knew for? 96 * ) 


Neuer fo few ,ntornieuer yer more need. >: 


aaaal 





Mer. Tis more then time ::And (my moft Noble Lord) | 


My Lord (yottt Sonne)had onely but th¢eCorpes, 


Si 4 


Ww: HLA S oar. 
Get estia ahd Deacedecard maké Friends with fpeed, |< 


__ Fal. Men of allforts take'apride'to gird at tees the 
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cA || the Prince for ftriking him,about Bardolfe. 
Gafping for lifeyvnder great Bullingbrooke,:) 2020 }ou 1. |: 





















braine of this foolith compounded Clay-man, is not abi 
: ¢ 
to inuent any thing thatcends tolaughter, more theny 
invent,or is inuented onme, I amnetonely witty in m 
felfe, but the caufe rhat wit is in other men, 


her Litter, but one. 


haue noiudgement. Thou horfon Mandrake, thoy att 
fitter to be worne in my cap, then to wait at my heeles, | 
f e 


youneyther in Gold, nor Siluer, but in vildeapparell,and 







If the Prince put thee into my Ser 
vice for any otherreafon, then to fet mec off, why then] 






was never mann’d with an-Agot tillnow: but will fette 


fend you backe againe to your Mafter, fora Jewell, The 
Tunenall (the Prince your Mafter) whofeChin js Rot yet 
fledg’d, I will fooner haue abeard growin the Palme of 
my hand, then he fhall get one on his cheeke: yet he will 
not fticke to fay, his Face isa Face-Royall. Heauen my, 
finith it when he will, irisnot ahaire amiffe yer: hed 
keepe it ftillata Face-Royall, fora Barber: fhall neue 
earne fix pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as if 
he had writ man euer fince his Father was.a Batchellou,| 
He may keepe his owne Grace, butheis almoft out of 
mine, I can affure him. What faid M,Dombledon, abou 
the Satten for my. fhort Cloake,and Slops? 

Pag. He faid fir,youfhould procure him better Aff 
rance,then Bardolfe : tie wold not take his Bond & yours, 
he lik’d not the Security. 


lightneffeofhis Wife fhines through it, and yer cannot 
he fee,though he haue his owne Lanthorne to lighthim, 
Where’s Bardolfe? . wckt® 
Pag. He's gone intoSmithfield to buy your worhip 
a horfe. i ui 

Fal, \bought him in Paules,and hee’l buy mee ahorle 
in Smithfield,. If I could get mee a wifeiin the Stewes, 
were Mann‘d,Hors'd,and Wiu'd. - 

Enter Chiefe luftice and Sermant. 
Pag. Sir, heere comes the Nobleman that committed 


— 


Fal, Waitclofe,I will not fee him.: 
Ch Luff. What's he that goes there? 
Ser, Falftaffe,and’tpleafe your Lordfhip. | 
Inuft. He that was in queftion for the Robbery? 
Ser, He my Lord, but he hath fince done good feruice 
at Shrewsbury: and(as I heare)tis now going with fome 
Charge,tothe>Lord John of Lancafter. Sa 
ust. What to Yorke? Call him backe againe. 

_ Ser, Sit lohw Falfaffe. bot 
Fal. Boy,tell him,jl am deafe, S 
Pag.. Youmuft {peake lowder,my Mafter is deafe, 
Juft. Lam fore he isto the hearing of any thing 0% 

Go plucke him by the Elbow,] muft ipeake with him. 
Ser. Sit Iobn. ee 
Fal. Whatéa yong knatie and begils there not warts) 
there not imployment?Doth not the K.lack fabiects?™? 
not the Rebels want Soldiers? Though it be a fhame whe 











pany fide but one, it ts worfethame to begges: then to 
be onthe worltfide,were it warfe then thename of Re- 


pellion can tell how tomake: igipvy-1u ba ow hi 
Ser, YOu miffake me Sim vrc7 coda surah ged’? 
fal, Why fir? Did I fay-youwere an honeft-man?Set- 
ing myKnight-hood, and my Souldierfhipafide, I had 
Wyed ia my throat, if Lhad {aid fo. ale yet dot 
Ser, 1 ptay you (Sir) chen fet: your, Knighthood and 
our Souldier-fhip afide,' and ginemee leauecitotell you, 
oulye in your throat, 1f youdayT am any other thenvan 
honeft man. , wees Yorwe A 
fal, Igiue thee leauetotelime fo? Ilayacfde that 
hich growes tome? If thou ger’ft any leaueofime,hang 
ine sitthou tak’ét leaueyth ou wer't better be hang’d :you 
Hunt-counter,hence : Auant. cV ors se 

Ser. Sit,my Lord would fpeake with you. 

Iuft. Sit Tobn Falfraffe,a word with you, 

FalsMy good Lord:giue your Lerdfhip good time of 
theday.I am glad to feeyour Lordfhip abroad: ‘I heard 
fy your Lordthip was ficke, I hope your Lordfhip goes 
broad by aduife, Your Lordfhip(though not clean patt 
your youth hath yet forme {mack of age in you: fomerel- 
iih of the falinefle of Time, and Imoft humbly befeech 
\vour Lordfhip,to haue a reverend care of your health. 
| Inf. Sir Jobe, I {ent you before your Expedition, to 
gehen 
|\ Fal. Mfit pleafe your Lordfhip, Lheare his Maieftie is 
|return'd with fome difcomfort from Wales. 

Inf. \talke not of his Maiefty.: you would not come 
when I fent for you ? 

Fal. And I heare moreouer,his Highneffe is falne into 
this fame whorfon Apoplexie. (you. 

If. Well,heauen mend him. J pray let me {peak with 

Fal. This Apoplexie is{as I take it)a kind of Lethar- 
git, afleeping of the blood,a horfon Tingling. 

Inf, What tell you me of it? beitas itis. 

Fal, It hath it originall from much greefes from ftudy 
ind perturbation of the braine. I have read the caufe of 
his effects in Galen, It isa kinde of deafeneffe. 

Ivf, Ithinke you are falne into the difeafe ; For you 
heare not what I fay to you. 

Fal. Very well(my Lord)very'well ; rather an’t pleafe 
You) itisthe difeafe ofnot Liftning, the malady of not 
Marking, that lam troubled withall. 

Inf, To punith you by che heeles, would amend the 
attention of your eares,& I care not if I be your Phyfitian 

Fal, Tamas poore as /ob,my Lord;bur not fo Patient: 
yout Lordfhip may minifter the Potion of imprifonment 
‘ome,in refpect of Pouertie: buthow I fhould bee your 
Patient,to follow your prefcriptions, the wifemay make 
Home dram of a feruple,or indeede,a fcruple it felfe. 
lyf. Tent for youCwhenthere were matters againft 
You fot your life) to come fpeake with me. 

Fal. As I was then aduifed by my learned Councel,in 
the lawes of this Land-feruice, I did not come. 

Wf. Wel the truth is(fir Ioba)you live in great infamy 

Pale that buckles him in asy belt,cAnot liue in leffe. 
4f Your Meanes is very flender,and your waft great. 

Fal. Twouldit were otherwife : | would my Meanes 
Wete greater, andy wafte flencerer. 

. le. Youhaue mifled the yourhfull Prince, 

Fal. The yong Prince hath mifled mee. I am the Fel- 
ow with the great belly ,and he my Dogge, 

|, 4 Well,1 am loth to gall anew-heal'd wound:your 
ales feruice at. Shrewsbury, hath alittle gilded ouer 
|Your Nights exploit on Gads-hill.. You may thanke the 
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ynquiet time, for your quiet o're-pofting chat ACtion. | 
Fai. My Lord? 28 (Wolfe, 
Iuft.But fince all is wel, keep it fo: wake nota fleeping 
Fal. Towakea Wolfe, is.as bad as to {mell aFox. 
Ia.\What?you areas a candle,the better part burnt-out 
\o Fal, AWaffell-Candle; my Lord; all Tallows iff-did 
fay of wax,my growth would approue the truths... .. 
deft. There isnot a white haire on your face, but fold 
haue his effect of granity. pari 3 1.1 te | 
. Fal. His effet of grauy, grauy, gravy. 
Inf Youfollow the yong Prince vp. and downe, like 
his euill Angell, fer otidwt 
: Fal. Not fo (my Lord) your ill Angellis light: bucd 
hope, he thatlookes vpon mee, will take mee without, | 
weighing: and yet.in fome refpe@s I grant,I cannat go: 
I cannot tell. Vertue is of fo little regard in thefe Coftor- 
mongers,that true valor is turn’d Beare-heard, Pregnan-| 
ci¢ is made aTapfter, and hath his quicke wit wafted in} 
giving Recknings :all the other enfts appertinentto man} 
(as the malice of this Age fhapes them) are not woortha 
Goofeberry, You that are old, confider notthe capaci. } 
ties of vs that areyong: you meafure the heatofour Li- 
uers,with the bitternes of your gals: & wethat are inthe 
vaward of our youtb,! muft confeffe,are wagges toc. 
Taft, Do you fet downe your name inthe fcrowle of } 
youth,that are written downe old, with all the Charrace 
ters of age?Haue you not amoift eye? adry hand?a yel> | 
low cheeke?a white beard? a decreafing leg? an increfing 
belly? Is not your voice broken? your winde fhort?your 
wit fingle? and every part about you blafted'with Anti-} 
quity?and wil you cal your felfe yong?Fy, fy, fy, fir Jobn. 
Fal, My Lord,1 was borne with a white head, & fom- 
thing around belly. For my voices] haue Joftit with hal- 
lowing and finging of Anthemes. To approue my youth 
farther, I will nots the truth is, Jam onely oldein iudge- 
ment and vnderftanding: and he that will caper with mee 
for athoufand Markes,let him lend methe mony, & haue } 
at him. For the boxe of th’eare that the Prince gaue-you, 
he gaue it ke a rude Prince,and you tooke it like a fenfie 
ble Lord. Lhaue checkt him for it,and the yong Lion re- 
pents : Marry not inafhes and facke-cloath, butinnew 
Silke,and oldSacke, eR 
Jnft. Wel, heauen fend the Prince a better companion. 
Fal, Heauen fend the Companion a better Prince = I 
cannotrid my hands.ofhim., heres 3 
Inf. Weil,the King hath feuer’d you and Prince Har- 
ry,I heare you are going with Lord Joby of Lancafter, @- 
gainft the Archbifhop,and the Earle of Northumberland 
Fal. Yes, thanke your pretty {weet wit for it > but 
looke you pray, (all youthat kiffemy Ladie Peace, at 
home)th3t our Armies ioyn notin a hot day: for ifI take 
but rwo fhires out with me,and I meane not to fweat ex. 
traordinarily ; ifit beea hot day, if] brandifh any thing 
but my Borule, would I might neuer {pit white againe ; 
There is not a daungerous Aion can peepe out his head, 
but Lamthruft yponit. Well,I cannot laft euer, 
Tuff. W cll,be honeft, be honeft,and heauen bleffe your | 
Expedition. 
Fal. Will your Lordthip lend mee a thoufand pound, 
to furnifh me forth ? a : 
Jnff. Not apeny, not apeny : you are too impatient 
to beare croffes. Faréyou well. Commend mecto my 
Cofin Wefimerland. ods rie 
Fal, If I do,fillop me with athree-man-Beetle. A man 
can no more feparate Age and Couetoufneffe,then he can | 
part yong limbesand letchery z buethe Gowt galles the | 
3 g2 on:, 








































































































































































































































































































































































































































































78 
«| one,and the pox 
grees preuent my curfes. 
Page. Sit. yes Bh IB O38 
Fal. What moriéy isin my purfe 2 «©: 
Page, Seuen groats.and two pence. - 
Fal, Tecan get noretedy againft this Confumption of 
the purfe. Borrowisig onely lingers sand lingers it out, 
but thédifeafe is incureable. Go beare this letter tomy 
Lord of Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of 
Weftmerland; and thistoold Miftris Urfala, whome! 





pinchesthe other ; and fo both the Des 
Boy? OLY AWS 


haue weekly fworneto marry, fince Vperceiu’d the firft. 


white haire on my chin, Aboutit: you kaow where to 
finde me. “A pox of this Gowr, or a Gowtof this Poxe : 
forthe one’ or thother/playes the rogue with my great 
toe: His ho matter, iff do halt,] have the warres for my 
colour;and my Penfion fhall feeme themore reafonable. 
A good'wit will make vfe of any thing +I will rurne dif 
eafes to commodity. ny Exennt 


Scena Quarta. 


es EE 8 ID A 


E ter etrchbifbop, Haftings,\ Mowbray, and 








—_—— 











Ar, Thus haue you heard our caufes, 8 kno our Means ¢ 
| And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes, 
And firt(Lotd Marfhall)whatfay youtoit? © 
"Mow. Tell allow the occafion ofour Armes, 
But gladly would be beccer fatisfied, 
How (in our Meanes ) we fhrould aduance our felues 
To looke with forhead bold ard big enough 
Vpon the Power and puifance of the King, 

Haff.’ Our prefent Mufters grow vpon the File 
To fiue and twenty thoufand men of choice: 
And our Supplies, line largely in the hope 
Of gréat’Northumberland whofe bofome burnes 
With an incenfed Fire of Iniuries, 

L.Bar. The queftion then(Lord Haftiags)andeth thus 
Whether out prefent fiue and twenty thoufand 
May hold-vp-head, without Northumberland: 
“FTA With him,we may. 

L.Bar. \marry,there’s the point: 
But if without him we be thought to feeble, 
My iudgeément is,we fhould not ftep too farre. 
Till we had his Afsiftance by the hand. 
For ina Theame fo bloody tac’d,as this, 
Conieéture, ExpeCtation,and Surmife 
OF Aydesincertaine fhouid not be admitted, 
“Arch, *Tis very tras Lord Bardolfe,for indeed 
It was young Hor/purres cafe, at Shrewsbury. 
‘L.Bar. Sv was(my Lord) who lin’d himfelfwith hope, 
Eating the ayre,on promife of Supply, 
Flatt’rine himfelfe with Proie&t ofa power, 
Much finiller; chen the fmalleft ofhis Thoughts, 
And fo with great imagination 
(Proper totmad men) led his Powers todeath, 
And (winking) leap’d into dettrudtion. 
Haft, But (by your leave)it neuer yet did hure, 
To lay downe likely-hoods,and farmes‘of hope. 
L. Bar. Yes, if this prefent quality of warre, 
Tudeed the inftant adtion: a caufe on foot, 
Lives fo in hope: Asin an early Spring, 
We fee th’appearing buds, which to proue finite, 
Hope gites not fo much warrant, as Difpaire 
That Frofts will bitethem, When we ineaneto build, 
We firtt furtiey the Plot,then draw the Modell, 
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| And when wefee the figireof the houfe, > 
Then moft werate the coft of the EreQion..- 
Which if we finde out-weighes Ability; |” 
What do we then, but draw a-new the Modell - 
Imfewer offices ¢ Or at leaft, defift 
To buildeatall? Much niore, in this great worke 
(Which is (almoft) to plucke'a Kingdome downe 
And fecanotheryp)fhould we furuey : pair 
The plot-of Situation,and the Modell; 
Confent vpon a fureFoundation : 
Queftion Surueyors, know our owne eftate, 
How able fuch a Worketo yndergo, 
To weigh againft his Oppofite? Or elfe, 
We fortitie in Paper,and in Figures, 
Vfing the Names of men, inftead of men: 
Like one,that drawes the Modell of ahoufe 
Beyond his power tobuilde it; who(halfe through 
Giues o're, and leaves hi 8) 
; s his part-created Cot 
Anaked fubie& tothe Weeping Clouds, 
And watte, for churlith Winters tyranny. 

Haft» Grant that our hopes(yet likely of faire byt) 
Should be ftill-borne: and that we now poffeft’ 
The vemoft man of expectation ; 
Ithinke-we are a Body ftrong enough 
(Euen as we are) to equall with the King. 

L.Bar.W hat is the King but fiue & twenty thoufand? 

Haff. Towsno more: nay not fo much Lord Baril 
For his diuifions (as the Times do brawl) 

Are in three Heads : one Power againft the French, 
And one againft Glendower: Perforce a third 
Muft take vp vs : So is the vnfirme King 
In three divided ;: and his Coffers found 
With hollow Pouerty,and Emptineffe. 
er. That he fhould draw his feuerall trengths togither 
And come againft vs in full puiffance 
Need not be dreaded. hie 

Haft, Whe fhould do fo, 
He leaues his backe ynarm’d, the French,and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles : never feare that. 

E.Bar, Whois itjikethould lead his Forces hither? 

Haft. The Duke of Lancafter,and Weftmerland: 

' Againftthe Welth himfelfe, and Harrie Monmouth, 
But whois fubfticuced’gainft the French, 
I haue no certaine notice, © 

Arch, Letyson: 

And publifh the occafion of our Armes, H 
The Common-wealth is ficke of their owne Choice, 
Their over-greedy loue hath furferted? 

An habitation giddy, and ynfure 

Hath he that buildeth onthe vulgar heart: 

O thou fond Many, with what loud applaufe 
Did’ thou beate heanen with bleffing Buling brooke, 
Before he was,what thou would’fthauehimbe? 
And being now trimay’d in thine owne defires, 
Thou (beaftly Feeder)art (0 full of him, 

That thowprouok’ft thy felfe to caft him vp. 
So,fo,(thou common Dogee) did’'ft thou difgorge 
Thy glutton-bofome of the Royall Richard, - 

And now thou would’ft eate thy dead vomit vp, 
Andhow! ft to findeit, What troftisin thefe Times? 
They, thatwhen Richard liu’d;wouldhaue him dyé, 
Are now become enamour’d on his graue. 

Thou that threw’ ft duft vpon his goodly head | 
When through proud London he came fighing on, 
After th’admired heeles of Bubingbrooke; 


Cri’ft now, O Earth, yeeld vs that King agine, An : 








— 






andtake thou this (O thoughts of men accurs’d): » 

«Pat and to Come, feemes beft; things Prefent wort... 

~ Mow. Shall we go draw ournumbers,and fer on? > 
Hash. We ate Times fubie&ts,and Time bids, be gon. 
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gE 
| Enter Hoftsffe,with two Officers, Fang, and Snare. 





HoStefe. Mr.iFang,haue you entred the Aion ? 
Fang. Ip is enter'd. 
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. like the Mare. 


Hoiteffe.. Wher’s your Yeoman? Isita lufty yeoman? - 


Wallhe ftand to it? 
' Fang. Sitrahs where's Suare? 

Hostefe. 1,1,g00d M.Snare., 

snare, Heere,heere. : 

Fang. Snarewe out Arreft Sir Zoba Falftaffe. 

Hof. 1 good M.Sware,\ haue enter’d him sand all. 
~ §n.Jemay chance coft fome of vs our liues:he wil ftab 

Hoffeffe, Alas the day: take heed of him : he fabd me 
inmine owne houfe, and thar moft beaftly : he cares not 
what mifcheefe he doth, if his weapon be out. ' Hee wiil 
foyne like any divell, he will {pare neither man, woman, 
not childe, 

Fang, 1f I can clofe with him,I care not for his thruft, 

Hoiteffe. No,nor I neither ; He be at your elbow. 

Fang. If Lbutfitt him oncesif he come but within my 
Vice. 

Hof, 1am vndone with his going:I warrant he is an 
infinitive thing Ypon my fcore. Good M:Fangholdhim 
fure:good M, S#are let him not fcape, he comes continu- 
antlyto Py-Corner{fauing your manhoods)to buy’afad= 
dle, and hee is indited to dinner tothe Lubbars head in 
Lombardftreet,to M.Smoothes the Silkman.I pra’ye,fince 
ny Exion is enter’d,and my Cafe fo openly known tothe 
world let him be brought into his anfwer: A 100. Marke 
isalong one, for a poore lone woman to beare: & I haue 
borne,and borne,and borne,, and haue bin fub’doff, and 
fub'd-off, from this day to that day, that ir isa theme to 
bethoughton. There is no honey 1n fach dealing, voles 


| ging main of Windfor; Thowdid@t fweareromre then(as } 


awomnan fhould be made an Affe and a Beatt, to bearee= 


tty Knaues wrong. 


Enter Falftaffe ahd Bardolfe. 
Yonder he comes, 


and that arrant Malmefey-Nofe Bar- 


dofe with him,Do your Offices,do your offices: M. Fang, 


&M.Snare,do me,do me,do me your Offices. 

Fal How now?whofe Mare’s dead? what’s the matter ? 

Fang. Sit Jobn,1 arreft you,at the {uit of Mitt. Qwickly. 

Taff. Away Vatlets,draw Bardolfe : Curme offthe 
Villtines head: throw the Queane in the Channel. 

Heft. Throw me in the channel? tle throw thee there. 
Wilt thou?wile hougthou baftard ly rogue. Murder ,mur- 
der, thou Hony-fuckle villaine,wile chou kill Gods oft 
cets,and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue,thou art 
Monyfeed;a Man-queller,and a woman-queller: 

Falf. Keep them off,Bardolfe: Fang. Arefcu,a refeu, 
Hy, Good people bring a refeu. Thou wilt not?thou 
Wiltnot? Dodo thou Rogue: Do thou Hempfeed. 

i Page. Away you Scullion, youRampallian, you Fuftil- 
man Ile tucke your Cataftrophe, Enter,:Ch.Inftice. 
daft » What’sthe matter? Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 

4 Hof. Good my Lord be good to mee, I befeech you 

indto me, 


slhtut ‘How now fir John? What are you brauling here? 
oth 


ould haue bene well on your way to Yorke, 
ard ftom him Fellow swherefore hang ’‘ftwpon him? 





ee _ become your place,your time,and-bufineffe? . : 


_ ning Chambers... - 
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| Heft. Ohmy moft worfhipfull Lord,and’t pleafe your 





Grace, am a poore widdow of Eaftcheap, and he is arre- 
fted at my fuit. Ch. duf?.For what fimme?  } 
Hoft. Ic is more then for fome(my Lord)itis for allzall 
Thaue,he hath eaten me out of houfe and homes hee hath 
puc all my fubftance into that fat belly of hiss but Iwill | 
hauc fome of it outagaine, | or I will tide theé o’Nights; | 


Falf, 1 thinke 1am as like to ride the Maze, if 
aay vantage of pround,to getvp. = 9) 20 oF A fh 
Chilné. How comes this,Sir Joba? Fy; whataman of) 
good cemper would endurethistempeft of exclamation ? 
Ase younot atham’d to inforce a poore Widdowe to fa} 
roughacourfejtocomebyherowne? (V7 Sou | 
Falft. What is the groffe fumme that I owe thee? oO) 
Hoeft. Marry (if thou wer’s an honeft man )thy felfe,8f: 
the mony too, Thou didit {weare comec vpotia pareell | 
gil Goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at che-round!|, 
table, by a feascole fire,on Wednefdayin Whiston week, 
when the Prince broke thy head for hk’ning him to 4 Gne 


Thaue : 


was wafhing thy wound)co matty me,and makemee my 
Lady thy wife.Canft } deny it? Didnat' goadwife Kéech |) 
the Butchers wife come in then,and ¢al me galfip Quick- 
4? comming in to borrowa meffe of Vinegarvtellinig vs, 
fhe hada. good dith of Prawnesiwhereby }-didft defire ro 
eatfome: whereby I told thee they were ill fora greene}, 
wound? And didft northow (when fhe was gone:downe 
ftaires)defire meto beno more familiar witl» fuclipdore 
people, faying that erelongtheythouldeall me'Madam2}) 
And did ft) nor kiffeame,and bidmee fetch thee’z0.8?) J i 
put thee now to thy Book-oath,denyitifthoucanfia” | 
Fal. My Lord,thisis a pooreanad foule:and fhe fayes } 
vp & downe the town, tharher eldeft fon is likeyon.She}. 
hath bin in good cafe,& the truth is, poverty hath diftra- 
cted her : bur for thefe foolifh Officers, I befeech you, I} 
may haue redreffe egainft them. jul tefteM Aw § 
Toft. Sit Joba, fir Ichn,J am well acquainted with your | 
maner of wrenching the true caufe,the falfe way.Inis not } 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come | 
with fuch (more then impudent) fawcines from you; ean | 
thruft me froma leuell confideration,I know you ha’ praa | 
étis'd vpon the eafie-yeelding {pirit of this woman. 
Hof, Yesintrotinmy Lord, whe 
Juft.Prethee peace:pay her the debr you owe her, and} 
vopay the villany you haue done ber:the one you thaydo | 
with fterling mony, & the other with currant repentance. } 
Fal,My Lord, I will not vndergothis {neape without 
reply. You call honorable Boldnes,impudent Sawcineffe: 
Ifa man wil curt’fie,and fay nothing,he is vertuous.2 Nos} 
my Lord(your humble duty remébred)I will not be your 
futor.] fay to you, defire deliu’ranc from thefe Officers 
being vponhafly employment inthe Kings Affaires. = | 
luff. You lpeake,as having powerto do wrong: But} 
anfwer in the effet of your Reputation, and fatisfie the | 
poore woman. ; 
Falf?, Come hither Hofteffe. Exter 4, Gower 
Ch. Jaf. Now Matter Gower; What newes? 
Gow .The King(my Lord) and Henrie Prince of Wales 
Are neere at hand: Thereftthe Paper telles, 
Fal. As Tama Gentleman: 
Hoft. Nay,you faid fo before, is 
Fal. AsTamaGentleman,Come,no more words of it 
Hoft. By this Heauenly ground I tread on, Imuft be 
faine to pawne both my Plate,and the Tapiftry of my dy= 
g 3 Falf. . 

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Fal: Glaffes;glafies, isthe’ onely‘drinking'<> and: for 
‘thy walles apresty flight Drollery, »ortihe; Seori¢ of the 
/Prodigall; ortheGermane huntiag in Watetrworke, xis 
Worili athoufandof thefeBed- hangings; amdthele Fly- 
bitten Papiftries: Letat berenne pound: (if thou cantt.). 
Come,ifit wercinot fot shyshiniors, thereisnora beter 
. Wenchlio Englabd. ‘Go, wafhthyoface, and draw> thy 
/ Action: Come, thou muft not bee in this humour with 
'me,comet Kiiow thou wasitifer ontothiss) | 
Hoff. Prethee (Sir Job) lerit be but twenty Nobles; 
Idoath topdwne ny Piaresimgoodearneftla. .. 
_ 6 oFals Aberin alone, emakeorherthift:you'l bea fool 
1 Gilly awobbiW s100g 8 e710%ai 07 bred) ; 
Hof. Well, youfhalbbaucivalthough’ I. pawne my 
;Gowne,: hope you | comé t6 Supper: You'l pay me al- 
jtégetber?y( here flonatl ae z10y 
| loFads Wall I lines 
hooke-on: $6 2D Gis 
Hooft. Willyou 
pers ofmid gtic'ad solbs 128010 39 
| Fale No more words, Let'sshaue her. \, 
¢Ch.da& LT haue heard bitter newess, y« : 
\: Fal. oWhar'sthenewes {my good Lorde) 
Cha Where lay the King lat night >v: 
~My ev Adefi AvBafingfteke my: Lord, 


— 


ne 


1 GS ZF ISW 8) ¥i ; 
no with her, with her,.: hooke-on, 





haute DollT care. [cel meet youarfup- 


: 


oerrennsaresaarressrs mr Fy 


| o) Falp'Thope( my Lord jall'sowell,, What the newes 
imy Lord? Uc. 3: roti 


| oi Chikufiz-Gome all his Forces backe? 
oudef. No? Fiftectichitudred Foot, fiue hundred Horfe 
Acematél¥d: vpto.ty Lord of Lancafter, r 
 AgainftNorthumberlandand the Archbifhep.' 

| Fal: Comes the King backe from W aiessmy noble L? 
bs ChdagP. Youthall havedzerters.of meprefently. 
'Come,goalong with me, good M.Gowre,: : : 

| Fal. My Lorde .° 2183. boor 

bi Ch.Infts’ Whar’sthe matter? -) revi fe 
| Fal. Matter Gowre, hall entreate you, with meeto 
Vdinked div hoirieunos llow m row 

Ls Gow! Imuftiwaite vypon my good Lord heere, 
Lthankeyousgood Sis fobm.is 9» 

| eo ChiluffsoSix Lobn,you loyter heere toojong being you 
lare totake Souldiets vpyin Counyies as you go. 

Fal.o Wilbyou fap with me;Mafter Gawre? 


Bat ae 


ners, Sit John? lob sda wo 
o> Fal Matter Gower; ifthey becomemee for, hee was a 
|Fooletharcaughtthem mee.» Thisistheright Fencing 
grace (my Lord) tap for tapjand fo part faire. 

Ch Juft.. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art 
Boole... 91,9 ius 


a great 
Exeunt 











ee 


oon. Scena Secunda. 


‘Enter Priace Henrys Poiutz, Bardolfe, 

i 22 ‘ard Pagon| \ ‘ey 

Prin, Trultme, lam excteding weary. ’ 

Poin. Isit come to thar? Inhad thoughe wearines durft 

‘not haue atcach’d one of fo.highbloed. 3 

UP rin It dothme: thoughitdifcolours the complexion 

| ofmy Gieatneficto acknowledge it. '{Doth it not fhew 

vildely imme, todetire fmall Beere? ; 
Poin. V 


Why,a Prince fhould not be fo loofely ftudied, 





Ch. Iuf?. What foolifh Maftertaught: you thefe man- 









f 
as to remember fo weake a Compofition, so.) . 
Prince, «-Belike then, :myAppeticewas not Princ 
gots for (initreth) I do pickeales we the Arie 
ture, Small Beere, Bur indeede thele-hiimble confide; ; 
tions make me out of louewith my Geeaineffe, Whar.| 
difgrace isit to me, to remember thy name? Or to kno 
thy face to morrow ? Onto take nate how.many ice 
Silk flockings ¥-haft (Viz.thefe,and thofe thar were th 
peach-colour'd ones:) Or to beare ‘the finientorieof thy} 
fhirtss as.onefor fuperfluiry, and oneother, for yfe B 
that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes bertet thea ‘i 
itisalow ebbeof Linnen with thee; when thon kep 
not Racket there, as thou haft not donea great while be. 
caufe the reft of thy Low Counitries,haue made a hifi 
eatevpthyHolland. & F ‘ 
Poin, How illit followes, after you have labour'd-¢ 
hard,you fhould talké foidlely? Tell mse'how than) oot 
yong Princes would dofo, their Fathers lying'fo fcke as 
yours is? 4 Hw 
Prin. Shallitell chee one thing, Points 2 
Poin. Yes : andlet itbean excelient'gaod thing," 
Prin, It thall ferue among wittes fine higher breed: 
ing then thise, : DG) 
Poin. Goto: ! ftand 
you'l tell, I mpi 
Prin, Why, tell thee, iv is notmeetjthat Ithould be 
fad now my-Father is ficke : albeit I could tell to-thee (as 
to oneit pleafes me,for fault of a better,to call my friend 
could be fad,and fad indeed too, 
» Roiae Very hatdly wpontuch a fabiedt. °° 
Prine Thouthink'tt ine as farre in theDiuels Bookeas 
thou,and Falfafe; for ob doracieand perfiftencie, Let the 
end try theman, Burdtellchee, my hart'bleeds inward 
ly, that.my-Pather is {0 fickes andkeeping fuch vild com? 
pady as chow art; hathinreafontaken frouime, all often 
tation of forre we» 
Poin, The-reafon? 
Prin. Whar would’ft thou think of me,if 1 fhold weep? 
Poin, Lewould thinkéxhee'amott Pridcely hypocrite, 
Pring It would be cuery mans thoughe: and thouart 
a bleffed Fellow,to thinke ds every inan thinkes s neuerd 
mans thoughtin the world, Keepes the Rode-way bettet 
then this: every nan would thinke mean Hypocritelt 
deede. | And whavaccites your moft worthipful thought 
to thinke for: 
Pom, Why,becaufeyouhaue beenefortewde, and fo 
muchingtafted to Falfaffe, #6 Twdel 2¢ 
PrinscAndto thee \ FEW 
Pointks.: Nay, Lam wellfpoken of pFean heareit with 
mine ownecares:the wor(t that they canfayofme is,that 
lam afecond Brother, and that I am'a propet Felloweo 
my hands :/and thofe pwothingsT confeffe ] eanot helpe, 
Looke,looke,hete comes Bardolfe, A 90 
Princes» Andthe Boy that Pgaue Falfaffe, “hebad him 
frommme Chriftianjand feeif the fat villain haue not trans 
form’d him! Ape, 








the puth of your one thing, thit 


a 














Enter Bardolfe, 
» Bar. Saueyouz Grace, 
Prin. And yours,moft Noble Bardolfe; 

« Poins Come you pefnitious Affe,you bafhfull Foole,| 
muft you be blufhing ? Wherefore bluth you now? what) 
_ &Maidenly man at Armies are you become 7 Isit fucha 
_ matterto get'a Pottle-pots Maiden-head ? ‘ed 
Page. He cali’d me cuen tow (my Lord}echrough oe 


 Latticeyand T:could difcerneno part of his'tace from the} © 
window | 


























The fecond Paw of K 





window : alaft E:fpy'dbiseyes, ahd me thought heiad 
made two holes in the Ale-wiues new Petticoat, & pee- 
ped through. Then See B ered 

Prin, Hath not the boy profited ? 
Bar, dsnaysyou borfonvpright Rabbetjaway, 
» Page Pmiay yourafeally 24icheas dreamesaway. 
» Pri. Toktuct vs Boys whatidreame, Boy? > | 
# Pages: Matry (my Lord) edthea dream’dyfhe-was de> 
Jue’ dof aFixebrand,and therefore T éalbhiavhir dreaniy | 
» Prince... Crownes-worth of good'interpretation > | 
There it is, Boy. ony bwoH . yi 

Poin. Othat this good Bloffome could: bee kept from | 
Cankers:: Welljchere is fix pence te preferue thee. i 

Bard. Ifyou donot make himbe hang*d among you} 
the gallowes thall be wrong’d, / 

Prince. Aud how doth thy Mafter, Bardolph ? 

Bar, Well,my good Lord: he heard of your Graces 
conmingto Towne. There’s a Letter for'yoiii 

Poin, Deliner'd with good refpe&: And how doth the: | 
Martlemas, vour Mafter 2 

Bard; Inbodily healthSirJ. - lig et 0 | 
Poin, Matry, the inmortall part needes a’ Phyfitians 

| 
| 


ct 





butthatmouesnot him: though that bee-ficke, itdyes 
not, : 

| Prince. Ddo allow this’ Wentobee as familiar veirh 

| me,as my dogee sand heholds his place,» forlooke you 

he writes. 

Poin. Letter. Iohu Palftaffe Knight :(Euery man. mutt 
knowthat,as oftas heeshath occalion toname bimfelfez) | 
|Euen like thofe thatiare kinneto the King; for they neuer 
ipricke their finger:;but they fay,there is fom of thekihgs - 
_ |blood fpile. How: comes that (fayeshe) that takés'vpon 
\him not to;conceine:?'the anfwer is as ready as'a borrow- 

edcap: Lamthe Kings poore Cofin, Sir. 
“Prince. Nay, they willbe kin to vs,but they wil fetch 
itftom Japhet. Buto the Letter: ——Sir John Falftaffe; 
Knight, tothe Soune'of the King; ‘neere/? bis Father, Harrie 
Prince of Wales, greeting. 

Poins Why this is a Certificate. 

Prin. Peace, ; 

Iwillimitate the honourable Romaines in bretitie. 
Pom: Sure hemeanes breuity in breathfhort- winded, 
lcommend me to thes, I commend thee,axd Ileaue thee, Bee 
mt t0o familiar: with Pointe,” for bee mifufesthy Fanours fo 
mich, that he (wears thou art to marrié his Siffer Nell. Rew 
pint at idletimesasthon mayft,and fo farewell. ; 
Thine,by yeaandno :which is.as much asto fay, as thou 
-eRibins, Tacke Falftéffe ith wy Fawsliarss 
‘Lohn with my Brothers and Siftersc> Sir 

Iohn, with all Europe. 

Mi Lord, I will fteepe this Letter in Sack, and make him 
ate it, 

Prin That’sto makethim eate twentyof hiss Words. 

ut do you vfe methus Wed? Mutt I marryyour Sifter? «: 

Poin.| May the Wenchhaueno-worle Fortune. But I 
heuer faid fo i davem<sluc? Yi 2 soit 

Prin, Well, thus we play the Fooles with the time,& 
the fpirits ofthe wife,ficinthe clouds;andmocke.vs : Is 
JourMafter heerein London? 

Bard, Yes my Lord, 


} Pria, NV here foppeshe? Doth theold Sore, feede in. 


Bard. At the old place my Lord, in Eaft-cheape. 
Prin, What Companys 1 22% fod 
P ages Ephiefians my: Lordjofthe old Church, 
Prin, Sup any women with him? 1335) 


ing. Hemrythe Fourth.» 


This Doll Teare-/heet fhowld be fome Rode, “i 










BE H 
= 
Page. None my Lord,but old Mifttis Onehly aid M., 
Dol eabesforet. y Hd bred #13036 Reithyy aT | 

Pring What Pagan may that be?! si M O} 
Page’ A propet'Gentlewoman;Sir, anda Kinfweman 
of my Mafters. 7 ih and hogy x01 oT | 
Prin, Euen fuch Kin,’ as thé Parifh 
Towne=Bull?> » piercer tg pias om 
Shall we fteale vpon them (Ned) at Supper’? “9/926 D/C. 
Poin. Lamyour thadow;my Lord;Ne follow yot.” |’ 
Prin, Sirah,you boy; anid’ Bardelph, no word to your 
Mafter that Pam yer in’ Towne. esas » AEM | 
There’s foryour filence,’ 
Bar. Vhaue no tongue, fir: 
Page, And for mine Sit, T will 
Priz. Fare ye well:'go. 


Heyfors areto the 
i : 7 ¥ 7 : 


Bainmior 


gouerhe it, © ys> 


the way berw 


n 


Pois. Lwatrant you,as ¢ommon as 

§.Albans,and- London, i109 itv 

Pris. Howmight we fee Falfaffe bettows hitifel fete 

nighr, in his true coloursjand hotour flues be ene? 20 | 

Poin, Put ontwo Leather Jerking, anichAprons, asta | 
SS 


Ke 
7 e% i 


waite vpon him at his Tablelike Drawer, ‘ 

Prin. Froma God,toa Bull? Wheatie dedlenfien tir 
was Ioues cafe. From a Prince,toa Prentice low tank 
formation, that thall be mine! forin every thing,thebur- 
pofe muft'weigh with che folly, Follow 'mie Yea © Bieuar 


—_ 








Enter Northumberland his Ladieawd Harvie’ 
Percies Ladie, (i 


y t& 
ie aS 
mye 


Sete nT | 
North, Tprethee loving Wife,and pentle Daughter, _ 
Giue an cuen way vnto my rough A ffaires: vi 
Put not you onthe vifage of the Times, hw Ty 
And be like chem to Perci¢,troublefome. om TT | 

Wife. \ haue giuen over, I will {peak no more, 

Do what you will : your Wifedome, be your guide, © 

North, Alas {weet Wife)my Hofor ts at pawne, 
And but my going, nothing canredecme it, 

La. Oh yet,for heauens fake,go not to thefe Warrs 5 
The Time was (Father) when you broke your word, 
When you were more endéer’dro it, then now, 

When your owne Percy, when my heart-deere- Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke,to fee his Father. 
Bring vphis Powres : burhe didlong in vaine. 

Who then perfwaded youto ftayathome? Ss. fo 
There were two Honors loft; Yours, and your Sonnes. 
For Yoors;may heauenly glory brightemit >. c 
for His, it tucke vpon him,as the Sanne: 
Tucthe gray vault of Heaven : and by his Light 

Did alltheCheualrieof England mote. ‘ 
To do brave Aéts. He was (indeed)theGlaffe .:, 
Wherein the Noble-Youth did dreffe thenifelues, 
Hehadno Legges, that practic’d not his'Gate: a 
And {peaking thicke (which Naturemadehis blemith) 


Became the Accents of the Valiant. e0r': 


me & 


1Oent 


For thofe that‘could fpeake law, andtardily, trie % 
W ould turne their owne PerfeGtion,to Abufe, 
Tofeeme likehim. Sothatin SpeechyinGateyoi< cies. 
In Diet, in Affetions of delight, asd: ww 


In Militarie Rules, Hu:nors of Blood, ° ge? wi amalion 



































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































82 - 
_ |He.was the Marke,and Glaffe, Coppy,and Booke, 


O Miracle of Men! Himdidyouleaue-.. 

(Second te none) vn-feconded by you, 

To looke vpon the hideous God of Warre; 

In dif-aduantage,to abide afield, - nod 

| Where nothing but the found of Hot/purs Name 

{| Did feeine defenfible: foyouleft him. 

‘| Neuer,O never, doe hisGholt the wrong, 

| To hold your Honor more precife and mice... 

} With others,then with him, Let themalone: 

The Marfhall and the Arch-bifhop are ftrong. 

4 Had my {weet Harry had but halfe their Numbers, 
Today might I (hanging on Horpurs Necke) 
Haue talk’d of «4 onmouth’s Graue. 

North. Beflarew your hearer, : 
(Faire Daughter) you doe.draw my Spirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Ouer-fights, 

But Lmuft goe,and meet with Danger there, 

Or it.will feeke sme in avother place, 

| Aad finde me worfe prouided, 

| Wife. Oflye to Scotland, 

Till chat the Nobles,and the armed Commons, 

Haue of their Puiffance made a little tafte. 


| Then joyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele, 
Tomake Strength ftronger. But,for all our loues, 
Firft lee them trye themfelues. So did your Sonne, 
He was fo fuffer'd; fo came Ila Widow: 

And neuer fhall haue length of Life enough, 
Toraine vpon Remembrance with mire Eyes, 


| For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 


| As with the Tyde,(well’d vp ynto his height, 
} That makes a ftill-ftand running neyther way 
Faine would I goeto meet the Arch-bifhop, 
} But many thoufand Reafons hold me backe, 
| Iwill refolue for Scotland: theream]J,. 
Till Time and Vantage craue my company. 





Scena Quarta. 





.» Eater two Drawers. 


jlohn. ¢ 


got that. sfisicds: 


| feet would faine: haue fome Mufique. 


hath broughs ward,. 


y cellent flratagem. | 


‘The fecond Parcof King Herasthe Fourth. 


That fafhion d others. And him, O wondréusthim, © 


Lady. lf they get ground,and vantage of the King, 


That it may grow,and fprowt,ashighas Heauen, 


North.Come,come,go in with mer’tis withimy Minde ° 


Exeunt. 


ee eal 


7 x. Drawer. ‘What haf thou brought there? Apple- 
Johns? Thou know ’ft Sir Jobw cannot endure an Apple- 


Draw. Thou fay’& crue: the Prince once fet a Difh 
of Apple-Iolns before him, and told him there were fiue 
more Sir Johns : sand,putting off his Hat,faid,I will now 
take my leaue of thefe fixe drie, round, old-wither'd 
Knights. Itanger’d himtothe heart: but hee hath for- 


1. Draw. Why thea couer, and fet them downe: and 
{ee if thow-canit finde out Sucakes Noyfe ; Miktris Teare- 


2. Draw, Sirrha, heere will be the Prince, and Mafter, 
Points,anon.y | andithey will put.ontwo of our Jerkins, 


and Aprousyand Sir John muft not know of it: Bardolph 


1. Draw. Then here willbe old Vt: irwillbeanexe 





ae Draw. le fee if I canfinde out Sneake, ‘Bip 


Enter Hofteffe, and Dol, hours bar 
Hoff« Sweet-heart, me thinkes now yoware invaney 


cellent goodtemperalitie: your Pulfidge beates 45 ex 
traordinarily, as heart would defire 3) and your Colo, 


‘| (E warrant you ),is as red.as any Rofe : Bat’ you haue 


drunke toomuch Canaries, and that’s amaruelioys feare 


‘| ching Wine; and it perfumes the blood; creswee Can fay 


what's this. How doe you now? 

Dol. Better'then I was: Hem, a 

Hoft. Why that was well faid: A good heart’s worth 
Gold. Looke,here comes Sir Jobn. 


Enter Falftaffe. 


Falft. whex Arthur firft it, Court --(emptie the Tordan) 
and was a worthy King : How now Mittris Dol? 

Hot. Sick of aCalme: yea,pood-footh, 

Fali?. So isall her Se&ts if they be once in aCalme 
they are fick. 

Dol. Youmuddie Rafcall,is that all thecomfort you 
giue me ? 

Fait, You make fat Rafcalls, Miftris Dol, : 

Dol, I make them? Gluttonie and Difeafes make 
them, I make them not. 

Falfts Vf the Cooke make the Gluttonie,you helpeto 
makethe Difeafes (Del) we catch of you (Dol) we catch 
of you: Grant that,my poore Vertue, grant that, 

‘Dol.’ I marry,our Chaynes,and our Jewels, 

Falj?. Your Brooches, Pearles, and Owches + Forto 
ferne braucly,is to come halting off: you know,tocome 
off the Breach, with his Pike bent braucly, and to Surge- 
ri¢ bravely ; to venture vpon the charg’d-Chambers 
brauely, 

Hoft, Why this is the olde farbion: you two never 
meete,burt you fall co fome difcord: you are both (in 
good troth) as Rheumatike as two drie Toftes, you tan. 
not one beare with anothers Confirmities. What the 
good-yere ? One muft beare, and that maft: bee you: 
you are the weaker Veflell ; as they fay, the emptitr 
Veffell, 

Dol. Cana weake emptie Veffell beare fuch a huge) 
full Hogs-head ¢ There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux-Stuffe in him: you have not feene a Hulke 
better ftufft inthe Hold. Come, He be friends with thee 
Jacke: Thou art going to the Warres, and whether | 
fhall euer fee thee againe, or no, there is no body 
CANCS. 

Enter Drawer. 


Drawer. Sir, Ancient Pisfall is below, and would 
{peake with you, . 

Dol, Hang him, fwageering Rafcall , let him not 
come hither: it is the foule-mouth’dft Rogue in Eng. 
land. 

Hoft. If hee {wagger, let him nor come here: I muh 
liue amongtt my Neighbors, Ie no Swaggerers: Tm 
in good name,and fame, with rhe very beft: fhut the 
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere::| I haue 10! 
liu’d all this while, to haue {waggering now: Shut the 
doore, I pray you. : 

Falst. Do’ft thou heare, Hofteffe ? 

Hoft.’Pray you pacific your felfe(Sir Zobm)there comes 
no Swaggerers heere, ralp.Dot 


oe ! : ll 











The fecon 


“Falft., Do A thow heare? itis mine Anciéne; 

Host. Tilly-fally(Sir Jobn)neuer tell me, your ancient 
swaggerer comes not in my doores, J was before Mafter 
Tifick the Deputie, che otherday: and as hee {aid tome, 
itwasno longer agoethen Wednefday lat ; Neighbour 
Quickly (fayes hee;) Matter Dombejour Minifter, was by 































are Cini; for-(fayth hée) you are in an ill Name: now 
hee faid fo, 1 can tell whereupon ; »for(fayes hee) you are 
wnhoneft Women, aid wellthought on; therefore take 
heede what Guelts you receiue: Receiue(fayes hee) no 
|{waggering Gompaniéns. There comes noneheere, You 
would bleffe you to heare what hee faid, No; Ile no 
Swaggerers, (2¥. 

Falft. Hee’s no Swaggerer(Hofteffe: )a tame Cheater, 
hee: you may ftroake him as gently, 4s a Puppie Grey- 
hound: hee will not {wagget with a Barbarie Henne, if 


him vp (Drawer.) 

| Hof. Cheater, call you him ? £ will barre no hone 

man my houfe, nor no Cheates : but I doe hot léue fwag- 

\geting ; Tam:the worfe when one fayes, {wagger : Feele 
Mafters,how J thake: looke yousl warrant you. 

| Dol. Soyoudoe,Hofteffe. 

| Hof, Doe? yea;in very truth doe I ifit were an Af- 
pen Leafe : I cannot abide Swageecrers. 


Enter Piftol,and Bardolph and bis Boy, 


Pif. ’Saue you, Sir Jobae 
| Fat. Welcome Ancient Piffol. Here(Piffol)] charge 


you with aCup of Sackes doe you difcharge vpon mine 
Holteffe. 


‘Ballers, 


So She is Piftolleproofe (Sir) you fhall hardly of. 
end her. 


willdrinke no more then will doe me good, fornomans 
pleafure, T. 


| Pif. Then to you (Miftris Dorothie) I will charge 
{you. 

Dol. Chargeme? Ifcorne you (feuruie Companion) 
what? you poore, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lacke-Linnen- 


your Mafter, 

| Pi. Tknow yousMiftris Dorethie. 

| Dol. Away you Cui-purfe Rafcall, you filthy Bung, 

may: By this Wine, Ile thruft my Knife in yourmouldie 
appes,if you play the fawcie Cuttle with me. Away 

YouBottle-Ale Rajfcall,you Basket-bilt ftale lugler,you. 

Since when, T pray you,Sir? what, with two! Péints on 

your fhoulder.? much, 

~ Pf. Twill murther your Ruffe,for this, 

C Hof. Nosgood Captaine Piffol : not hetre,fweete 

{“aptaine, ’ 

Dal. Captaine? thou abhoniinable damh’d Cheater, 
mtthounos afham’d tobe call’d Captaine ? }f Captaines 
: | Were of my minde, they would trunchion you out, for ta~ 

0g their Names vpon you, before you haueearn’d chem. 
.: Captaine? you flaue,for what ? for tearitig.a poore 
Vhores Rutfe is a Bawdy-houfe? Hee aCaptainé? hang 
a Rogue, hee liues vpon mouldie ftew’d«Pruines, and 
p de'Cakes, 4 Captaine ? Thefe Villaines will make 


Me word : : lapraines - 
“ay oe odious ; Therefore Caras had 


4 
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then: Neighbour Quickly{fayes hee) receinethofethar 


| not goe but hirtie miles a day, compare with Cea/ar, and 
| with Caniballs,and Troian Greekes ? nay, tather'dammne | « 


her feathers ture backe in any thew of refiftance. Call | 


| 0 Fab. Pistol 1 would be quiet, 
_ Pfs Twill difcharge vponher (Sir Zebn) with two 


- Dol. Thrafthimdowne ftayres, I cannot endure fuch 


Heft: Come, Ie drinke no Proofes,nor no Bullets : I. 


Mate: away youmouldie Roguesaway 3 lam meat for . 


_ him (Sir) in the fhoulder, 








83 
Bard. "Pray thee goe downe,good Ancient. 
Falft. Hearke thee hither,Miftris Dol, 
Pist. Not I: I tell thee what, Corporal! Bardolph, J 
could teareher : Ile be reueng’d on her, 

Page, *Pray thee goe downe. 

Pift, Ile fee herdamn'd-fir@: to Plwto’s damn’d Lake, 
tothe Infernall Deepe, where Erebus and Tortures vilde | 
alfo. Hold Hooke and Line, fayI: Downe: downe 
Dogges,downe Fates: haue wee net Hires here? 

Hoft, Good Captaine Peefel be quiet, it is very late: 
I befeeke younow,aggrauate your Choler, ° 

Piff. Thefe be good Humors indeede. Shall Pack. 
Horfes, and hollow-painper’d Iades of Afia,which cane 





them with King Cerberss,and let the Welkin roare: (yal) 
wee fall foule for Toyes? 

Hof. By my troth Captaine, thefe are wery: bitter 
words, 

Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : this will grow toa 
Brawle anon, 

Piff, Die inen, like Doggess give Crownes like Pines: 
Haue we not Hiren here? 

Hoff. On my word( Captaine)there’s none fuch here. 
What the good-yere,doe youthinke I would denye her ? 
I pray be quiet. . 

Pist, Then feed,and be fat (my faire Calipolis.) Come; 
giue me fome Sack, Si fortune me tormente, f{perato me con. 
tente. Feare wee broad-fides? No,létthe Fien@gite fire: 
Giue me fome Sack: and Swéet-heart lye thou there: 
Come wee to full Points here; and are et cetera’s no« 
thing ? 


Pit. ! Sweet Knight,] kiffe chy Neaffe: what? wee haue 
feene the feuen Starres. 


a Fuftian Rafcall, 

Pift. Thro him downe ftayres? know we not Galloz 
way Nagges¢? 

Fal, Quoit him downe (Bardolph) like a fhoue-groat 
fhilling: nay, if hee doenothing but fpeake nothing, hee 
{hall be nothing hete, 

Bard. Come,get you downe ftayres. 

Piff. What? fhall wee haue Incifion? fhall wee em- | 
brew ? then Death rocke me afleepe, abridge my dolefull 
dayes: why then let grieuous, gaftly, gaping Wounds, 
vntwin'd the Sifters three: Come Atropos,i fay, 

Hoft. Here’s good ftuffe toward, 

Fal. Giue me my Rapier,Boy, 

Dol. I prethee fack, I prethee doc not draw. 

Fal. Get you downe ftayress 

Hoff. Here’s a goodly tumule: Te forfweare keeping 
houfe,before Ile be in thefe tirrits,and frights. So: Mur- 
ther I warrantnow. Alas, alas, putvp your naked Wea 
pons, put vp your naked Weapons, 

Dol. I prethee Jack be quiet, the Rafcaltis gone: ah, 
you whorfon little valianc Villaine,you, . 

Host. Are younot burt i'th’ Groyne ? me thought hee 
made a thtewd Thruft at your Belly. 

Fal, Have youturn’d him out of deores ¢ 

Bard. Yes Sit: the Rafcall’s dsunke:, you have hurt 

Fal. A Rafcall to brave me, er. © | 

Del. Ah,youfweet little Rogue, you: alas,poore Ape, 
how thou {weat’ft? Come, let me wipe thy Face: Come 
on,you whorfon Chops: Ah Rogue,l loue thee: Thou 
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art as valorous as Hettor of Troy,worth fiue of Agamem- 

wor, and tenne times better then the nine Worthies: ah 

Villaine. 

. Fal, Arafcally Slaue, I will coffe the Rogue ina Blan- 
te 


Ile canuas thee betweene a paire of Sheetes. 
: Enter Mufique. 


Page. The Mufique is come,Sir. hoy: 

Fal. Let them play: play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Del. 
A Rafcall,bragging Slaue: the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filuer, 
| Dol. And thou followd’ft him like a Church: thou 
whorfon little tydi¢ Bartholmew Bore-pigge,when wilt 
thou leaue fighting on dayes,and foyning on nights, and 
begin to patch vp thine old Body for Heauen? 


Enter the Prince and Poines disgnis'd. 
Fal. Peace (good Dol) doenot fpeake like a Deaths- 
head: doe not bid me remember mine end. 
~ Dol. Sirrha, what humor isthe Prince of ? 
Fal. A good fhallow young fellow ; hee would Maue 


| well. : 
: Dol, They fay Poines hatha good Wit. 


ceit in him,then is in aMallet. 
Dol. Why doth the Prince loue him fo then ? 


and drinkes off Candles'ends for Fiap-dragons,and rides 
the wilde-Mare with the Boyes,and iumpes vpon Ioyn’d- 
ftooles, and {weares with a good grace, and weares his 
Boot very fmooth, like vato the Signe of the Legge; and 
breedes no bate with telling of difcreete ftories: and fuch 
other Gamboll Faculties hee hath, that fhewa weake 
Minde,and an able Body, for the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himfelfe is fuch another : the 
weight of an hayre will turne che Scales betweene their 
Hi bes poh. 

Prince. Wouldnotthis Naue of a Wheele haue his 
Eares cut off? 

Pein. Let vs beat him before his Whore. 

Prince. Looke, if the wither’d Elder hath not his Poll 
claw’d like a Parrot. 

Poin, Igit not Prange, that Defire fhould fo many 
yceres out-liue performance? 

Fal. Kiffe me Dol. 

Prince. Saturne and Venus this yeere in Coniunction? 
What fayes the Almanack to that ? 

Poin. And looke whether the fierie Trigon, his Man, 
benot lifping to his Mafters old Tables his Noxe-Booke, 
his Councell-keeper ? 

Fal, Thou dot giue me flatt’ring Bufles. 
Dol. Nay truely, I kiffe thee with a moft conftant 
heart. ; , 
Fal. Jam olde, Iam olde. ; 
Dol, Lowe thee becter,then I loue ere a feuruie young 
Boy of them all. 

Fal, What Scuffe wile chou haue a Kirtle of 2? I fhall 
receiue Money on Thurfday: thou fhalt hate aCappe 
to morrow. A mertic Song, come: it growes late, 


The fecond P art of Kang Henry the Fourth. 






Dol, Doe,if thou dar’ft for thy heart : if thou doo’ft, 


made a good Pantler, hee would haue chipp’d Bread , 


Fal. Hee a good Wit? hang him Baboone,his Wit is | 
as thicke as Tewksburie Muftard; there isno more cone | 


Fal. Becaufetheir Legges are both of abigneflesand | 
hee playes at Quoits well,and eates Conger and Fennell, _ 


wee will to Bed, Thou wilt forget:me,when T ary 
gone. | 

Dol; Thowwilt ferme a weeping, if thow fay 
proue that euer I dreffe my felfe apr aie e 
turne: well,hearken the end. aa 

Fal. Some Sack,Francis. 

Prin.Poin. Anon,anon,Sir. 

Fal. Ha? aBaftard Sonne of the Kings? Ar 
thou Posnes,his Brother ? ee prac 

Prince. Why thou Globe of finfull Conti 
a Lifedo'®thou lead f SSP 

Fal. Abetterthenthou: Tama Gentleman,thou art 
a Drawere 

Prince. Very true, Sir : andI come to 
by the Eares. ( Ba iy. 

Hoff. Oh, the Lord preferue thy good Grace: We- 
come to Lendon. Now Heauen bleffe that fweete Face 
of thine: what,areyoucome from Wales? | 

Fal, Thou whorfon mad Compound of Maieftie: by 
this light Fle(h,and corrupt Blood,thouart welcome, 

Dol. How? you fat Foole,] {corne you. 

Poin. My Lord, hee will driue you out of your re}: 
eg and turne all toa merryment, if you take not the 

eat. 

Princes You whorfon Candle-myne you, how vildly 
did you {peake of me even now, before this honef,ver- 
tulous,civill Gentlewoman ? 

Hoff. Blefling on your good heart, and fo fheeis by 
my troth. : 

Fal, Didft thou heare me? 

Prince, Yes: and you knew me,as you did when you 
ranne away by Gads-hill ; you knew I was atyour back, 
and fpoke it on purpofe,to trie my patience. 

» Fal. No,no,no: not fo: I did not thinke, thou wal 
within hearing, 

Prince. 1 {hall drine you then to confeffe the wilful 
abufe, and then I know how to handle you, 

Fal. Noabufe (Hall) on mine Honor,no abufe, 

Prince. Not to difprayfe me? and call me Pantler,and 
Bread-chopper, and I know not what¢ 

Fal. No abufe(Hal.) 

Poin. No abufe? 

_ Fal, Noabufe(Ned)in the World: honeft Nednone. 
I difprays'd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fallin loue with him: In which doing, Lhaue), 
done the part of a carefull Friend,and a true Subiedt, an 
thy Fatheris to giue methankes forit. No abule (Hal) 
none (Ned ) none; no Boyes,none, 

Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and entire Cow 

\ ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentles 
woman,to clofe with vs? Is thee of the Wicked? Js thine 
Hofteffe heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked? Or honeft Bardolph (whofe Zeale burnes 0 his 
Nofe) of the Wicked ? 

Poin, Anfwere thou dead Elme,anfwere. 

Fal. The Fiend hath prickt downe Bardolph ireecoue- 
rable, and his Face is Lucifers Priuy-Kitchin, where het 
doth nothing but roft Maule-Wormes : for the Boj, 
there isa good Angell about him, but the Deuill out- 
bids him too. 

Prince. Forthe Women? paar 

Fal, For one of them, thee is in Hell alreadies @ 
burnes poore Soules : for the other, I owe her “ 
ney ; and whether fhee bee damn’d for shar, J kno 
not. 

Hoff. No,I warrant you. 






; Fal. No; 








— 


| The fecond Part of. K ing Henry the Fourth. 


85 





~ val, No,Ichinke chou arenot: Ithinke thou art quit 
forthat. Marry, there is another Indi&tment vpon thee, 
forfuffering flefh to bee eaten in thy honfe, contrary to 
the Law, for the which I thinke thou wilt howle. 

Hoff. All ViQuallersdoe fo; What is a Ioynt of 
Mutton,or two,in a whole Lent? 

Prince. You,Gentlewoman, 

Dol. What fayes your Grace ? 

Fa?. His Grace fayes that, which his fleth rebells 
qgainft, 
Hof Whoknocks fo lowd at doore? Looketo the 
doore there, Francis ? 












Exter Peto. 


Prince. Peto, how now 2 what newes? 
Peto. The King,your Father,is at Weftminfter, 
And there are twentie weake and wearied Poftes, 
Come fromthe North: and as I came along, 
]met,and ouer-tookea dozen Captaines, 
Bare-headed,{weating, knocking at the Tauernes, 
And asking euery one fot Sir ohn Falftaffe. 
Prince. By Heauen (Poines)I feele me much to blame, 
|Soidly to prophane the precious time, 
When Tempeft of Commotion, like the South, 
Bore with black Vapour, doth begin to mele; 
And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads. 


Exit. 


BOOT 


oe, 
oC Well (fweete Jacke) haue a-care of thy 
elle, st ! 


| ‘Fal. Farewell, farewell, . * Exit 

| Host. Well, fare thee well: I haue knowne ‘thee 
inels twentie nitie yeeres, come Pefcodetime: but.an 
“al and truer-hearted inan.—-- Well, fare thee 
‘\well, <s shai ; 

| Bard. Miftcis Teare-/beet. 

| Hoff, What's the nvattet? >: 

| Bard. Bid Miftris Teareefheet come tomy Mafter. 
Hl. bf. Ohrunne Dol, rune ¥ runne, good Dol, 
ee nOoI8 197990 2iyarb 12 + ‘Exennt. 





| Adus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


en 
q. eect nee 


Euter the King, with a Page. 


ip king.Goe; call the Earles of Surrey,and of Warwick: 
| (tere they come, bid therm ore-reade thefe Letters, 
Ind Well confider of thea: make goodfpeed, Exit, 


| Haue youread o’re the Letters that I fentyou? 


| Dol. Icannot {peake : if my heart bee not readie | 


| This Percie was the man, neereft my Soule, 


How many thoufand of my pooreft Subiegés 

Are at this howre afleepe? OSleepe,O gentle Sleepe, 
Natures foft Nurfe, how haueI frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe, 
And fteepe my Sences in Forgetfulneffe? 

Why rather (Sicepe) lyeft thou in fmoakie Cribs, 
Vpon vneafie Pallads ftretching thee, 

And huifht with buffing Night, flyes to thy flamber, 
Then in the perfum’d Chambers of the Great? 
Vnder the Canopies of coftly State, 

And lull’d with founds of fweeteft Melodie ? 

O thou dull God, wiy lyeft thou with the vilde, 

In loathfome Beds,and leau’ft the Kingly Couch, 
A Watch-cafe,or a common Larum-Bell ? 

Wilt thou, vponthe high and giddie Maft; 
Sealevp the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Braines, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 
And in thevification of the Windes, 
Who take che Ruffian Billowes by the top, -- 
Curling their monftrous heads,and hanging them 
With deaff'ning Clamors in the flipp’ry Clouds, 
That with the hurley, Death it felfeawakes? 
Canft thou (O'partiall Sleepe) gine thy Repofe 
To the wet Sea-Boy,in an houre fo rude: 
Andiin the calmeft,and moft ftilleft Night, 

Wich all appliances, and meanes to boote, 
Deny it to a King? Then happy Lowe,lye downe, 
Vneafie lyes the Head,that weares a Crowne, 


- Enter warwicke and Surrey, 


War, Many good-morrowes to your Maieftie, 

King. Is it good-morrow, Lords ? 

War. °Tis Onea Clock, and paft. . 

King.Why then good-merrow to you all(my Lords:) 
war, We haue (my Liege.) 
King. Then you perceiue the Body of our Kingdome, 

How foule it is : what ranke Difeafes grow, 


| And with what danger, neere the Heart of it? 


War. Ivis but asa Body,yet diftemper’d, 
Which to his former ftrength may be reftor'd, 
With good aduice,and little Medicine: 
My Lord Northumberland will foone be cool’d, 

King.Oh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate, 

And {ee the revolution of the Times 
Make Mounraines leuell,and the Continent 
(Wearie of folide firmeneffe) melt it felfe 
Into the Sea :.and other Times, to fee. - 
The beachie Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptunes hippes ; how Chances mocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration 
With diuers Liquors, Tis not tenne yeeres gone, 
Since Richard,and Northumberland, great friends, 
Did feaft together and in two yeeres after, ; 
Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeeresfince, ©. 


Who, like a Brother, royl’d in my Affaires, $ woh 
And layd his Loue and Life yndér my foét:>:! 4 \9. 
Yea, for my fake,euen to the eyes of Richard » 
Gaue him defiance, But which of you was by =: > 2:/°) 
(You Coufin Nesil,as I may remember) jou 
When Richard,with his Eye,brim-full of Tearesy 9° ~ 
(Then check’d,ancbrated by Worthumberland) 
Did fpeake thefe words (now prou’d a Prophecie:) 
Northumberland,thou Ladder,by the which He 
y 
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My Coufin Ballingbrooke afcends my Throne: 
(Theugh then, Heaven knowes,] had no fuch intent, 
But thar neceffitie-fo bow’d the State, 
That Land Greatneffe were compell’d to kiffe:) 
The Time fhail come (thas did hee follow it) 
The Time will come,that foule Sinne gathering head; 
Shall breake into Corruption : fo went on, 
Fore-telling this fame Times Condition, 
And the diuifion of our Amitie. . 
War. There is a Hiftorie in all mers Lines, 
Figuring the nature of the Times deceas’d 
The which obferu’d, aman may prophecie 
| With a neere ayme,of the maine chance of things, 
As yet not cometo Life,which in their Seedes 
And weake beginnings lye entreafured : 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
| And by the neceffarie forme of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gueffe, 
That great Northumberland, then falfeto him, 
| Would of that Seed,grow toa greater falfeneffe, 
| Which fhould not findea ground to roote vpon, 
Voleffe on you. 
King. Ave thefe things then Neceffities ? 
Then let vs meete them like Neceffities ; 
And that fame word,euen now cryes out on vs: 
They fay,the Bifhop and Northumberland 
Are fiftie thoufand ftrong. 
war. Iccannot be (my Lord:) 
Rumor doth double, like the Voice,and Eccho, 
The numbers of the feared. Pleafe it your Grace 
To goe to bed, vpon my Life (my Lord) 
The Pow’rs that you alreadie haue fent forth, 
Shall bring this Prize in very eafily. 
To comfort you the more, 1 haue receiu'd 
A éertaine inftance,that Glendour is dead, 
Your Maieftie hath beene this fort-night ill, 
And thefe vnfeafon'’d howres petforce muft adde 
Varo yout Sickneffe, 
King. 1 will take your counfaile : 
And were thefe inward Warres once out of hand, 
Wee would (deare Lords) vnto the Holy-Land. 
) Exenut. 
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“” Scena Secunda. 





Enter S ballow and Silence: with Mouldie Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calfe. 


Shal. Come-on,come-on,come-on: giue mee your 
Hand,Sir; giuemee your Hand, Sir: an early ftirrer,by 
the Rood, And how doth my good Contin Silence ? 

Sil. Good-morrow,good Coufin Shallow. 

Shal. Andhow doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow ? 
and your faireft Datightet, and mine, my God-Daughter 

Sil. Alasjablacke Ouzell(Coufin Shaitow.) 

Shal. By yeaand nay,Sir,J dare fay my Coufin William 
is become 4 good Scholler? hee is at Oxford fiill, is hee 
not ? . 

Sil, Indeede Sir,to my coft. 

Shal. Hee muft then to the lones:of Court fhortly 3 1 
was once of Clements Innes where (I thinke) they will 
talke of mad Shallow yete -: 





Sil. You were call’d luftie Shallow then(Coufin 

Shal. 1 was call’d any thing: and I would te 
any thing indeede too,and roundly too, There was] ie 
little Jobw Doit of Staffordfhire, and blacke Geoy phos 
and Francis Picksbone,and Will Squele a ORs a 
had not foure fuch Swindge-bucklers im all the pena: 
Courtagaine: And I may fayto you, wee knew ee 
the ‘Bona-Roba’s were, and had the beft of them aij is 
commandement. Then was Jacke Falftaffe(now Sit ay 
fare! , and Page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Nox 
olke. 

Sil. This Sir Jobs (Coufin) that comes hither anon 
bout Souldiers ? j 

Shal. The {ame Sir John, the very fame : I faw him 
breake Scoggan’s Head at the Court-Gate, when hee way 
a Crack,not thus high : and the very fame-day did] fight 
with one Samp{on Stock-fifb,a Fruiterer, behinde Gigs 
Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I haue fpent! and to fe 
how many of mine olde Acquaintance aredead? ©) 

Sil. Wee fhallall follow (Coufin.) 

Shal, Certaine: tis certaine: very fure; very fure;| 
Death is certaine to all, all thall dye. Howa good Yoke 
of Sullocks at Stamford Fayre ? wath (pi! 

Sil. Truly Coufin,I was not there, 

Shal, Death is certaine, Isold Donble of your Toyine| 
lining yet? | Hoslds | 

Sil. Dead,Sir. | 

Shal. Dead? See, fee: hee drew a good Bow: and 
dead? hee fhot a fine fhoote. Joba of Gaunt loued| 
him well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead? 
chee would haue clapt inthe Clowt at Twelue-fcore,and 
carryed you a fore-hand Shaft at foureteene, and foure. 
teene and a halfe, that it would haue done a mans heatt 
good to fee. Howafcore of Ewesnow? ¢ 

Sil. Thereafter as they: be: a {core of good Ewes 
may bé worth tenne pounds. 4 

Shal. And is olde Double dead ? 


| Enter Bardolph and bis Boy. 
Sil. Heere come two of Sir Zohn Falftaffes Men (at 
thinke.) ! iad 

| 


Shal.. Good-morrow,honeft Gentlemen. 

Bard, Ubefeech you,which is Iuftice Shallow? — 

Shal. 1 am Robert Shallow (Sia poore Efquire of ths 
Countie, and one of the Kings Iuftices of the Peact: 
What is your good pleafure with me? 

Bard, My, Captaine (Sir) commends him to 
my Captaine,Sir Job Falftaffe : a tall Gentleman, 
moft gallant Leader. 

Shal, Hee greetes me well: (Sir) I knew him 
good Back-Sword-man,. How doth the good Knight’ 
may I aske,how my Lady his Wife doth? Bue 

Bard. Sit,pardon : a Souldier is better accommoda 
ted,then witha Wife. : 

Shal. Tris well {aid,Sir; and itis well faid, indecde, | 
too: Better accommodated? it is good, yea indeede is 
it: good phrafes are furely,and euery where very CO” 
mendable. Accommodated , it comes of Accomm Hs 
very good,a good Phrafe, 

Bord Bardon, Sir, I have heard the word. Pi 
call you it? by this Day, I know not the Phrafe : but | 
I will maintaine the Word with my Sword, 
Souldier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding 6° 
Command. Accommodated ; that is; when @ man Js 


js, being 
(as they, fay) accommodated : or, whenaman i 


yous 
and 4 


—_— 










whereby he thought to be accommodated), which isan 
excellent thing. | 


Enter Falftaffe. 


«fabs Tam glad to fee you'well; 900d Mi Robert Shal- 


t 
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; mé 


thepeaces 
(Sil, Your good Worfhip'isiwelcome, °''% «94 
| Fal Fyesthisis hoe weather (Geiitletien) hatie you 
provided me heere halfe a dozen of fuffitiert men? ©” 
shal, Marvy-haue we fir? Will you Gr?°" 
Fal Letinefeethem,1 befeech you. Aner? 
Shal, Where’sthe Roll? Where's the Roll? Where’ 
theRoll? Lecme fee; tet mefee, let me fee fo, f0,f0,fo : 
yeutnarty Sit. -Raphe Adowliliezter them appeare as I call: 
levthem do fo; Jet them do fo: “Let mee fee, Where is 
Minldie??i¢ 0509 a 
Moul. Heere,ific pleafe you. 
Sha, What thinke you (Sir Jobn) a good limb’d fel- 
low: yong, ftrong, and of good friends,” ; 
» Fal. Isthy name Afouldie ? 
Mont. Yea, if ic pleafe you: 
al, Tis the more time thou wert vs'd, 
+ Shal, Ha,ha,ha, moft excellent. Things that are moul- 
dit,lackev(e : very fingular good, ‘Well {aide Sir Joba, 
very wellfaids! 5 
“Fal, Pticke him. ; 
Moul."\-was'prickt well enough before, if you could 
haueletmealone: my old Dame will be vndone now, for 
oneto doe her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need 
nottohaue prickt me, there are other men fitter to poe 
outjthenT. : ; 
Tal. Gotoo: peace Mouldie, you thall goe. Mouldie, 
Itistime you were fj pent. hee 
Mowl. Spent 2 
Shallow. Peace, fellow,peace; ftandafide : Know you 


oe are? For the other fir John : Let me fee:Simoax 
Aaow : 


Tf. Tmarty, letme haue him to fit ynder: he’s like to 
[bea cold fouldier. 


Shal. Whete’s Shadow > 

| Shad, Heere Gey . 

Fal. Shadow. whofe fonne art thou ? 

Shad. My Mothers fonne, Sir. 

Falf. Thy Mothers fonne : like enough, and thy Fa- 

{thers thadow ¢ fo the fonne of the Female, is the fhadow 
ofthe Male: it is often fo indeede, but not of the Fathers 

fubRance, 

Shal. Do you like him, fir John? 

Fal, Shadow will ferue for Summer : pricke him : For 


os anumber of fhadowes to fill vppe the Mufter- 
e, | 


Shal. Thomas Wart 2 
_ Fal. Where's he? 

Wart. Heere fir. 

Fal, Is thy name Wart > 
| Warts Year, 


Fal. Thouarta very ragged Wart, 
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1 Sir Lohw ? 


| you. Wilt thoumakeas many ‘holes in-aty ehemiies Bare 
_ taile,as thou haft done in a Womans petticdre P08 MH 


_ with meto dinner, 
















Shal, Shall I pricke him downe, 


Falff, It were fuperfluous: for his apparrelis built vp- 
on his backe, and the whole frame ftands-ypon pins:prick 
himno more. fadleni< yee f 

Shal. Ha,ha,ha, you can do it fir; you candoeit 2-1 | 
commend you well, : 7aW Wek 


Frances Feeble, Gond2, 98 
Feeble. Heerefir, °° °°! intl soveanet Pr Ancd 
Shal. What Trade art thou Feeble? 7 > = ot! oan 
Feeble. A WomansTaylor fir. t o3 330! 
Shat, Shall I pricke him, fi? 907-202! sued 29 


“Fal. You may: ry es 


But ifhehad beene a tmans Taylorhe would hae prick’d 


Feeble. { willdoe my goodwill fir, youcan hae fo 
more, i$ 3 23D an Ft 19D f Sushi. tie j 
~_. Falft. Well faid,cood Womans Tailour! Well fayde 
Couragious Feeble: thou wilt bee as valiant asthe wrath= 
full Doue,or moft magnanimous Monfe. Pricke the: 0- 
ying Taylour'well Matter Shallow, deepe Maifter Shab 
ay, ; . R,t90 Fue 2 SMind Yas 906 
Feeble, T would warrmight haue gonefir, °°") 8 
Fal. I wouldthou wert a maiis Tailor,chat )- might’ 
mend him, and thake him fit t6 goe. ‘Icantiot pat him to 
a private fouldier, that is the Leader of fo many thou 
fands. Let that fuffice,moft Forcible Feebey 2 0 0219 
Feeble, Tt thall fuffice. / 2." * sods + 29niT 
Falf?. 1am bound to thee, retterend Feeb/e? “Who's 
thenexe ? Te nod YF} ke 
Shal. Peter Bulcalfe ofthe Greene: 
Falft. Yeamarry, let ys fee Balcalfe. 
Bal. Heere fir. _ ON. «A AOE 
Fal, Truftme,a likely Fellow. Come,prickeme Bn/- 
calfe till he roare againe. rigs pieusts! 
Bul. Oh,good my Lord Capraine. Biche 
Fal, What?do’ft thou roare before th’art prickt. ~ 
Bul. Oh fir, am a difeafed man. 
Fal, What difeafe haft thou? vy - 
Bal. A whorfon cold fir, a cough fir, which I cagght. 
with Ringing in the Kings affayres, ypon his Coronation 
day, fir. | . Sty, Serer ae 
ral Come,thou fhalt go to the WarresinaGowne:| 
we will haue away thy Cold, and I willtakefuch order, | - 
that thy friends fhall ring for thee, Isheere all 2 iy 
_ Shal. There istwo morecalled then your number’: 
you muft haue but foure heere fir,and fo. pray you go in 


é 


Fal. Come, I will goe drinke with you, but Téaniioe 
tarry dinner, J am gladto fee you in good troth, Matter 
Shallow. : ie oogeet s 

Shal. O fir Iohn, doe you remember fince wee lay’ all} 
night inthe Winde-mill,in § Georges Fielas’ °° 7°" 

 Falftaffe. No more of that good Mafter Shiatow: ‘No 
more of that. SHEE SIS SAE SETS RONG G 

Shal. Hafitwasamerrynight. Andis Jane Nigh- 
worke aliue ? he Sipe eh 

Fal, She liues,M. Shallow. 2 NGS Sard LEW 

Shal. She neuer could away with me) 2") 904998 

Fal, Neuer,ncuer : fhe would alwayes fay thee could 
not abide’ M. Shallow, . FERN DIE ERE 

Shalt. Y could angerher'to theheare’: thee wasthen a 
Bona-Roba, Doth fhe hold her owne wells "°° 2 

Fal. Old,old, M. Shallow. = Bs ae 32, 33S S : 
Shai, Nay, the mutt bé‘old; the canrict’ cheat but be 

| Saini T- old: 
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| old: certaine fhee’s old: and had Robin Night-worke, by 

| old Wight-worke, before I came to Clements inne. 

4}... Sit, That’s fiftie fiue yeeres agoe, 

|) Shal,, Hah, Coufin Silence, that thou hadit feene that, 
that this Knight and I haue feene: hah, SirJoha, faid I 

WEB easiest 

Fal, Weehaue heard the Chymes at mid-night,Ma- 
fter Shallow. 

Shal, That wee haue,thac wee haue; in faith,Sir John, 
wee have: our watcheword was, Hem-Boyes. Come, 
let’s co Dinner; come,let’s to Dinner: Oh the dayes that 
wee haue feene, Come,come. , 











Saar ete 


yeere;is quit.for the next, 

Bard. Well faid,thou arta good fellow. 
Feeble, Nay,I will beare no bafe minde, 
Faiz, Come fir,which men fhall I haue 2 
Shal. Foure of which you pleafe. 

_ Bard...Sir,a word with you: Ihaue three pound, to 

free (Mouldie and Bull-calfe. 

Falft, Go-too: well. 

Shal.. Come, fir Zohn, which foure will you haue ? 

kalft. Doe you chufe forme. 

Shal. Marry then, eAMouldie, Bull-calfe, Feeble, and 
Shadow. 
|... Fal. Mouldieand Bull-calfe: for you Monldie,Ray 
at home, till you are paft {eruice : and for your part, Bxil- 
calfe,grow till you come ynto it: I willnone of you, 
 Shal. Sic Ioba,Sir obn,doe not your felfe wrong, they 
‘are yourdlikelyeft men,and I would haue you feru’d with 
thebeRs: sic. 
ni oFalft.. Willyou tell me (Mafter Shallow) how to chufe 

aman? Care I forthe Limbe, the Thewes, the ftature, 

sbulke, and bigge affemblance of aman? giue mee the 
fpirie (Matter Shallow.) Where's Wart? you fee what 

a ragged appearance it is: hee fhall charge you, and 

jdifcharge you, with the motion of a Pewrerers Ham- 
mer: come off, and on, {wifter then hee thar gibbets on 
-the Brewers Bucket. And. this fame halfe-fac’d fellow, 
Shadow, give me this man: hee prefents no. marke to the 

.Enemie, the foe-man may with as great ayme leuell at 
the edge of a Pen-knife ¢ and for a Retrait, how {wiftly 
will this Feeble, the Womans Taylor, runne off. O, giue 
me the fpare men, and {pare me the great ones, Put mea 

\Calyuer into Warts hand,Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold wart, Trauerfe : thus,chus, thus. 

> pF alft...Come,manage me your Calyuer: forvery well, 
go-too,very good,exceeding good, O,giue mealwayes 

a little,leane,old,chopt,bald Shot. Well faid #are,thou 

-ar¢a good Scab.:,-hold,there isa Tetter for thee, 
arty ‘ 


I fhall newer fee fuch a fellow. 


' Affaires, and fend vs Peace; 











































_ Shal, Hee is not his Crafts-mafter, hee doth not do 
itright. I remember at Mile~end-Greene,when ] i 
at Clements Inne, I was then Sir Dagonet -in etryh, 
Show: there wasa little quiver fellow, and hee woul 
manage you his Peece thus; and hee would : 
and about, and come you in, and come you ins Rah 
tah, tah, would hee fay, Bownce would hee fay ia 
away againe would hee goc,and againe would he a 


about, 


 Falft. Thefe fellowes will doe well, Mafter Shallow 
Farewell Matter Silence, I will not vfemany wordes wie 
you: fare you well; Gentlemen both: \Ithanke yoy. 
I muft a dozen mile to night, Bardolph, gine the Souidiers 
Coates, 2M boow 
Shal, Sir Jobe, Heauen bleffe you, and profper your 
As you returtie , vif 
my houfe. Let.our old acquaintance be renewed : per. | 
aduenture I will with youto the Court.) fo...) 
Fal. 1 would you would ,Mafter Shallow, ' 
Shal. Go-too: I haue {poke ac aword, Bara you 
well, : Exitos 19 Vi Mo? 
Falft. Fare you well, gentle Gentlemen, On Ber, 
dolph,leade the men away. As I recurne, I will fetchof 
thefe Iuftices: Idoe fee the bortome of Juftice Shy. 


ing? This fame ftaru’d Juftice hath done nothing but 
prate co me of the wildeneffe of his Youth, and the 
Feates hee hath done about Turnball-ftreet, and euery 
third word a Lye, duer payd to the hearer, thenthe 
Turkes Tribute. I doe remember him at Clements Ione, 
likea man made after Supper,of 2 Cheefe-paring, Wher 
hee was naked, hee was, for all the world, like a forked 
Radifh, with a Head fantaftically cara’d ypon it witha 
Knife. Hee was fo forlorne, that his Dimenfions (to 
any thicke fight) were inuincible. Hee.was the very 
Genius of Famine: hee came euer inthe rere-ward o 
the Fafhion: And now is this Vices Dagger becomes 
Squire, and talkes as familiarly of Joby of Gaunt,asif 
hee had beene {worne Brother cohim: and Ile be {wore 
hee neuer faw.him but once in the Tilt-yard,and then he 
burft his Head, for crowding among the Marfhalsmen, 
I faw it, and told Jobe of Gaunt, bee beat his owne 
Name, for you might haue rrufs’d hios and all his Ap-’ 
peer! into an Eele-skinne:. the Cafe of a Treble Hoe- 

oy was a Manfion forhim; a Court : and now hath 
hee Land,and Beeues. Well, I will be acquainted with 
him,if Ireturne: and it thall goe hard, but I will make 
him a Philofophers rwo Stones tome. If the young 
Dace bea Bayt fortheold Pike, I fee no reafon,in the 
Law of Nature, but J may {napat him. Let time fhaps, 
and there an end, Excwat. 


a OOD 


cee 





Atlus Quartus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter the Arch-bifbop, (Mowbray Hastings, 
Westmerland, Colenile. 


Bifb. What is this Forref call’d? 
Haft. "Tis Gualtree Forreft, and’t fhall pleale your 
Grace. , 
Bifh. Here ftand(my Lords)and fend difcouerets forth, 
To know the numbers of our Enemies. |, po)! 
Hast. Wet 















Halt. Wee haue fent forth alreadie, 

$ib. Tis well done. : 
My Friends,and Brethren (in thefe great Affaires) 
jmutacquaint you,that I have receiu’d 
New-dated- Letters from Northumberland: 
Their cold intent,tenure,and fubfance thus, 
Here doth hee with his Perfon,with fuch Powers 
Asmight hold fortance with his Qualitie, 
The which hee could not leuie: whereupon 
Hee isretyr’d,to ripe his growing Fortunes, 
To Scotland ; and concludes in heartie prayers, 
That your Attempts may ouer-liue the hazard, 
And fearefull meeting of their Oppofite, 

mow. Thus do the hopes we haue in him,touch ground, 
And dafh themfelues to pieces, 


- Extera Meffenger. 


Haf. Now? what newes ? 

Mef. Wek of this Forreft;(carcely off a mile; 
Ingoodly fornie; comes on the Enemie : 
And by the ground they hide, I iudge their number 
Vpon,or neere,the rate of thirtie thowfand. 

Mow. Theauft proportion that we gaue them out, 
Letys {way-on,and face them in the field, 


Enter Wefmerland, 


| Bib What well-appointed Leader fronts vs here? 

Mo, Ithinkeit is my Lord of Weftmerland, 

Wf. Health,and faire greeting from our Generall, 
The Prince, Lord /obv,and Duke of Lancafter. 

Bib. Say on (my Lord of Weftmerland) in peace: 
What doth concerne your comming? . 

West, Then (any,Lord): 

Vato your Grace doe I in chiefe addrefle 
Thefubtance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
Came like it felfe,in bafe and abie& Rours, 
Ledon by bloodie Youth, guarded with Rage, 
And countenane’d by Boyes,and Beggerie: 
1 fay,if damn’d Commation fo appeare, 
Inbis true,natiue,and moft proper (hape, ’: 
You (Reuerend Facher,and thee Noble Lords) 
Had not beene here,to dreffe the ougly forme 
Of bale,dnd bloodie InfurreGtion, 
{With your faire Honors, You,Lord Arch-bithop, 
{Whole Sea is by a Ciuili Peace maintain’d, 
Whofe Beard,theSiluer Hand of Peace hath touch’d, 

ole Learning,and good Letters,Peacehath tutor d, 
Whofe white inuefiments figure Innocence, 

{T ¢Doue,and very bleffed Spirit of Peace: 
{Wherefore doe you fo ili tranflare your felfe, 
JOutof the Speech of Peace,that beares {uch prace, 
{Into the harth and boyftrous Tongue of Warre? 

Uning your Bookes to Graues, your Inketo Blood, 
our Pennes to Launces,and-your Tongne divine 
Salowd Trampet,and a Point of Warre,/ : 
Bis Wherefore doe I this? {othe Qieion ftands, | 
Metely to thisiend:: Wee are all difeas’ds:': 

Nd with our furtetting,and wanton howres, 


ae broughe otr felues intog butning Feuer, 
Difeafe, 


na wee nwuft bleede forit : of which 

Our late King Richard (being infected) dy'd. 

Ian mott Noble Lord of Wefimerland) 
Hot on me here asa Phyfician, 

doe l,as anEnemie to Peace, 


Na wa gg 2 
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, To dyet ranke Mindes,ficke of happinefle, 


' Wee fee which way the ftreame of Timieddth rantie, 


| 


| Being mounted,and both rowfed in theirSeates, 


a a nr cere ae: 


9! 
Troope inthe Thronesof Militarie men: 
Bur rather fhew a whiledike fearefull Watre, 





Atd-purgeth’ob ftruGions, which begin toftop. 

Our very Veigesef Life: heareme more plainely. 
I haue in equall ballance iuftly weigt’d, 
What wrongs our Atms may do,what wrongs we fuffer, 
And finde our Griefes heauier then-ourOffences. 


And areenfore'd from our moft quiet théres.' 

By the rough Torrentof Occafion, * 

And haue the fummarie of allour Gricfes: 

( When time fhall ferue) co fhew in Articles py ve 
Which long ere this,wee offer’dtothe King, 

And might,by no Suit,gayne our Audience: 
When wee are wrone’d,and wouldvafold-our Griefes, 
Wee are deny’d acceffe vnto his Perfon, | 

Euen by thefe men, that moft have done vs wrong, . 
The dangers of the dayes bur newly gone, 

Whofe memorie is written on the Earth 

With yet appearing blood;:and the examples 

Of euery Minutes inftance (prefent now) 

Hath put vs in thefe ill-befeeming Armes: || - 

Not to breake Peace,or any Branch of ity . 

But to eftablith here a Peace indeede, 

Concurring both in Name and Qualitie. 

Weft, When euer yet was yourAppeale deny'd? 
Wherein haue you beene galled by the King ? 
What.Peere hath beene fuborn’d;to grate on you, 
That you fhould feale this lawlefe bloody Booke 
Of forg’d Rebellion, withia Seale diuine? RG Ths 

Bifoe My Brother gencrall,the Common-wealth, 
Imakemy Quarrell,in particulary too csefi J 

Weft. There is no needeof any fuch redreffer: 
Or if there were, icnot belongs toyou. 

Mow. Why not to him in partyand to vsall, 
That feele the bruizes of thedayes before, 2: 
And fuffer the Condition of thefe Times 
To Jay a heauie and vnequall Hand vpon our Horiors ? 

Weft, O my good Lord Mowbray, 

Confirue the Times to their Neceffities, 

And you'thall fay (indeede) it is the Time; 

And not the King,that doth you iniuries. 

Yet for your part, it not appeares to me, 

Either from the King,or inthe prefent Time, 
That you fhould haue an ynch of any ground 

To build a Griefe on : were you not reftor’d 
Toall the Duke of Norfolkes Scignories, 

Your Noble,and right well-reavembred Fathers ? 

Mow. What thing,in Honor,had my Father loft, 
That need to be reuiu'd,and breach’d inme ? 

The King that lou’d him,asthe State Rood then; 
Was fore’d, perforce compell'd to banifh him: 
And then;that Henry Bullingbrooke andihee ~?. 


Their neighing Courfers:daring of the Spurre, r 
Their armed Staues in charge,their Beauers do wne; | 
Their eyes of fire,{parkling through fights of Steele, 7 | 
And the lowd Frumpet-blowing them together sco A 
Then,then,when there wasnothing could hue ftay’dio | 
My Father from the Breaftof Bullingbrooke ; x 
O,when the King did throw his Warder downe, 
(His owne Life hung vyponthe Staffeheerhrew) = «oY 
Then threw hee downe himfelféjand all their Liues, 
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Weft.¥ ou {peak( Lord owbray)now you know not what. 
The Earle of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the moft valiant Gentleman. 
Who knowes,on whom Fortune would then haue fmil’d? 
Buc if your Father had beene Vidtor there, 
Hee ne’re had borne it out of Coventry, 
For all the Countrey,in a generall voyce, 
Cry’d hate vpon him: and all cheir prayers,and lone, 
Were fet on Herford,whom they doted on, 
Aad blefs’d,and grac’d,and did more then the King. 
But this is meere digreffion from my purpofe. 
Here come I from our Princely Generall, 
To know your Griefesjto tell you,from his Grace, 
That hee will giue you Audience: and wherein 
It fhall appeare,that your demands are iuft, 
You hall enioy them, every thing fet off, 
, That might fo muchas thinke you Enemies. 
Mow. But hee hath fore’d vs to compell this Offer, 
And it proceedes from Pollicy not Loue. 
Weft. Mowbray you ouct-weene to take it fo: 
This Offer comes from Mercy,not from Feare. 
| For loe,within a Ken our Army lyes, 
| Vpon mine Honor,all too confident 
To giue admittance to athought of feare. 
Our Battaile is more full of Names then yours, 
Our Men more perfe& in the vfe of Armes, 
Our Armor allas ftrong,our Caufe the beft ; 
Then Reafon will,our hearts fhould be as good. 
Say you not then, our Offer is compell’d, 
Mow.\W ell,by my will,wee fhall admit no Parley. 
West. That argues but the fhame of your offence: 
A rotten Cafe abides no handling, 
Haff. Hath the Prince Jobn a full Commiffion, 
In very ample vertue of his Father, 
To heare, and abfolutely to determine 
Of what Conditions wee fhall ftand vpon? 
Weft. Thatis intended inthe Generals Name: 
I mufe you make fo flight a Queftion. 
Bilh. Thentake(my Lord of Weftmerland)this Schedule, 
For this containes our generall Grieuances: 
Each feuerall Artici¢ herein redrefs’d, 
Allmembers of our Caufe,both here,and hence, 
| That are inGinewed co this Action, 
Acquitted by a true fubftantiall forme, 
} And prefent execution of our wills, 
} To vs,and to our purpofes confin’d, 
1 Wee come within our awfull Banks againe, 
{ And knit our Powers tothe Arme of Peace. 
| Weft. This will I thew the Generall. Pleafe you Lords, 
{In fight of both our Barcailes, wee may mecte 
Aceitherend in peace: which Heaucn fo frame, 
{| Ortothe place of difference call the Swords, 
Which muft decide it. 
Bifb. My Lord,wee will doe fo, 
_ Mow. There isa thing within my Bofonge tells me, 
That no Conditions of our Peace can ftand. 
Hast. Feare younot,that if wee can make our Peace 
Vpon fuch large termes,and fo abfolure, 
As our Conditions thall confit vpon, 
Our Peace fhall ftand as firme as Rockie Mountaines, 
{ Mow. I,but our valuation fhal! be fuch, 
| That cuery flight,and falfe-deriued Caufe, 
| Yea,euery idle,nice,and wanton Reafon, 
| Shall,tothe King,tafte of this Action : 
| Thac were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Loue, 
| Wee thall be winnowed with fo rough a winde, 
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ae 


That euen our Corne fhall feeme as light a3 Chaffe 
And good from bad finde no partition. Rs 
Bifo. No,no (my Lord) note this: the King is w 
Of daintie,and fuch picking Gricuances: 
For hee hath found,to end one doubt by Death, 
Reuiues two greater in the Heires of Life, 
And therefore will hee wipe his Tables cleane, 
And keepeno Tell-tale to his Memorie, 
That may repeat,and Hiftoric his loffe, 
To new remembrance. For full well hee knowes 
Hee cannot fo precifely weede this Land, : 
As his mif-doubts prefent occafion ; 
His foes are fo en-rooted with his friends, 
That plucking to vnfixe an Enemie, 
Hee doth vnfaften fo,and fhakea friend, 
So that this Land, like an offenfiue wife, 
That hath enrag’d him on, to offer ftrokes, 
Asheis ftriking, holds his Infant vp, 
And hangs refolu’d Correction in the Arme, 
That was vprear'd to execution. 
Haft, Befides,the King hath wafted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders,that he now doth lacke 
The very Inftruments of Chafticement : 
So that his power, like toa Fanglefie Lion 
May offer, but not hold, 
Bifh. "Tis very true: 
And therefore be affur’d (my good Lord Marfhal) 
Ifwe domow wake our attonement well, 
Our Peace,will (like a broken Limbe ynited) 
Grow ftronger,for the breaking. 
Mow, Beit fo : 
Heere is return’d my Lord of Weftmerland. 
Enter Weftmerland, 
weft. The Prince is bere at hand:pleaferh your Lordhip 
To meet his Grace, iuft diftance’tweene our Atmits? | 
Mow. YourGrace of Yorke, in heauen’s name then 
forward. 
Bifb. Before,and greet his Grace(my Lord) we com, 


earie 


Enter Prince Iohn. 
Tobn.Y ou are wel encountred here(my colin Mowing) 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbifhop, 
And foto you Lord Haftings,andcoall. 
My Lord of Yorke, it better fhew’d with you, 
When that your Flocke (affembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reuerence 


| Your expofition on the holy Text, 


Then now to fee you heere an Iron man . 
Chearing a rowt of Rebels with your Drummeé, 


| Turning the Word, to Sword; and Life to death; 


That man that fits within a Monarches hearty 

And ripensin the Sunne-fhine of his fauor, 

Would hee abufe the Countenance of the King, 
Alack, what Mifchiefes might hee fet abroach, 
In fhadow of fuch Greatneffe? With you,Lord Bithop; 
Iciseuen fo. Who hathnot heard it fpoken, 

How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heauen? 
‘To vs,the Speaker in his Parliament; 

To vs,th’imagine Voyce of Heauen it felfe: 

The very Opener,and Intelligencer, 

Betweenethe Grace,the Sanétities of Heauen} 

And our dull workings. O,who fhall belecue, 

But you mif-vfe the reuerence of your Place, 


| Employ the Countenance,and Grace of Heauels 
| Asa falfe Fauorite doth his Princes Name, 
| In deedes dif-honorable? Youbaue taken VPs 


Vode! 
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Vnder the counterfeited Zeale of Heauen, 
The Subiedts of Heauens Subfticute, my Father, 
And both againft the Peace of Heauen;and him, 

Have here vp-fwarmed them, 

| gi. Good my Lord of Lancafter, 

\,am not here againft your Fathers Peace::: 

{But (as 1 told my Lord of Weftmerland) 

|The Time (mif-order'd) doth in common ferice ’ 
Crowd vs,and-cruth vs,to this monftrous Forme; 


















|The parcels, and particularsof our Griefeys 0. sed | 
|The which hath been with fcorne fhou’d fromthe Court: | 
Whereon'this Hydra-Sonne of Warre isborhe, om | 
| Whole dangerous eyes may-well be charm’d afleepe;'*’ 
With graunt of our moftiuftand rightdefires 3 
‘And true Obedience, of this Madneffe car'd, 
Stoope tamely to the foot of Maieltie, =»: og 
|) Mom If not,wee readi¢:are to trye dur fortunes, 
Mothelattmati>:(: :is' (hsltst bagless) as ha 

.. Haft. And though wee here fall downe, 
WeehaueSupplyes, to fecondyour Attempt :: 

If they mif-carry theirs fhall fecond thei. ~ © 
Andfosfucceleof Mifchiefethall be: botne,’ 

\Aad Heire from Heire: fall hold this Quarrel vp, 
Whiles England fliall haue: generations) >" 
} tabs, You are too hallow ( Haftings) +: 

Muchtoo fallow, = i yes s95f aiel clare qr 
\Tofound the: bottome of the after-Times. ols V 

Weft Pleafeth your Grace;toanfwere them dire Aly 5 
|How farte-forth you doe like their Articles, 4 

loin, Vike them all,and-doe allow theny well : 

And {weare-here,by the honor of my blood, . 
‘My Fathers purpofes haue beene miftooke; ‘| 
And fome,about him,haue too lavifhly.: >"... 

|Wrelted his meaning,and Authoritie. 3 

My Lord,thefe Griefes thal be with {peed redreft : 
{Vponmy Life,they fhall. Jf this may pleafe you, 

Difcharge your Powers wnto their {everall Counties, 
Asweewillours ; and here,betweene the Armies, 

! Let’s drinke together friendly,and embrace,. 
That all their eyes may beare thofe Tokens home, 
Of outreftored: Loue,and Amitic. 

Bi, Ltaké your Princely word,for thefe redreflés, 
|: lobe. I giue it you,and will maintaine my word: «" 
Andthereupon I drinke vatoryour Grace: | 
|_ Haft. Goe Capteine,and deliuer to the Armie 

Thisnewes of Peace: let chem haue pay,and part s 
know, it will well pleafe them. 

igh thee Captaine. Exit. 

Zih. To yousmy Noble Lord of Weftmerland, 

Wet. V pledge your Grace : 

Andif you knew what paines I haue beftow’d, 
|, °otcede this prefent Peace, 
oU would drinke freely: but my loue to ye, 
[Stall thew it felfe more openly hereafter. 

>. Tdoe nor doubt you, 
Weft, Lam lad of it, 


Health to my Lord,and gentle Coufin 
Mow, 


For lam 


(Mowbray. 
Youwith me healch in very happy-feaion, 
son the fodaine,fomething ill. 
. Againft ill Chances,men are ever merrys 
itheavineffe fore-runnesthe good euent.. e960 1 60 
Vat Therefore be merry(Cooze) (ince fodaine forrow 
Hes to {ay thus: [ome good'thing comes to morrow. » 
ib. Beleeue me, am paffing light in fpiric. 
4”. So much the worfe, if your owne Rale betrne. 


g 2 3 . Enserk 
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| And let our Army be difeharged too: sis Pos cs oP 
| And goodmy Lord(fo pleafe you)let our Traines 
Tohold our fafetie vps 1 fent yourGrace |. iv0'l | 


| Joba: Uttult(Lords)wee thall lye to nighttogether, | 

ish | ‘Now Coulinywhereforeftands our Army ftill? 
| West. The Leadersthauing charge fromyou to 

| ‘Willnoe goe off,vntill they-heare you fpeake. 

| bo doba: Fhey-know theirducies, 


> | Like youchtull Seeeres,ynyoak’d, they tooke their courte 


i | 5! weft. Good tidings (my Lord Haftsngs}for the which, 


| oo Wefko Is your Affembly fo? 


| Ipremis’d you redreffe of thefe fame Gricnanees 


your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colewsle thall 
| fill be your Name,a Traytor your Degree,and the Dun- 
| geon your Place,a place deepe enough; fo fhall you be 
| {till Colewile.of the Dale. S195) 


lobn. The word of 
they fhowtss me woe 
Afow. This had been chearefull,after ViGorie, 
Bifk. “A Peaceis of the nature of 4 Coniqueft 
For then both parties nobly are fubdu’dy7~ 
And neither partie looferioy °° 2 oes 
John. Goe(my Lord)’ 


Peace is render’d : hearke ho 


* 
Cc) 














March by vs,that wee may perufe the men | Baie, | 
“Wee fhould haue'coap’d withall, or ica | 
~ Byb, Goe,good: Lord Haftings : ie 1 | 

And ere they be:difmifs’dylet them march by. Exit, | 


. Enter weft merland: > 


 onter Haftings. 
 :édaf. Our Atmy is difpers’d: eames 


Ealt, Weft, North,South:or like a Schoole,broke VP; 
Each hurryes towards his home,and {porting place, ~':: 


Adocarreftthee (Traytor) of high Treafon: |.’ 
And you Lord Arch-bifhop; and you Lord A¢owbray, \: 
Of Capitall Treafon,[ attach you bothy vehi. oe 9 | 
. Mow. Isthis proceeding iuft;andhonotable? 
Bib. Will youthus breake-your faith? 
-»\ dou. } pawn’d thee none: ~ 


Whereof: yowdid complaine; which,by mine Honor, “: | 

I will performe,with a moft Chriftian cares 202) 99! sor 

But for you (Rebels )lookeo tafte the due 

Meet for Rebellion,and fuch Aéts as yours. | 

Moft fhallowly did you thefe Armes commenee, 

Fondly brought here,and foolifhly fent hence. 

Strike vp our Drummes,purfue the {catter'd ftray, 

Heauen,and not wee, have fafely fought to day. 

Some guard thefe Traitors to the Block of Death, 

Treafons true Bed,and yeelder vp of breath, ©. Exeunt. 

it Enter Falftaffe and Collensle.. >.’ mt 

Fal?. What’s:your Name,Sir? of what Condition are 

you? andof/what place;I pray? str! 1 
Col, 1 amva Knight, Sir : 

And my Names Codewile of the Dale. tad 

. Falit, Well then, Collenife is your Name, a Knight is 


Col. Arenozyou Sir lohn Faiftaffe? ‘ 
Falft. As goodamanashefir, whoere Tam: doe yee 
yeelde fir,or fhall 1 {weate for you? if I doe fweate, they 
are the drops of thy Louers,and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze vp Feare and Trembling, and do obfer- 
uance to my mercy. f7eF yea Ont oriz o71ecd E 
Col. 1 thinke you are Sir Jobn Falffaffe,& in that thought 
ecld me.) fase ay 
f Fal, Uhaue.a whole Schoole of tongues ia this belly of 
mine, andnota Tongueofthemall, {peakes ante other 
word but my name: and I had buta belly of any indiffe- 
rencie, I were fimply the moft actiue fellow in Europe: 
my wombe; my wombe,tmy wombevndoes mec. Heere. 
comes our Generall. " 
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Enter Prince Toh ,aud Weftmerlands 


eH Meso’ TS MBH Gia s BITS I \ 

Lobn. The heat is paft,follow no farther‘now s\ | 
Callin the Powers, g00d Coufin Westmerland.:.. 
Now Falstaffe, where have you beene all this while? 
When euery thing is ended,thén yotrcome.> 
Thefe tardie Tricks of yours will (on my life). 
One time,or other,breake fome Gallowes back... 94 | 

.1Eal?. I would bee forry (my Lord) but it fhould, bee : 
thus: I never knew yet, but-rebuke and chiecke was the | 
reward of Valour. Doe you thinkemeaSwallow,an Ar- | 


ere Bs eH 
so cerentet ee Rot Funny ee Slat ee _ 


| the expedition of Thought? =I haue {peeded hither with | 


fellow.of Rome, I came;faw;and ouver-camies 19 >» 


uinge>>'q 96 


in a particular Ballad, with mineowne Picture on the top 
of it (Golle#ite kiling my foot:)- To the whith coarfe, if 


tome; and IJ, intheicleare Skie of: Fame, o’re“ thine you 
as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders 6f the Ele- 


the'Word ofithe Noble :; therefore let: mee haue ‘right, 
Vand lee defert mounesi/si1i 2 flor « thriw smote Hiv t 
Tobx, Thine’s too heauietomounts <9)! voy cid 
Falf. Leritthine then, HodoJ1 ich 199M 
Toba, Thine’s too thick to thine. ; 
doe me good, and call ic what you will. | 
Tobn, Isthy:Name Collenile? bne.ne 
Col. Ic is (my Lords) dis bieu 2 
Yobn. A famous Rebellare thou, Coflenifes::) e600 20. | 
Falft. Andafamous true Subiect tooke him. 
22° Col? Yammy Lord) burasmy Bertets are; 
That led me hither: had they beene rul’d by me, 
You fhould have wonne them dearer then you haue, 
Falf?. Lknow not howthey fold themfelues, bur thou 


thee, for thee; 

+f 00 con Enter WeSbmerland,c2 uc. - 

»< Tobn, Haueiyou left purfuir ? 238F wey no2: 
Weft, Retreat is made,and Execution ftay*ds» ° 
John. Send (ollenile, with his Confederates; :- 

To Yorke;to prefent Execution. oon «4 

Binns ;\eade him hence,and fee you guard him{ure, 

(A389 noi. 92 . Exit with Collenile, 

And now difparch wetoward the Court (my Lords ) 

I heare the King, my Father, is fore ficke. 

Our Newes thall goe before'vs,to his Maieftie, 

Which(Coufin)you thall beare,to comfort him: 

And! wee with {ober (peede will follow yous” 

Fal. My Lord, I befeech you,giue me leaue to goe 

through Gloucefterfhire: and when you come to Court, 

| ftand my good Lord,’pray,in your good report, 

°° Jobn, Fare you well,Falstaffe : 1,in my condition, 

Shall better fpeake of you,then youdeferue,’ Exits 
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:fold operation: in it: inafcendsime into theBeain 
zow,or a Bullet? Have I, inmy poore and olde Motion, | 


| the very extremeft ynch of pofitbilitie. J haue fowndred | 
} nine {coreéand odde Poftes: and:heere (.trauell-tainted | 
as Lam) haue,in my pure and immaculate Valour,raken | 
Sir John Coiléuile'of the Dale,» moft furious Knight,and | 
walorous Enemie: But. whatofthat > hee faw mee; and | 
J yeelded : that I inay iuftlyfay with the -hooke-nos'd | 


Tob. In wasmore of his Courtefie, then your defers 
wWriodt? Hor tic 2} 4 tO N2 i 14 
.doBalficl know nots heeré hee: is, and ‘heeré I yeeld | 


him: and I befeech your Grace; let it, be book'd; with | 
the seft ofitbisidayes:deedes or 1fweare, Iwill haue it | 


I be enforc’d, if you do novall fhew like gilt ewo-pences | 


ment (which thew like Pinnts-heads ther) \beleeue not | 


| leane, ftirrill, and bare Land, manured, husbanded,and 
| tyll'd, with excellent endeauour of drinking’ good, and 
| good Roreof fertile Sherris,that hee is become very hot, 

svlwolles oN 4 and valiant. 1f I had a thoufand Sonnes, the firtPrincip| 
Falff, Levitdoe fomething(my good Lord)that may © 


H How now Bardalph ? 


| and there will I vific Matter Robert Shallow, Elquite: | 
| haue himalreadie tempering-berweene my finger and my 
thombe,and fhorely wilh Ifeale with him, Comeawoy: 


like'a kinde fellow, gau’{t thy felfe away; and I thanke | 





Come wnderneath the yoake of Gouernmentt. 


Shall foone enioy,. ‘er 


















and then, 
when they misesystheyget Wenches. Theyare gener 
Fooles,attd-Cowards:;: which fome of vs thouldberey, 
but for inflamation: A good Sherris-Sack hath aitwo. 


me there allchefoolifh, and dull,-and'craddie 
which ertuiromit <! makes.it apprebenfiue; ‘quicke, forge. 
tiue, full oft ninible,fierie,and délectableifts 


3 with his Retinue,doth any Deed of Couragerandthis 


Learning, a meere*Hoord of Gold, kept by aDeuill,till 
Sack commences ityand>fets it: in act, andivfe. Hereo 
comes it, thatPrince Harry is-valiane: forthe:cold blood 
hee did naturally inherite:ofshis: Father, hee hath, like 


— 


= 


I would teach them, fhould be to forfwearethinnePota- 
tions,and toaddict themfelues to Sack. Ener 


Bard. The Armie is difcharged all; aed gone. fate, 
Falf. Let them goe:Tle ‘through Gloucefterfhite, 


Exeunt. es, 


———es 








Scena Secundas’ 
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Enter King Warwicke,Clarence,Gloucefrers 

King. Now Lords, if Heauen doth give fucceffefull end 

Tothis Debate,that bleedeth at our doores, | ri 

Wee will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 

And drawno Swords,but what are fanétify'd. 

Our Nauie is addrefled,our Power collected, 
Our Subftitutes,in abfence well inuefted, 
And euery thing lyes levell to our with; 
Onely wee want a little perfonall Strength: 
And pawfevs,till thefe Rebels,now a-foot, 


war. Both which we doubr nor, buc your Maieftie 


| Kings “Hompbrey (ony Sonne-of Gloucefter) where is 
thePrince,your Brother? ©: 
Glo. chinkehee’s gone to hunt (my Lord) at Wind- 
one fnd how accompanied ? 
| Glo, Jdoenorknow (my Lord.) i 
, King, Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with 
him £ : 
fet No (my-good Lord) hee is in prefence heere. 
| Clr. What would my Lordjand Father ? 
si Kinige Nothing-but well torhee, Thomas of Clarence. 
ow chance chou art not with the Prince,thy Brother? 
i. loues thee,andithou do’ft negleét him( Thomas.) 
Thou haft a better place in his AffeGtion,» 2) 
henall thy Brothers':» cherifhit (my Boy) 
‘Add Noble Offices chou may'ftefec f24 
lOf Mediation (after Tam dead) « fi 
Berweene his Greatneffe,and thy other Brethreny 
Therefore omit him nor: blunrnot his Loue, 
Norloofe the good aduantage of his Grace, 
- [Byfeeming cold, or careleffe af his will. | 
Forheeis gracious,if hee be obferu’d:: 
Hee hath a Teare for Pitie,and 4 Hand 
Open-(as Day) formelting Charitie: 
Yetnotwithitanding, being incens’d,hee’s Flint?” 
Ashumorous as Winter, andasfudden, f 
AsFlawes congealed inthe Spring of day, 
His temper therefore mutt be wellobferu'd: 
Chide him forfaults,and doe it reuerently, MH 
When you perceiue his blood enclin’d to mirth: 
But being moodie;giue him Line,and {cope, : 
Till that his paffions (like a Whale on ground) : » 
Confound themafelues with Working. Leatne this Thomsas, 
And thou fhalt proue a fhelcer to thy friends; :» >> 
AHoope of Gold,to binde thiy 3rothers in: 
Thatthe vnited Veffell of their Blood « 
(Mingled with Venome of Suggeftion, 
Asforce,perforce;the Age will powreit in) 
Shallncnerleake, though it doe worke as ftrong 
As Aconitumsorxath Gun-powder. 
(lar, I thallobferue him with all care,and loue. ° 
ne Why are chou not at’ Windfor with him (Tho- 
mas?) oailibus 
Clar, Hee is not 
don, ste 
" ms And how accompanyed ? Canft thou tell 
tha 
Car, With Points, and other his’ continual. fol- 
. lowers, ; aay ihe 4 
Kings Moft fubieét is the fatteft Soyle to’ Weedes : 
And hee (the Noble I mage of my Youth): 
Souet-fpread with them :’ therefore my griefe 
Stretches it felfe beyond the howre of death. 
Theblood weepes from my heart, when I doe fhape - 
(In formes imaginarie) th’'vnguided Dayes, 
And rotten Times,that you fhall looke vpon, 
When J any fleeping with my Anceftors. 
For when his headstrong Riot hath no Curbe, 
Hen Ragé-and hot-Blood are his Counfailers, 
hen Meanes and lauith Manners meete'togethers 
Oh, with whar Wings fhall his AffeCtions flye 
‘owards fronting Perill,and oppos'd Decay? 
T War, My gracious Lord,you looke beyond him quite? 
ihe Prince but ftudies his Companions, | © WY 





























—= 


there to day : hee dines in Lon. 


kta ftrange Tongue : wherein,to gaine the Language 
ft is Needfull;that the moft immodeft word eed VG 
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| That our great Grand-fire Edward fick'd,and dy'dess 2c | 





“But write her faire words ftill in foulet Letters? 
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Be look’d vpon,and learn’d: which once attayn’d, 
Your Highneffe knowes,comes'to no farther vie, 
But to be knowne,and hated. So, like vrofle termes; 
The Prince wil!,in the perfeétneffe of time; 
Caft off his followers: and theit memorie 
Shall as a Patterne,ora Meafure;liue, 
By which his Grace muft mete the liues of others, | 
Turning paft-euills to aduantages. 

Kisg.Tis feldome, when the Bee doth lea 
In the dead Carrion, NOL) SADIE 
Exter Weftmerlana; 








her Combe 


Who’s heere ? weftmerland@s >) pon Tad ed 
Weft. Healch to my Soueraigne,and ney happineffe 
Added to that, that }am to delivers 
Prince /ohz,your Sonne,doth kifle your Graces Hand: 
(Mowbray ths Bifop,Scroope, Hajfingsyand a'S.4 
Arc brought tothe Corretion of yourLaw, = > 
There isnot-now a Rebels Sword votheath’d, 9. 
But Peace puts forth her Olive-euery where: | 
The manner how this A@tion hath beene borne, - 
Here (at more leyfure) may your Highneffe reade, 
Wich euery courfe,in his particular. HD 
King. O Weftmerland ,chowatta Summer Bird, 
Which euer in the haunch of Winter fings 
The lifting vp of day. 
. "(Enter Harcourt. 
Looke, heere’s more newes. soaiaT igow ? 
Harc, From Enemies,Heaven keepe yourMaiehtie: 
And when they ftand againft you,may they fall, > 
Asthofethat lam cometotellyouof 6, 
TheBarle Northumberland, andthe Lord Bardelfe, - \ 
Witha great Power of Englith,arid of Scots, rw 
Are by the Sherife of Yorkefhire ouerthrowne: | 
The manner,anditrue order of. thefight,eo% 0 
This Packet (pleafe it you) cohtaines at large. >” 
King. And wherefore fhould thefe good'newes 
Make me ficke? ote 
Wiil Fortune neuer come with both hands full, 


Shee eyther giues'a Stcomack, and no Foode, 
(Such are the poore,in health) or elfe a Feaft, 
And takes away the Stomack ({acharetheRich, * 
That haue aboundance,and enioy it not.)° > °’ 
I fhould reioyce now, at this happy newes, ~ Phi] 
And now my Sight fayles,and my Braineis giddies 
© me,come neere me,now Tam muchill. © Sooo 0 30 
Glo. Comfort your Maieftie, 
Cla. Oh,my Royall Father. cet nog | 
Weft. My Soueraigne Lord,cheare vp your felfe,looke: 
Vv * i . ‘ _ 77 
ee Be patient (Princes) you doe know,thefe Fits * 
Are with his Highneffe very ordinaries M 
Stand from him, giue him ayre : 2 iW 
Heeile ftraight be well. sist zi esuiteG 
Clar, No,no,hee cannot long hold out: thefe pangs, / 


Th’inceffant care,and labour of his Mindey 2: 231 

Hath wrought the Mure,that fhould confineitin, 

So thinne,that Life lookes through,and will breake out, 
Glo, The peoplefeare me: for they doe: obferue: > 4 

Vnfather’d Heires,and loathly Births of Nature : 

The Seafons change their mannersyas the Yeére 

Had found fome Moneths afleepe,and leap’d them ouer. 
Clar. The Riuer hath thrice flow'd,no ebbe betweene: 

And the old folke (Times doting Chronicles} > 


a3 


Say it did foyalittle time before » "4 


884 





War. Speake 
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uers. | 
Glo... This Apoptexie will (certaine) be his end. 
| King. I pray youtake me vp,and beare me hence 
Into fome other Chamber ; foftly ‘pray. 
Let there be no noyfe nade (my genilefriends) 
Voleffe fomedulland fatourable hand 
Will whifper Muficke to my wearie Spirit. 
dds Call for the'Muficke in the other Roome.. , 
King. Set me the Crowne vpon my Pillow here, 
. Clar. His eye is hollow,and hee changes much. 
War. Leffe noy{e, leflenoyfe.. . ‘ 
b Enter Prince Henry. 
-horH esantiavorsbid «| " 
P. Hen, “Who faw the Duke of Clarence? 
Clar. 1 aenhere (Brother) tull of heauineffe. 
P.Hes. How now? Raine within doores, and none 
abroad? How doththe King ? 
Glo. Exceeding ill.) | 
| P.Hex.-Heard hee the good newes yet ? 
Tell ic him, 
Glo. Ace alter’d:much,vpon the hearing it. 
P.Hen, If hee beficke with loy, 
‘Hee’le recouer without Phyficke, ay 
war. Not fo muchnoyfe (my Lords) 
Sweet Prince {peake lowe, .. "10 
The Kivggyour Father,is difpos'd to fleepe. 
—Clar, Let ys. withdraw into the other Roome. 
war. Wilt pleafe yout Grace to goealong withys A 
P. Hew... No: iLwillGie,and watch here,by rhe King. |r 
Why doth the Growne lyethere,vpon his Pillows: °\/ 


€ 


Being fo, weyblefomeaBed-fellow ? 
O pollith’d Perturbation) Golden Care! 
That keep’f-the Ports of Slumber open wide, 
To maayawmatchfull Night : fleepe with icnow,, 
Yet not fo found, and halfe fo deepely {weete,: 
As hee whofe Brow (with’homely Biggen bound) 
Snores ourthe: Watch of Night. O Maieftie! 
When thou do‘ft pinch thy Bearer,thou do’ft fic 
Like a rich Armor, worne in hear of days. - 
That fcalditt with fafetie = by his Gates of breath, 
| There lyes a dowlney feather,which ftirtes,not.: | 
Did shee fafpire,that lighvand weightlefledowlne 
Perforce muft moue. My gracious-Lord,my-Fathery « 
This fleepe is found indeede: this isa fleepe, 
1 That from this Golden Rigo}l hach diuore’d 
So many Englifh Kings. Thy due,from me, 
Ig Teares,and heanie Sotrowes of the Blogd, 
Which Nature, Loue,and filsall teaderneffe, 
Shall (Oideare Father) pay thee plenteoufly, 
My due, from thee, is this Imperiall Crowne, 
Which(as immediate from thy Place,and Blood) | 
Deriuesit felfetome. Loe,heere it fits, . ; 
Which Heauen shall guard: 
And putthe worlds whole ftrength into one gyant Arme, 
It thall norforce this Lineall Honor fromme. - 
This from thee,will ] to mine leaue, 
As’tislefitome. * ) -> Exit. 
- o EnterWarwicke,Gloucefier,Clarences 
spo ened? b’asel | eit . 
sonnKinge: Warwicks, Gloucefter,Clarence. 
Clar. Deththe King call? : 
war. What would your Maieftie ?. how fares. your 
Graces 75 bas bdo awebtenl- bec 1: 


ba 7 
Sut rota) a * | Ot 


wWar..Speake lower (Princes ) fog the King oreco- Kings, Why did you leane se here-alone(iny Lotte) 


See Sonnes, what things-you are : 9 mid sims sited 


_ .| P. Heme, Ineuer thought roheare you {peake againe | 


. Stay buralittle: for my Cloud of Dignitie. 


| Thy Life did manifeft,chou lou’dft menor, 














Cla. We left the Prince(my Brother)here(my Liege), 
Who voderteoke to fitand-watchbyyoun in 5 4 | 
_ King, The Prince of Wales? where is hee? let mee 
fee him, b nese wed bag a | 

War. This doore isopen,hee is gonerhisway, . | 
Glo. -Hee came not-chtaugh the Chamber where wee 


King», Where is the Crowne? whotooke) ion anil 
Pillow? 4 rit HOW Jk VF wld Y 


x 


iW qld 


SOC: MUI) Sfi3ie "JON DIB NOMS os narl e 

Kings ThePrince:bathta'ne it heneds:e 291; + olail 
Goe feeke him outs 1 / sig roazod p find wad tl 
Is hee fo haftie,that hee doth fuppofe:e:is001 ys {ls ons 
My fleepe,my death )Findé him(my Lord.of Watwich) 
Chide him hither: this partof his donioynes ':2)h»!/ {0} 


With my-difeafe,end helpes to end messi.) oi! sn sayyif 


How quickly Nature falls into reuoltyoo 


When Gold becomes het Obie&?:2> v9. 105: ie 
For this,the foolith ouer-darefulbFathers» i291 0: 90) 


Haue broke their fleepés with thoughts) 09's sed of] 
Their braines with care;theit bones-with induftry,).io9() 
For this, they haue ingtoffed and pyl'dwpne! is iw sonny 
The canker'd heapes of ftrange-atchietied Golds:ciii 2) 
For this,they hane beenethonghtfull,to inueft >, 12) 
Their Sonnes with Artsjand Martiall Exereifess. » +) .i/! 
When, like the Bee, culling from euery flower 
The vercyous Sweeresjour Thighes packowith Wax; 
Our Mouthes with Honey,wee bring it tothe Hines 11"! 
And like che Bees,are murthered for ows paines. |i) 
This bitter afte yeelds his engroffementsy 9.) seve 
Tothe ending Father. fh s oua2g aisd) yoda 
Enter Warwick. 002 (os oth 
Now, where is hee, that will notftay folong, 
Till his Friend Sickneffe hath determin'd’me* 
War. My Lord,I found the’Prince in the next Roome, 
Wafhing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes; 1.’ 
With fuch a deepe demeanure,in great forrow, 
That Tyranny,which newer quafit bur.blood, 
Wovld(by beholding him)haue wath dhis Knife — 
With gentle eye-drops. Hee is comming hither. 
_. King. But-wherefore did hee take away the Crowne? 
Enter Prince Henry. ‘ 
Loe,wherehee comes. Come hither tome(Harry:) 
Depart the Chamber, leaue vs heere alone. Exit. 


4 shidd 


King.Thy with was Father(Harry )to that thought: 
I Rtay too long: by thee, I-wearie thee. 
Do'tt thou fo hunger for my.emptie Chayre, 
That thou wile needes inteft thee.with mine Honors 
Before thy howe be ripe? O foolifh Youth! 
Thou feek’ft the Greatneffe, that will ouer-whelme thee, 


Is held from falling, with fo weaké a winde, | 
That it will quickly drop :_ my Day is dimme. 
Thou haft (tolne that,which after fome few howres 
Were thine,without offence: and at my death 
Thou haft feal’d vp my expectation. EDN 


And thou wile haue me dye affur'd of it, 

Thou hid’fathoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whétred:on thy ftonieheart,; 9! f 
Toftab at balfe an howreof my Life o) 980 
Whar? canft thounor forbeare me halfe ang 

































Thengerchee gone, andidiggemy prade'thyfelfe, 
Aodbid the merty Bels ring tochy care’ Powell | 
That thowart Crowned, not that T am dead: 
[eval che*Feares, that (hould bedewiny’Hearfe” °° 
Bedropsof Balme, to fanctifie'thy head?° © 2° 7 > 3 
|Onely compound me with forgotten dug? 0 1 
Giue thar; which gaue'thee fife; vnto the Wormes': 2° 
| phickedowite my Officers breake my Decrees’; °° | 
Poxtiow atinéis Conye,tomOcké at Fores | © C2 
Henry the fife is Crown’d: Vp Vanity, - ebionsn | 
Downe Royall State: All you fage Counfailéys,hetice: _ © 
Andto the Bnglith Court,afleiiblé now's Soc cil | 
Fromieu’ry Region; Apes of fdleneffe, CHOY OIE 97 
Nowneighbor-Confines, purge youof yourScim 2 7 
Haue you a Ruffian that {will {wearé? deine? dange? > 

. [Revell chenight? Rob? Marder? and commit? >“ 
The oldeft finnes; theneweff kinde of wayerr : Syssac 
Behappy; he will trouble younomore:, °°)? 9-4 
Baplahd fall doobld silt’d: Kis trebble giles 0. 
Btelandy iallyiuelhim Office) Honor, Migr: °°" 
botthe Fift Harty) from enrb’dLicenteplickes 
Themuzzleof Reftraine paridthe wilde Bagge” 
Stall left his tooth in euery Ihtodent.'?! "2 =2! 09 201" 
Oiny'poore King dome (fieke,with cinillblawesy 
Wet thaviny Cate-eould tor with-Hald thy Ryoty; °°" | 
What wil thou do, when Ryoristhy Card FOF" 8 0 | 
0, thod wilt bew Wildetneffeaeainel ce atbsinem ol | 
Peopled with Wolues (thy old Inhabitants!) 8°) 22! | 


| Princes O pardon nie (ty Liege} papabiiY yo 


: 


LAY 






i? 


But for my Teates; (0) 907 32 iain blow 
The Ho@ Tmpedinencs vito fy’ Speech) 4 1207 2999 
Be'you {Widli grdefe had ipoke, and] hatt heard’ °°“ 


Thedounlebkloftite:: Thereis your Crowne, °° 
Aide chu webees the Ctowiitammottally, 0" 


Long puatdityours: Tf] umeerit ire, OO 

Then as your Frohaur; and as your Rebowne,' 2 | 

[etme hotnore from this Gbedieiice rife") =" fo > 

Which my mofttrue; and inward diteous Spirit 

Teacheth this praftrare, and exterior beiiding:* * 

Heaven witneffe with ine, wher Fheere came in, : 

And fotnd ho coir of breath within your Maieftie, 

How cold it ftrooke my hestt. *4fT do fain¢, °° ° 

Oletmé, in my prefent wildeneffe, dye, °° 

Aid nether Tine;co fhew eh’inerédldas World, 

TheNoble change that I haue purpofed, 

Comming to looke on you, thinking you dead, 

And dead almoft(my Liege)ro thinke you were) 

Ifpake vnto the Chowne fas having fénfe) 

_{Andthus vpbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 

Hath fed vpon the body of myFather, 

Therefore, thou beft of Gold, art worft of Gold. 

* /Other, leffe finest Chareaét; is mare precious * 
Preferuing life,in Med’cinepotable: 

But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour’d, mo Renown’d, 


was 


Halteare the Bearer vp. 

[Thus (my Royall Liege) 
Accufing it, F put it on my Heady ooo vos 

To try with it (as with an Enediie, bere 

That had before my face murdred my Fathet}s vo 










Th cand Pao) Ki Ht te Pith 


| Wounding fuppofed Peace. 
| Allvhefe bold Bearegy!) voy.oyT nn 


|, Ghanges thoMeode: For whiatin meywas purchas'd, 
| Sothou, the Garland wear’ft fucceffiuely.  -»\»s ; 


| Yet, thoughthou ftand’ft more fure,then'l cdtld do? | 
| | Thod‘artnovfirmhe enough; free greefestare'grecne: 


| ‘And bywhofe power bwell midhtlodgeaFeare: > 


| Toleade out many to the Holy Land§! ey on 
| Too ncere vite my Srate. 10" © 


\ Be iethy courfe to bufie giddy Mindes. >» 

© |) With Forraigne Quarrels :that Aétion 
| May waftéchetnemory ofthe former dayess <  . 
| More woutd'T)bat ny Lungs arg watted toy’ bi’: 
| How I came by the Crowne, O heauen forgiue:* - 

| And grant it may,with thee, ia‘true peace live! 

| °) Brace My gracious Liege? * + pasa ote 
| You wonhe it, wore it : kepr itgaueitme, oy" 


"| ’Gainft all the World, will rightfully maiticainé, .\ 


Heere comes my Jobnof Laneaflerno2 eV eolnie | 
| To my Royall Father, i 
e Byt health (alacke) with youthful wingsisflowie +) 


ott | Beowwthiy bate; wither'd Frunke; Vponthy fight 0) 5 
ci0t | My worldly bufineffe makes a period. : 
hoes’ 













































To thee, it fhall defcend with better Quier, nor 
Better Opinions berter Confirmation : en 

For “HED ofthe Atchiedee abet BISR, 
With me, into the Earth. It feem’d in mee, 


But asan Honotrfnarch’d- with boy ftrous hand, 
And] had many living, tovpbraide = = 
My gaine Ofit, by: their Atiftances, rote A 4ig3 
Which dayly grew to-Quiatrelljand to Blood-fhed, 


. 


Thaue anfwereds: 
BécneibutasaSeene ¢ | 
ACing thavargilmenty “Add now my death’ | 


Thou feeft (with pelt 
For all my'Reigae, hat 


Falles vpon thee, ina more Payrerforty: 6): 


rah 
PEE 


‘And all thy Priedds; whichtheo mutt makethy Friends” 
Haue but their ftings,and teeth,newly tak’nouty, > oon 
By whofefell-werkiog; Pwas ftftaduanedy (oo. 


Tobeagaine difplac’d. Whichto auoyd, 
Hestehem of :andihad 4purpefenow W 


Leaft reft, and lying ftill, might make them looke 
Therefore (my Harrie) 


hence borne out; 


Thavtres gthof Speech’ is veterly deni’demeese «1 


Then plaine and right muft my poffeffion:be) senile Ios 

Which I: with more, then witha Common paingss a 

0 Ente? Lord lob of Bancafler, 9304 ai yoni 
and Warwicke: iw bos 2auenely 








¥ 


= King: Looke, looke, aonoil slvotaubiisas 


Tobn. Health, Peace,.and Happineffe, 
oy. ajsasisd I eanG 
Kings Thoubring’ft nie happineffeand Peace: » oT 


Sonne Joba: ; 


O.iss% wey 
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Where ist my Lord of Warwicke? | 
Prin. My Lord of Warwicke, _ 
King. Doth any name particular, belonp 

Vato the Lodging,where I firft did {woon d?. 
War®’Tiscall'd ler#/alem,my Noble Lord. 

Ki .. Laidbe to heauen 5 re : 
Enent Ay my life mu& eS ee 1 
It hath beene prophefi'de ro me many yeares, 

I fhould not Gress butin Ierufalem : 

Which (vain’ ly) {uppos’ d the Holy- Tang. smpaease 

Butbeare mic to “chat Chamber, there Ilelye :, 

In that Leraiggee Bal ric eye 






~ 


Exeunt. 7 


{ 








Altus Cui Seti Prima. 








Euter Shallow, Silence, falter Berd 
sdicboa! «Page, wd Danie - 

Shal. By ‘Cocke and Pye,you fhall not away to sigh. 
What Dany, faye . 

Fal. Youmutt excufe: ime, Mi Robert’ Shallow. 


Excufes fhalinot be admitced - « thereés isno, oases thal 
ferue: you fhall not be éxcus’ds ome 
Why Davie. yon fs site 

Dadie, Heetre fir. 

Shals:- Dany, Davy, Dany, sex me fee (Day) let i ad 


not be excus?di 
_ Dany. Marty Giry thus . shofe Precepts: cannot See 


Wheate? 

Shat. Withred Wheate Dam. But a william Cook: 
are thereno yong Pigeons? deste di ot 

Dany. YEsSite eve : 
Heere is now the Sinithes note, fos shoving, 
And Plou gh-Irons. ‘ 

Shal. Let it be say an payde: Six Tob you thal 
{notbeexcus'd: : 


had: And Sir, doe you gneaneto ftoppe any: of Wiliams 


| Fayre ?:> 

Shal. Heithall: apasni it: 
Some Pigeons Dany;a couple of thosrclegg’ d Hennes: a 
| ioynt of Muttanjand: i peerty little tine -Kickfhawes, 
tell william:Gooke. 

Dauy3-Doth the manof Warre,ttay all night fir? 

Shal. Mes:Dauy + 
I will vfe him well. A Friend ith Coutt, is better then a 
penny inpurfe. -Vichis sien. well Dany, forthey are are 
rant Knaues, and will backe-bite. 

‘Dauy. No worfe then they are bitten. fir ; 
haue matuellous fowle linnen. 


For they 


Dany. 
Dany. 1 befeech’ you aes 

To counteniaice William Vifor of Woncor, ‘apainh; Cle- 

ment Perkes of the hill. 

Shabj*There are many Complaints Day; J agsingt; that 





~ The sera Part ne King Henry the F Fourth. 


> | iff cannot onceertwiceina. Quarter beareourak 


I fay he thall haue no. wrong: J ;Looke albout Be Bie: 


| thing to fee the femblable Coherence of his mens. fpiritss| 


Shal. I willnot excufe you :you fhall notbe excufed. 


| neere their Mayfter.. ft tohis.Men,..1 would. currie.,wit 
William Cooke, bid him come hithere: Sit dalersyou thal 


feru’d : and againe fir, fall we fowe the-head-lana wiv 


| keepe Prince Harry i in continuall Laughtes, ithe. wearing 


| tharaLye (witha flight Oath) and aieft, (with afadde 
| in his fhoulders, O.you fhall {ee hiaclawgh till baal 
| be like a wet Cloake, ill laid; nee pene 

Dany. Sir,a ere islets to abe Buck sii eat bee 


Wa elmo the Sacke he loft the other dayat any | 


Shallow, Well conesisesk Dim: sabout aeby Buin 
-| Arenow, all ended. 





oie? othat Vifori is an arrant beget on: viet knew: 
bes. rs ately G4 tod Val Oy * way M i 





















Dauy. Usgraunt your -Worlhip, that, «he is aknaueSiny 
Butyct heauen forbid Sis,but.a Kaaue fhould hate fo 
Countenance, at his Friends requeft, An honeft than fig 
is able to{peake for. himfelte, whena Knaueis nor. Uha 
feru’d your Worthippe truely Gr; chefeeight yeares: dad 
againft an honeft. man, Lhaue but. very litle bai 
your Worthipp pe. The Knaveis mine honet Friend Sir, 
therefore I ‘befeech’ ‘pus Weep slet him whee = Coan! 
nanc’d, ° vices ¥ ; 

Shal.. oie i Nie 
Where are you Sir fabn?. Come, off with ye ie 
Giueme pr hand.M. Bardalfe,.. : - rhe : 

Bard. Lameglad to {ee your. Worhhip,:: ‘ 

Shal. I thanke thee, with all my heart, edt 
Bardolfe: and welcome my tall. Fellow ; esti’) foiste seh: 
Come Sit Jobn.. 5 pe 

Faiftaffe. Ie follow you; good Matec Reber 
Bardelfe,. looke to our Hoxffes).. Uf L.wete faw. iat 
Quantities, [fhould make foure dozen of-fach bearded 
Heriites taugsy as Malter! Shallow. -1tis-a.wonderfull 


and his ieee: ob ferning of him do bearesheinfelues 
like fooli dufticesi: -Hee, by connerfing with chem; js} 
turn’d into a lufticeslike. Seruiagman, |. Their. (pitite are 
fo marriedin Coniunétian, with the ‘pacticipation of Sex 
ciety, that they flocke together in confent,; like (o.ma 
ny Wilde-Geefe, I€ I hada {uiteto Mayfter Shatow, | 
would humour his men, with thei imputation of, Jeg 


Maifter Shallow, that oman could better command hig 
Seruancs. Itis.certaine that either wife : bearing, orgs 
norant Carriages is caught, asimen take difeates,. one. of} 
another: therefore, Jet mentakeheede.of, their. Comps 
nie. I will devife matterenoughout.ofthis Shallow, £0 


out of fixe Fafhions (whichis foure Tearmes)or two Ace 
tions, and he flhall laugh with Jmtermallams. O,itis much 


brow) will.doe, with a akellow, that never, had the Ache 


Shal. Sit Iobn. 
Fal, Leome Matter ‘Shall, Icome | Mater Shalen 
i 


3S heals cash +3 ‘ Y 
ce Scena Secunda: 
gui se3 vaio yh: Sits) 


EntersheEarleofWerwicke, and vie Lord 
Chiefe Ll inftice. 


warwicke. ees now, my Lord Chiefe tofice, wb 
ther away ? 

Ch.Iuft. How doth the King ? 

Warn. Exceeding well: his Cares 


Ch. Iuft. Thope,not dead. 
Warw. Hee's walk’d the way of Nature; » 
And to our purpofes, he liuesho more. 9 ns 
Ch. Iuft. 1 would his Maiefty had call’ dei hn 
The fecuice, that L truly did his life, 


Hath left me open to all iniuries. scrninniosne gle 
We. 





















\Swar. Indeed | chinke the yong King lowes you nor, 
| ch.lnf. I know he doth not,and do’arme my felfe 
|7o welcome the condition ofthe Time, "Ane 

| which cannot looke more hideoufly vpon me, 

rien'T hatte drawne it inmy fantafic, 


phen’ 
th Enter Toh of Lawcafter, GlanceSter, 
and Clarence. 


‘tt i 


War. Heere come the heauy Iffue of dead Harrie: 
10, that che living Harrée had the temper we 
lofhim,the-worlt of thefe three Gentlemen: 

Howihany Noblesthen, fhould hold their places, | 

That mutt (trike faile, to Spiti¢s of vilde fort? . 

ephitafe. Alas, I feare,all will be ouer-turn’d. 
lon. ‘Good morrow Cofin Warwick, good morrow. 

Glow, Cla, Good morrow, Cofin, vee 
}elTobnis’ We meet, like men,that had forgot to fpeake. 
| war, Wedo remember : but our Argument, |“! °* 
[salltoo heauy, toadmit much talke, © 9° \* ° 
| ongubi Well: Peace be with’ him,that hath made vs heauy 
\\\Ghtwfts Peacebe with vsjleaft we be heauier. 
| Glos.0, good my Lord, you'haue loft a friend indeed: 
|AndI dare fweare,you borrow not thatface™** 
{Offeeming forrow, it is fure your owne. 

lots, Though noman be affar'd what 
|Youftandin coldeft expectation. —_. 
|Iam the forrier, would ‘twere otherwife. —s 
| Cla.Weliyou muft now {peake Sir John Falstaffe faire, 
Which fwimnmes againft your ftreame af Quality, 
|) bln: Sweet Princes: what I did, I did in‘ Honor, 
Led by th’ Imperiall Condu& of my Soule, -°!* 7.“ 


grace to finde, 


a * Enter Prince Henrie. ‘4 

| Ch.luf,Good morrow: and heauen faue your Maicfty 
| \ Prince, This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maiefty, 

. [Sits not fo eafie on me, as you thinke. . 


{This is the Engtith, not the Turkifh Court :: 
|Not Amurah, an Amurab fucceeds, * 


Sorrow, fo Royally in you shania ie 


ion of, 


Letme but beare your Loue, Ile beare your Cares ; 
But weepe that Horrie’s dead,and fo will. 3 
| But Harry liues, that (hall conuert thofe Teares 
| Py bumber, into houres of Happineffe. 
Tohn,c. We hope 10 other ftom your Maiefty, ' 
|, Prin. You all looke Rrangely on me: and you moft, 
Youare({thinke) affur'd,Iloue younot. — 
Ch.Iuft, Lam affur'd (if I be meafur'd rightly) 
{Your Maiefty hath no iuft caufe to hate mee. 
| Pr.No?How might a Prince ofmy great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you laid ypon me? 





Ti he fecond Part of K in 


‘And never fhallyou fees thar] will begge és ost 
|Aragged, and fore-ftall'd Remiffion. a nes ae 
IfTroth, andypright Innocencyfayleme, = nm 
|ileto the King\(hy Mafter)thatisdéad, 
And tell him, who hath fent me after him. ect 
| ‘War. Heerecomesthe Prince,” aad ies 


[Brothers, you mixe your Sadneffe with fome Feare = 


Henry the Fourth. 07 

What? Rate? Rebuke? and roughly fend to Prifon 

Th’immediate Heire of England? Was this eafie ? 
May this be wafh’d in Lethe, and forgotten? 

ch.Inft. I chen did vfe the Perfon of your Father 

The Image ofhis power, laytheninme, ©" 9 
And in th’adininifttation of his Law, 

| Whiles I was bufie forthe Commonwealth, 

| Your Highneffepleafed to forget my place, 

| The Maiefty, and power of Law,and Iuftice, 
‘The Image oftheKing, whom I prefented, 
And ftrooke me in my very Seate of Iudgement 3) 
Whereon (as an Offendertoyour Father); = 
I gaue bold way to my Authority, -, 
And did commit you, Ifthe deed were ill, 
Be you contented, wearing now theGarland, 
Tohauea Sonne; fet your Decrees at naught? 
To plucke downe Iuftice from your awefull Bench? 
Totrip che'cotirfe ofLaw,atd blunt theSword> 

| That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfor ? 
Nay more, to {purne at your moft Royall Image, 
‘And mockeyour workings,in a Second body? 
Queftion yotlt Royall Thoughts, make the cafe 


Bennow the Father,and propofe aSonnes * 


Heare your owne dignity fo much prophan’d, wie? re] 


Set your moft dreadfull Lawes‘(6 loofely lighted; 
‘Beholdiyour félfe,fo by a Sonne difdained/’* 
“And then imagineme,taking you pare, 98 94 26 






















And,as you are a King, fpeake in your State, °'" 
“What T hatte done, that misbecame my place; _ 
| ‘My perfon, ormy Lieges Soueraigntie. ~ 


} 


Andi @o with your Honors inay encreafe, 
| Till you do liue, to fee'a Sonne of mine” © 
‘Offend you, and obey you, as Tdid. 


: 
ta 


Happy am I, thar haueaman fo bold, 

That dares do Tuftice, on my proper Sonne ; 
Andnoleffehappy, hauing fuchaSonne, — 
That would deliuet vp his Greatneffe fo, © <- 


For which, I do commitinto your hand, 
Th’vnftained Sword that you haue vs'd to beare *} 
With this Remembrance; That you vfe the fame’ 
With the like bold, iuft, and impartiall fpirit 

As you haue done’gainftme. There is my hand, 
You fhall beas a Father, tomy Youth: 


And I will toope,and humble my Inrents, 

T6 your well-pradtis'd, wife DireCtions. 

“And Princes all, beleeue me, I befeech yous 
My Father is gone wilde into his Graue, 

(For inhis Tombe,lye my Affections) 

And with his Spirits, fadly I furuiue, 

Tomocke the expectation of the World; 

To fruftrate Prophefies, and torace out 

Rotten Opinion, who hath writmedowne 
After my feeming. The Tide of Blood inme, 
‘Hath prowdly flow’din Vanity, tillnow. 
Now doth it turne, and ebbe backe to the Sea," 
Where it hall mingle with the ftate of Floods, 
And flow henceforth in formall Maiefty. 
Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 


) °°" Prin. You are right lufticejand you weigh this wel 
Therefore ftill beare the Ballance, and the Sword = 


So {hall I line, to fpeake my Fathers words: ' h 


Into the hands of luftice, Youdid commit me: © 


yours 2+ | 


> 


\ a9 ft 


And in your power, foft filencing yourSonney | | 
After this cold confiderance, fentence'me 3° * 9) 


ek 


My voice fhall found, as youdo prompt mine cares 


And let ys choofe fuch Limbes of Noble — — 


veld 


i 
4 
ee 
i} 
i 
‘ 
; 
3 





| 
: 


































































































































































































































































































































































































‘| That the great Body of ourState may go 

In equallranke, with the beft gouern’d Nation, 

That Warre, or Peace,or both at oncemay be 

‘| As things acquainted and familiar to vs, 

| In which you (Father) shall haue formoft hand. 

| Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remembred) all our State, 

And heaven (configning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, fhall haue iuft caufe to fay, 
Heauen fhorten Harries happy life,oneday. Exennt. 


Se ee 





ee ee 


_» Scena Tertia. 





Enter Falftaffe, Shallow, Silence, Bardolfe, 
is Page,and P iftoll, 





| Arbor we will cate a la(t yeares Pippin of my owne graf- 
i] fing, with a difh of Carrawayes,and fo forth. (Come Co- 
4 fin Sélence,and then to bed. Sa . 

Fal: You have hecre.a. goodly dwelling,anda rich. 
Shal, Barren, barren, barren : Beggers all, beggers all 


|| Well {aid Danie. 

| Falft, This Danie ferues you for good vies; he is your 
| Seruingman,and your Husband. i 

4 Shal. A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Var- 


}-Cofin, = 

{ Sil. Ah firra(quoth-a) we fhall doe nothing but eate, 

| and make good cheere, and praife heaven for the merrie 

| yeere: when flefh is cheape,and Females deere,and luftie 

| Lads rome heere,and there ; fo merrily, and euer among 

| fo merrily. ae 

| Fal, There’sa merry heart, good M.Silence, Ile giue 
you a health for that anon. 

4 Shal, Good M.Bardolfe: fome wine, Danie. | 

4 ‘Da, Sweet fir, fit: le be with you anon : moft fweete 

‘| fir,fit, Mafter Page,good M. Page, fit: Proface. What 

you wantin meate,wee'l haue in drinke;, but you beare, 

the heart’s all... 7 

 Shal. Be merry M. Bardolfe, and my little Souldiour 

‘| there,be merry. ; 

| Sil. Bemerry, be merry,my wife ha’s all; 

| For women are Shrewes, both fhort,and tall : 

4° Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all ; 

| And welcome merry Shrouetide. Be merry,be merry. 

| Fal. I didnot thinke M.Silesce had bina men of this 

1 Merle. 2 

{ Sil, Whol? Lhaue beene merry twice and once, ere 
nowe 

| Dany. Thereisa dith of Lether-coats for you. 

Shal. Dauie. af 

| Das. Your Worhhip: tle be with you ftraight, A cup 

{ of Wine, fir? = : 

| — Sil. ACup of Wine,that’s briske and fine, & drinke 

| ynto the Leman mine: and a merry heart lines long-a, - 

| Fal. Well{aid,M.Silence. 

| Sil. Ifwe thall be merry,now comes in the fweete of 

| thenight. . 

’ Fal, Healch,and long life to you,M. Silence. . 
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Shal Nay, you fhall {ee mine Orchard: where, in an 


Sir John; Marry,goodayre. Spread Dany,{pread Danie > | 


let, Sir Joba: I haue drunke too much Sacke at Supper. A | 
[-g00d Varlet. Now fit downe, now fitdowne : Come 























Stl, Fill the Cuppe, and let it come. lle pledos. 
milero the pe se : “le pledge ~~ 
Shal. Honeft Bardolfe,welcome ; If thou wane’ any 
thing,and wiltnor call, befhrew thy heart, Welcomes | 
little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed. too; lle drinke, 
M.Bardolfe,and to all the Cauileroes about Londoti e 
Dax. I hope to fee London, once ere I die, : 
oe IfI might fee youthere,Daxie. 
Shal, Yow|cracke a quart together? Ha, wi; 
M.Bardolfe? [ : 5 fehie, 
Bar. Yes Sir,ina pottle pot... PROB ac: 
Shal, \thanke thee :the knaue will ficke by thee 4 
can affure thee that. He-willnot out,heis crne bred, 
Bar. And Ile fticke by,himjfir, 0) 5 
Shal.Why there fpoke a King: lack nothing, be 
Looke,who’s at doorethere,ho : who knockes? | 
Fal Why now youhauedonemeright, .. _., 
Sil. Do meright,and dub me Knight, Samingo,.19t 


Ne q 
Metry, 


aay 
wea 


not fo? : 


Fal. "Tis fo. “ 


Sil.Is't {02 Why then a an old mancan dofom ‘ , 
se das pleale your. Worthippe,. there's one Piel 
come fromthe Court withnewes. 5.0 


Fal. Fromthe Court? Let him comein, 


rn, coal Enter Pifoll. 

HownowPiffoll? 

Pift. Six Iobn, 'faue.you fir. . 

Fal, What windeblew you hither, Piftoll ? 

Pift. Not the ill winde which blowes.noneto good, 
{weet Knight; Thou art nowy one of the greateftmen in 
the Realme. : ; , ee 

Sil. Indeed, I thinkehe bee, buti Goodman Paffe of 

Barfon, hy 30) hhw Sogn 
Pit, Puffe? puffe in thy teeth,moft recreant Coward 

bafe. Sir Joba, lam thy Piftoll, and thy Friend : helter| 

skelzer haue I rode to thee, and tydings do Ibring, and 
luckie ioyes, and golden Times, and happie Newesof 
rice. 

Fal. I prethee now, deliver them, like aimanof this 
World. , nee Male 

_Pift.. A footra for the World,and Worldlings bafe, 
I {peake of Affrica,and Goldenioyes.__ > Wk 

Fal. Obafe Affyrian Knight, what is thy newes 2.9. 
Let King Conithe know thetruth thereof, .- | 

Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and John, wi 

Piff. Shall dunghill Curres confront the Hellicons? 
Agd fhall good newes bebaffel’d? . 
Then Piftoll lay thy head in Furies lappe. 

Shal, Honeft Gentleman, 

Iknow not your breeding. ; 
Pift. Why then Lament therefore. 
Shal, Giue me pardon,Sir, dinocte ae 

If fir, you come with news from the Court,] take it,there 

is but two wayes, either to vrterthem, of to conctale 

them. Iam Sir, vnderthe King, in fome Authority... 

Pift. Vnder which King ? ' wd 
Bezonian, {peake,or dye, 

Shal, Vnder King Harry. 

Piff. Harry the Fourth? or Fift ? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth, 

Pfft. Afootra for thine Office. 

Sir Jobn, thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 

Harry the Fift’s the man, I {peake the truth, 

When Piftoll lyes, do this, and figge-me, like .-.. 


The bragging Spaniard, a 


a 













fale What,is the old King dead? 
pit. Asnaile in doore. 
thetkingsI Speake, acinus 

Fal. Away Bardolfe, Sadle my Horfe,’ 3 
\Matter Robert Shatlow, choofe what Office thou wil 
athe Land, ‘tis thine, - Piftol, i will double charge thee 
With Dignities. 

Bard. Oioyfull day: 
[would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune, 

pit, What? I do bring good newes. 
| pal. Cartie Mafter Silence to bed : Mafter Shallow, my 

Lord Shallow, be whar thou wilt,I am Fortunes Steward. 
Geton thy Boots, wee'l ride all night. Oh {weet Piftell : 
Away Bardolfe : Come Piftoll, veter more to mee: and 
withall deuife fomething to do thy felfe good. Boote, 
boote Matter Shallow, I know the young King is fick for 
mee, Let vs take any mans Horffes: The Lawes of Eng- 
lndareatmy commatid’ment. Happiearethey, which 


Juftice. 

| pif, Let Vultures vil'de feize on his Lungs alfo: 
Whereis the lifethat late I led, fay they? 

Why here it is, welcome thofe pleafantdayes, Exxeunt 





Scena Quarta. 





Enter Hoftelfe Quickly, Dol Teare-[hecte, 
and Beadles. 


that Imighthaue theehang’d : Thou haft drawne my 
fhoulder out of ioynt. 

Of. The Conftables haue deliuer’d her over to mee : 
and fhee fhall hase Whipping cheere enough, 1 warrant 
c There hath beene.a man or two (lately )kill’d about 
er. 

Dol. Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye: Come on,Tle 
tell thee what, thou damn’d Tripe-vifag’d Rafeall, ifthe 
Childe Inow go with, domifcarrie, thou had’{t better 
a had’fttrooke thy Mother, chou Paper-fac’d Vil- 
laine, 

Hoft. O chat Sir John were come, hee would make 
thisabloody day tofomebody. Buc I would the Fruite 
ofhet Wombe might mifcarry. 

Officer, 1fitdo, you fhall haue a dozen of Cufhions 
apaine, you haue buteleuen now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me: for the man is dead, that you and Pi- 
{ftoll beate among you. 

Dol, Ietell thee what, thou thin maninaCenfor; I 
{Willhaue you as foundly {windg’d forthis, you blew- 
{Bottel’d Rogue: you filchy famifh’d Corre&tioner, ifyou 
|benot fwing’d, Ile forfweare halfe Kirtles. ; 
| Of. Come, come, you fhee-Knight-arraht, come, 


of fafferance,comes eafe, 

|, Dol. Come you Rogue, come: 

Bring meto a luftice, 

Hoft. Yes, come you ftaru'd Blood-hound, 
Dol. Goodman death, goodman Bones. 
Hof. Thou Anatomy, thou. 

Dei, Come you thinne Thing : 

Come you Rafcall. 


Of, Very well. - Exennte 
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haue beene my Friendes : and woe vnto my Lord Chiefe 


Hofteffe. No, thou arrant knaue: I would Tmight dy, 


Hot, O, that right fhould thus o'recome might. Wel — 








S$ ND spent sai 


i NE 
te nen 


Enter twa Groomes. 
1.Groo. More Rufhes,more Rufhes. 
2.Greo, The Trumpets haue founded twice, 
1.Groo. It willbe two of the Clocke, ere they come 
from the Coronation. ; Exit Groo, 


Enter Falftaffe,Sbatlow, Piftoll, Bardolfe,and Page. 


















Faiftaffe. Stand heere by me, M. Robert Shalow,I will 
make the King do you Grace. J willleere vpon him, as. 
he comes by: and do but marke the countenance that hee 
willgiueme. On AY 

Piftol. Bleffe thy Lungs good Knight. ae 

- Faif?, Come heere Piffel,ftand behind me. O if Thad 
had time to haue made new Liueries, Iwould haue be« 
ftowed the thoufand pound I borrowed'of you.But it is. 
no matter, this poore thew doth better: this doth inferre, 
thezeale Ihad to fee him. eer. SOR ag 

Shal, It doth fo, ieee 

Falf?, It fhewes my earneftneffe in affection, ) 

Pift, Ic doth fo. Poa tye i 

Fal. My deuotion. casa 

Pift. Ic doth,it doth,it doth, 

‘Fal. Asit were, to tideday andnight, ~ 
And not to deliberate, not toremember, 
Not to haue patience to fhift me! 

Shal, It ismoft certaine, 

Fal, But to ftand ftained with Trauaile, and fweating. 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting 
all affayres in obliuion,as ifthere were nothing elsto bee 
done, but to fee him. i 

Pift. "Tis femper idem : for obfqne hoc nihil eft. *Tis all 
in euery part. 

Shal. Tis Co indeed. 

Pi. My Knight, will enflame thy Noble Liuer, and 
make thee rage, Thy Del,and Helen of thy noble thoghts } 
isin bafe Durance, and contagious: prifon «| Hall’d thie 
ther by moft Mechanicall and durty hand, Rowze vppe 
Reuengefrom Ebonden, withfell Alecto’sSnake, for 
Dolis in. Piftol,{peakes nought but troth, ; 

Fal. 1 will deliuer her, . 

Piffol. There roar’d the Sea: and Trumpet Clangour: 
founds. 


The Trumpets fond, Enter King Henrie the 
Fift, Brothers, Lord Chiefe 
Inftice. 


Falfi, Sauethy Grace,King Hall, my Royall Hall. 
Pift, The heauens thee guard,and keepe, moftroyall 
Impe of Fame. 
Fal. ’Saue thee my {weet Boy. - 
King. My Lord Chiefe Iuftice, fpeaketo that vaine 
man, 
Ch.Juft. Haue you your wits ? 
Know you what’tis you fpeake ? 
Fal. My King, my Toue ; I {peake to thee, my heatte | 
King. 1 know thee not,old man: Fall to thy Prayers + 
How ill white haires become a Foole, and Iefter is 
a 




















































































































































































































































































































































































460 The fecond Part of. King Tensy the Fourth. 
ee oe \— 
:| Pattelong dream’d offuch a kinde of man, * 
So furfeit-fwell’d, fo old, and fo prophane: giue meyour Deublet, and ftuffeme out 
‘| But being awake, I do defpife my dreame. befeech you, good Sir Joby, let mee haue 
*| Make lefie thy body (héncé)jand more thy Grace, my thoufand, se: ge 
| Leaue gourmandizing ;.KnowtheGraue doth gape || Fal. Sir,Lwillbe as goodas my word. This that yo 
For thee, thrice wider then for other meni. | heard, was, but a colour, ae 

ot tO I Shall. A colour I feare,that you will dye, in Sir Toby 


Fal. Feare no colours, go with méto dinner; 
Come Lieutenant Piste/, come Bardolfe, 





Shal. 1 cannot well perceiue how, vnleffe you thouta 
with Straw, y| 


fue hundred of 


; For heauen doth know ((o fhall the world perceive), 
That 1 haue rurn’d away, my former Selfe, I fhall be fent for foone.atnight. ' 

So will Lthofe that kept me Companie, Ch.Iuft, Go carry Six John Falfafe to theBlecte 

| Whed thou doft heare fam, as I haue.bin, Take allhis Company along with him, ine 
“Approach me, and thou fhalt be as thou wast _\ Fal, My.Lord.my Lord. 

| The Tutor end the Feeder of my Riots; Ch. Luf?....cannotnow fpeake, I will heare you fon: 
Till then, ¥ banifhythee,on paine of death, Take themaway, 

4 As Lhaue done thereftof my Mifleaders, ' Pit. Si fortuna me tormento, [pera me contento, 
Notto come neere our Perfon, by ten mile. os syyre Exit. Manet Lancaffer and Chiefe lie, 

For competence of life, 1 willallow you, Toba, Vike this faire proceeding of the Kings: 

4} That lacke of meanes enforce younot to euill ; He hath intent his wonted Followers 


| Andas we heare you do reforme your felues, Shall all be very well prouided for : 
But all are banifhe,till cheir conuerfations 
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4. We willaccording to your ftrength,and qualities, 
1 Give you aduancemens, Beit your charge (my Lord) Appeare more wife,and modeft to the world, 
i , Chiluft. And {o they are. 


r ? 
John. The King hath call’d his Parliament, 
My Lord. 
Ch. Iuft. Hehath, 
Tobn. I will lay oddes,that ere this'yeere expire, 
We beare our Ciuill Swords. and Natiue fire 
As farreas France, J hearea Bird fo fing, 
Whole Muficke (to my thinking)pleas’dthe King. 
Come,will you hence? - Exenut 


To feeperform'd the tenure of our word, Seton. 

ie Sha Tu Bes Exit King. 
| Fal. Matter Shallow! owe you athoufand pound. 
|). Shal. Imarry Six Jobx, which I befeech you to let me 
| have home with mes 8) sees caer. 
| Fal.That can hardly be,M.Shaflow, do not you grieve 
| at this: I fhall be fent for in priuateto him: Looke you, 
{ he muft feeme thus to the;world: feare not your aduance- | 
4 Ment : I will be the man yet,that fhall make you great, | 
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IRST, my Feares then; my (urtfie: last, my Speech. 
S°\|| My Feare, is your Displeafure : My (urtfie, my Dutie : 
Fy || And my Speech, to Beg ceyour Pardons. If youlooke for. a. 
ie y good Speech now, you undoe me: For what. Lhauetofay; a: 
VACIF lof mine owne making: and iphat:(indéed) I fhouldifays will: 
Pox (2 doubt) prooye mine owe marririg.” But to'che Purpofe, 
and fo tothe Venture. “Be it Knowne toy On. (as it 16 Very. 
well) Iwas lately heere in the end of a difpleafing Play, topray your Patience 
for it, and to promife youa Better : Idid meane (indeede ) to pay you with this,’ 
which if (like anill Venture) it come cunluckily home, Tbreake; and youmy gen: 
tle Creditors lofe...deere Ipromift you T would be, and heere I commit my Bodie 
to your Mercies : Bate me fome, and Iwill pay you fome, and( as moft. Debtors do) 
promife you infinitely, ! rouse 
Ifmy Tongue cannot entreate you toacquit md: Will you command me to ue, 
my Legges ? And yet that were but light payment, to Dance out of your debt: But 
agood ( onfcience,will make any pofsible fatisfattion, and fo will I. All the Gen=’ 
tlewomen here, haue forgiven me, if the Gentlemen will not,then the Gentlemen. 
do not agree with the Gentlewowen, which was neuer feene before, in fuch an Ale. 
embly. | at 
3 One word more, I befeech you : if you be not too much cloid with Fat Meate, 
our bumble Author will continue the Story (with Sir lohn init) and make you, 
merry, With faire Katherine of France: where (for any thing [know ) Fal-- 
ftaffe /hall dye of a fweat, onleffe already he be killd with your hard Opinions : 
For Old-Caftle dyed.a Martyr, and this is not the man. My Tongue is Yearie, 
when my Legs are too, I will bid you good night; and fo kneele downe before you: 
But (indeed ) to pray for the Queene. a ona r 
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The Life of 





Fora Mufe of Fire, that would afcend 
The brights? Heauew of Inuention : 
A Kingdomse for a Stage, Princes to Att, 
Avd Monarchs to bebold the fweKing Scene. 
Then fhould the Warlike Harry, like bimfelfe, 
Afvme the Port of Mars, and at his beeles | 
Leafht in, like Hounds) (bould Famine,Sword,and Fire 
Crouch for employment. But pardon,Gentles all : | 





— 


Theflar vnrayfed Spirits, that hath dar’d, 

Onthis onworthy Scaffold, te bring forth 

Sogreat an Obie. Can this Cock: Pit hold 

The vaffie fields of France ¢ Or may we cramme 
within this Woodden O, the very Caskes 

That did affright the Ayre at Agincourt ? 

O pardon : [ince acrocked Figure may 

Atteft in little place a Million, 

Ard let vs Cyphers to this great Accompt, 





eA thus Primus. 





Enter the two Bifvops of Canterbury and Ely. 





Bifk. Cant, 
Mal Lord, le tell you,that felfe Bill is vre"d, 
fey) WV hich in th’eleuéth yere of ¥laft Kings reign 
Bi 1 Was like,and had indeed againft vs paft, 
BEdy Buc that the {cambling and ynquiet time 
Did push it out of farther queftion, 
Bil. Ely. But how my Lord fhall we refift it now? 
Bih.Cant, It muft be thought on:if it paffe againft ys, 
Weloofe the better halfe of our Poffeffion; _ 
Forall the Temporall Lands, which men deuout 
ByTeftament haue given to the Church, 
Wouldthey rip from vss being valu’d thus, 
Asmuch as would mainraine,to the Kings honor, 
Full ifteene Earles,and fifteene hundred Knights, 
Six thoufand and two hundred good Efquires : 
And to reliefe of Lazars,and weake age 
Of indigent faint Soules,paft corporall toyle, 
hundred Almes-bonfes right well {upply’d : 
And to the Coffers of the King befide, 
Athoufand pounds by th’yeere. Thus runs the Bill. 
Bifh.Ely. This would drinke deepe. 








Bih.Ely, But what prevention? 


Bifh.Cant.’T would drinke the Cup and all. | 


v 
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Enter Prologue. . | “ten, 





| Into athoufand parts diuide one Man, 


- Admit me Chorus to this Historie 





A fearefull Battaile rendred you in Mufique- 
¥ ian . — 3 < oss ——————— 








On your imaginarie Forces worke. 

Suppofe within the Girdle of thefe walls 

Are now confin'd two mightie Monarchies, 
Whofe high vp-reared,and abutting Fronts, 
The perillous narrow Ocean parts afunder. 
Pecce ont-onr imperfections with your thoughts : 


And make imaginarie Puiffance. : 

Thinke when we talke of Horfes,that you {ee thems 
Printing their prowd Hoofes ¢tb’ receming Earth: 
For 'tis your thoughts that now muf-deck our Kings, 
Carry thers bere and there : Dumping o've Times 3 
Tarning th accomplilbment of many yeeres 

Into an Howre-gla(fe: for the which (upplie, 


Who Prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 


Gently to beare, kindly.to iudge our Play. Exit; 


Scena “Prima. 


Bifo. Cant. The King is full of grace, and faire re- 
ard. 
Bifb Ely. And a true louer of the holy Church, 
Bilh Cant. The courfes of his youth promis’d it not. 
The breath no fooner left his Fathers body, 
Bur that his wildnefle,mortify’d in him, 
Seem'd to dye too : 'yea,at that very moment; 
Contideration like an Angell came, 
And whipt th’offending Adams out of him 
Leauing his body as a Paradife, 
T inuelop and containe Celeftiall Spirits. 
Neuer was fucha fodaine Scholler made: 
Neuer came Reformation ina Flood, 
With fucha heady currance {cowring faules: 
Nor neuer Hidra-headed Wilfulneffe 
So foone did loofe his Seats and all at onceg 
Asin this King: 
Bifb. Ely; Weare bleffed in the Change. 
Bifh.Cant. Heare him but reafon in Diuinitie 
And all-admiring, with an inward with 
You would defire the King were made a Prelate: 
Heare him debate of Commonewealth Affaires; 
You would fay,it hach been all ia all his Rudy: 
Lift his difcourfe of Warre; and you fhall heare 





Turne 




























































































































































































































































































670 The Lifeof Hemnibe ifs. 


Turne him to any Caufe of Pollicy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will vnloofe, 

Familiar as his Garter: that when he {peakes, 

The Ayre,a Charter'd Libertine, is fill, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens eares, 

To fteale his {weet and honyed Sentences: 

So thatthe Art and Pradtique part of Life, 

Mutt be the Miflreffeto this Theorique. 

Which is a wonder how his Grace fhould gleane it, 
Since his addi@tion was to Courfes vaine, 

His Companies vnletret’d,rude,and fhallow, 

His Houres fiil’d vp wich Ryots, Banquets,Sports ; 
And neuer noted in him any ftudie, 
Any retyrement, any fequeltration, 
From open Haunts and Popularitie. 

 -B.ly. The Strawberry growes vnderneath the Nettle, 
And holefome Berryes thriue and ripen beft, 
Neighbour’d by Fruit of bafer qualicie: 

And fo the Prince obfcur'd his Contemplation 
Vader the Veyle of Wildneffe,which (no doub:) 
Grew like the Summer Grafle, fafteft by Night, 
Vnfeene, yet creffiue in his facultie. 

B.Cant. It mutt be fo; for Miracles are ceaht: 
And therefore we muft needes admit the meanes, 
How things are perfected. 

B.Ely. But my good Lord: 

How now for mittigation of this Bill, 
Vre’d by the Commons ? doth his Maic fie 
Incline to it,or no? 
B.( ant, He feemes indifferent : 
Or rather fwaying more vpon our part, 
Then cherifhing th’exhibiters againft ve: 
For I have made an offer to his Maieftie, 
Vpon our Spirituall Conuocation, 
And in regard of Caufes now in hand, 
Which I haue open’d to his Grace at large, 
As touching France, to ginea greater Summe, 
Then euer at one time the Clergie yet 
Did to his Predeceffors pare withalls y 
B. Ely. How did this offer feeme receiu'd,my Lord? 
B.Caat. With good acceptance of his Maiettie : 
Saue that there was not time enough to heare, 
As I perceiu’d his Grace would faine haue done, 
The feueralls and vnhidden paflages 
Of his true Titles co fome certaine Dukedomes, 
And generally,to the Crowne and Seat of France, 
Deriu’d from Edward, his great Grandfather. 
B.Ely. What was th impediment that broke this off? 
B.Cant. The French Embaffador vpon that inftant 
Crati'd audience ; and the howre I thinke is come, 
To giue him hearing : Is it foure a Clock ? 
B, Ely, Tc 1S6 
B.Cant. Then goe we in,to know his Embaffie: 
Which I could with a ready guefie declare, 
Before the Frenchman fpeske a word of it. 
B.E/y, Ue wait vpon you,and J long to heare'it, - 
Exennt. 
Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford, Clarence, 
“ — Warwick, WeStmerland, ana Exeter. 
King. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 
Exeter. Not here in piefence, 
King. Send for him, good Vuackle, 
Weft Shall we callin th’ Ambaffador,my Liege? _ 
King. Not yet,my Coufin: we would be refolu’d, 
Before we heare him,of fome things of weight, 
That taske our thoughts,concerning vs and France, 
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Enter two Bifkops, . 

B.Cant.God and his Angels guard your facred Th 
And make you long become it, 

King. Sure we thanke you, : 
My learned Lord,we pray you te proceed,” 
And iuftly and religioufly vnfold, 

Why the Law Salike,that they haue in France, 
Or fhould or fhould not barre vs in our Cla me: 
And God forbid,my deare and faithful Lord, 
That you fhould fafhion, wreft,or bow your readin 
Or nicely charge your vnderftanding Soule, S 
With opening Tixles mifcreate, whofe right 
Sutes not in native colours with the truth: 
For God doth know, how many now in health, © 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation 

OF what your reuerence fhall incite ysto, 
Therefore take heed how you impawne our Perfop 
How you awake our fleeping Sword of Ware; ” 
We charge you in the Name of God take heed: 
For never two fuch Kingdomes did contend, 
Without much fall of blood, whofe guiltleffe drops - 
Are euery one,a Woe,a fore Complaint, 

“Gainft him,whofe wrongs giues edge vnto the Swords 
That makes {uch wafte in briefe mertalitie, 
Vader this Coniuration,fpeake my Lord: 
For we will heare,note,and beleeve in heart, 
That what you {peake,is in your Confcience wathr, 
As pure as finne with Baptilme. 

B.C an.Then heare me gracious Soneraign,& youPeers, 
That owe your felues,your liues,and feruices, 
To this Imperiall Throne. here is no barre 
Tomake againft your Highneffe Clayme to France, 
But this which they produce from Pharamond, 
In terram Salicam Mulieres ne {uccedanl, 

No Woman fhall fucceed in Salike Land: 
Which Salike Land,the French vniuftly gloze 
To be the Realme of France, and Pharamend 
The founder of this Law, and Female Barre. 

Yet their owne Authors faithfully affirme, 
That the Land Salike is in Germanie, 
Betweere the Flouds of Sala and of Elue: 
Where Charles the Great hauing fubdu’d the Saxons, 
There left behind and fettled certaine French: 
Who holding in difdaine the German Women, 
For fome difhoneft manners of their life, | 
Eftabliflat then this Law; to wit,No Female _ 
Should be Inheritrix in Sa/#ke Land : 

Which Salike (as I faid) twixt Elue and Sala, 
Is.at this day in Germanie,call'd Afeifen. 

Then doth it well appeare, the Salike Law 

Was not deuifed for the Realme of France: 

Nor did the French poffeffe the Salike Land, 
Vntill foure hundred one and twentie yeeres 
After defunétion of King Pharamond, 

Idly fuppos’d the founder of this Law, 

Who died within the yeere of our Redemption, 
Foure hundred twentie fix: and Charles the Great 
Subdu’d the Saxons,and did feat the French 
Beyond the Riuer Sala, in the yeere 

Eight hundred fiue, Befides,their Writers fay, 
King Pepin,which depofed Childerike, 

Did as Heire Generall, being defcended : 
Of Blithild,which was Daughter to King Clothair, 
Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of Frances 
Hugh Capet alfo,who vfurpt the Crowne 
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Of Charles the Duke of Loraine, fole Heiremale 
Of the crue Line‘and Stock of Charles the Great : 
‘|To find his Title with fome fhewes of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was‘corrupt and naught, 
Conuey'd himfelfe as th’'Heire to th’ Lady Lizgare, 
Daughter to Charlemaine who was the Sonne 
To Lewes the Emperour,and Lewes the Sonne” ' 
Of Charles che Great: alfo King Lewes the Tenth, 
| Who was fole Heire to the Viurper Caper, 
Could not keepe quiet in his confcience, - 
Wearing the Crowne of France;’till farisfied,” 
That faire Queene //abel,his Grandmother, 
Was Lineall of the Lady Ermiengare, 
Daughter to Charles the forefaid Duk of J oraine: 
Bythe which Marriage the Lyne of Char .es'the Great’ 
Was re-vnited to the Crowne’of France. 
§o, that ascleare as'is the Summers Sunne, | ° 
King Pepins Title,and Hugh Capers Clayme, 
King Lewes bis fatisfaction, all appeare 
Tohold in Right and Title of the Female: - 
Sodoe the Kings of Prance ynto this day. 
Howbeit,they would hold vp this Salique Law, 
To barre your Highneffe clayming from the Female, 
Andrather chufeto hidetheminaNet, — 
Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, 
Vfurpt from you and your Progenitors. 
Kiag.May J with right and confcience make this claim? 
Bib.Cant. The finne vpon my head, dread Soueraigne: 
Forin the Booke of Numbers is it writ, 
| When the man dyes, let the Inhericance 
Delcend vnto the Daughter, Gracious Lord, 
_. [Stand for your owne,vnwind your bloody Flagge, 
Looke back into your mightie Anceftors : 
Goemy dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tombe, - 
From whom you clayme; inuoke his Warlike Spirit, 
And your Great Vinckles, Edward the Black Prince, 
| Who on the French ground play'd a Tragedie, 
|Making defeat on the full Power of France: 
| Whiles hismoft mightie Father ona Hill 
Stood fmiling,to behold his Lyons Whelpe 
|Forrage in blood of French Nobilitie, | 
ONoble Englifh,that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces, the full pride of Fraitce, 
And let another Halfe ftand laughing by, 
Allout of worke,and cold for aétion. 
Bib. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead; 
And with your puiffaut Arme renew their Feats; 
Youare their Heire, you fit vpon their Throne: 
|The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veines: and my thrice-puiffane Liege. 
inthe very May»Morne of his Youth, i 
[Ripe for Exploits and mightie Enterprifes. 





[Docall expegt, chat you fhouldrow{eyour felfe, 
|Asdid the former’Lyons of your Blood. (might; 
| (ef. They knaw.yout Grace hath caufe,and means,and 
Sohath your Highneffe : neuer King of England: 
Had Nobles ri¢heryand moteloyall Subiects, =.’ 
Whofe hearts haue left their bodyes here in England, 
jAnd lye pauillion’d:in the fields‘of France, «2 
Bifh.Can, O-leetheir bodyes follow my deare:Liege 

ith Bloods and Sword and:Fire,to win your Right : 
Inayde whereot,we of the Spiritualtie fen 
Will rayfe your Highneffe {uch amightie Summe, 
Asneuer didtheGlergie at onetime 

ag to any of your Ancefters, 






‘| 





King. We muftnot onely arme tinuade the French, : 


Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of che Earth 


| Which pillage,they with merry march bring home: 


isle 





Sut lay downe our proportions, to'defend 
Againit the Scot,who will make roade vpon vs, 
With all aduantages. ty 
Bife.Can. They of thofe Marches, gracious Souéraign, 
Shall be a Wall fufficient to defend agate 
Our in-land fromthe pilfering Borderers, 
_ King. We do not meane the courfing fhatchers onely, 
But feare the maine intendment of the Scor, 
Who hath been ftill'a giddy neighbour to ys: 
For you fhall reade,chat my great Grandfather 
Neuer went with his forces into France, 
But that the Scot,on his vnfurnitht Kingdome, 
Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach; 
Wich ample and brim fulnefle of his force, |” 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot Aflayes, 
Girding with grievous fiege,Caftles and Townes s 
That England being emptie of defence, 
Hath thooke and trembled atth’ill neighbourhood, 
&.Cas.She hath bin thé more feat’d thé haray'd,myLiege: } 
For heare her but exampl’d by her felfe, vs 
When all her Cheualrie hath been in France, 
And thee a mourning Widdow of her Nabies, 
Shee hath her felfe not oncly well defeuded, 
But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots: whom thee did fend to France, 
To fill King Edwards fame with prifoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayie, 
As isthe Owfe and bottome of the Sea 
Wich funken Wrack,and fumeleffe Treafuries. 
_ Bifh. Ely. But there’s a faying very old and true, 
If that you will France wm, then with Scotland first begias 
For once the Eagle (England) being in prey, 
To her vnguarded Neft,the Weazell (Scot) 
Comes f{neaking, arid fo fucks her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Car, 
Totame and hauocke morethen fhe can eate. 
Exet. It followes theu, the Cat mutt ftay at home, 
Yetthac is buca cruth’d necefsiry, 
Since we haue lockes to fafegard neceffaries, 
And pretty trapsto catch the petty theeues. 
While thatthe Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th’aduifed head defends it felfe at home: 
For. Gouernment, though high,and low,and lower, 
Put into parts,doth keepein one confent, » 
Congreeing in a full and natural clofe, 
Like Maficke. — ~ 
Cant. Therefore doth heauen diuide 
The ftate of man in diuers functions, 
Setting end -vour in continual motion: 
To which is fixed asan ayme or butt, 
Obedience: for fo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The A& of Order to a peopled Kingdome, 
They haue a King,and Officers of forts, : 
Where fome like Magiftraces corre& athome: 
Others, like Merchants venter Trade abroad: > . 
Others, like Souldiers armed in their flings, 
Make boote vpon the Summers Veluet buddes: - 


Tothe Teat-royal of their Emperor ; 
Whe bufied in his Maiefties furueyes 
The finging Mafons building roofes of Gold, 
The ciuil Citizens kneading vp the hony; 
The poore Mechanicke Porters,crowding im 
Their heauy butchens at his narrow gate: 
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The fad-ey’d Iuftice with his furly humme, 
Delivering ore to Executors pale “ee 
The lazie yawning Drone: I this inferre, 
That many things hauing full reference 

To one confent, may worke contrarioufly, 
As many Arrowesloofed feuerall wayes 42 
Come to one marke : as many wayes meet in one towne, 
As many frefh ftreames meer in one falt fea ; 

As many Lynes clofe in the Dials center : 

So may athoufand aGtions once a foote, 

And in one purpofe, and be all well borne 

Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Diuide your happy England into foure, 
-Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 

And you withall fall make all Gallia thake, 
If we with thrice fuch powers left at home, 

Cennot defend our owne doores from the dogge, 

Let vs be worried, and our Nation lofe 
The name of hardineffe and policie. 
) King. Callin the Meflengers fent from the Dolphin. 
Now are we well refolu’d, and by Gods helpe 

And yours, the noble finewes ofour power, 
France being ours, wee'l bend it to our Awe, 
Or breakeitall topeeces. Or there wee'l fit, 

(Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 

Ore France, and all her (almoft) Kingly Dukedomes) 
Or lay thefe bones in an vnworthy Vrney 

Tombleffe, with no remembrance ouer them : 
Either our Hiftory fhall with full mouth 

Speake freely of our ets, or clfe our graue 

Like Turkifh mute, fhall haue a tongueleffe mouth, 
Not worfhipt with a waxen Epitaph. 

Enter Ambaffadors of France. 
Now are we well prepar’d co know the pleafure 
Of our faire Cofin Dolphin: for we heare, 
Your greeting is from him, not fromthe King. 
Amb, May’t pleafe your Maieftie te giue ys leauc 
Freely to render what we haue in charge: 
Or fhall we {paringly thew you farre off 
The Dolphins meauing, and our Embafsie. 

King. Weareno Tyrant, but aChriftian King, 
Vato whofe grace our pafsionis as fubiect 
As is our wretches fettred in our prifons, 
| Therefore with franke and with yacurbed plainneffe, 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Amb. Thus than in few: 
Your Highneffe lately fending into France, 
Did claime fome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Ofyour great Predeceffor,King Edward the third. 
In anfwer of which claime, the Prince our Mafter 
Sayes, that you fauour too much of your youth, 
And bids you be aduis’d : There's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne : 
You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there. 
| He therefore fends you meeter for your fpirit 
This Tun of Treafures and in lieu of this, 
Defires you ict the dukedomes that you claime 
Heare no more ofyou, This the Do/phia {peakes. 

King. What Treafure Vncle ? 

Exe. Tennis balles, my Liege. 

Kin, Weare glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with vs, 
His Prefent, and your paines we thanke you for: 
When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe Balles, * 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play afer, 

Shall {trike his fathers Crowne into the hazard, 
Tell him, he hath made a'match with fucha Wrangler, 
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That all the Courts of France will be difturb’d cS 
With Chaces. And we vnderftand himwell, 
How he comes ore vs with our wilder dayes, | 
Not meafuring what vfe wemadeofthem. 
Wencuer valew'd this poore feate of England 
Andtherefore liuing hence, did giue our felfe. 
To barbarous licenfe : As’tis euer common, 
That men are merrieft, when they are from home, 
But tell the Dolphin, I will keepe my State, 
Belikea King, and fhew my fayle of Greatneffe 
When I do rowfe mein my Throne of France, — 
|For that I haue layd by my Maieftie, 
And plodded like a man for working dayes : 
But 1 will rife there with fo fulla glorie, 
That I will dazle all the eyes of France, 
Yea ftrike the Do/phis blinde to looke on ys, 
And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mocke of his 
Hath tutn’d his balles to Gun-ftones, and his foule 
Shall ftand fore charged, for the wattefull vengeance 
That fhall:fye with them: for many a thoufend widow) 
Shall this his Mocke, mocke out of their deer hnsbands 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mock Caftles downe 
And fome are yet vngotten and ynborne, 
That fhal haue caufe to curfe the Dolphins fcorne, 
But this lyes.all within che wil of God, 
To whom I doappeale, and in whofe name 
Tel you the Delphic, 1am comming on, 
Te venge meas I may, and co put forth 
My rightfull hand in a wel-hallow’d caufe, 
So get you hence in peace: And tell the Dolphin, 
His Teft will fauour but of fhallow wit, 
When thoufands weepe more then didlaughatit, | 
Conuey them with fafe condu&t. Fare you well, 
" Exenut Ambaffaaors, 
Exe. This was amerry Meflage, 
King. We hope to make the Sender blufh ait: 
Therefore,my Lords, omit no happy howre, 
That may giue furth’rance to our Expedition: 
For we haue now no thought in vs but France, 
Saue thofe to God, that runne before our bufineffe. 
Therefore let our proportions for thefe Warres 
Be foone colle&ed,and all things thought vpon, 
That may with reafonable fwiftnefle adde 
More Feathers to our Wings : forGod before, 
Wee'le chide this Dolphin at his fathers doore. 
Therefore let euery man now taske his thought, 
That this faire AGtion may on foot be brought, Exennt 


Flourifh. Enter Choruse 

Now all. the Youth of England are on fire, 
And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thrive the Armorers,and Honors showght 
Reignes folely in the breaft of euery man. 
They fell the Paflure now,to buy the Horfe; 
Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings, 
With winged heeles,as Englifh Mercuries. 
For now fits Expectation in the Ayre,’ 
And hides a Swerd,from Hilts vnto the Points 
With Crownes Imperiall, Crownes and Coronets, 

cemis’d to Harry, and bis followers. °° 
The Fretichiadnis'd by good intelligence 
Of this moft dreadfull-preparationy’? 
Shake in their feare, and with pale Polticy 
Seeke todiuert the Englith purpofes, | © 
O England: Modell tothy inward Greatnefle, 


Like little Body witha mightie Heart: Woe 
















































what mightft thou do, that honour would thee do, 
Were all thy children kinde and naturall ; 

put fee, thy fault France hath if thee found out, 

net of hollow bofomes, which he filles 

With treacherous Crownes, and three corrupted men: 
One, Richard Earle of Cambridge, and the fecond 
Henry Lord Scroope of Malham, and the third 

i Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 

jue forthe Gilt of France (O guilt indeed) 
Confirm’d Confpiracy with fearefull Prance, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings muftidye. 
{Hell and Treafon hold their promifes, 

free take fhip for France ; and in Southampton. 
linger your patience on, and wee'l'digett 

Thabufe of diftances force a play’ 

The fumme is payde, the Traitors are agreed, 

The King is fet from London, and the Scene 

snow tranfported (Gentles) to Southampton, ' 
Thereis the Play-houfe now, there muft you fit, 
Andthence to France fhall we conuey you fafe, 
And bring you backe: Charming the narrow feas 
To giue you gentle Paffe : forif we may, 

Wee'l not offend one {tomacke with our Play.: 

But till the King come forth,and not till then, 

Vato Southampton do we fhiftour Scene, 
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Exit 


Enter Corporal Nym, and Lieutenant Bardolfe, 
Bar. Well met Corporall Nym. SH8) 
Nym. Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe. 
Bar. What, are Ancient Piffoll and you triends yet? 
Nym. For my part, I care not: I fay little: bur when 
time fhall ferue, there fhall be fmiles, but that fhall be as 
itmay. Tdarenot fight, but] will winke and holdeout 
mine yron sit is 4 fimple one, but whatthough? Itawill 
tofte Cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another mans 
{word will: and there’s an end, 

Bar, Iwill beftow a breakfaft to make you friendes, 
and wee'l bee all three fworne brothers to France: Lert 
befo good Corporall Nyws. 

Nym,Faich, 1 will live folong as] may,that’s the cer- 
tineof it; and when I cannot liue any longer, I will doe 
‘sImay: Thavis my reft, that is the rendeuous of it. | 

Bar, Iris certaine Corporall, thatheis marryed to 
Nell Quickly, and certainly fhe did you wrong, for you 
Were troth-plight to her. 

Nym, | cannottell, Things muft be as they may:men 
may fleepe, and they may haue their throats about them 
atthat time, and dome fay, kniues haue edges : It muft 

¢asitmay, though patience beatyred name, yet fhee 
4 plodde, there muft be Conclufions, well, 1 cannot 
tell, 
Enter Piftoll, & Oxnickly. 

Bar, Heere sae peiseae Pifiall and his wife: good 
ped be patientheere. How now mine Hoafte Pi- 
() 

Pf, Bafe Tyke, cal’thou mee Hofte, now by this 

* I {weare I fcorne the terme: nor fhall my Ne/keep 
gers, 

Hof.No by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that live 
ot by the pricke of their Needles, ‘butiewillbee 
' ought we keepe a Bawdy-houfe ftraight. O welliday 

ady,ifhe be not hewne now, we fhall fee wilful adulte- 
'¥and murther committed, 
, ar, Good Lieutenant,good Corporal offer nothing 
part. Nym. Pith. 
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| perdy ; and which is worfe, within thy naftiemouth. 1} 
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 Pift. Pith for thee, Ifland dogge : thou prickeard cur 


B 

of Ifland. 

Hoft. Good Corporall Nym fhew thy valor,and put } 
vp your {word. | 

Nym. Willyou thogge off? I would haue you folus. | 

Piff. Solus, egregious dog ? O Viper vile; The folusf 
in thy moft meruailous face, the folusin thy teeth, and 
in thy throate, and in thy hatefull Lungs,yea inthy Maw} 


do retort the folus in thy bowels, for] cantake, and Pi-} 
ftols cocke is vp, and flafhing fire will follow. 

Nym, Lam not Barbafon, you cannot coniure mee: 1} 
haue an humor to knocke you indifferently well ¢ Ifyou}? 
grow fowle with me Piftoll, I willfcoure you withmy. 
Rapier, as I may, in fayre tearmes. Ifyou would walke 
off, I would pricke vour guts a little in good tearmes, as | 

I may,and that’s the humor ofit. : 

Piff. OBraggard vile, and damned furious wight, 
The Graue doth gape, and doting death is neere, 
Therefore exhale, ok 

Bar. Heare me, heare me what I fay: Hee that frikes 
the firft ftroake, Ilerun him yp tothe hilts, as Tama fol- 
dier, : 

Pit. An oath of mickle might,and fury fhall abate. 
Giue me thy fift, thy fore.foore to me giue: Thy fpirites 
are moft tall. 

Nym. willcutchy throate one time or otherin faire 
termes, that isthe humor of it. 

Piffoll. Couple agorge, thatisthe word, I defietheea- 
gaine.O hound of Creer, think’ft thou my fpoufe to.get ? 
No, to the {pittle goe, and from the Poudting tub of in. 
famy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Creffids kinde, ‘Doll 
Teare-fheete, fhe by rame, and her efpouie. I haueyand i | 
willhold the Quondam Quickely for the onely fhee sand 
Pauca; there’s enough to goto, ' 

Eater the Boy. 2 

Boy. Mine Hoatt Piffoll, you muft cometomy May- 
fter, and your Hofteffe:He is very ficke,& would tobed. 
Good Bardole, put thy face betweene his fheets, and do 
the Office ofa Warming-pan : Faith, he’s very ill. 

Bard, Away you Rogue. . 

Hoff. By my troth he’l yeeld the Crow a pudding one 
of thefe dayes: the King has kild hisheart. Good Huf- 
band come home prefently. ‘ ai Bie 

Bar. Come,thall I make you two friends. Wee muft 

to France together:why the diuel fhould we keep kniues 
tocutone anothers throats ? 

Pift.' Let floods ore-fwell, and fiends for food howle 
on. 

Nym. You'lpay methe eight fhillings1 won of you 
at Betting? 

Pift. Bafe is the Slaue that payes. 

Nym. That now] wil haue: that’s the humor of it. 

Pi, As manhood fhalcompound:pufhhome, Draw} 

Bard. By this word, heethat makes the firtthruft, | 
Ile kill him ; By this {word,I wil, 

Pi. Sword is an Oath,& Oaths mutt haue'their courfé 

Bar, Coporall Nym,8c thou wilt be friends be frends, 
and thou wilt not, why then be enemies with me to:pre- 
thee put vp. ely 

Piff. ANoble fhalt thou haue, and prefent pay, and 
Liquor likewife will I giueto thee, and friendthippe 
fhall combyne, and brotherhood. Ileliue by Nye, & 
Nymme fhall ue by me, is not thisiuft? For I fhal$ut-} 
ler be vnto the¢Campe, and profits will aecrue.Giue mee} 
thy hand. 
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Ny. I fhall haue my Noble? 
Pit. Incath, moftiuftly payd. 
Nym. Well, then that the humor of't, 
Enter Hofteffe. av 
Hof. Aseuer you.come of women, come in quickly 
to fir Joba A poore heart, hecis fo fhak’dof a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that itis moft lamentable to behold. 
Sweet mien, cometohim. . 
_ Nym. The King hath run bad humors on the Knight, 
that’s the even of it. 
_ Pift, Nym, thou hait fpokethe right, his heart is fra- 
&ted-and-corroborate..... -. 
_. Nym, ‘The King is a goodKing, butit muftbee as. it 
may :hepaffes fome humors, and carreeres. 
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Pit. Levys condole the Knight,tor (Lambckins)we’ 


willliue.. 
Enter Exeter, Bedford, & Wefmerland. 

Bed Fore God his Grace is bold to truft thefe traitors 

Exe. They fhall be apprehended by and by, 

Weft How fmooth and even they do bear themfelues, 
Asifallegeance in their bofomes face 

Crowned with faith, and conftant loyalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception, which they dreame nor of. 

Exe: Nay ,but the mais that was his bedfellow, 
Whom he hath dull’d and cloy’d with gracious fauours ; 
That he fhould for a forraigue purfe, fo fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and treachery, : 

Sound Trumpets. 
Enter the King, Screope,Cambridge, and Gray. 


_ King. Now fits the winde faire, and we willaboord. 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Mafbam, “|p 


And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts: 
Thinke you not that the powres we beare with vs 
Will cut their paflage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the ace, 

For which we haue in head affembled them. 

Scro. No doubt my Liege, ifeach man do his belt. 

King. Idoubtnot that, fince we are well perfwaded 
Wecarry nota heart with vs from hence, 

That growes not ina faire confent with ours: 
Nor leave norone behinde, that doth not with 
Succeffe and Conqueft to attend on vs, 

Cam, Neuer was Monarch better fear’d and Jou’d, 
“| Thenis your Maiefty; there’s not I thinke a fubiet 

That firsin heart-greefe and vneafinefle : 

Vnder the {weet fhade cfyour gouernment. 

Kui. True: thofe chat were your Fathers enemies, 
Haue fteep’d their gauls in bony,'and do ferue you 
With hearts create of duty, and of zeale. 

King. We therefore haue great caufe of thankfulnes, 
And fhall forget the office of our hand 
Sooner then quittance of defert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthineffe, 

Sero. So feruice fhall with fteeled finewes toyle, 
And labour fhall refreth it felfe with hope 
To do yourGrace inceffant feruices. | 

King. We ludgeno lefle, Vnkle of Exeter, ; 
Inlarge the man committed yefterday, 

That rayl’d againft our perfon: We confider 
It was excefle of Wine that fet bim on, 
And on his more aduice, We pardonhim, . 

- Sere. That’smercy, but toomuceh fecurity :' 
Lethim be puni‘h’d Soueraigne, leaftexample 
Breed (by his {afferance) more of fuch akind, 
King. Oletvs yet be mercifull. 










| For your owne reafons turne into your bofomes, - 







Cam. Somay your Highneffe,and yet punifiitos > 
Grey. Sir,you fhew great mercy if you cine hi i 
After the tafte of much correétion. . te if, 
King. Alas, your too much loue and ca og 
Are oe pone *gainft this poore A. . 
Iflittle faults proceeding on diftemper, ‘ 
Shall not be wink’d at, how fhall we Rretch on; eye 
When capitall crimes, chew’d, {wallow’d, and di in 
Appeare before vs? Weel yet inlarge that man aa 
_ Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Gray, in their beens 
And tender preferuation of our perfon hi 
Wold haue him punifh’d.And sow to our Fr 
Who are the late Commiffioners. > 
Cam. Ione my Lord, 
Your Highneffe bad me aske for itto day. 
Scro. So did youmemy Liege, 
Gray. And I my Royall Soueraigne, 
King.Then Richard Earle of Cambridge, there is yours 
There yours Lord Scroope of Mafham, and Sit Knight; 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours : 
Reade them, and know I know your worthineffe, 
My Lord of Weftmerland, and Vokle Exeter, 
We will aboord tonight. Why how now Gentlemen) 
What fee you in thofe papers, that you loofe 
Se much complexion? Looke ye how they change: 
Their cheekes are paper, Why, what reade you there 
That haue fo cowarded and chac’d yourblood 
Out of apparance. 
Cam. 1 do confeffe my fault, 
And do fubmit me to your Highneffe merey, 
» Gray, Sero. To which we all appeale, 
King, The mercy thac was quicke in vs but late 
By your owne countaile is fuppreft and kill'd: 
You muft not dare (for fhame) to talke of mercy, 














ench caules, 


As dogs vpon their maitters, worrying you: 
See you my Princes, and my Noble Peeres, 
-Thete Englifh monflers ; My Lord of Cambridge here, 

You know how apt ourloue was, to accord 
To furnith wich all appertinents 
Belonging to his Honour ; and this man, 
Hath fora few light Crownes, lightly confpir'd 
And {worne vnto the pra¢tifes of France 
To kill vs heerein Hampton, To the which, 
This Knight no leffe for bounty bound to Vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fworne, But O, 
What fhall I fay to thee Lord Scroope,thou cruell, 
Ingratefull, fauage,and inhumane Creature? 
Thou that didft beare the key of all my counfailes, 
That knew'ft the very bortome of my foule, 
That (almoft) might’ft haue coyn’d me into Golde, 
Would’ft thou haue pradtis’d on me, for thy vic? 
May it be pofsible, that forraigne hyer 
Could out of thee extra& one fparke of euill 
That might annoy my finger ?’Tis fo ftrange, 
That though the truth of it ftands offas grofle 
As blacke and white, my eye will {carfely fee it. 
Freafon,and murther, euer kept together, 
As two yoake diuels {worne to eythers purpose, 
Working fo groffely in an naturall caufe, 
That admiration did not hoope at them. 
But thou (gainft all proportion) didft bring in 
Wonder to waite on treafon, and on murther : 
And whatfoeuer cunning fiend it was 
That wrought vpon thee fo prepofteroully, 
Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence : 
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Andother diuels that fuggeft by treafons, 

Do betch and bungle vp damnation, 

With patches, colours, and with formes being fetcht 
From glift’ring femblances of piety: 

Buche that cemper’d thee, bad thee ftand vp, 

Gaue thee noinftance why thou fhouldft do treafon, 


"| ypleffe to dub thee with the name of Traitor, 


if that fame Dzemon that hath gull'd thee thus, 
should with his Lyon-gate walke the whole world, 
He might recurne to vafte Tartar backe, 4 
And tell the Legions, I can never win 

Afoule fo eafie as that Englithmans, 

Oh, how haft thou with icaloufie infe&ted 

The {weetneffe of afiance? Shew men dutifall, 

Why fo didft thou ; feeme they graue and learned ? 
why fo did thou, Come they of Noble Family ? 
Why fo didft thow.Seeme they religious ? 

Why fo didft chou. Orare they {pare in diet, 

Free from groffe pafsion, or of mirth, oranger,' 
Conitant in fpirit, not fweruing with the blood, 
Garnifh'd and deck’d in modeft complements, 

Not working with the eye,without the eare, 
Andbutin purged iudgement trufting neither, 

such and fo finely boulted didft thou feeme: ~ 

And thus thy fall hath left a kinde of blor, 

To make thee full fraught man, and beft indued 
Withfome fufpition, | will weepe for thee, 

Por this revolt of thine, me thinkes is like 

Another fall ofMan, Their faults are open, 


Acre therm tothe anfwer of the Law,’ 


And God acquit them of their pra&tifes. 


Richard Earle of Cambridge . 

Jarreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scroope of Marjham, 

Jarreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northumberland, 

Scro, Our purp ofes, God iuftly hath difcouer’d, 
And Irepent my fault more then my death, 
Which I befeech your Highneffe co forgiuess 
Although my body pay the price of ir. 

Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not feduce,t 
Although I did admit it as a motiue, 
The fooner to effeét what I intended : 


‘But God be thanked for prevention, 


Which in fufferance heartily will reioyce, 
Beleechine God, and you, to pardon mee. 
Gray. Neuer did faithfull fubiect more reioyce 
Atthe difcouery of moft dangerous Treafon, 
Then I do at this houre ioy ore my felfe, 
Prevented from a damned enterprize ; 
My faule, bue not my bedy, pardon Soueraigne, 

King. God quit youin his mercy:Hear your fentence 
You haue confpir’d againft Our Royall perton, 
loyn’d with an enemy proclaim’d,and from his Coffers, 
Receyu'd the Golden Earneft of Our death: 
herein you would haue fold your King to flaughter, 
is Princes, and his Peeres to feruitude,. 


His Subiegts to opprefsion, and contempt,s 
And his whole Kingdome into defolation : 
Touching our perfon, feeké we no reuenge,' 


ut we our Kingdomes fafety wut fo tender, 
oferuine you fought, that to her Lawes 
dodeliner you. Get you therefore hence, 
Poore miferable veretches )to your death: 
etafte whereof, God of his mercy giue 


— 
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Exe. Jarreftthee of High Treafon, by the name of 
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You patience to indure, and true Repentance 

Of all your deare offences. Beare them hence. 

Now Lords for France : the enterprife whereof 

Shall be to you as vs, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a faire and luckie Warrte, 

Since God fo gracioufly hath brought tolight 

This dangerous Treafon, lurking in our way, 

To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now, 

But euery Rubbe is fmoothed on our way. seg 

Then forth,deare Countreymen: Let vs deliver 

Our Puiflance into the hand of God, 

Putting it ftraight in expedition. . 

Chearely to Sea,the fignes of Warre aduance, a4 

No King of England,if net King of France, Flourifh. 
Enter Piftok,Nim,Bardolph,Boy and Hofteffe. °° | 

Hofteffe. *Prythee honey {weet Husband, letme bring 
thee to Staines. Salalah 

Piffol. No: for my manly heart dotherne. Bardolph, 
be blyche: Mins,rowfe thy vaunting Veines: Boy, brifsle 
thy Courage vp : for Falftaffe hee is dead, and wee muft 
erne therefore, i 

Bard, Would I were with him, wherefomere hee is, 
eyther in Heaven, orin Hell. : 

Hofteffe. Nay fure,hee’s not in Hell: hee’s in Arthurs 
Bofome,if euer man went to 4rthars Bofome: a madea 
finer end,and went away and it had beene any Chriftome 
Child: a parted eu’n iuft betweene T welue and One,eu’n 
at the turning o’th’ Tyde: for after I faw him fumble with 
the Sheets,and play with Flowers,and {mile vpon his fin- 
gers end, I knew there was but one way: for his Nofe was 
as fharpe asa Pen,and a Table of greene fields. How now 
Sir John (quoth I¢) what man? be a good chearé: foa 
cryed out,God,God,God, three or foure times : nowI, 
to comfert him, bid him a fhould not thinke of God; I 
hop’d there was no neede to trouble himfelfe with any. 
fuch thoughts yet: foa bad me lay more Clothes on his 
feet: I put my hand into the Bed,and felt them,and they 
were as cold as any ftone: then] felt to his knees, and fo: 
vp-peer d,and vpward,and all was as coldas any ftone, « 

Nim. They fay he cryed out of Sack, 

Flofteffe. I,thata did. 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hoffeffe. Nay ,that a did not. 

Boy. Yes thatadid, and faid they were Deules: incar- 
nate, 

Woman. A could never abide Carnation, "twas aCo-. 
Jour he never hik’d. 

Boy. Afaid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women, 

Hoffeffe. A did in fome fort(indeed) handle Women: 
but then hee was rumatique, and talk’d of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Doe you not remember a fawa Flea fticke vpon 
Bardolphs Nofe,and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell, & 

Bard. Well,the fuell is gone that maintain’d that fire: 


Exit. 


om 


\ 


| that’s all the Riches J got in his feruice. 


Nim. Shall wee fhogg? the King will be gone frem 
Southampton. sais Desai 
Pift. Come,let’s away, My Loue,giue methy Lippes: | 
Looke to my Chattels, and my Moueables: Let Sences 
rule : The world is,Pitch and pay: truft none: for Oathes 
are Strawes, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes,and hold-faft 
isthe onely Dogge: My Ducke, therefore Caseto bee 
thy Counfailor. Goe, cleare thy Chryftalls. Yoke. 


_ fellowes ia Armes, ler vs to France , like Horfe. 


leeches 



















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































{leeches my Boyes, to fucke, to fucke, the very blood to 
fucke, wrk 

Boy. And that's but vawholefome food,they fay. 

iff. Touch her {oft mouth,and march. 

Bard. Farwell Hoftefle. 

Nim, I,cannot .kifle, chat is the humor of it: but 
adieu. 


command, 
Hofteffe.. Farwell: adien. 
Flonrifh. 
Enter the French King,the Dolphis the Dukes 
sje. of Berry and Britaine, 
King. Thus comesthe Englith with full power vponys, 
And more then carefully itvs concernes, 
To anfwer Royaily in our defences, ae 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, : 
Qf Brabant and of Orleance,fhal! make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all fwift difpatch 
Tolyne and new repayre our Townes of Warre . 
With men of courage,and with meanes defendant: 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 
As Waters to the fucking of a Gulfe. 
Ic fits vs then to be as prowident, 
| As feare may teach vs,out of late cxamples 
| Left by the fazall and neglected Englifh, 
{ Vpon our fields, 
Dolphin, My mo sedoubted Father, 
{ Itis moft meet wearme vs gainft the Foe: 
4 For Peace it felfe fhould not fo dulla Kingdome, 
(Though War nor no kuowne Quarrel were in queftion) 
{ Bat that Defences, Mufters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain’d,afflembled,and colle&ed, 
“As were a Warre in expe@ation. 
} Therefore I fay,’tis meet we all goe forth, 
| To view the fick and feeble parts of France: 
And let vs doe it with no fhew.of feare, : 
| No, with no more,then if we heard tirat England 
1 Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance: 
| For,my good Liege, thee is fo idly King’d, 
| Her Scepter fo phantaftically borne, 
| By a vaine giddie fhallow humorous ¥ outh, 
That feare attends her not, 
| ~. Congt. O peace,Prince Dolphin, 
| You are too much miftaken in this King: 
Queftion your Grace the late Embaffadors, 
With what great State he heard their Embaffie, 
How well fupply’d wich Noble Councellors, 
1 How modeit inexception; and withall, 
How.terrible in conftant refolution : 
And you fhallfind;his Vanities fore-{pent, . 
Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus, 
Couering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thofe Roots 
That thall firft {pring,and be moft delicate. 
~ Dolphin. Well, tis not foymy Lord High Conftable. . 
But though wethinke it fo,ic is no matters / 
In.cales of defence,’tis beft. to weigh 
The Enemie more mightie chen he feemes, 
$o,the proportions of detence are fill’d : 
Which ofa weake and niggardly proiection, 
Dothdikea Miler fpoyle his Coat, with {canting 
} Alittle Cloth. 
., King. Thinke we King Harry ftrong : 
4 And Princes, looke you ttrongly arme to meet him. 
The Kindred of him hath beene flefht vpon vs: 


Exeunt 
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. Witneffe our too much memorable fhame, 
, When Creffy Battell fatally was ftrucke, 
And all our Princes captiu'd,by the hand 


Pift. Let Hufwiferie appeare: keepe clofe, 1 thee | 















And he is bred out of that bloodie ftraine, | 


That haunted ys in our familiar Pathes : 


Of that black Name, Edward,black Prince of Wales; 
Whiles that his Mountaine Sire,on Mountaine flandin 
Vp in the Ayre,crown’d with the Golden Sunne : 
Saw his Heroicall Seed,and {mil’dtofeehim 7 
Mangle the Worke of Nature,and deface __ 
The Patternes,that by God and by French Fathers 
Had twentie yeeres been made. This is a Stem 
Of that ViGorious Stock : and let vs feare 
The Native mightineffe and fate of him, 

Enter aMeffenger, 

Me. Embafladors from Harry King of England 

Doe craue admittance to your Maieftie, - 

King. Weele giue them prefent audience, 
Goe,and bring them, 

You fee this Chafe is hotly followed, friends, 

Dolphin. Turne head,and ttop purfuit:for coward Dogs 
Moft {pend their mouths, whé what they fem to threaten 
Runs farre before them, Good my Soueraiene 
Take vp the Englifh thort,and Jet them know 
Of what a Monarchie you are the Head: 
Selfe-loue,my Liege, is not fo vile a finne, 
As felfe-negledting. 

Enter Exeter. 

Kieg. From our Brother of England? 

Exe, From him,and thus he greets your Maicftie: 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightie, 
That you deueft your felfe,and Jay apare 
The borrowed Glories, thar by gift of Heauen, 
By Law of Nature,and of Nations,longs 
To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne, 
And all widesftretched Honors, that pertaine 
By Cuftome,and the Ordinance of Times, 
Vato the Crowne of France: that youmay know 
’Tis no finifter;nor no awk-ward Clayme, 

Picke from the worme-holes of long-vanitht dayes, 
Nor from the duft of old Obliuion rakr, 

He fends you this moft memorable Lyne, 

In euery Branch truly demonftratiue 
Willing you ouer-looke this Pedigree: 

And when you find him euenly deriwd 

From his moft fanv’d,ofifamous Anceftors, 
Edward the thirds be bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome, indire@ly held 
From him,the Natiue and true Challenger. - 

King. Or elfe what followes ? 

Exe, Sloody conftraint; for if you hide the Crownt 
Euen in your hearts,cthere will he rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he comming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a Jone : 
That.if requiring faile,he will compel. 

And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliuer vp the Crowne,and to take mercie 

On the poore Soules,for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaftie lawes:and on your head 
Turning the Widdowes Teares, the Orphans Crytsy 
The dead-mens Blood,the priuy Maidens Groanes, 
For Husbands, Fathers,and bezrothed Louersy 
That fhall be fwallowed in this Controuerfie. 
This is his Clayme,his Threatning,and my Meflage: 
Vnleffe the Dolphin be in prefence heres 


To whom expreflely I bring erecting tos King. ras 
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King. For vs,we will confider of this further: 
Tomorrow fhall you beare our full intenc 
pack to our Brother of England. — 
Delph. For the Dolphin, 
{land here for him: what to him from England? 

Exe, Scorne and defiance, fleight regard,contempt, 

And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mightie Sender, doth he prize you ar. 
Thus fayes my King:and if your Fathers Highneffe 
Doenot,in graunc of all demands at large, 
sweeten the bitter Mock you fent his Maieftie; 
Heele call you to fo hot an Anfwer of ir, 
That Caues and Wombie Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Tref{pas,and returne your Mock ° 
Infecond Accent of his Ordinance. 

Dolph, Say: if my Father render faire returne, 
Jrisagainft my will: for I detire 
Nothing but Oddes with England, 
Tothat end,as matching to his Youth and Vanitie, 
[did prefent him wich the Paris-Balls. 

&xe, Hee'le make your Paris Louer fhake for it, 
Wereit the Miftreffe Court of mightie Europe: 
And be affur’d,you'le find a diffrence, 
Aswe his Subiects haue in wonder found, 
Betweene the promife of his greener dayes, 
And thefe he mafters now: now he weighes Time 
Euen tothe vemoft Graine: that you fhall reade 
Inyour owne Loffes, if he ftay in France. 

King. Tomorrow fhall you know our mind at full. 

Flourifh. 

Exe, Difpatch vs with all fpeed, leaft that our King 
Come here himfelfe to queftion our delay ; 
Forhe is footed in this Land already. 
King. You fhalbe foone difpatcht, with faire conditions, 
ANight is but {mall breathe,and little pawfe, 


Toanfwer matters of this confequence. Exceunt. 





ee 


eA tlus Secundus. 


Flourilh. Enter Chorus. 
{Thus with imagin’d wing our {wift Scene yes, 
|Inmotion of no leffe celeritie then that of Thought. 
Suppofe, that you haue feene 
The well-appointed Kin g at Douer Peer, 
Embarke his Royaltie: and his braue Fleet, 
With filken Streamers,the young Phebus fayning ; 
Play with your Fancies : and in them behold, 
Vpon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boyes climbing; 
Heare the fhrill Whiftle, which doth order giue 
To founds confus’d : behold the threaden Sayles, 
Borne with th’inuifible and creeping Wind, 
Draw the huge Bottomes through the furrowed Sea, 
Brefting the loftie Surge. ‘O,doe but thinke ; 
You ftand ypon the Rivage,and behold 
A Citie on th'inconftant Billowes dauncin g: 

oe fo appeares this Fleet Maiefticall, 
{Holding due courfe to Harflew. Follow, follow: 
Grapple your minds to fternage of this Nauie, 
And leaue your England as dead Mid-night, ftill, _ 
Guarded with Grandfires,Babyes,andold Women, _ 

yther paftjornot arriu'd to pythand puiffance: ~ 
or who is he, whofe Chin is but enricht = 
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With one appearing Hayre,that will noc follow 

Thefe cull’d and choy{e-drawne Caualiers to France? 

Worke,worke your Fhoughts,and therein feea Siege: 

Behold che Ordenance on their Carriages, 

With fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew. ° 

Suppofe th’Embaffador from the French comes back 

Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 

Katherine his Daughter,and with her to Dowrie, 

Some petty and vnprofitable Dukedomes. 

The offer likes not : andthe nimble Gunner _ 

With Lynftock now the diuellifh Cannon touches, 
Alarum,and Chambers goe off. 

And downe goes all before them. Still be kind, 

And eech out our performance with yourmind. Exit, 


Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, and Gloucefter. 
Alarum: Scaling Ladders at Harflew. 
King. Once more ynto the Breach, 
Deare triends,once more ; 
Or clofe the Wall vp with our Englith dead : 
In Peace,there’s nothing fo becomes a maa, 
As modeft ftillneffe,and humilitie; 
But when the blaft of Warre blowes in our eares, 
Then imitate the ation of the Tyger: 
Stiffen the finewes,commune vp the blood, 
Difguife faire Nature wirh hard-fanour'd Rage : 
Then lend the Eyea terrible afped : 
Let it pry through the pertage of the Head, 
Like the Brafle Cannon: letthe Brow o’rewhelme ity 
As fearefully,as doth a galled Rocke j 
O’re-hang and iutty his confounded Bafe, 
Swill’d with the wild and waftfull Ocean, 
Now fet the Teeth,and ftretch the Nofthrill wide, 
Hold hard the Breath,and bend vp euery Spirit 
To his full height. On,on,you Noblith Englith, 
Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of Warre-proofe : 
Fathers, that like fo many Alexanders, 2 
Haue in thefe parts from Morne till Euen foughe, 
And fheath’d their Swords, for lack of argument. 
Difhonournot your Mothers: now atreft, 
That thofe whom you call’d Fathers,did beget you. 
Be Coppy now to me of groffer blood, ot 
And teach them how to Warre, And you good Yeomen, |; 
Whofe Lyms were made in Englands thew vs here 
The mettell of your Pafture: let vs fweare, f 
That you are worth your breeding: which I doubt not: | 
For there is none of you fo meane and bafe, ; oe 
That hath not Noble lufter in your eyes. 
I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the flips, 
Straying vpon the Start. The Game’s afoot: 
Follow your Spirit; and vpon this Charge; 
Cry,God for Harry, England,and S.Georges 
“Alara, and Chambers goe off» 


Enter Nim,Bardolph,Psftoll,and Boy, q 
~ Bard, On,on,on,on,on,to the breach,to the breach. } 
_ Nim. *Pray thee Corporal! ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot : and for mine owne part,] haue nota Cafe of Lives: | 
the humor of it is too hor, that is the very plaine-Song ? 
of it. ™ ae | 
Pif. The plaine-Song is moft iuft : for humors doe a-| 
bound : Knocks goe and come: Gods Vaffals drop and ; 
dye: andSword and Shield, in bloody Field, dothwinne f 
immortall fame, toot nas | 
Boy. Would I were in an Ale-Htfe in Lendon , If 
would giue all my fame fora Pot of Ale,and fafetie. 
seciggenl fend 






















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































high, 


bough. .p.. 
as money. Enter Flueten, 

Flu. Vp tothe breach, you Dogges ;, auaunt you 
Cullions, 

Pift. Be mercifull great Duketo men of Mould: a+ 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage ; abate thy Rage, 
great Duke.. Good Bawcock bate thy Rage: vie lenitie 
{weet Chuck, 

Nim. Thefebe good humors: your Honor wins bad 
abet pete sindy Ai Gesse Exit. 

~ Boy. Asyoung asYam, I hane obferu'd thefe three 
Swafhers: Lam Boy tothem all three, but all they three, 
though they would ferueme, could not be Man to me; 
fér indeed three fuch Antiques doe not amount toa man: 
for Bardolph, hee is white-liuer’d, and red_facds by the 
meanes whereof,a faces it out,but fightsmot: for Pz/fol, 
hee hath a killing Tongue, anda quiet Sword ; by the 
meanes whereof, a breakes \Vords , and keepes whole 
Weapons: for Nim, hee hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the bet men,and therefore hee {cornes to fay 
his Prayers, left a fhould be thought a Coward : but his 

few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
} aneuer broke any mans Head but his owne, and that was 
| againft a Poft,when he was drunke. They will ftealeany 
thing, and call it Purchafe. Bardolph ftole a Lute-cafe, 
| boreit twelue Leagues, and fold it forthree halfepence. 
| Nim and Bardoiph are {worne Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ftole a fire-fhouell. I knew by that peece 
| of Seruice, the mep would carry Coales, They would 

haue me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Gloues 
{ or their Hand-kerchers: which makes much againtt my 
| Manhood, if I fhould take from anothers Pocket, to put 
| into mine ; for it is plaine pockexting vp of Wrongs. 


| Villany goes againft my weake ftomacke, and therefore 
4 Imuft caft it vp... Exit. 






; ma Enter Gower. 

‘Gower, Captaine Fizellen,you mut come refently to 
the Mynes; the Duke of Gloucefter would {peake with 

ou. : 

: Fle. Tothe Mynes? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo 
| good to cometo the Mynes : for looke you, the Mynes 
is not according to the difciplines of the Warre;the con- 
| cauities of it isnot fufficient : for looke you, th’athuer- 
| farie,you may difcuffe vato the Duke, looke you, is digt 


ons. , 
Gower. The Duke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 
of the Siege is giuen, is altogether directed byan Isith 
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. 
Welch. \vis Captaine Makmorrice, is it not? 
=o Gower. I thinke itbe. ' 


_ Welch, Captaine Lamy is a maruellous falorpus Gen. 
tleman;that is certain;and of great expedition and know- 





Boy. As duly, bat not as truly, as Bird doth fingon | 


_| I muft leaucthem, and feeke fome better Seruice: their | 


| him{¢lfe foure yard vader the Gountermines: by Chejbu, | 
1 Ithinkea will plowe vp all, if there is not better directi- 


fo Chrith faue me,I will cut off your Head. 


| better oportunitie to be required, looke you, I will j 
fo bold as to tell you; I know the difciplines ot Wartt: 
and there is anend, 


This is the laceft Parle we will admit: 


















































eels Maintaine hi, 
Argument as well as any, Militarie man inthe World in 
‘ f 


the difciplines of the Priftine Warres of the Romans 

Scot. -] fay. gudday,Captaine Flnehen, i 

Welch, Godden to your Worthip , good Captaing 
Tames. 

Gower. How now Captaine A¢ackmorrice, have you 
quit the Mynes? hauethe Pioners giuen o’re2 

Trifo. By Chrith Law tith ill done: the Worke ith 
giue ouer, the Trompet found the Retreat, By my Hand 
I fweare, and my fathers Soule, the Worke ifh ill done: 
it ifh give ouer : I would haue blowed yp the Towne 
fo Chrifh faue me law, in an houre. Otith ill done,tith il 
done: by my Hand tith ill done, 

welch. Captaine Mackmorrice, I befeech you now 
will you voutfafe me, looke you, a few di{putations with 
you, as partly touching or concerning the difciplines of 
the Warre,the Roman Warres, in the way of Argument 
looke you, and friendly communication: partly to lati 
my Opinion,and partly for the {atisfaction, looke you, of 
my Mind; as touching the direction of the Militarie dif 
cipline, that is the Point, 

Scot. It fallbe vary gud,gud feith,eud Captens bath, 
and I fall quit you with gud leue,as I may pick occafion; 
that fall I mary. ) 

Trifh. It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrith fane me: 
the day is hor, and the Weather, and the Warres, and the 
King,and the Dukes: itis no time to difcourfe,the Town 
is befeech’d: and the Trumpet call vs to the breech, and 
we talke, and be Chrifh do nothing, tis fhame for ysall: 
fo God {a’me tis fhame to Rand fill, it is fhame by Ihy 
hand: and thereis Throats to be cut, and Workestobe 
done,and there ith nothing done, fo Chrift {a’me law, 

Scot. By the Mes, ere theife eyes of mine take them- 
felues to flomber, ayle de gud feruice, or He ligge th’ 
grund forit; ay,or goeto death: and Ile pay tas valo- 
roufly as I may, chat fal J fuerly do; thacis the breff and 
the long: mary, Iwad full taine heard fome queftion 
tween you tway. 

Welch, Captaine Mackmorrice, 1 thinke, looke you, 
vader your correction , there is not many of your Ni 
tion. 

Trifo, OF my Nation ?, What ifh my Nation? Itha 
Villaine,anda Bafterd,and a Knaue, anda Rafcall, What 
ifh my Nation? Wha talkes of my Nation? f 

Welch, Looke you, if you take the matter otherwile 
then is meant, Captaine (Mackmorrice , peraduenture | 
fhall thinke you doe not vfe me with that sffabulitie,asin| 
difcretion you ought to vie me,looke you, being asgood 
amen.as your felfe, both in the difciplines of Warte, and 
in the deriuation of my Birth, and in other particula- 
rities, 

Irifo. 1 doe not know you fo good a man as my [elle 


















Gower. Gentlemen both,you will miftake each other. 
Scot. A,that’sa foule fault. A Parle. 
Gower. The Towne founds.aParley. >. 
Welch. Capitaine Mackmorrice, when there is mort 


Exit. 


Enter the King and all bis Traine before the Gates. 
King. How yet refolues the Governour of che Towne? 


There. 


Sn, 





Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues, 
Orlike to men prowd of deftruction, 
Defie vs to our worft : for as I am a Souldier, 
AName that in my thoughts becomes me beft ; 
ifI begin the batt’rie once againe, 
jwill not leaue the halfe-atchieued Harflew, 
Tillia her athes the lye buryed. 
The Gates of Mercy fhall be all thut vp, 
And the flefh’d Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 
Inlibertie of bloody hand ,fhall raunge 
With Confcience wide as Hell mowing like Graffe 
Your frefh faire Virgins,and your flowring Infants, 
What is it then to me,if impious Warre, 
Arrayed in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 
Doe with his finyrche complexion all fell feats, 
Enlynckt to waft and defolation? 
What is’t come, when you your felues are caufe, 
If your pure Maydens fall into the hand 
Ofhot and forcing Violation ? 
What Reyne can hold licentious Wickedneffe, 
When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere? 
Wemay as bootleffe {pend our vaine Command 
Vpon th’enraged Souldiers in their {poyle, 
Asfend Precepts to the Lewiathan,to come afhore. 
Therefore, you men of Harflew, 
Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, ’ 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 
Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 
Ote-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Of headly Marther,Spoyle,and Villany, 
Iino: why ina moment Iooke to fee 
ue blind and bloody Souldier,with foule hand 
Defite the Locks of your fhrill-fhriking Daughters: 
Your Fathers taken by the filuer Beards, 
And their moft reuerend Heads dafhtto the Walls: 
Yournaked Infants {picted vpon Pykes, 
Whiles the mad Mothers,with their howles confus’d, 
Doebreake the Clouds;as did the Wiues of Iewry, 
At Herods bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 
What fay you? Will you yeeld,and this auoyd? 
Orguiltie in defence, be thus deftroy’d, 

Enter Goucruour. 

Gower, Our expectation hath this day anend: 
TheDolphin, whom of Succours we entreated, 
Retutnes vs,that his Powers are yet not ready, 
Torayfe fo great a Siége: Therefore great King, 
Weyeeld our Towne and Liues to thy foft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates, difpofe of vs and ours, 

For weno longer are defenfible, 

King, Open your Gates: Come Vickle Exeter, 
Goe you and enter Harflew ; there remaine, 

And fortifie ic ftrongly “gainft the French: 
emercy to them all for vs,deare Vackle. 

¢ Winter comming on,and Sicknefle growing 

Pon our Souldiers,we will retyre to Calis. 

Onight in Harflew will we be your Gueft, 

morrow for the March are we addreft, 
Flosrifh, and enter the Towne. 





Enter Katherine and an old Gentlewoman. 


Kathe. Alice, tu as efte es Angleterre, & tu bien parlas 


le Language, 
Alice. En peu Madame. 
Kath, 
th Comient appelle vows le main en _A aglors? 


lice. Le mainil & appelle de Hand, 





Tete prie m'enfiguiex.,il faut que ie Apprend 4 par- 


Sa ee eee 
On 


~~ Kath. De Hand, 
Ale. Ele doyts. 


Kat. Le doyts,ma foy Ie oublie,e doyt mays ie mse fowemeray 
le doyts se penfe qu'sls ont appelle de fingres,om de fingres, 

Alice. Le main de Hand Je doyts le Fingres,ic penfe que ie 
fits le bon efcholier. 

Kath. Pay gaynie dinx mots d Angloss viftement coment 
appelle vous le ongles? 

Alice, Le ongles,les appellons de Nayles, ; 

Kath, De Nayles efcoute : dites moy, fi ie parle bien : de 
Hand, de Fingres, ede Nayles. ; 

Alice. C eft bien ditt Madame, il & fort bon Anglots, 

Kath. Dites moy? Anglois pour lebras. 

Alice, De Arme,Madame. 

Kath. E decoudee, 

Alice. D’ Elbow, 

Kath. D'Elbow : Te men fay le repiticio de touts les mots 
qike Vous maves, apprins des a prefent. 

Alice. 11& trop difficile Madame comme Ie penfe. 

‘Kath. Exeufemoy eAllice efcoute, d’ Hand, de Fingre, de 

Nayles, ? Arma,deBilbow. 

Alice. D’ Elbow, Madame, 

Kath. O Seigneur Dieu,ie men oublie d Elbow coment ap 
pelle vous le cel. 

Alice. De Nick, Madame. 

Kath. De Nick, ele menton. 

Alice, De Chin. 

Kath. De Sia: lecol de Nick, le menton de Sin. 

Alice. Ouy. Sanf voftre bonneur en verite vons pronoun. 
cies les mots anfi droitt, que le Natifs d’ Angleterre. 

Kath, Ienedonte point d' apprendre par de grace de Dien, 
& en pew de temps. 

Alice. N'anevos y defia oublie ce que ie vous aenfignie. 

Kath. Nome ie recitera a vous promptement, d’ Hand, de 
Fingre, de AZaylees. 

Alice. De Nayles, Madame. 

Kath. De Nayles,de Arme, de Ilbow. 

Alice, Sans voftre hones d’ Elbow. 

Kath, Ainfi de ied’ Elbow,de Nick ci de Sin: coment ap- 
pelle vous les pied & de roba, 

Alice. Le Foot tadame,& le Const. 

Kath, Le Foot, c& le Count : O Seignienr Dien, il fout le 
mots de fon mauvats corruptible grofle c impudique, & non 
pour le Dames de Honeur d'vfer : le ne vondray pronexncer ce 
mots dewant le Seigneurs de France, powr toute le monde, fo le 
Foot @ le Count neat moys te recitera un antrefoys ma lecon 
eafembe, d’ Hand, de Fingre, de Nayles,d’ Arme, d Elbow, de 
Nick,, de Sin, de Foot, le Count. 

Alice. Excellent, Madame. : 

Kath, Ceft affes pour une foyes aloms nous a diner. 

Exit. 


Enter the King of France, the Dolphin, the 
(Conftable of France ,and others. 
King. ’Tis certaine he hath paft the Riuer Some, 
Conf?. And ifhe be not foughe withall,my Lord, 
Let vs not liue in France: let vs quit all, 
And giue out Vineyards toabarbarous People, 
Delph. O Dien visant : Shall a few Sprayes of ys, 
The emptying of our Fathers Lixurie, 
Our Syens,put in wilde and fauage Stock, 
Spirt vp fo fuddenly into the Clouds, 
And ouer-looke their Grafters? - 
Brit. Normans, but baftard Normans,Norman baftards: 
Mort du mavie, if they march alon 
Vafought withall but I will fell my Dukedome, 
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To buy aflobbry and a durtie Farme 
In that nooke-fhotten Ile of Albion, 
Conft. Dien de Battarles where haue they this mettell ? 

Is not their Clymate foggy aw,and dull? 

On whom,as in defpight the Sunne lookes pale, 

Killing their Fraic with frownes. Can fodden Water, 

A Drench for fur-reyn’d Iades, their Barly broth, 
Decoét their cold blood to fuch valiant heat? 

And fhall our quick blood, fpirited with Wine, 

Seeme froftic 2 O,for honor of our Land, 

Let vs not hang like roping Iiyckles 

Vpon our Houfes Thatch, whiles a more froftie People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields : 

Poore we call them,in their Natiue Lords. 

| Dolpbia. By Faith and Honor, 

Our Madames mock at vs,and plainely fay, 

Our Mettell is bred out; and they will giue 

Their bodyesto the Luft of Englifh Youth, 
Tonew-ftore France with Baftard Warriors, 


Brit. They bid vs tothe Englth Dancing-Schooles, |. 


And teach Lauolta’s high, and {wift Carranto's, . 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heelcs, 
‘And that we are moft loftie Run-awayes. 
King. Where is AZontioy the Herald?{peed him hence, 
Ler him greet England with our fharpe defiance. 
Vp Princes,and with {piric of Honor edged, 
More (harper then your Swords,high to the field: 
Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France, 
You Dukes of Orleance,Burbon,and of Berry, 
eAlanfon, Brabant ,Bar,and Burgonie, 
Taques Chattillion, Rambures, Vandemont, 
Beumont, Grand Pree, Rouffi,and Faulconbridge, 
Loys, Leftrale, Bouciquall,and Charalayes, 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords,and Kings; 
For your great Seats,now quit you of great fhames: 
Barre Harry England, that {weepes through our Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew : 
+ Ruth on his Hoaft,as deth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Valleyes,whofe low Vaffall Seat, 
The Alpes doth fpit,and void his rhewme vpon. 
Goe downe vpon him,you haue Power enough, 
} And-in a Captive Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Prifoner. ‘ 
Const. This beeomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are fo few, 
His Souldiers fick and famifhe in their March: 
For I am fuire,when he fhall fee our Army, 
Hee'le drop his heart into the finck of feare, 
And for atchieuement,offer vs his Ranfome. 
King. Therefore Lerd Conttable,haft on Afontioy, 
And let him fay to England,thac we fend, 
To know what willing Ranfome he will giue. 
Prince Dolphix,you fhall ftay with vs in Roan, 
Dolph, Not fo,I doe befeech your Maiettie. 
King:-Be patient,for you fhall remaine with vs, 
Now forth Lord Conftable,and Princes all, 
And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Exeunt. 


Enter (aptaines, Englifh and Welch, Gower 
and Fluellen. 

Gower, How now Captaine Flaellen, come you from 
the Bridge? 

Flv, Laffure you,there is very excellent Seruices com 
mitted atthe Bridge. . 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Fis, The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as s4ga- 


The Life of Hemry the Fift. 


. tion; for difcipline ought to be vied, 















































memuon, and aman that I loue and honour with my foal 
and my heart, and my dutie, and my liue, and may ; 
and my vttermoft power. He isnot;God be prayfeda 4 
bleffed , any hurt in the World, but keepes the Bride 
moft valiantly with excellent difcipline, There js pa. 
chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge,I thinkein my Bt 
confcience hee is as valiant a man as Marke Anthony i 
hee isa man of no eftimation in the World, bur] did fe 
him doe as gallant fervice, ‘ 

Gower, What doe you call him? 

Fis, Hee is call’d aunchient Piftoll, 

Gower, Iknowhimnot 

; Enter Piftoll. 

Fla, Here is the man. 

Pf, Captaine,I thee befeech to doe me favours: the 
Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

Fis, 1,1 prayfe God, and J haue merited fome louest 
his hands. 

Pist. Bardolph, a Souldier firme and found of heat 
and of buxome valour, hath by cruell Fate, and gid 
Fortunes furious fickle Wheele,that Goddefie blind that 
ftands vpon the rolling reftleffe Stone, : 

Flu, By your patience, aunchient Pifoll » Fortune js 
painted blinde, with a Muffler afore his eyes, to fignifie 
to you, that Fortune isblinde; and thee is painted alfo 
witha Wheele, to fignifie to you, which is the Morall of 
it, chat fhee is turning and inconflant, and mutabiliti, 
and variation; and her foot, looke you, is fixed vpons 
Sphericall Stone, which rowles,and rowiles,and rowles; 
in good truth, the Poet makes a moft excellent defcripti- 
on of it; Fortune is an excellent Morall, 

Pift, Fortune is Bardolphs foe, and frownes on him: 
for he hath ftolne a Pax,and hanged muft a be: adamned 
death: let Gallowes gape for Dogge, let Man goe fice, 
and let not Hempe his Wind-pipe fuffocate: but Exeter 
hath giuen the doome of death, for Pax of little price, 
Therefore goe{peake, the Duke will heare thy voyces 
and let not Bardolphs vitall thred bee cut with edge of 
Penny~Cord, and vile reproach, Speake Captaine for 
his Life,and I will thee requite, 

Fla. Aunchient Pifoll, 1 doe partly ynderftand your 
meaning, 

Pift. Why then reioyce therefore. 

Fla, Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thing to reloyce 
at: foriflooke you,he were my Srother, J would deli 
the Duke to'vie his good pleafure, and put him to exec 


Pift. Dye,and be dam’d,and Figo for thy friendhhip. 
Fla. Xt is well. 
Pift. The Figge of Spaine, Exit. 
Flu, Very good, 
Gower. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafcall,] 
remember himnow: a Bawd,a Cut-purfe. ) 
Fla; Ile affure you, avtt'red as praue words at the 
Pridge,as you fhall fee ina Summers day : but it isvely 
well:what he ha’s fpokete me,that is well I warrant you 
when time is ferue. 6h 
Gower. Why ’tis a Gull,a Foole,a Rogue,that nowand 
then goes to the Warres, to grace himfelfe at his returne 
into London, ynder the forme of a Souldier +. and ie 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Namesat 
they will Jearne you by rote where Seruices were dont} 
at fuch and fucha Sconce,at {uch a Breach,atfucha Cone 
uoy: who came off brauely, whowas fhot, who til 
grac’d,what termes the Enemy ftood on: and this they 


conne perfitly in the phrafe of Warre ; which they se 
















geralls Cut, anda horride Suteof the Campe, will doe’a- 
mong foming Bottles, and-Ale-wafht Wits, is wonder. 
full tobe thought on: bur you muft learne to know {uch 
landers of theage, orelfe you may be maruellotifly mi- 
he tell you what,Captaine Gower: I doe perceine 
hee isnot the man that hee would gladly make thew to 
the Worldheeis: if I finde a hole in his Coar,! will tell 
him my minde : hearke you,the King is comming, and I 
mutt {peake with him from the Pridge. 


Drum and Colours. » Eater the King and his 
poore Souldiers. 

Flv. God pleffe your Maieflic. 

King. How now Fluellen cata ft thou from the Bridge? 
Fin, 1,fo pleafe your Maieftie :: The Duke of Exeter 
ha's very gallantly maintain’d the Pridge; the French is 
gone off, looke you, and there is gallane and moft praue 
piffages: marry, th’athuerfarie was haue pofleffion of 
the Pridge, but he is enforced to retyre,and the Diske of 
Byerer is Mafter of the Pridge: I can tell your Maieltie, 
the Duke is a prave man, 

King. What men haue you loft, Flsellen ? 

Fla, The perdition of th’athuerfarie hath beene very 

reat, reafonnable great : marry for my part,I chinke the 
Duke hath loft neuer a man, but one that is liketo be exe 
cuted for robbing a Church, one Bardolph, if your Maic- 
fie know che man : his face is all bubukles and whelkes, 
and knobs,.and flames a fire, and his lippes blowes at his 
nofe,and it is like a coale of fire, fometimes plew,and 
fometimes red , but his nofe is executed, and his fire’s 
ot, 

King, Wee would haue all fuch offenders fo cut off: 
and we giue expreffe charge,that in our Marches through 
the Countrey, there be nothing compell’d from the Vil- 
ges; nothing taken, but pay’d for: none of the French 
vpbrayded or abufed in difdainefuli Languagesfor when 
Levitie and Crueltie play fora Kingdome, the gentler 
|Gamefter is the fooneft winner, 


Tucket. Enter Mountioy. 
Mountiay, Y ou know me by my habit, 
ined Wellthen, Iknow thee: what thall I know of 
thee? 
Mountioy. My Mafters mind. 
King, Vufold it. 
Mountioy. Thus fayes my King: Say thou to Farry 
of England, Though we feem’d dead,we did but fleepe: 
Aduantage is a better Souldier then rafhueffe. Tell him, 
‘Wee could haue rebuk’d him at Harflewe, bue that wee 
thought Not good to bruife an iniurie, till ic were full 
tipe, Now wee {peake vpon our Q. and our voyce is im- 
Peiall: England fhall repent his folly, fee his weake- 
|iefle, and admire our fufferance. Bid him therefore con- 
[cer of his ranfome, which mutt proportion the loffes we 
aue botne, the fubie@ts: we haue loft, the difgrace we 
aue digefted 3 which in weight to re-anfwer, his pettic 
nelle would bowvnder. For our loffes, his Exchequer is 
*° Pore; for th'effufion of our bloud,the Mufter of his 
Sides too faint a number; and for our difgrace, his 
Uieeap kneeling at our feet, but a weake and worth. 
: Clatisfagtion, To this addedefiauce: and tell him for 
Nelufion, hehath betrayed his followers, whofe con- 


emnation ; : 
4 nationis pronounc’t; So fatre my King and Mafter; 
much my Office, - 


- Renee, ions + 2 . i ——— a andninieee ako 





DRMaerSCe eats SUE Pete RL, 


*ftable,you talke of Horfe and Armour? 
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spwith new-tuned Oathes: and what aBeard of theGe- , King. What is thy name? I know thy qualitie, 


St 


Menst. Mountioy. 
_ King. Thou doo’ft thy Office fairely.Turne thee back, 
And tell thy King, I doe not feeke him now, 
But could be willing to march on to Callice, 
Without impeachment : for to fay the footh, 
Though’tis no wifdome to confetle fo much 
Voto an enemie of Craft and Vantage, 
My people are with fickneffe much enfeebled, 
My numbers leffen’d: and thofe few I have, 
Almoft no better then fo many French; 
Who when they were in health, 1 tell thee Herald, 
I thought,vpon one payre of Englith Legoes 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgiue meGod 
That I doebragge thus; this your ayre of France 
Hath biowne that vice inme, Imuftrepent : 
Goe therefore tell thy Mafter, heerelam;. 
My Ranfome, is this frayle and worthleffe Trunke s 
My Army, but a weake and fickly Guard : 
Yet God before,tel! bir we will come on, } 
Though France himfelfe, and fuch another Neighbor 
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour CMountioy, 
Goe bid thy Mafter well aduife himfelfe, : 
If we may paffe,we will; ifwe be bindred, 
We fhall your cawnie ground with your red blood 
Difcolour: and fo Mountiay, fare you well. 
The fumme of all our Anfwer is but this : 
We would not fecke 2 Battaile as we ave, 
Nor as we are, we fay we will not fhua it: 
So tell your Mafter. 
CUount, I fhall deliuer 
neffe. 
Gloue. I hope they will not come Vpon vs how, 
King. We aresip Gods hand, Brother, natimtheirs: 
March to the Bridge, it now drawes coward night, 
Beyond the River wee’le encampe our felues, 
And on to moirow bid them march away, . 


3 


fo: Thankes to your High- 


Exeust, 


Enter the Conftable of France the Lord Ramburs, 
Orleance, Dolphin, with others. 






Conff. Tut, I haue the beft Armour of the World: 
would it were day. 
Orlsance. You hauean excellent Armour: but let my 
Horfe haue his due. 
Conft, cis the beft Horfe of Europe. 
Orleance, Willit neuer be Morning ? duo} 
Dolph. My Lord of Orleance,and my Lord High Con- 
Orleance, You are as well 
Prince in the World, 
Delph. Whatalong Nightis this? Iwill not change 
my Horfe withany that treades bucon foure. poftures: | 
ch’ ha; he bounds from the Earthyas if his entrayles were} 
hayres: le Cheual volante, the Pegafus, ches les narines de 
fea. When Tbeftryde him, foare,[ ama Hawke: he trots 
theayre: the Earth fings,when hetouchesit : the bafeft 
horne of his hoofe, is more Muficall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. 
Orleance. Hee’s of the colour of the Nutmeg, Ps 
Dolph, And of the heat of the Ginger. Ic isa Beaft 
for Perfens : hee is pure Ayre and Fire; and the dull Ble- 
ments of Earth and:- Water neuer appeare in him, but on- 
ly in patient ftillneffe while his Rider mounts him: hee 
is indeede a Horfe, and all other iades you may call 
Beafts, 


prouided of both, as any 


Const. Ine 
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|  Conft. Indeed my Lord, it isa moft abfolute and ex- 
cellent Horfe. 
Dolph. It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neigh is like ’ 





Homage. 

Orleance. No more Coufin. 

Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the rifing of the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe, 
varie deferued prayfe on my Palfray: it is a Theame as 
fluent as the Sea: Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues, 
and my Horfe is argument for themall : ’tis a fubie& 
for a Soueraigne to reafon on,and for aSoueraignes So- 

ueraigne to rideon: And forthe World, familiar to ys, 
and ynknowne, to lay apart their particular Functions, 
-and wonder at him, I once writ a Sonnet in his prayfe, 
and began thus, Wonder of Nature. 
| Orleance. Thaue beard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Mi- 
‘fireffe. >. 
Dolph. Then did they imitate that which I compos'd 
to my Courfer,for my Herfe is my Miftreffe, 

Orleance. Your Miftreffe beares well. 

Dolph. Me well,whichis the prefcript prayfe and per- 
feGtion of a good and particular Miftreffe, 

Conft. Nay, for me thought yefterday your Miftreffe 
fhrewdly fhooke your back. 

Dolph. So perhaps did yours, 

Conff. Mine was not bridled, 

Dolph. O then belike the was old and gentle,and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland, your French Hofe off,and in 
your ftrait Stroffers. 

— Conft. You haue good iudgement in Horfeman- 
thi 


ip. 
Delph. Be warn’d bymethen: they that ride fo, and 


| my Horfe to my Miftreffe, 

Conf, 1 hadas liue have my Miftreffe a Tade, 

Dolph, \rellthee Conftable, my Miftrefle weares his 
owne hayre. 

Conft. I could make as true a boaft as that, if I hada 
Sow to my Miftreffe.. 
| Delph. Le chien eff retourue a fon propre vensiffement eft 
la lenye danee an bourbier:thou mak’ ft vfe of any ching. 

Conff. Yet doe I not vfe my Horfe for my Miftreffe, 

or any fuich Prouerbe,fo little kin to the purpofe. 

Ramb. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
your Tent to night,are thofe Starres or Sunnes vpon it? 

Conft, Starres my Lord, . 
| Delph.’ Some of them will fall tomotrow,] hope. 
| Conff: And yet my Sky fhall not want. 
- Dolph. That may be, for you beare a many fuperflu- 
oufly,and ’twere more honor fome were away. 

- Conft: Ev’n as your Horfe beares your prayfes, who 
‘would cratas well, were fome of your bragges difmoun- 
teed: 2clomiswe sia Ti abc 1: 

Dolph. Would 1 were able to loade him with his de- 
fert. Will it neuer be day 21 will tret to morrow amile, 
and my way thall be paued with Englifh Faces. 

+ Conft.- I willnot fay fo, for feare J fhould be fac’c out 
jof my way: but J would it were morning , for I would 
faine be about the eares of the Englith. 

: °° Rambs Whowill goe to Hazard with me for twentie 
Prifoners ? vi% 
.*Conft. Youmult firft goe your felfe to hazard,ere you 


ee 


have themes” 
! “Dolph Tis Mid-night, Tle goe arme my felfe. Exit. 
Orleance. The Dolphin longs for morning. 
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the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces | 


ride not warily, fall into foule Boggs: I had rather haue _ 

















Ramb, He longs toeate the Englifh. ttstee am 


one ’ Tthinke he will eate all he kills. 
rleanve. By the white Hand of m Sis 
lant Prince, ; y Lady,hee's Bil. 
- 3 sah Sweare by her Foor,that fhe may tread outthe 

Orleance. He is fimply the moft actiue Gentleman of 
France. ; 

Conft. Doing is actiuitie, and he will ftill bed 

Orleance. He neuer did harme, that I heard of. 

Conft. Nor will doe none to morrow: hee will kee 
that good name ftill. Pe 

Orleasce. 1 know himto be valiant, 
Conf. I was told that, by one that knowes himbette 
then you. 

Orleance. What's hee ? 

Conft. Marry hee told me fo himfelfe,and hee faydhe 
car’d not who knew it. 

: Orleance. Heeneedes not, it is no hidden vertue jp 
im. 

Const. By my faith Sir,but it is: never any body fy 
it,but his Lacquey: ’tis a hooded valour, and whenit 
appeares, it will bate. 

Orleance. 11\ will neuer fayd well. 

Conft. Iwill cap that Prouerbe with, There is flatter 
in friendfhip. 

Orleance. And I willtakevp that with,Giue theDeuill 
his due, 

Conft, Well plac’t : there ftands your friend forthe 
Deuill: haueat the very eye of that Prouerbe with, A 
Pox of the Deuill. 

Orleance. You are the better at Prouerbs,by how uch 
a Fooles Bolt is foone fhot. 

Const, You haue fhot ouer, 

Orleance. ’Tis not the firit time you were ouer-fhot, 





ding, 

















Enter a Meffenger. 


Meff. My Lord high Conftable,the Englith lye within 
fifteene hundred paces of your Tents, 

Conft, Who hath meafur’d the ground? 

Meff. The Lord Grandpree. 

Conf. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman, Would 
it were day ? Alas poore Harry of England : hee longs 
not for the Dawning,as wee doe, Abie) 

Orleance. What a wretched and peeuith fellow is thi 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain’d followes 
fo farre out of his knowledge. 

Conft, If the Englifh had any apprehenfion , they 
would runne away, ) 

Orleance. That they lack : for if their heads had any ihe 
telleGtuall Armour, they could neuer weare fuch heat 
Headepieces. sd ep: 

Ramb. That Tand of England breedes very vali! 
Creatures ; their Maftiffes are of ynmatchable col 
rage. 
ins Foolifh Curres, that runne winking " 
the mouth of a Ruffian Beare, and haue their heads e : 
like rotten Apples: you may as well fay, that sa ¥? iy ; 
Flea, that dare eate his breakefaft on the Lippt ° 
Lyon. me 

(Conft. Tutt, iuft: and the men doe fymapathize 
the Maftiffes, in robuftious and rough comming 
leaving their Wits with their Wives: 40 
ther great Meales of Beefe, and Iron and Stec 
will eate like Wolues,and fight like Deuils. iiaree 
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Orleavce; Jj but thefe Englifh’are 
Beefe. BF 290 OF 
Casts Then-fhall we finde to'morrow, they haue only 
flomackes to‘eate, and none to fight. Nowisit time to 


efi BO SII 


ame? come, fhall weabourie?< : 


Weefhall haue each a hundred Englifh nga: > Exennt. 


| lus Tertius, ok 


ay a) TLIO AW 9 
F DiLkse SES RSA eR Tee rER eS?) il 











a i,.boon 10nGherm@g 2 “ 

Now entertiine coniectureiofiatime,? oo" 8 © 

When creeping’ Murmnure and the poring Darke 

fillsthe wide Vedlell of cheViiwerfe, 739 

{from Camp to-Camp, through the foule Womb of Nigh 
The Humme of eyther Army Milly foundsy! 200° : 

That the fixe Centinelsalmoftreceiue 96) 907 4" 
Thefecret' Whifpers of each others Watch, «2 

[Fire anfwers fire,and chrough their paly flamnés” 

Each Battailefees the others vmber’d faced oc". 

|Steed threatens Steed, inhigh-ahd boafifulkNeighs 

|Piercing the Nights dull Eaves and from the Tents, 

|The Armourers accomplifhing the Knights, 

With bufic Hammers clofing Rivets yp, » 

\Give dreadtull note of preparation, 

\TheCountrey Cocks doe crow,the Clocks doe towle: 

- {Andthe third howre of drow fie Morning nain’d, 

|Prowd of their Numbers,and fecure in Soule 

{The confidentand ouer-luftie French; 
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Vatothe wearie and all«watched Night: 
But frefly lookes,and ouer-beares Attain,’ °° 
With chearefull femblance,and{weet Maieftie: © 
nat euery Wretch,pining and pale before, 
tholding himjplucks comfort fromhis Lookes, 
Largefle vniwerfall like the Sunne, 
{7 Sberall Eyedoth giuetocuery one, 

awing cold feare,that meane and gentle all 
ie may vaworthinefledefine, Ai 
little touchof Harry in the Night, 
ndfoour Scene mutt to the Batraile flye: 
here,O for pitty,we fhall much difgrace,. . 
rk oure or fiue moft vileand.ragued foyles,> *~ 


ight ill difpos’d, in brawle ridiculous) 


So ey 
— 
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fhtowdly out of ; The Name of Agincourt: Yerfitand fee = 
2230 50" | Minding true things, by what their Mock’ties bee, 


|. Orleance. It isow two aClock: but let me‘fee,by ten | 


| Good morrow old Sir Thomas Expingham: 202° 10 7° 
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ee SER 
“Enter she Kings Bedfordyand Glonciftery’ > 


-’ Erping. Not fo my Liege,this Lodging likés'me better, 
‘Since I may fay, now lye ilike’a King. © -— 02x00 Qo 
~< King.’ Tis good for men to loue their prefent paines, * 
Vpon example,fo the Spirit is eafed 2 170% Ooo 
And when the Mindis quicknedjout of doube- 

The Organs,though defunct and dead before; | 

Breake vp their drowfic Grauie,and newly moue-” 

Wich catted flough,and freth legeritie. nas 
Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend meto the Princes in otit Campeg’* -- 
Doe my good morrow to them,and anon 

Defire them all to my Pauillion. 


“Gloffer, We thali, my Liege. ors a 
Erping. Shall] atcend your Grace?" « uA 
+ 9Kikg. No,my good Knight : ’ tT a 


Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England 

Tand my Bofome muft debate awhile, TBE 

AndthenI wouldnoother company. 99 99) | 
Erping. The Lord in Heauen bleffe thee , Noble 


Harry. Exennt.. 
King. Godamercy old Heart , thou fpeak’ft cheare- | 
fully, Enter Piffoll. = 


Pift. (he vous la? 
King. A friend. : nactela, 
Pf. DifcuGe vntome, are thou Officer, or art thou 
bafe,common, and popular? O% 
King, Tama Gentleman of a Company. 
Pit. Trayl'ft thou the puiffant Pyke? 
King. Euen fo: what are you? 33 
Piff. As gooda Gentleman as the Emperor. 
| King. Then you area better then the King. (ous 
- Piff. The King’s a Bawcock, anda Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
moft valiant: [ kifle his durtie fhooe, and from heart- 
ftring I loue the louely Bully. What is thy Name? 
King, Harry le Roy. 7891 to. BO} 
Piff. Le Roy? a Cornith Name: art thou of Cornifh Crew? 
King. No, Lama Welchman. fe hii 
Piff, Know’ft thou Flnellen? 
' King. Yess Et 
Pit. Tell him Ile knock his Leeke about fiis Pate vpon | 
S. Danies day. i 
King. Doe not you weare yout Dagger inryour Cappe |. 
that day, leaft he knock that abour yours. oe 
i2 Pift.Art 


ee ~ a > ‘ 2 
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Pit. Aztthouw his friend? - 3200-024 %o- 
King.jAadhis Kinfoaan tO. nid2 oun puibe 
Pift. The Figo for thee then. 

King, I thanke you: God be with you. 

Pift. My.namests PaiFad CA's. oh ods eoBeit. 
King. Xt forts well with your fierceneffe, 










—~ 


bes! Ss 


ble in Pompeyes Campe.:,I warrant you,s,you fhall finde 
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the, Gares. of it, and 
_ | the Formes of it,and the Sobrietie ofat,and the Modeftie 


c 


of it,to be otherwiles <2 <ses + hin naan 3 
Gower. Why the Enemie.is lowd, youtheare him all 
Night, aaoner4 io olafisiledss asd2133 / 
so Flo [fthe| Enemic is.an.Affe and.a Fooles and a pra- 
ting Coxcombe; is it meer, shinks you, that.wee fhould 
alfo,looke you,be an Afic.and aFoole,and.aprating Cox- 
combe,in your owne.confcience now?) 

Gow. Iwill {peake lower. iM aticadurhok | 
Fla, 1 pray you,and befeech you,that you.will, Exz. | 
King. Though it appeare.a little out of fafhion, 
There is much care and valour inthis Welehman, 
Enter three Souldiers,lobu Bates, Alexander Court,» 

ana Michael Williams. nvinsot 

Fil : ‘ if MiSs SUIS 
Court. Brother lohu Bates , is not that,the Morning 
which breakes yonder?’; 


Bates. Ithinke it be: but wee haueno great-caufe to | 
defire the approach of.day.,, 10 
| Williams. Wee {ee yonder,the beginning of the day, — 
{ but I thinke wee fhall neuer. fee the endiofir. Who goes 
Ishere?. osil) SOs!i seuss ni! odT 
King. A-Friend, is 
Williams. Vinder what Captaine ferue you? 
King. Vinder Sit Loh Erpingham. ofl 
Williams. A good old Commander, and amoft kinde 
Gentleman : I pray you, what thinkes he.of our eftate ? 
oc King,-Euen a3'men wrackt vpon a Sand, that looke to 
| be wafht off the next Tyde.. , 
{ Bates. Hehathnortoldhisthoughtto the King? 
King. No: nor itis not meet he fhould: forthoughT © 
fpeake it to you, I thinke the King is butaman, asI am: 
the Violer-fmells, to him, as ir doth tome; the Element | 
ewes to him) as it doth to me; all his Sences haue but 
hutmane Gonditions: his Ceremonies layd by, in his Na- 
| kedneffé he-appeares but aman ; and thoughhis affecti- 
| ons. atehigher mounted then ours,yet when they ftoupe, 
they fteupe dwith the like wing : therefore, when he fees 
_ reafon of feares,as we doe; his feares,outof doubt,beof 
the fame'rellifh as ours are; yet in reafon,no man fhould 
| poffeffe him with any appearance of feare,; deaft hee, by 
 fhewing it,thould dis-hearten his Army. rae 
Bates. He may thew what outward courage he will : 
but I beléeuejascold-a Nightas’cis, hee could with him- 
felfe in Thames vp to the Neck; and fo I would he were; 
and I by him,at all aduentures,fo we were quit here, . 
| Kg. By my.troth,L will fpeake my.confcience of the 


~ 


but where hee is, 





here.alone.:howioeuer. you {peake this-to feele othe 
| mens minds, methinks Lcould not dycany:where fo cai 
_ tented,as in the Kings company; j 
| his Quarrel! honorable, 


_ know enough, if wee know wee are the Kings Subieas. 
| if his Caufe be wrong, our obedience to the Kin 
_ the Cryme of it out of vs, 


| felfe hath a heauie Reckoning £0 make y-whemall thole 


} rawly left: Lamafear’d, there are fewcdye well, chatdje 


| that led them to it; whoto difobey, were againg all pro, 
| portion of tubjeGions |; ai 


| | Merchandize,doe finfully.mifcarry vpon the Seasthejm| 
| pucation of his wickednefle, by your rule) fhould be int 


‘| Iniquities ; you may callche:bufinetle of the Maflerthe| 


| The King isnot hound: to.anfwer che:patticular endings 


. premeditated and contrived Murther ; fame, of begui-| 
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King: Ashinke hee would fot with hitafelfe any where | 
al 






























Bates, Then'l would hewete here alone;fo fhould bib. 
fure to be:ranfomed,and amany poore mensdiues ued 
King. I dare fay, youlouehimnot foill,ro with hin 


his Caufe being iuft and 


Williams, That's more then we know. 
Bates. J,or more then wee fhould feeke afters for wee 


§ Wipes 
Wiliams. Burif the Canfebenot good, the King him. 


Legges, and Armes, and Heads, chopt/off ina Battaile |, 
thall ioyne together at the latter day anid ery all, Weeiy, 
ed at fuchia,place, fome {wearing, tome.crying fora Sur, 
gean; fome vpon their Wines; left poore behind them: 
fome vponthe Debts they.owe,fomic vporitheir Children 


ina Bartaile : for how can they charitablyidifpole afany| 
thing, when Blood is their argument? Naw,if thelemen| 
doe net dye well; it will bea black matter:for the King, 


King. So, if a Sonne:thavis by his Fathet fene about 


pofed vpon his Father that fene him: ordf a Seruant une) 
dex his Mafters command, tran{porting a {amie of Mo-| 
ney,be affayled by Robbers,and dye in. manyirrecaneil| 


author of the Seruants:damhation : -bur vhis 1s not fo} 


of hig Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne, nor the Malter| 
of his Seruant ; for they purpofe: not theirdeath’, when} 
they purpofe their feruicess: Befides,thereis no King,be 
his Caufe neuer fo fpotlefle, if: it: come: co the arbitie. 
ment of Swords, can tryeit out with all vafpotted Soul. 
diers: fome (peraduencure:) haueon chem the guilt of 


ling Virgins with the broken Seales of Periurie 5 fome,} - 
making ithe Warres their Sulwarke,that laue before go- 
red che gentle Bofome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe. 
tie. Now, if thefe men natie defeated che Law, and out 
runne Native punifhment ; though théy. can out-frip 
men, they have no wings to flye ftom God, Wares 
his Beadle, Warre.is his Vengeance: fo that here men 
are punifhic, for before breach of the Kings Lawesiit 
now the Kings Quarrell:, where they feated the death, 
they haue borne-life away’; :and where they would-be 
fafe, they perifh.. Then if they dye vnpronidtd,nomort 
is the King: guiltie of their damnatian, then hee wasbe- 
fore guiltie of thofe Impieties:, fer the which they-att 
now vifited, . Every Subiedts Dutie.is the Kingss but 
every SubieGts Soule. is his:ownes Therefore fhov! 

cuery Souldier in the Warres: doe as euery fickeman™ 
his Bed, wath euery Moth out-of his:Confcience aval 

dying fo, Death is.to him aduantage:s; or not, dying 
the time was bleffedly loft; wherein fuch preparation" 
gayned : and: in him chati efcapes, it were not finne | 
thinke, that making God fa: free an offer,he let him out 
line that day, to fee his Gteatneffey and to teach se 
how they thould prepare, wil Ts 








- |Wemuft beare all, 
/[O hard Condition, Pwin-borne with Greatneffe, 








| wil. Tis cectaine,every man 
| 


his owne head, the King is not roanfweric. © 

Bates. 1 doe not defire hee fhould anfwer for me, and 
yet determine to fight luftily for him. 

King. my felfe heard the King fay he would not be 
tanfom’d. 

Will. 1, hee faid fo, to make vs fight chearefully : but 
when our throats are cut, hee may be ranfom’d, and wee 
nerethe wifers © Moet 

King, If I liueto fee ity 1 willneuer truft his word af 
tet, 
wil. You-pay bimthen: that’s a perillous fhot out 






















. lof an Elder Guane,chat a poore and a private difpleafure 


andoeagainft a Monarch’: you may as weil goe about 
roturne the Sunne to yce,with fanning in his face wich a 
Peacocks feather : You'le neuer trutt his word afters 
come, tis a foolith faying, 

King. Your reproofe 1s fomething too round,] fhould 
beangry with you, if the time were conuenient. 

wil. Let it bee a Quarrell’ betweene vs , if you 
jive. 
King, T embrace it. 
wil. How thall 1 know thee againe ? 
King, Giueme any Gage of thine, and J will weareit 


Iwill make itmy Quarrel, ; 
Wik, Heere’s my Gloue : Giue mee another of 
thine, 


will. This will I alfoweare inmy Cap: if ever thou 
cometome, and fay,after to morrow, This is my Gloue, 
bythis Hand I will take thee a box on the eare, 

King. Ifeuer Live to fee it.I will challenge it, ' 

Wik. Thou dar’ft as well be hang’d, 

King, Well, 1 will doe it, though T takethee in the 
ings companie, 

Wil. Keepe thy ward : fare thee well. 

Bates. Be friends you Englith fooles, be friends, wee 
have French Quarrels cnow,if you could tell how to rec- 
kon, Exit Souldiers. 

King. Indeede the French may lay twentie French 
Crownes to one, they will beat vs, for they beare them 
ontheit fhoulders : but ie is no Englith Treafon to cut 
French Crownes, and to morrow the King himfelfe will 
bea Clipper, 

\Ypon the King,let vs our Liues;our Soules, 
Our Debts, our carefull Wiues, 
OurChildren,and our Sinnes;lay onthe King: 


x 


Ve 


ubiect to the breath of euery foole,whole fence 
No mote can feele,but his owne wringing, 
at infinite hearts-eafe mutt Kings neglect, 
hat priuate men enioy ? 
And what haue Kings,that Priuates have nottoo, 
ave Ceremonie, faue generall Ceremonie? 
And what are thou,thou Idoll Geremonie ? 
What kind of God art thou? shat {uffer’ft more 
f mortall Stiefes,then doe. thy worfhippers, 
at are thy Rentsg what are thy Commings in? 
Ceremonie, fhew me but thy worth, 
Vac? is thy Soule of Odoration ? 
thou ought elfe but Place, Degree,and Forme, 
eating awe and feare in other men? 


herein thou are leffe ha being fear’ 
. ard 
nen they in fearing. ee . i 





inmy Bonner: Then if euer thou dar’tt acknowledge it, / 
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that dyes ill,the ill vpon ( 


———__—-—- 





: i3 


What drink’ft thou oft,in ftead of Homagefweee, 
But poyfon’d flatterie? O,befick, creat Greatneffe, 
And bid tay Ceremonie ginethee cure, 
Thinks thou the flerie Feuer will goe out 
With Titles blowne from Adulation? «°° 
Willit give place to flexure and low bending 2 

Canft thou, when thou command’ the bégeers knee, 
Command the health of it 2 No,thouprowd'Dreame, 
That play’ft fo fubtilly with a Kings Repofe, eC 
TamaKing that find thee: and Iknow, >: < 
"Tis not the Balme,the Sceprér,and the Ball,~.! 

The Swerd,the Mafe,the Crowne Imperialf,! - 
The enter-tiffued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 

The farfed Title running ‘forethe King, 

The Throne he fits on: nor the Tyde'of Pompe; 

That beates vpon the high thore of this World: 
No,not all thefe,thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies 

Not all thefe,lay’d in Bed Maiefticall, 

Can fleepe fo foundiy, as the wretched Slaue: 

Who with a body fill’d,and vacant mind, 

Gets him to reft, cram’d with diftreffefull bread, 
Neuer fees horride Night, the Child of Hell: 

But like a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set, 

Sweates in the eye of Phebus ; and all Night 

Sleepes in Eliziam: next day after dawne, 

Doth rife andhelpe Hiperio to his Horfe, 

And followes fo the euer-running yeere 

Wich profitable labour to his Graue: 

And but for Ceremonie,fucha Wretch, 

Winding vp Dayes with toyle,and Nights with fleepe, ’ 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 

The Slaue,a Member of the Countreyes peace, 

Enioyes it; but in-groffe braine little wots, «: 

What watch the King keepes,to maintaine the peace; 
Whofe howres,the Pefant beft aduantages, 


Enter Evpingham. : 

Erp. My Lord,your Nobles iealous of your abfence;: 
Seeke through your Campe to find you, 

King. Good old Knight, colle& them all together 
Atmy Tent: Ilebe before thee, ; 

Erp. I fhall doo’t,my Lord, Exit. 

Kinz. O God of Battailes,fteele my Souldiers hearts, 
Poffefle them not with feare: Take from them now 
The fence of reckning of th’oppofed numbers: 

Pluck their hearts fromthem. Not to day,;O Lord; 
O not to day, thinke not vpon the faule : 
My Father made, in compaffing the Crowne, 

I Richards body haue interred new, 

And on it haue beftowed more contrite tearesy 

Then from it iffued forced drops of blood. 

Fiue hundred poore [ haue inyeerely pay, <. 

Who twice a day their wither d hands hold yp 
Toward Heauen;to pardon blood; 

And I haue built ewo Chauntries, ; 

Where the fad-and folemne Priefts fing Milk .. 

For Richards Soule. More will I doe: 

Thoughall chaeT can doe,is nothing worth 3, 

Since that my Penitence comes after all, 

Imploring pardon, ~ 7 
Enter Gloucefter. 

Glouc. My Liege. | ~ sires 

King. My Brother Glonceffers voyce? Ts 
I know thy errand, I will goe with thee : 
The day,my friend,and all things ftay forme, 

22 ness ~ Exenst. fi 





















































































































































































































































86 
Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Ramburs, and 
Danregec) sco “Beanmont. 
 Orleance, The Sunne-doth gild our Armour vp, my 
' Lords. odes tira ¥ 
| Dolph, Monte Chenal : My Horfe, Verler Lacquay : 


Ha, 

Orleance.. Oh braue Spirit. 
Dolph. Viales ewes co terres 
Orleance. Rien puis le air & ‘few. 


Dolph. Cein,Coulin Orleance. - Enter Conftable. 
| Now my Lord Cenftable? 
Conf. Heatke how our Steedes, for prefent Seruice 


neigh. = ' 
SS b, Mount them,and make incifion in their Hides, 
‘That their hor blood may {pin in Englifh eyes, 
And doubt them with fuperfluoes courage: ha, 
Ram. What,wil you baue them weep our Horfes blood? 
‘How bhall we then behold their naturall teares ? 
Enter Meffenger. 
CMeffeng. The Englifh are embattail’d, you French 
Peeres. 
| Conft. To Horfe you gallant Princes, ftzaight to Horfe, 
‘Doe but behold yond peore and ftarued Band, 
| And your faire fhew fhall fuck away their Soules, 
Leauing them but the fhales and huskes of men, 
There is not worke enough for a!l our hands, 
Scarce bload erough in all their fickly Veines, 
To giue each naked Curtleax a ftayne, 
That our French Gallants fhall to day draw our, 
And fheath for lack of fport. Let vs but blow onthem, 
The vapour of our Valour will o're-turne them. 
Tis pofitiue againft all exceptions, Lords, 
That our fuperfluous Lacquies,and our Pefaats, 
Who in vaneceffarie action fwarme 
About our Squares of Battaile, were enow 
To purge this field of fuch a hilding Foe; 
Though we vpon this Mountaines Bafis by, 
Tooke ftand for idle {peculation : 
But that our Honours muft not. What's to fay 2 
A very little little let vs doe, 
Andallis done: then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance,and the Note tomount: 
For our approach fhall fo much dare the field, 
That England fhall couch downe in feare,and yeeld. . 
: Enter Granndpree. 
Grandpree NV hy do'you {tay fo long,my Lords of France? 
Yond Iland Catrions, defperate of their bones, 
‘{ Ill-fauoredly become the Morning field: 
Their ragged Curtaines poorely are let loofe, 
And our Ayre thakes them paffing fcornefully, 
Bigge Mars feemes banqu’rout in their begger'd Hoait, 
And faintly through a ruftie Beuer peepes. 
‘The Horfemen fit like fixed Candlefticks, 
With Torch-ftaues in their hand: and their poore Iades 
| Lob downe their heads, dropping the hidesand hips : 
The gumme downe roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
| And in their pale dull mouthes the Iymold Bite 
 Lyes foule with chaw*d-graffe, ftill and motionlefle, 
» And theirs executors, the knauifh Crowes, 
Flye o’re them all,impatient for their howre. 
'Defcription cannot fute it felfe in words, 
To demonftrate the Life of fuch a Battaile, « 
In fife fo liueleffe,as it fhewesitfelfe, os ' 
Conff. They haue faid their prayers, » 
And they ftayfordeath, 06°: “s 


_ Dolph.Shall we goe fend:them Dinners and frefh Sutes, 
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And giue their fafting Horfes Prouender, 
And after fight with them? 

Conf. I ftay but for my Guard: on 
To the field, I will the Bannerfrom a Trumpet take 
And vfe it for my hafte. Come,come away, 1h 
The Sunne is high,and we out-weare the day,  Exewy, 


Enter Gloucefter , Bedford, Exeter ,Erpinghams 
with all bis Hoaft : Salisbury, and. 
Weftmerland. 
Glouc, Where is the King ? Mi. 
Bedf. The King himfelfe is rode toview theit By. 
taile. 
j ee Of fighting men they haue full threefcore thoy. 
and. 
Exe. There’s five to one,befides they all are freh, 
Salub. Gods Arme ftrike withvs,’tis a fearefull oddes 
God buy’ you Princes all ; Ile to my Charge: 
If weno more meet, till we meet in Heaven; 
Then ioyfully,my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My deare Lord Gloucefter,and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all adieu. 
Bedf.Farwell good Salzsbury,& good luck go with thee; 
And yet I doe thee wrong,to mind thee of it, 
For thou art fram’dof the firme truth of valour, 
Exe, Farwell kind Lord: fight valiantly to day, 
Bedf. Heisas full of Valour as of Kindneffe, 
Princely in bothe 5 
Exter the King. 
Weft. Q that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England, 
That doe no worke to day. ‘ 
King. What's he that withes fo? 


My Coufin Wefimerland. No,my faire Coyhn: 


If we are markt to-dye,we are enow 

To doe our Countrey loffe : and if to line, 

The fewer men,the greater fhare of honour. 

Gods will,! pray thee wifh not one man more, 

By Jove, J am not couetous for Gold, 

Nor care I who doth feed vpon my colt; 

It yernes me nor, if men my Garments we ate 5 
Such outward things dwell not in my defites. 

But if itbea finne to covet Honor, 

Iam the moft offending Soule aliue. . 

No ‘faith,my Couze,with not aman from England: 
Gods peace,I would not loofe fo great an Honor, 
As one man more me thinkes would fhare fromme, 
For the beft hope I haue. O,doe not wifh onemores 
Rather proclaime it (#e/Fmerland) through my Hoaft, 
That he which hath no ftomack to this fight, 

Let hina depart,his Pafport fhall be made, 

And Crownes for Conuoy put into his Purfe: 

We would not dye inthat mans companie, 

That feares his fellowship, to dye with vs. 

This day is call’d the Feaft of Crifpian : 

He that out-liues this day,and comes fafe home, 
Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is named, 

And rowfe him at the Name of Crifpian, 

He that fhall fee this day, and liue old age, 

Will yeerely on the Vigil feaft his neighbours, 
And fay,to morrow is Saint (rifpian. 

Then will he ftrip his fleeue,and fhew his skarres? 
Old men forget; yet all fhall be forgot : 

But hee’le remember, with aduantages, 
What feats he did that day, Then fhall our Names 
Familiar in his mouth as houfehold werds, Hay 























Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 
warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucefter, 
Be in their owing Cups frefhly remembred. 
This ory fhallthe good man teach his fonne: 
And Crifpise Crifpian fhall ne’re goeby, 
From this day-tothe ending of the World, 
Buc we in it {hall be remembred ; 
Wefew,we happy few, we band of brothers: 
for he to day shatiheds his blood with me, 
shall be my brother: be he ne'refo vile, 
‘This day fhall gentle his Condition, 
And Gentlemen in England,nowa bed, 
And hold.their Manhoods cheape,whiles any {peakes, 
That fought with vs vpon Saint Crifpizes day. 
; Enter Salisbury, 

Sal. My Souetdign Lord,beftow your {elfe with fpeed: 
the French are brauely in their battailes fer, 
And will with all expedience charge on vs. 

King. All things are ready,if ourminds be fo. 

wef. Perifh the man, whofe mind is backward now. 

King. Thou do'ft not with more helpe from England, 
Couze? 

weft. Gods will,my Liege,would you and Falone, 

Without more helpe,could fightthis Royall battaile. 

| King. Why now thou haft vnwitht fiue thoufand men: 
Which likes me better,then to wifh vs one. 
You know your places: God be with you all. 


Tucket. Enter Montioy. 
Mont. Once more come to know of thee King Harry, 
{{ffor thy Ranfome thou wilt now compound, ‘ 
{Before thy moft affured Ouerthrow: 
For certainly thou art fo neere che Gulfe, 
| Thou needs muft beenglutted. Befides,in mercy 
The Conftable defires thee,thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of Repentance; that their Soules 
May make a peacefull and a {weet retyre 
From off thefe fields: where(wretches)their poore bodies 
Muft lye and fefter. 
King. Who hath fent thee now ? 
Mont, The Conftable of France, 
King. I pray thee beare my former Anfwer back : 
Bid them atchieue me,and then fell my bones. 
Good God, why fhould they mock poore fellowes thus ¢ 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the beaft liu’d,was kill’d with hunting him. 
Amany of our bodyes fhall no doubt 
Find Natiue Graues: vpon the which,I truft 
Shall witneffe liue in Braffe of this dayes worke, 
And thofe that leaue their valiant bones in France, 
[Dying like men,though buryed in your Dunghills, 
They fhall be fam’d : for there the Sun fhall greet them, 
And draw their honors reeking vp to Heauen, 
cauing their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 
|The {mell whereof fhall breeda Plaguein France, ° 
|Marke then abounding valour in our Englifh: 
That being dead, like to the bullets crafing, 
Bretke out into fecond courfe of mifchiefe, 
Killing in relapfe of Mortalitie. Ee 
{Let me fpeake prowdly : Tell the Conftable, - 
0 Care but Warriors for the working day : 
| Vu Gayneffe and out Gilt are all be(myrche 
With Taynie Marching inthe painefull field, «> 
G ers not a piece of feather in our Hoaft:~ 
300d argument (I hope) we will not flye: 





| Andturne them out of feruice. If they doe this, 

























|| pref, car ce foldar icy eft difpofee tont affure de conppes votre’ 
gor. "Gee : Tee ; 


thou be by this my Sword. 








Andtime hath worne ys into flouentrie. Bee 
But by the Maffe, our hearts are in the trim: 

And my poore Souldiers tell me,yet ere Night, 
They’le be in frether Robes, or they will pluck 

The gay new Coats o’re the French Souldiers heads, 


As if God pleafe, they fhall; my Ranfome then 
Will foone be leuyed, 
Herauld, faue thou thy labour : 
Come thou no more for Ranfome, gentle Herauld, 
They hall haue none,I fweare,but thefe my ioynts: 
Which if they haue,as I will leaue vm them, 
Shall yeeld them little,tell the Conftable. 
Mont. J fhall,King Harry. And fo fare thee well : 
Thou neuer fhalt heare Herauld any more, Exit. 
King, I teare thou wilt once more come againe fora} 
Ranfome, . 
- Enter Yorke. 
Yorke. My Lord,moft humbly on my kneel begge _ 
The leading of the Vaward, : 
King. Take it, braue Yorke, | 
Now Souldiers march away, 
And hew thou pleafet God, difpofetheday.  Exennt. 
Alarum. Excurfions. 
Enter Piftoll, French Souldier Boy. 
Pif. Yeeld Curre, 
French. Le penfe que vous effes le Gentilbome de box qua- 
litee. 
Pif, Qualtitie calmie cufture me. Art thou a Gentle- 
man? Whar is thy Name ? difcuffe. mie ; 
French. O Seigneur Dies, 
Pift. O Signieur Dewe fhould bea Gentleman: per-| 
pend my words O Signieur Dewe,and marke: O Signieur }. 
Dewe, thou dyeft en point of Fox, except O Signieur 







thou doe gine to me egregious Ranfome.’ ©’ 
French. O prennes miferccowdie aye pitex, de moy. 
Pst. Moy fhall not ferue,} will haue fortie Moyes:for 
T will fetch thy rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimfon blood. : ; 
French. Eft il impoffible d'efchapper le farce de ton bras, 
Piff, Braffe,Curre?thou damned and luxurious Moun- 
taine Goat, offer’ft me Braffe? 
French. O perdonne moy. ey 
Pit. Say’t thou me fo ? is that a Tonne of Moyes ? 
Come hither boy,aske me this flaue in French whatis his 
Name. Slee 
Boy. Efcoute comment eftes vous appelle? 
French. Mounfieur le Fer. 
Boy. He fayes his Name is M.Fer. 
Piff, M.Fer: Tle fer him,and firke 
difcuffe the fame in French ynto him, em ; 
Boy. 1 doe not know the French for fer,and ferretzand 
firke. : a Es 
Pif?. Bidchiny prepare,for I will cut his throat, 
French. Quedit il Monafienr ? . 
Boy. Il me commande a vous dire que vous faite vous: 


him,and ferret hims] 


Pift. Owy, cuppele gorge permafoy pefant , vnleffe 
thou giue me Crownes,braue Crownesjor mangled fhale 


French, O Ie-vous fupplie pour Vamour de Dieu : ma pare 


‘| donner,Te {isis le Gentilbome de bon maifon,garde ma viese Te 


vous donneray deux cent efcus. 
“Piff. What are his words 2 ee 
ace ean __By. He 
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Boy. He prayes youto faue hislife; he is.a;Gentlemah 
| ofa good houfe, and for his ranforn he will piue you'two 
} hundred Crownes.. ; 1G? o1a 
Pit. Tellhim my fury fhall abate;and I the Crownes 
willtake, | ... yah seep" 
Fren. Perse Monfieur que dit il? . 
‘Boy. Encore qu it et comrafon larement,de pardonter at 
cune prifonner: neant-mons pot les efcues que wous layt A pro- 
| mets, il eft content avous donnes le liberte le franghifement. 
Fre. Sur mes genoux fe vous donnes mikes remercious, et 
Te me eftime henrex que Ie intombe,entre les main. dun Che- 
| walier Ie peufe le plus brane valiant et tres diffinse fignieur 
| a Anglererre. fe 
Pift,.Expound vnto me boy. 
Boy, He gives you vpon his knees.a thoufand thanks, 




















\ 


4 and thrice-worthy figneurof England, 

| . Pit. As lfucke blood,J will forme mercy fhew, Fol- 

| low mee, thanked 
Boy. Saane vous le graud Capitaine? - 

| Idid neuer know fo full a voyce iffue from fo emptiea 
) hearc: but the faying istrue, The emptyveffel makes the 


| valour, then this roaring diuell icholde play, that everie 


| they are both hang’d, and fo would thisbe, ifhee durft 
‘| fteale any. thing aduenturoufly. 
‘| Lackies wich the lug gage of our camp, the French might 
| haue a goed pray of vs, if he knew of it, for there isnone 


O mefchante Fortune, do not tunne aways. 
Con, Why all our rankgs are broke, 5 
{ Dol, O perdurable fhasme, let's ftab, our felues:: 
'} Bethefe the wretches thar we plaid ardice for ?. 

:. Ort, Isthisthe King we fent too, for his ranfome? 


Let vs dye in once more backe againe, 
4 And he that will not follow Burboz now, 
4 Let him go hence, and with his.cap in hand 
| Like a bafe Panderholdthe Chamber doore,> 
‘+ Whilfla bafe flaue, no gentlerthenmy dogge, 
| His faireft daughcer is contaminated. . r" 
4%, Con... Diforcter thar hath {fpoy!'d vs,friend vs now, 
} Let vs on heapes go offer vp our liues, 
1 -Orl. Weare enow yct hiuing inthe Field, 
To {mother vp the Englith in ourthrongs, 
Ifany ordey might bethaughtvpon, . -- 
1. Bur, The diucll cake Order now, Ile ro the throngs. 


i te nes Alaruy. _ Enter the King and bis trayne, 


with Prifoners, 


Buc all’s not. done, yerkeepe the French the field. 





| andhe eftcemes himfelfe happy, thathe hath falne into | 
; thehands of one (as he thinkes) the moft braue; valorotis- 


| greaceft found, Bardolfe and Nym had teane times more 
|] One may payre his nayles with a weodden dagger, and. 


T muft ftay with the | 


‘| to guard it but boyes. Exit. 
, Enter Conft able, Orleance, Burbon, Dolphin, 
ana Ramburs. 
98: 2-345 z 

Con. O Diable. : 

Orl,..O figueur le our etperdia, toute et perdie. 
Dol. (Mor Dien ma vie; all is confounded all, 
‘| Reproach, and euerlafting fhame 
'| Sits mocking in our Plumes. iA [hort Alaram. 


Bers Shame, and eternal fhame, nothing but fhame, 


Let life be thort, elfe thame will be too long. Exit | 


B King, Well haue we done,thrice-valiant Countrimen, 


| &xe, The D. of York cammends him to your Maiefty 

















King Lines he good Vnckle: thrice Withis this hal 
I faw hima downe ; thrice vp-againe, and fighting, « i 
From Helmettothe fpurre, all blood’he was.) ~” 
Exe. Inewhich array (brawe Soldier) doth he} 
Larding the plaine: and by his bloody-fide) »: 
(Yoake-fellow to his honour-owing-wounds) 
The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes.) |! 
Suffolke firft dyed, and Yorke all hagled ouer 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay infteeped, 
And takes him by the Beard kifles the pathes 
That bloodily did yawne vpon his face, 
He cryes aloud; Tarry my Cofin Suffelke, 
My foule fhall thine keepe company to heauen; 
Tarry (fweetfoule) for mine, then flye a-breft; 
Asin this glorious and well-foughten field 
We kept together in our Chiualrie. 
Vpon thefe words I came, and cheer'd him vp, 
He {mil’d me in the face, raught me his hand, 
And with a feeble gripe, fayes : Deere my Lord, 
Commend my feruice to my Soueraigne, 
So did he turne, and ouer Suffolkes necke 
He threw his wounded arme, and kift his lippes, 
And fo efpous’d to death, with blood he {cal’d 
A Teftament of Noble-ending-loue : 
The prettie and {weet manner efit fore’d : 
Thofe waters from me, which! would haue flop’d, 
Bat] bad net fo much of manin mee, Ni 
And all my mother came into mine cyes, 
And gaue me vp to teares. 
King. blame you nor, 
For hearing this, [ muft perforce compound 
With mix¢iull eyes, or they will iffue to. 
But héarke, what new alarum is this fame? 
The French haue re-enfore’d their {catcer’d men: 
Then every fouldiour kill his Prifoners, 
Giue the word through. 

































ye, 


Alarnes 


errors es ane ane amen aemenmeensEe oaes 
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Enter Fliellen and Gowers 4 













Fis. Killthe poyes and the luggage, Tis expreflely 
again{t the Law of Armes, tisias arrant apeece of knaute 
ry marke yeunow, as can bee offert in your Conlcience 
now, is it not? a . ) 

Gow. Tiscertaine, there’s not a boy left aliuejandthe 
Cowaidly Rafcalls that ranne from the battaile ha’ done 
this flaughter: befides they have burned and cartied & 
way all that was in the Kings Tent, wherefore the King 
moftworthily hath caus'deuery foldiour to cuthis pt 
foners throat. O’tis.a gallant King. 00 00) : 

Fin, I, hee was porne at. Monmouth Captaine in 
What call youthe Townes name where Alenander ng 

ig was borne? 











Gow. Alexander the Great. bash uisGdem 

Fis. Why I pray you, is aot pig ,great?, The pigs 
the grear, or the mighty, ershe huge, onthe magnaniry 
mous, are all-one reckonings;fauethe phraleis 4 hile va» 
tiations. urarit-rok ote Ne Ie A 

Gower. Ithinke Alexander the Great was bored) 
(Macedon, his Father was. called Phillip of. Macedon, a 
take it. 5 


Fin, I thinke-it is in Adacedon where mice 












































































| The 


the Orld, I warrant you fall finde in the comparifoas be= 
weene Macedon & Ad onsouth that the fituations looke 
ou, is both alikes -There is aRiuer in Macedon, 8 there 
jsalfommoreouer a Riuer at Monmonth, itiscall’d Wye at 
Monmouth : butacis out of myipraines, what is the name 
ofthe other River : but tis all one, tis dlikeas my fingers 
isto MY fingers, and there isSalmonsin both: ) If you 
marke Alexanders life wells sHlarry of Monmonthes lite is 
come after ieandifferent well} for there is figures in all 
things. Alexander God knowes, and you'kiiow, inhis 
rages,and his furies,and:his'wraths, and his chollers, and 
ismoodes, and his difpleafures, and his imdignations, 
andalfo being a little intoxicatesin hispraines, did in 
|his Ales and his angers (locke*yow) »killihis-beit friend 

| Chtws. ith nb irese rhea? mashri 

G 


\any of his friends. If AN: AU ig DO ; 

Fis. Isisnot well done (marke younow) totake the 
\tales out of my. mouth, ere itis made and finifhed.} {peak 
butinthe figures,and' comparifons of itt 04s. Alexander 
\kild his friend (7pews, being anhis Ales and hisCuppes; fo 
\alfo Harry Monmosth being inhis right wittes, and his 


knaueries, and mockes, Lhaue forgot hismame. 
Gow, Sir lobn Falftaffe..’ eit 

| Fl, That ishe: dle cell you,there is good men porne 
at Monmonth. As > tye 

Gow. Heerecomes his Maiefty. 


Alarum, Enter King Harry and Burbon 
with prifoner's... Elourifl.s © 


| Kings Twas not angry fince I cametoFrance, 
Votill this inftauc. Take'a Trumpet Herald, 
Ridethou ynto the Horfemen on yond bill: 
Ifthey will fight with vs, bidthem come downe, 

Orvoydethe field : they do offend our fight, 
[fthey'l do neither, we will come.cto them, 

jAnd make them sker away, as{wift as ftones 
Enforced from the old Affyrian flings:"" 

Befides, wee’l curthe throats of thofe we haue, 
Andnota'man of them that we fhall take, 

Shall tafte our mercy. Go and tel! them fo. 

Enter Montioy.. >: 
Exe, Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege 
Glon.' His eyes are humbler then they vs'd to be. 
Kings How now, whatmeanes this Herald ? Know 

thou not, rs 
That T haue fin’d thefe bonesof mine forranfome? 
Com’ft thou againe for ranfome ? 
- Her, Nogrear King's" ish 
| come to theefor charitable Licenfe, »\ 
j That we may wander ore this bloody field, 
|Tobooke eurdead; and then to bury them, 
Tofort our Nobles from our common men. 
|For many of our Princes ( woe the while) 
|4ye drown’dand foak’d in. mercenary bleod : 
So do our vulgar drench their peafant limbes 
In blood of Princes; and with wounded fteeds 
Fret fetclocke deepe in gore, and with wilderage 
Yerke out their armed heelesat their dead mafters, 
Killing them,twice. O giue vs leave great King, 
Toview the'field in fafety, and difpofe =: 
Oftheiy déad bodies, 9°! tia 
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gr A ll nae EA 
ome :1 tell you Captaine, ifyoulooke intheMaps of Kia. Ttell.chee truly Herald, -- 


av. Our King is not like himinthat, Renever kill’d | 


'|good judgements, cutn’d away:the fat Knight with the | 
great belly doubler’: he was full of ieftsandegypes, ‘and | 


| God pleffe it, and preferue’it, as long’ as it-pleafes his 





that I fhould fight wichall,if he be aliue. 


fort quite from the anfwerefhis degrees so: ' 


Tknow norif the day beours or no, — WO, 8 
For yet amany of your horfemen peere, © 2!) 
And gallop ore the field. f ANE ON 
Her. The day is yours. oat Higa t ‘Sane 
0 Kin. PraifedbeGod, and not our ftrength forit: 
What is this Caftle call’d that ftands hard by, «i 9: 22, 
Her, They call it Agincourt. Andee 93 
King, Then call wethis thefield of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Crifpin (rifpianns. 0-03 
Fla. Your Grandfather of famous memory(an't pleafe 
your Maiefty) ‘and your great Vncle Edward the Placke 
Prince of W ales,as | haue read in the Chronicles; foughit 
a moft praue pattle here in Frances » d tedioray: 
Kin. They did Flwellen. te 3e BisS 
Flu. Your Maicfty fayes very true: If your Maiefties 
is remembred of it, the Welchmen did good)feruicein a 
Garden where Leckes did grow, wearing Leekés in their 
Monmouth caps, which your Maiefty knowto'this houre 
isan honourable badge of the feruice: And I do beleeue 
your Maiefty takes no {corne to weare the Leeke vppon 
S. Tauies day. : SFYM owed 
King. I weare it foramemorable honor ce 
For am Welch you know good Countrimany a): 
Fix, All the.waterin Wye, cannot wath your Maic- 
fies Welth plood out of yourpody, I cantell you that: 


Grace,and his Maiefty too, 1 
Kin. Thankes good my Countrymens: »: 
Flu. By iefhu, lam your Maiefties Countreyman, 1 
carenot who know it: I willconfefleit to all the Orld,1 
need not to be afhamed of your Maiefty;praifed be God 
fo long as your Maiefty isan honeft man. ston hi 
King, Good.keepe me fo. 
Enter Williams. 
Our Heralds go with him, 
Bring me iuft notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hithers 
Exe. Souldier, you muft come to the King, ; 
Kin. Souldier, why wear'ft thou that Gloue in thy 
Cappe? > Re a SHG won BOF] 
will. And'cpleafe your Maiefty, tis the gage of one: 


Kin, An Englifhman? yond ia AN 
Wil. Aod’t pleafe your Maiefty, aRafcall tharfwag-' 
gerd with me laft night ; . who if aliue,and euer dare ta! 
challengethisGloue, I haue fworne to take him a boxe: 
a’th ere sor if I can fee my Glouc in his cappe, which he! 
(wore as he was a Souldier he wauld weare(ifaline)i wal 
firike it out foundly. #6 fwolt -aReD 
Kin, What thinke you Captaine Fivellen,. is itfic this 
fouldier keepe his oath. =o... we breié «Wh 
Fla, Hecis a Crauenanda Villaineelfe, and’t pleafe 
your Maiefty-in my confcience, Twine l Mes 
King. Itmay beeyhisenemy is a Gentleman of great 


Flu, Though he beas good a Ientleman as the diuelis, 
as Lucifer and Bélzebub himfelfe, iris neceflary (looke 
your Grace) that he keepe his vow and his oath : If hee 
bee petiar’d (fee younow) his rephtationis as arrant a 
villaine and a lacke fawce, as euer his blacke fhoo trodd } 
vpon Gods ground, and his earth, inmy confcience law 

King. Then keepe.thy vow firrah, when thou meet'tt 
the fellow. — Biter: + 
_ Wi. So, Twil my Liege; as T lide, » « Bes 

Kings: Who feu’ thou vider ?s: > : >! 








































































































































































































































































































































































©90 The Life of Henry the Fift. 
‘| pill. Vander Captaine Gower,my Liege. > A ~——s|, your Maieftie is rakeoout of the Helmer. — 
Fla. Gower is a oii Captaine fenhebte good know- Yon, solineqmo> sdrnisbosl isl ne eet ies 
ledge and liceracutedin the Warres.y ov" py 10°] Will My Liege, this was my Gloue-heretestec. 
Fe ing. Cail him hitherto me,Souldier.°o oA | of: ifsagdhiethnkD pane toin chosigemilea al 
will. LwillmyLiege,  « AExitsA, it in his Cappe: I promis’dto ftrike himyifhe lidetan 
Kings Here Fisellen;weaterhourhis fauour for mejand | this man withmy Glouesin his Cappe,andq have beet i 
| fticke it inchy Cappe: when -4/anfoa and tay felfewere | good asmy word. ao lié zis tnd ; ui Tisdio eda 
‘downe together, ! pluckrthisGlouc from his Helme: If Fla. Your:Maieftiehéare now, fauing your Main 
any mamehallenge this, heeis a friend toe4/an/on,and an | Manhood, what an arrant rhfcaily , begeetly yt 
enemy to our Perfon;if thou encounter any fuch,appre- | Knaue ivis: I hope your Maietticis peare me celtimons 
hend him,and thou do ft me loue, 70) ' and witneffejand will auouchment, thatithis isthe Clous 
Fla, “Your Grace doo'sme.as greatHonorsascanbe | of A/asfon,that your Maieftie is pie me, in your Co 
defir'd imthe heattsof his Subiedts: I would faine fee | {cience now. RII it bap. cosherm 
| che man,that ha’s buctwolegges, charfhall find himfelfe | | King. Giuemethy Gloue Souldiers » >> 
agreefd at thisGloue; that isall:butT would faine fee | Looke,heere isthe fellow of it: 
it once,and pleafe God ot his grace that I mighit fee. 
: King. Know’ftthou Gower ? 
Fis. -Heis my deare friend,aad pleafe you. 
«King. Pray thee gos feeke him, and bring himto my 
Tent? o9 fbn 
Fla.oT will fetch him. 3»: Exit. 
King. My Lord of tvarwich,and my Brother Gloffer, 
Follow Fluellen clofely at the heeles. 
The Glouewhich I have givem him fora fatrour, 
May haply purchafe him a:box a'th’care: 
TtistheSouldiers; [by bargaine fhould 
| Weare it my felfe. Foliow good Coufin ‘varwick: 
| If that-the Souldier Arike himjas liudge 
| By his blunc bearing,he will keepe his words 
| Some fodaine mifchicfe may arileof it: 
} For I doe know Fixellen valiant, - I 
‘And toucht with Choler,hot as Gunpowder, 
Aad quickly will returne.an iniurie. 
Follow,and fee there be no harme betweene them. ' 
Goe you with me, Vnckle of Exeter. Exeunt. 






























"Twas I indeed thou promifed’ft to ftrilee, 
And thou haft given me moft bitter termes.) ‘ 
Fis. And pleafe your Maieftic, let his Neck antwere 
for it,if thereisany Marfhall Lawinthe World, 
King. How canft thou make me fatisfaction ? 
Will. Alloftences;my Lord,come fromthe heart: ne. 
a any from miney that might offend your Ma. 
ierue. ‘ Ot 2oiee Rj : 
King. It was our felfe thou didftabufe, 
Will. Your Maieftic. came not like your felfe ; you 
appear d to me but as.a-common man: witneffe the 
Night, your Garments, your Lowlineffeis: and what 
your Highneffefuffer'd vnder that fhape ; Ibefeech you 
take it for your owne fault, and not mine'sfor had you 
beene as J cooke you for, Ithade no offence ; therefore | 
befeech your Highneffe pardon me, | 
King Here Vanekle Exeter,fllthis Gloue with Crownes 
And giue it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow, 
And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappe, 
Till I doechallengeir. Giue him the Crownes: 
And Captaineyou muftneedsbe friends with him, 
_ Fla, By this Dayandthis-Lighe, the fellow ha'smet- 
tell enough inhisbelly: Hold, there is cwelue-pence for 
90s 0: Enver Fluellen. you, and I pray youto ferue God, and keepe you out of 
“Fla. Gods will,and his pleafure, Captaine,I befeech | prawles and prabbles,and giiarrels and diffentions, and J] 
| you now, come apace tothe King: there is more good | warrant youir isthe better for yous 
| toward you! peraduenture, thewisin your knowledge to Will, [will none of your Money. 






















































































— Sater Gower and Williams. 
will, wartanz itis to Knight you,Capraine, 





























| dreame of. ROD 9G lig Fla, Avis witha good will:£ can tell you it, will ferue 
1 will. Sir, know you this Gloue? youtomend yourfhooes: come,wherefore fhould you 
1-9 °Fl¥) Koow the Gloue2 Tknowthe GloueisaGloue,. | be fo pafhfull, your fhooes is not fo goods tis a good 









1° Wik, Lknow this,and thus I challenge its filling 1 warrant you,or Iwill’change it. 
gods tid oy Strikes bim. Enter Herauld. 


Ro 
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[°° Fig. ’Sblud aniarrant Traytor as anyes in the Vaiuer- King. Now Herauld,are the dead numbred? 

fall World,orin France,orin England, 3 eo © _ Herald. Heere is the number of the flaughtied 
Gower. How now Sir? you Villaine. © ) French. 

“Will, Doeyouthinke HeBe forfworne? King. What. Prifoners-of good. fort»are taken, 


_ Fla. Stand away Captaine Gower, I will giue Treafon | Vnckle? : sry 
his'paymetit into‘plowes,I warrant you. Exe, Charles Duke of Orleance,Nephew tothe King, 
Wik. Tamno Traytor.)? 2.2 | Lobe Duke of Burbon,and Lotd Bouchiquald:: 
1° Flue Thavs¢ Lye inthy Throat. I charge you inhis | Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires; 
Maiefties Name épprehend him,he’s a friend of the Duke | Full fifteene hundred,befGides commonmen. 
Alan fons. o Kiag. This Note doth tell me of ten thouland French 
mel) \ Epter Warwick and Gloucefter. <-> That in the field lye flaine: of Princes inthis number) 
Ware. How now; how now,whar’s the matter? And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead’: 
© Pla. My Lord of Warwick, heere is, prayfed be God | One hundredtwentiefix: addedtothefe, 
forit, a moft contagious Treafon come to light; looke | Of Knights, E{quires,and gallant Gentlemen,» 
you, as you fhall defire ina Summers day, Heere’is his | Eight thoufand and foure hundred: of the which, 
Maieftie = v Sater Kingand:Exeter. Fiue hundred were bur yefterday dubb'd Knights. 
King. How now, what's the matter ? wollo) | Sothatinthefetenthoufand they baue loft, > + 
Flu. My Liege pheete is Villaine, anda Traytor, | There are but fixteene hundred Mercenaries: 6 
that looke your Grace, :ha’s ftrooke the Glouewhich | The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords,Knights,Squit f 
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‘and Gentlemen of bloud:and qualitie. 
The Names of: thofe their Nobles that lye dead: 
Charles Delabreth, High Conttable of France, 
Jaques of Chatilion, Admirall of France, 
The Matter of the Croffe-bowes;Lord Rambures. 
Great Mafter of France,the braue Sir Guichard Dolphin, 
[ob Duke of Alanfon, Anthonie Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother to the Duke of Burgundie, 
And Edward Duke of Barr): of luftie Earles, 
Grandpree and Rouffie, Fanconbridge and Foyes, 
| Beanmont and Marle,Vandemont and Leftrale. 
Here was a Royall fellowthip of death. | 
Where is the number of our Englifh dead ? 
Edward the Duke of Yorke,the Earle of Suffolke, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy Gam Efquire ; 
None elfe of name: and of all other men, 
Put fue and twentic. 

OGod, thy Arme was heere : 
And not to vs, but to thy Arme alone, 
Afcribe weall: when, without {tratagem, 
But in plaine fhock,and euen play of Batraile, 
Was euer knowne fo great and little lofle ? 
Onone part and on th’other,take it Ged, 
for itisione but thine. 

Exet, "Tis wonderfull, 

Kmg. Come,goe me in proceffion to the Village: 
Andbe it death proclaymed through our Hoaft, 
Toboaft of this,or take that prayfe from God, 

Which is his onely. 

Fis, Isitnot lawfull and pleafe your Maieftie, to tell 
how many is kill’d? 

King. Yes Captaine: but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for vs. 

Flu. Yes,my confcience,he did vs great good, 

King, Doe we all holy Rights: 

|Letthere be fung Non nobis,and Te Deum, 

The dead with charitie enclos’d in Clay: 

And then to Callice,and to England then, 

Where ne’re from France arriu’d more happy mere 
Excunt. 








cA tlus 


uintus. 


Enter Chorus. 
Vouchfafe to thofe that haue not read the Story, 
That i may prompt them : and of fuch as haue, 
[humbly pray them to admit th’excufe 
{Of time, of rumbers,and due courfe of thin gs, 
{Which cannot in their huge and proper life, 
{Be here prefented. Now we beare the King 
Toward Callice: Graunt him chere ; there feene, 
Heaue him away vpon your winged thoughts, 
Athwart the Seas Behold the Englith beach 
Pales inthe flood ; with Men, Wiues,and Boyes, 
Whofe fhoutsi& claps out-voyce the deep-mouth’d Sea, 
Which likea mightie Whiffler ‘fore the King, 
Seemes to Prepare his way: Solethimland, - 
And folemnly {ee him fet onto London. 
So {wift pace hath Thouglit,that enien now > 
oo may imagine him vpon Black-Heath :@ 

Vhere,that his Lords defire him,to haue borne 
: bruifed Fielmet,and his bended Sword 

¢fore him,through the Citie: he forbids it, 
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Ot 
Being free from vain-neffe,and felfe-glorious pride; ee 
- Giving full Trophee,Signall,and Oftent, 
Quite from himfelfe,to God, But now behold, 
In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought, 
How London doth powre out her Citizens, 
The Maior and all his Brethren in beft for, 
Like to the Senatours of th’antique Rome, 
With the Plebeians {warming at their heeles, 
Goe forth and fetch their Conqu’ring Cesar in: 
| As bya lower, but by louing likelyhood, 
Werenow the Generall of our gracious Emprefte, 
As in good time he may,from Ireland comming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword; 
How many would the peacefull Citie quit, 
To welcome him? much more,and much more caufe, 
Did they this Zarry. Now in London place him. 
As yet the lamentation of the French 
Tnuires the King of Englands ftay at home : 
The Emperour’s comming in behalfe of France, 
To order peace betweene them: and omit 
All the occurrences,what euer chane’t, 
Till Harryes backe returne againe to France: 
There muft we bring him; and my felfe haue play'd 
The interim, by remembring you’tis paft. 
Then brooke abridgement,and your eyes aduance, 
After your thoughts, ftraight backe againeto France, 
Exit. 


Enter Fluellen and Gower. 







Gower. Nay, that’s right : but why weare you your 
Leeke to day? S. Dauies day is paft. 

Fla. There is occafions and caufes why and wherefore 
inallthings: I will tell you affe my friend, Captaine 
Gower; the rafcally, fcauld, beggerly, lowfie, pragging 
Knaue Piffoll, which you and your felfe,and all the World, 
know to be no petter then a fellow,looke you now,of no 
merits: hee is come tome, and prings me pread and 
fault yelterday, looke you, and bid me eate my Leeke: 
it was ina place where] could not breed no contention 
with him; but I will be fo bold as to weare it in my Cap 
till I fee him once againe, and then I will tell him a little 
piece of my defires, 

Enter Piffoll. 

Gower. Why heere hee comes, {welling like a Turky- 
cock, 

Fix, Tis no matter for his fwellings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God pleffe you aunchient Pistof:you feuruie low- 
fie Knaue,God pleffe you. 

Piff. Ha, art thou bedlam > doeft thou thirft, bafe 
Troian, to haue me fold vp Parcas fatall Web? Hence; 
am qualmifh at the fmell of Leeke. 

Flu, 1 pefeech you heartily, fcuruie lowfie Knaue, at 
my defires, and my requefts, and my petitions, to eate, | 
looke you,this Leeke ; becaufe, looke you, you doe not 
loue ir, nor your affections,and your appetites and your 
difgeftions doo’s not agree with it, 1 would defire you} 
to cate it. 

Pift. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

Flu. There is one Goat for you. Strikes bim. 
Will you be fo good, fcauld Knaue,as eate it ? 

Piff, Bafe Troian,thou fhalt dye, 

Fiz. You fay very true, fcauld Knaue, when Gods | 
will is: I will defire you to lite inthe meane time, and 
eate your Vidtuals : come, there is fawce for it, You 
call’d me yefterday Mountaine-Squier , but I will make 
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you to day afquire of low degree. I pray you fall too, if 
you can mocke a Lecke, youcaneate a Leeke, 

Gor. Enough Captaine,you have aftonifhe him. 

Fiz. fay, I will make him eate fome part of my leeke, 
or L will peate his pate foure dayes : bite I pray you, it is 
good for your greene wound, and your ploodie Coxe- 
combe. 

_ Pift. Mu V bite. 

Fla. Yescertainly,and out of doubt and out of que- 
ftion too, and ambiguities, 

Pift. By this Lecke, I will moft horribly revenge I 
eate aiid eate I fweare. : 

Flu. Eate pray you, will you haue fome more fauce 
to your Leeke : there isnot enough Lecke to fweare by. 

Piff. Quietthy Cudgell,thou doit {ee I eate, 

Flu. Mach good de you fcald knaue, heartily. Nay, 
pray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 
broken Coxcombe 3 whenyou take occafions to fee 
Leekes heereafter, I pray you mocke at em, that is all, 

- Piff. Good. . : 

Flu, 1, Leckes is good: hold you, there is a groatto 
heale your pate. | 

Piff. Mea groat? 

Flu Yes verily, and in truth you fhall take it, or Ihaue 
another Leeke in my pocket,which you fhell eae, 

Pift. Itake thy groacin earneft of reuenge. 

Fix, IfL owe youany thing, I will pay you in Cud- 
gels, you fhall be a Woodmonger, aud buy nothing of 
me but cudgels : God bu’y you, and keepe you, & heale 
your pate. Exit 

Pift. Allhell fhall Girre for this. 

Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knaue, 
will you mocke at an ancient Tradition began vppen an 
honourable refpect, and worne as a memorable Trophee 
of predeceafed valor,and dare not auouch in your deeds 
any of your words. Ihaue feene you gleeking & galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice, You thought,becaufe 
he could not fpeake Englifh inthe natiue garb, he could 
not fesiierebsnale an Englifh Cudgell : you finde it o- 
therwife, and henceforth letra Welfh correction, teach 
you a good Eaglifh condition, fare ye well. Exit 

Pif?. Doeth fertune play che hufwife with menow? 
Newes haue I that my Dollis deadi’th Spittle ofa mala- 
dy of France, and theremy rendeuous is quite cutoff: 
OldI dowaxe, and from my wearie limbes honour is 
Cudgeld. Well, Baud Me turne, and fomething leaneto 
| Cut-purfe of quicke hand : To England will I fteale, and 
{there fle fteale : 

And patches willI get vnto thefe cudgeld fcarres, 
And {wore I got them in the Gallia warres. 






Exit. 


Enter at one doore, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford,warwicke, 
and other Lords. At anether, Queene lfabel, 
the King, the Duke of Bourgoxgne and 
other French, 
King. Peace to this meeting, whereforewe are met ; 
Vato our brother France, and to our Sifter 
Healch and faire time of day : Ioy and good withes 
To our moft faire and Princely Cofine Katherine : 
Andasa branch and member of this Royalty, » 
By whom this great affembly is contriu’d, 
We do falute you Duke of Bargogne, 
And Princes French and Peeres health to you all, 
Fra. Right ioyous are we tobehold your face, 
Moft worthy brother England, fairely met, 
So are you Princes (Englith) every one. 


Quee. Sohappy be the Iffue brother Treland 


Of this good day, and-of this gracious meeting 
As we are now glad to behold youreyes,.. 
Your eyes which hitherto haue borne 
In them againft the French that met them inth 
The fatall Balls of murthering Bafiliskes: 
The venome of fuch Lookes we fairely hope 
Haue loft their qualitie, and that this day 
Shall change all griefes and quarrels into loue. 
Eng. To cry Amen to that, thus we appeare, 
Quee, You Englifh Princes all,I doe falute you, 
Burg. My dutie toyou both, on equall loue, 
Great Kings of France and Englandsthat I have labour'd 
With all my wits, my paines,and ftrong endeuors, 
To bring your moft Jmperiall Maiefties 
Vnto this Barre,and Royall enterview ; 
Your Mightineffe on both parts beft can witneffe, 
Since then my Office hath fo farre preuayl'd, 
That Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye, 
You haue congreeted; leticnot difgraceme, | 
If I demand before this Royail view, 
What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 
Why that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace, 
Deare Nourfe of Arts, Plentyes,and ioyfull Births, 
Should not in this beft Garden of the World, 
Our fertile France,put yp her louely Vilage? 
Alas, fhee hath from France too long been chas‘d, 
Angell her Husbandry doth lye on heapes, 


cir bent, 


Corrupting in itowne fertilitie, 


Ker Vine,the merry chearer of the heart, 
Vopruned, dyes : her Hedges euen pleach’d, 
Like Prifoners wildly ouer-growne with hayre, 
Put forth diforder’d Twigs: her fallow Leas, 
The Darnell ,Hemlock,and ranke Femetary, 
Doth root vpon; while chat the Culter rufts, 
That fhouid deracinate fuch Sauagery: 
The euen Meade,that erft brought {weetly forth 
The freckled Cow/flip, Burnet,and greene Clouer, 
Wanting the Sythe, withall vncorrefted,rauke 5 
Conceiues by idleneffe,and nothing teemes, 


But hatefull Docks, rough Thiftles, Kekfyes, Burres, 


Loofing both beautie and vrilitie; 

And all our Vineyards, Fallowes,Meades,and Hedges, 

Defectiue in their natures, grow to wildnefle. 

Euen fo our Houfes,and our felues,and Children, 

Haue loft,or doe not learne, for want of time, 

The Sciences that fhould become our Countreys 

But grow like Sauages,as Souldiers will, 

That noching doe, bat meditate on Biood, 

To Swearing,and fterne Lookes,defus’d Attyre, 

And euery thing that feemes vnnaturall. 

Which to reduce into our former fauour, 

You are aflembled: and my {peech entreatt, 

That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 

Should not expell thefe inconueniences, 

And bleffe vs with her former qualities. . 
Eng. If Duke of Burgonie, you would the Peatts 

Whote want giues growth to th’imperfections 

Which you haue cited ; you muft buy that Peace 

With full eccord to all our iuft demands, 

Whole Tenures and particular effets 

You haue enfchedul'd briefely in yourhands. 
Burg. The King hath heatd chem:to the which,ay* 

There is no Anfwer made, 4 
Eng. Well then; the Peace which you before fo veg 4s 

Lyes in his Anfwer, 


France. 1 




























"France. Lhaue but with a curfelarie eye 
O're-glanc’c the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace 

To appoint fome of your Councell prefently © 

Tofit with vs once more, with better heed’ 

Tore-furuey them; we will fuddenly — 

paffe our accept and peremptorie Anfwer. 

England. Brother we thall. Goe Vnckle Exeter, 
And Brother Clarence, and you Brother Gloucefter, 
warwick, and Huntington, goe with the King, 

And take with you free power,to ratifie, 

Augment,or alter, as your Wildomes belt 

shall fee aduantageable for our Dignitie, » 

Any thing in or out of our. Demands, 

Andweele configne thereto, Will you, faire Sifter, 
Goe with the Princes.or ftay here with vs? 

Quee, Our gracious Brother, I will goe with them: 
Happily a Womans Voyce may doe fome good, 

When Articles too nicely vrg’d,be (tood on. 

England, Yet leaue our Coufin Karherine here with vs, 
she is our capitall Demand,compris’d 
Within the fore-ranke of our Articles. 

Quee. She hath good leaue. Exeunt onmes. 


Manet King and Katherine. 
King. Faire Katherine,and moft faire, 
Wiil you youchfafe coteach a Souldier tearmes, 
Sach as will enter at a Ladyes eare, 
And pleade his Loue-fuic to ber gentle heart. 

Kath. Your Maieltie fhall mock at me,I cannot fpeake 
your England, 

King. O faire Katherine. if you will loue me foundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to heare you con- 
feffe it brokenly with your Englifh Tongue, Doe you 
likeme, Kate ? 

\ Kath. Pardonne moy,\ cannot tell wat is like me, 

King. An Angell is like you Kate, and youare like an 
|Angell. 

Kah, Que dit il que Ie fuss femblable ales Anges? 

Lady. Ony verayment (auf voftre Grace) ainft dit il. 
King. 1 iaid fo, deare Kathersse, and I muft not blufh 
'to affirme it, | ; 
Kath. O bon Dien, les langues des hommes font pleits de 
|tromperies. 

King. What fayes fhe, faire one? that the tongues of 
men are full of deceits ? 

Lady. Ony,dat de tongeus of de mans is be full of de- 

cits: datis de Princeffe, 
Kmg. The Princeffe is the better Englifh-woman : 
yfaich Kate,my wooing is fit for thy vnderftanding, Tam 
glad thou canft-{peake no better Englifh, for if thou 
jcould’t, thou would’(t finde me fuch a plaine King,that 
thou wouldft thinke, I had fold my Farme to buy my 
Crowne, I know no wayes to mince it in love, but di- 
re@ly to fay, Jloue you; then if you vrge me farther, 
then to fay, Doe you in faith? | weare our my fuite: Gine 
me your anfwer, yfaith doe, and fo clap hands,and a bar- 
Saiues how fay you, Lady 2 

Kath, Sanfvoftre honenr, ne vnderftand well. 

King. Marry, if you would put me to Verfes, orto 

ance for your fake, Kate,why you vndid me: for the one 

Naue neither words nor meafures and fer the other, } 
Have no ftrengch in meafure, yet a reafonable meafure in 
frengch, If] could winne a Lady at Leape-frogge,or by 
Vawting into my. Saddle, with my Armour on my backe ; 
vnder the correétion of bragging be it {poken, I fhould 
quickly leapeintoa Wife: Orif 1 might buffer for my 
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and fairely, I pray thee. 


_ quand fur le poffeffion de Fraunce, F quand vows anes lepof- | 




















Loue,or bound my Horfe for her fauours, I could lay ony 
like a Butcher,and fit hkea lack an Apes,neuer off. Buty) 


before God Kate, I cannot looke greenely, nor gafpe out), 


my eloquence, nor haue no cunning im proteftation ; |) 
onely downe-right Oathes, which I neuer vfe till yre’d, |, 
nor neuer breake for vrging. If thou canft loue afellow) 
of this temper,Kate,whofe face isnot worth Sunne-bar- | 
ning? that never lookes in his Glaffe, fordoue of any} 
thing he fees there? ler thine Eye be thy Cooke. I{peake} 
to thee plaine Souldier: If thou canft louc me for thiss |, 
take me? ifnot?to fay to theethat I fhall dye,is true; bur} 
for thy loue, by the L. No: yet I loue thee too. And}: 
while thou liu’ft,deare Kare, takea fellow of plaine and} 
vncoyned Conftancie,for he perforce mutt do thee right, 
becaufe he hath not the gift to wooe in other places: for } 
thefe fellowes of infinit tongue,chat can rymethemfelues 
into Ladyes fauours, they doe alwayes reafon themfelues | 
outagaine, What ? afpeaker is but a prater,a Ryme is 
but a Ballad; agood Legge will fall, a ratte Backe will 
ftoope,a blacke Beard will turne white, a.curl'd Pace will 
grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a full Eye'wilt wax } 
hollow: bura good Heart, Kate, isthe Sunne and the 
Moone, or rather the Sunne, and not the Moone; for it} 
fhines bright, and neuer changes, but keepes his courfe 
truly. If thou would haue fach a one, take me? and 
take me; take aSouldier: rake a Souldiers takea King. 
And what fay’tt thou then to my Loue? fpeake my faire, 


Kath, bs it poffible 
Fraunce? 
Kmg. No,it is not poffible you fhould love the Ene- 
mie of France,Kate; but in louing me, you fhould loue 
the Friend of France: for I loue France fo well, that J 
will not part witha Village of it; Iwill hawe it all mine: | 
and Kate,when France is mine,and I am yours;then yours 
is France,and you are mine. loud int Ww 
Kath. I cannot tell wat is dat. “J oh vei 
King. No,Kate? [will tell theein French which Lam. 
fure will hang vpon my tongue,like a new-married Wife 
about her Rusbands Necke, hardly to be thooke off ; /e 


dat I fould loue de thaemié ic : 


feffion de moy, ( Lec mee fee,what then? Saint Dennis bee | 
wy {peede) Done voftre eff Fraunce,@ vous effes mienne. | 
Itis as eatie for me, Kate,to conquer the Kingdome,as to: 
fpeake fo much more French ;, 1 {hell neuer moue thee in 
French,voleffe it be ré laugh at me, LC ye ae 
Kath. Sauf voffre honeur, le Francots ques vous parlets,31 
ch melieves que U Anglors lequel Ie parle. wad 
King. No faith is’t not, Kate: but thy fpeaking of 
my Tongue , and I thine, moft truely falfely , muft 
needes be graunted to be much at one. Bur Kate,doo' ft 
thou vnderftand thus much Englifhg Canft tho lous 
mee? : A 
» Kath, Ycannoc tell. ' ist sas @ 
King. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate? Te} 
aske them, Come, know thou loueft me: and at night, 
when you come into your Clofet, you'le queftion this } 
Gentlewoman about me; ‘and I know,Kate, you will to 
her difprayfe thofe parts in me,that youloue with your} 
heart: but good Kate,mocke me mercifully, the rather 
gentle Princefte. becaute] loue thee cruelly. If ever thou 
beeft mine, Kate, as I hauea fauing Faith within me rells 
mechou thalt; I get thee with skambling , and thou 
mutt therefore needes prove a good Souldier-breeder | 
Shall not thou and I, betweene Saint Dennrs and Saint 
George ; compound a Boy, halfe French halfe Ege 
k that} 
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that fhall goe to. Conftantinople, and take the Turke by 
the Beard, Shall wee not 2? what fay ft thou, my faire 
Flower-de-Luces.-> 9 s!o0'- swA boLerwisd 
,. Kate, I doe not know dat... 53839 0 
» King. Noz’tis hereafter to know, but now to promife: 
doe butnow promife Kate, you will endeauour for your 
‘French part of {uch a Boy 5 end for my Englith moytie, 
take the Word of a King, and a Batcheler. How an{wer 
you, La plus belle Katherine du monde mon tre{cher c denin 
‘deeffe. — 
434 tee Your Maieflee aue faufe Frenche enough to 

\deceiuede moft {age Damoifeil dat is er Fraunce. 

King. Now fye ypon my falfe French:by mine Honor 
-intrue Englifh,] loue chee Kate; by which Honor,I dare 
nor fweare thou louett me, yet my blood begins to flat- 

terme; that thou doo'ft; notwithftanding the poore and 
| vnteinpering effect of my Vilage. Now befhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, hee was thinking of Ciuill Warres 
_} When lee got-me, therefore was I created with a flub- 
| borne out-fide,with an afped of Iron, that when I come 
to wooe Ladyes,I fright them: but in faith Kate, the el- 
| der I wax;the better I fhall appease. My comfort is,that 
‘Old Age, that ill layer vp of Beautie, can doe no more 
fpoyle vypon my Face. Thowhaft me,if thou haft me, at 
the worft sand thou fhalt weare me, if thou weare me, 
better and better: and therefore tell me, moft faire Ka- 
therine, will you haue me? Put off your Maiden Bluthes, 
j auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 
an Empreffe, take me by the Hand, and fay, Harry of 
England, Tam thine: which Word thou fhalrtio fooner 
bleffemine Eare withall, buc I will tell thee alowd, Eng- 
land is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine,and Henry 
Plawtaginetis thine; who, though | {peake it before his 
Face; if he benot Fellow with the beft King, thou fhalt 
finde the beft King of Good-fellowes. Come.your An- 
fwer in broken Mufick ; for thy Voyce is Mufick, and 
thy Englifh broken: Therefore Queene of all, Katherixe, 
breake thy minde tome in broken Englith; wilt thou 
atic me? oo. 

» Kath, Datisas it hall pleafe ae Roy mex pere, 

“» Ring. Nay,itwill pleaiec him wel!, Kates it thall pleafe 
hith, Kate. Sara 

»« Kath, Demit fail alfo content me, 
|. King. Vponthac I kiffe your Hand, and I call you my 
pQueene,: 95272126 1). 
Kath. Laiffe mon Seigneur, laifje, laiffe, may foy: Tene 
| vets point que vous abbaiffe voftre grandeus, en baifant le 
| main dune nostre Seigneur indignie feruitenr excufe moy, Ie 
| vous fupplie mon tref-paifjant Seignenr. 
|) ‘Kisg. Then Iwill kiffe your Lippes,Kate. 
Rath. Les Dames & Damoifels pour efire baifee deuant 
leur nopcefe il net pas le coftume de Fraunce. 

King. Madame, my Interpreter,what fayes fhee? 

Lady. Dat it is not be de fafhon pour le Ladies of 
Fraunce ; Icannot tell wat is buiffe en Anglith. 

King. Tokiffe, 

Lad - Your! Maieftee extendre bettre que moy. 
King. Itis iowa fafhion for the Maids in Fraunce to 
kiffe before they are marryed, would fhe fay? 

 Bady. Ouy veraymeat. 
King. O Kate, nice Cuftomes curfie to great Kings. 
Deare Kate, you and I cannot bee confin’d within the 
weake Ly{t of a Countreyes fathion: wee are the ma- 
kers of Manners; Kates and the libertie that followes 
our Places, floppes the mouth of all finde-faults a6 
willdoe yours, for vpholding the nice fafhion of your 
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According to their firme propofed natures. 







































Countrey, in denying mea Kifle: therefore pacar 
and yeelding, Youhaue Witch-craft in yor 2 we 
Kate: there is-more eloquence in. a Sugar ‘one 
them, then in the Tongues of the French Councell: 4 i 
they fhould fooner perfwade Harry of England theo 
generall Petition of Monarchs. Heere come; - 
Father. , a 


Enter the French Power,and the Englifh 

' Lords. heed 

Burg, God faue your Maieftie, 
teach you our Princeffe Englith? 

Keng. I woild haue her learne, my faire Coy 
perfectly I loue her,and that is good Englith, 

Burg. Is fheenotapt? 

King. Our Tongue is rough, Coze, and my Conditi. 
onisnot fmooth: fothat hauing neycherthe Voycenor 
the Heart of Flatterie about me, I cannot fo coniurey 
the Spirit of Lowe in her, that hee will appeare in his trug 
likenefle. 

Berg. Pardonthe frankneffe of my mirth, if Lanfwer 
you for that. If you would coniure in her, you muft 
make aCircle : if coniure vp Loue in her in his true 
likeneffe, hee muft appeare naked, and blinde, Can you 
blame her then, being a Maid, yet ros’d over with the 
Virgin Crimfon of Modeftie, if fhee deny the apparance 
of anaked blinde Boy in hernaked feeing felfe? It were 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to configne 
to. 

King. Yet they doe winke and yeeld, as Loucisblind 
and enforces. ; 

Burg, They are then excus’d,my Lord,when they fee 
not what they doe, 

King. Then good my Lord, teach your Coufin to 
confent winking, ; 

Lurg. I will winke on her to confent,mny Lord,if you 
will teach her to know my meaning: for Maides well 
Summer'd, and warme kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo- 
mew-tyde, blinde, though they baue their eyes,and then 
they will endure handling, which before would not abide 
looking on, 

King: This Morall tyes me over to Time, and a hot 
Summer ; and fo I fhall catch the Flye, your Coufin, in 
the latter end,and fhee muft be blinde ra. 

Burg. As Loue ismy Lord,before it loues. 

King. It isfo: and you may, fome of you, thanke 
Loue tor my blindneffe, who cannot fee many a hare 
French Citie for one faire French Maid that ftands in my 
way. 

French King. Yes my Lard, you fee them perlpet- 
tively: the Cities turn’d into a Maid ; for they at 
all Filme with Maiden Walls, thar Ware hath en 
tred. « 

England. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 

France: Sa pleafe you, 

England. I am content, fo the Maiden Cities you) 
talke of, may wait on her: fo the Maid that ftood in 

the — for my With, hall fhew me the yay to ®Y 
Will. | 

: Frauce, Wee haue confented'to all tearmes of ret 
of. 

England. Is't {o,my Lords of England? 

Weft. The King hath graunted euery Article s 
His Daughter firft; and in fequele,all, 


my Royall Coufin, 


fin, hevt 








Ext. Onely 








Exet, Onely he hath not yet fubfcribed this: 


Where your Maieftie demands, Thatthe King of France - 


having any occafion to write for matter of Graunt, fhall 
same your Highneffe in this forme, and with this additi. 
on,in French : Noffre trefcher file, Heury Roy d’ Angleterre 
Heretere de Fraance: and thus in Latine; Preclariffimus 
ilins nofter Henvicus Rex Anglia G Heres Francia. 

France. Nor this I have not Brother fo deny’d, 
Bat your requeft fhall make me let it pafie. 

England, 1 pray you then, in loue and deare allyance, 
Letthat one Article ranke with the reft, 
And thereupon giue me your Daughter. 
prance, Take her faire Sonne,and from her bloed rayfe vp 
Iffue co me, that the contending Kingdomes 
of France and England,whofe very fhoares looke pale, 
With enuy of each others happineffe, : 
May ceafe their hatred; and this deare Coniun@ion 
Plant Neighbour-hood and Chriftian-like accord 
Intheir {weet Bofomes: that never Warre aduance 
His bleeding Sword ’twixt England and faire France. 

Lords. Amen, 

King. Now welcome Kate: and beare me witneffe all, 
That here I kiffe her as my Soueraigne Queene, 

Flonrifb. 

Quee. God, the beft maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in‘one,your Realmes in one : 
AsMan and Wife being two,are one in lone, 
Sobe there twixt your Kingdomes fuch a Spoufall, 
That neuer may ill Office, or fell Iealoufie, 
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a 
Which troubles oft the Bed of bleffed Marriage, 
Thruft in betweené the Pation of thefe Kingdomes, 
To make diuerce of their incorporate League: 
That Englifh may as French,French Englifhmen, 
Receiue cach other. God fpeake this Amen. 

All. Amen. 

King. Prepare we for our Marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy wee'le take your Oath ° 
And all the Peeres, for furetie of our Leagues, 
Then fhall I fweare to Kate,and you tome, ' 
And may our Oathes well kept and profp’rous be, 
Senet. Exessut. 


Enter Chorus. 


Thus farre with rough, and all-vnable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purfu’d the Story, 

In little roome confining mightie men, 

Mangling by ftarts the full courfe of their glory. 
Small time : but in that {mall ,moft greatly liued 
This Starre of England, Fortune made his Sword 
By which,the Worlds beft Garden he atchieued 
And of it left his Sonne Imperiall Lord. 

Henry the Sixt,in Infant Bands crown'd King 

Of France and England, did this King fucceed: 
Whofe State fo many had the managing, 
That they loft France,and made his England bleed : 
Which oft our Stage hath fhowne ; and for their fake, 
In your faire minds let this acceptance take, 
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The firft oe of Henry che Sixt, 
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Dead (March. | Gloft, Name not Religion, for thou lou’ the Fleth 
- And ne're throughout the yeere to Church thoy go'ft, : 
Enter the Funeral of King Henry the Fijt, attended on by | ’ 
the Duke of Bedfora, Regent of France ; the Duke 
of Glofter,Protector; the Duke of Exeter War- | 
wicke, the Bilhop of Winchefter, and 
the Dake of Somerfet. 


Except it be to pray againft thy foes, 
Bed.Ceafe,ceafe thefe larres,& reft your minds in peace; 

Let’s to the Altar: Heralds wayt on vs; 
In ftead of Gold,wee'le offer vp our Armes, 

Since Armes auaylenot,now that Henry's dead, 
Pofteritie await for wretched yeeres, 
When at theit Mothers moiftned eyes,Babes thall {ic 
Our Ile be made a Nourith of {alt Teares, 
And none but Women left to wayle the dead, 
Henry the Fift, thy Ghoft J inuocate; 

 Profper this Realme, keepe it from Ciuill Broyles, 
Combat with aduerfe Planets in the Heauens; 
A farre more glorious Scarre thy Soule will make, 
Then Julius Cefar,or bright---- 





Bedford. : 
EM Vine bey heauens with black, yield day tonight; 
ins ¢ Comets importing change of Times and States, 
BGS RS randith your ciyttall Treffes in the Skie, 
"a nd with them fcourge the bad revolting Stars, 
That haue confented vnto Henries death: 
King Henry the Fift,too famous to liuelong, 
England ne’re loft a King of fo much warth, 
Gloft. England ne’re had a King vntill his cime: 
Vertue he had,deferuing to command, 
His brandifht Sword did blinde mea with his beames, 
His Armes {pred wider then a Dragons Wings: ° 
His {parkling Eyes,repleat with wrachfull fire, 
More dazled and droue back his Enernies, . 
Then mid-day Suane,fierce bent againft their faces, 
What fhould I fay? bis Deeds exceed all {peech: 
| Hene’re lift vp his Hand, but conquered. 
Exe,We mourne in black, why mourn we not in blood? 
Henry is dead,and neuer fhall reuiues 
Vpona Woodden Coffin weattend; 
And Deaths difhonourable Vidtorie,” 
We with our ftately prefence glorifie, 
Like Captiues bound toa Triumphant Carre, 
What? fhall we curfethe Planets of Mifhap, 
That plotted thus our Glories ouerthrow? 
Or hall we thinke the fubtile-witted French, 
Coniurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magick Verfes haue contriu’d his end, 
Winch. He wasa King, bleft of the King of Kings. 
Vato the French,the dreadfull Tudgement-Day 
So dreadful! will not be,as was his fight. 
| The Battailes of the Lord of Hofts he fought : 
The Churches Prayers made him fo profperous. 
Gloft, The Church? where is it? 
Had not Church-men pray’d, 
His thred of Life had not fo foone decay’d, 
‘None doe you like, but an effeminate Prince, 
Whom like a Schoole-boy you may ouer-awe. 
_ Wineb, Glofter,what ere we like,thou art Protector, 
‘And lookeft to command the Prince and Realme:; 
Thy Wife is prowd, fhe holdeth thee in awe, 
More then God or Religious Church-men may. 














Enter a Meffenger. 
, Mef. My honourable Lords, health to youall; 
' $4d tidings bring Ito you our of France, 

Of loffe, of flaughter,and difcomfiture: 

Guyen,Champaigne,Rheimes,Orleance, 

Paris Guylors,Poi¢tiers,are all quite loft. 

Bedf, What fay’ft thou man,before dead Henry's Coatle? 

Speake fottly,or the loffe of thofe great Townes 

Will make him burft his Lead,and rife from death, 
Glost. Is Paris loft? is Roan yeelded vp? 

If Henry were recall’d co life againe, 

Thefe news would caufe him once more yeeld theGhol 
Exe, How were they loft what trecherie was vsd? 
Mel]. Notrecherie, but want of Men and Money, © 

Among ft the Souldiers this is muttered, 

That here you maintaine feuerall Factions: _ 

And whil'ft a Field fhould be difpateht and fought, 

You are difputing of your Generals, 

One would haue lingring Warres,with little coft; 

Another would flye fwift,but wanteth Wings: 

Athird thinkes,without expenceat all, 

By guilefull faire words,Peace may be obtayn’d. 

Awake, awake,Englith Nobilitie, 

Let not flouth dimme your Honors,new begot; 

Cropt are the Flower-de-Luces in your Armes 

Of Englands Coat,one halfe is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funeral, - 

Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 
Bedf. Me they concerne,Regent I am of France: 

Give me my fteeled Coat, Ile fight for France. 

Away with thefe difgracefull wayling Robes ; 
Wounds will I lend the French, in ftead of Eyes, 

To weepe their intermiffiue Miferies. wp 
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Bedford, if thou be flacke, Ile fight ir our. 

Bed. Glofter, why doubrfttnou of my forwardneffe? 
An Army haue I mufter’d in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is ouer-run, 





Enter another Meffenger. 
Mef: My gracious Lords, toadde to your laments, 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henries hearfe, 
[muft informe you ofa difmall fight, 
Betwixt the ftous Lord Talbor, and the French, 
Win. What?wherein Talbot overcame, is’t fo 2 
3Mef.O no: wherein Lord Talbot was o’rethrown: 
The circumftance Ile tell you more at large, 
Thetenth of Auguft Jatt, this dreadfull Lord, 
Retyring from the Siege of Orleance, 
Hauing full {carce fix thoufand in his troupe, 
Bythree and twentie thoufand of the French 
Wasround incompaffed,and fet vpon: 
No leyftire had he to enranke his men. 
Hewanted Pikes to fet before his Archers: 
Infead whereof, fharpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground confufedly, 
Tokeepe the Horfermen off, from breaking in, 
Morethen three houres the fight continued : 
Where valiant Ti/bor, aboue humane thought, 
Enacted wonders with his Sword and Lance. 
Hundreds he fent to Hell,and none durft ftand him: 
Here,there,and euery where enrag’d,he flew. 
The French exclaym’d, the Deuill was in Armes, 
Allthe whole Army ftood agaz’d on him. 
His Souldiers {pying his vadaunted Spirit, 
A Talbot,a Talbot scry 'd out amaine, 
And rufhe into the Bowels of the Battaile. 
Here had the Conquett fully been feal’d vp, 
If Sit Jobs Fal/Paffe had not play'd the Coward, 
He being in the Vauward, plac’t behinde, 
With purpofe to relieue and follow them, 
Cowardly fled not hauin g ftruck one ftroake. 
Hence grew the generall wrack and maffacre : 
Enclofed were they with their Enemies, 
Abale Wallon,to win the Dolphins grace, 
Thrutt Talbot witha Speare into the Back, 
Whom all France,with their chiefe affembled ftrength, 
Darft not prefume to looke once in the face. 
Bedf. 1s Talbot {laine then? I will flay my felfe, 
orliuing idly here, in pompe and eafe, 
Whil'ft fucha worthy Leader,wanting ayd, 
Vato his daftard foe-men is betray’d. 
3. Meff. O no,he liues, but is tooke Prifoner, 
And Lord Sca/es with him,and Lord Hungerford : 
Moft of the re@ flaughter’d,or tooke jikewife. 
Bedf, His Ranfome there is none but I fhall pays 
lle hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
is Crowne fhall be the Ranfome of my friend: 
oure of their Lords Ile change for one of ours. 
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Farwell my Mafters,to my Taske will I, eal 
Bonfires in France forthwithT am to make, ‘ '. 
To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaft withall: 
Ten thoufand Souldiers with me Iwill take, 
Whofe bloody deeds fhall makeall Europe quake, 
3..Meff. So you had-need, for Orleance is befieg’d, 
The Englith Army is growne weake and faint: 
The Earle of Salisbury craueth fupply, 
And hardly keepes hismen frommutinie, 
Since they fo few, watch fuch a multitude. 
Exe, Remember Lords your Cathes to Hewry {worne: 
Eyther to quell the Dolphinveterly, nat 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoake. 
Bedf. | doeremember it,and/here take my leaue, 
To goe about my preparation. Exit Bedford, 
Gloff. We cothe Tower withallthe haft I can 
To view th’Artillerie and Munition, 
And then I will proclayme young Henry King, 
: Exit Glofter. 
Exe. To Eleam will I,where the young King is, 
Being ordayn’d his fpeciall Gouernor, 
And for his fafetie there Ile belt deuife, Exit. 
Winch, Bach hathhis Place and Funétion to attend: 
T am left out; forme nothing remaines : 
But long I will not be Jack out of Office, 
The King from Elcam I intend to fend, 
And fit at chiefe{t Sterne of publique Weale, 
Exit. 


3 


Sound a Elourifh, 


Enter Charles, Alanfen.and Reigneir, marching 
with Drum aud Souldiers. 


Charles. Mars his true mouiig,euen as in the Heauens, 
So in the Earth,to this day is not knowne, 
Late did he fhine vpon the Englith fide : dala 
Now we are ViGtors,vpon vs he f{miless fay 
Woat Townes of any moment,but we haue 2 
At pleafure here we lye,neere Orleance: 
Otherwhiles,the famifht Englifh,like pale Ghofts, 
Faintly befiege vs one houre ina moneth, — 
Alan.They want their Porredge,& their fat Bul Beeues: 
Eyther they muft be dyeted like Mules, 
And haue thejr Prouender ty’d to their mouthes; 
Or pitteous they will looke,like drowned Mice. 
Reigneir, Let’s ray {e the Siege: why liue we idly here? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to feare: \ 
Remayneth none but mad-brayn’d Salisbury, 
And he may well in fretting fpend his gall, 
Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre. 
Charles. Sound,found Alarum,we willruth onthem, 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French; 
Him I forgive my death, that killeth me, 
When ke fees me goe back one foor, or flye. Exeunt. 
Here Alarum, they are beaten back, by the 
Engli{h,with great loffe. , 


Enter Charles, Alanfon,and Reigneir.’ 
Charles. Who euer faw the like? what men haue I? 
\Dogges,Cowards,Daftards: I would ne’re haue fled, 
But that they left me’midft my Enemies. 
Reigneir. Salsbury is a de(perace Homicide, 
He fighteth as one weary of his life: 
The other Lords, like Lyons wanting foode, 


Doe ruth ypon ys as bart: ae prey. Alenf. Eray-t 
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Lhe firft Part of Henry the Sixt. 


Alanfon. Froyfard;a Countreyman of ours,tecords, 
England all O/imers and Rowlands breed, 
During the time Edward thethird did raignes 
More truly now maythis beverified;. . - 
For none but Samfons and Goliaffes 
It fendeth forth to skirmith: one to tenne ? 
Leane raw-bon'd Rafcals, who would e’re fuppofe, 
They had fuch courageiand audacitie? 
Charles. Let's leauethis Towne, 
For they are hayre-brayn’d Slaues, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager: 
Of old [know them; tather with their Teeth 
The Walls they'le teare downe,then forfake the Siege. 
Reigneir. 1 thinke by fomeodde Gimmors or Device 
Their Armes are fet,like Clocks, ftill to trike on; 
Elfene’re could they hold out foas they doe: 
By my confent,wee'le even let them alone. 
Alanfon. Be it fo.. 









Enter the Baftard of Orleance. 


Baftard. Where’s the Prince Dolphin? I haue newes 
for him. 
Delph, Baftard of Orleance,thrice welcome to vs, 
Baft, Me thinks your looks are fad,your chear appal’d. 
| Hath the late ouerthrow wrought this offence? 
Be not difmay’d, for fuccour is at hand ; 
} Aholy Maid hither with me] bring, 
~| Which by a Vifion fent to her from Heauen, 
Ordayned is to rayfe this tedious Siege, 
And driue the Englith forth the bounds of France : 
The {pirit of deepe Prophecie the hath, 
Exceeding the nine Siby/s of old Rome: 
-{| What’s paft,and what’s to come, fhe can defcry. 
Speake, thall I call her in? beleeue my words, 
For they are certaine,and vnfallible, 
Dolph. Goe call her in: but firft, to try her skill, 
Reignser ftand thou as Dolphin in my place; 
Queftion her prowdly,let thy Lookes be fterne, 
By this meanes fhall we found what skill fhe hach. 


Exter Ioane Puxel, 

Reigneir. Faire Maid, is’t thou wilt doe thefe won- 
drous feats ? 

Puxel, Reignier,is’t thou that thinkeft to beguile me? 
Where is the Dolphin ? Come, come from behinde, 
I know thee well,chough neuer feene before. 

Be not amaz’d,there’s nothing hid from me; 

In priuate will I talke wich thee apart: 

Stand back you Lords, and giue vs leauea while. 

Reigneir.. She takes vpon her brauely at firft dafh. 

Puzel. Dolphin,tam by birth a Shepheards Daughter, 

My wit vntrayn’d in any kind of Art: 

Heauen and our Lady gracious hath it pleas’d 

| To fhine on my contemptible eftate, 

Loe,whileft I wayted on my tender Lambes, 

And to Sunnes parching heat difplay’d my cheekes, 

Gods Mother deigned to appeare to me, 

And ina Vifion full of Maieftie, —~ 

Will'dme toieaue my bafe Vocation, 

And free my Countrey from Calamitie: 

Her ayde the promis’d,and affur’d fucceffe. 

Tn compleat Glory fhee reueal’d her felfe: 

| And whereas J was black and fwart before, 

With thofe cleare Rayes,which thee infus’d on me, 
That beautie am [-bleft with, which you may {ee. 


~ | Since I hane entred into thefe Warres. 





Aske me what queftion thou canft poffible, 
And I will anfwer ynpremeditated : 

My Courage trie by Combat, if thou dar’ft, 
And thou fhalt finde that I exceed my Sex, 
Refolue on this,thou fhalt be fortunate, 

If thou receiue me for thy Warlike Mate, 

Dolph. Thouhaft aftonifht me with thy high termes, 
Onely this proofe Ile of thy Valour make, 
In fingle Combat thou fhalt buckle with me; 
And if thou vanquifheft, thy words are true, 
Otherwife I renounce all confidence, 

Puzel. 1am prepar'd: here is my keene-edo? 
Deck with i, PICS a each Pip Sor 
The whichat Touraine,in S.Katherines Church-yard 
Out of a great deale of old Iron, I chofe forth, } 

Dolph. Then come a Gods name, I feare no woman 

Pazel, And while I live,lle ne’re flye froma man, 

Here they fight and loane de Puxel owercomes, 

‘Dolph, Stay,ftay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And fighteft with the Sword of Debora. 

Puzel, Chrifts Mother helpes me, elfe I were top 
weake. 

Dolph.Who ere helps thee,’tis thou that muft help me; 
Impatiently I burne with thy defire, 

My heart and hands thou haft atnonce fubdu’'d, 
Excellent Pxzel,if thy name be fo, 
Lec me thy feruant,and not Soueraigne be, 
’Tis the French Dolphin fueth to thee thus, 
Puzel. I muft not yeeld to any-rights of Loue, 
For my Profeffion’s facred from aboue: 
When I haue chafed all chy Foes from hence, 
Then will I chinke vpon a recompence. 
Dolph. Meane time looke gracious on thy proftrate 
Thrall. 
Reigneir, My Lord me thinkes is very long in talke. 
Alan{-Doubtleffe he fhriues this woman to her {mock, 
Elfene’re could he folong protraé his {peech. 
Reigneir. Shall wee difturbe him, fince hee keepesno 
meane? 
Alan.He may meane more then we poor men do know, 
Thefe women are fhrewd tempters with their tongues, 
Reigneir. My Lord,where are you? what deuife you on? 
Shall we giue o’re Orleance, or no ? 
Pazel. Why no,| fay: diftruftfull Recreants, 
Fight till the laft gafpe: Ile be your guard, 
Dolph, What thee fayes, Ile confirme : wee'le fight 
it our. 
Puzei. Affign’damI to be the Englifh Scourge. 
This nightthe Siege affuredly Ile rayfe: 
Expe& Saint (Martins Summer, Halcyons dayes, 
















Glory is like a Circle in the Water, 
Which newer ceafeth to enlarge ic felfe, 
Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to naught. 
With Henries death, the Epglifh Circle ends, 
Difperfed are the glories it included : 
Now am I like that prowd infulting Ship, 
Which Cefar and his fortune bare at once. 
Dolph. Was Mahomet infpired with a Done? 
Thou with an Eagle art infpired then. 
Helen,the Mother of Great (on/fantine, 
Nor yet S.Philips daughters were like thee. 
Bright Starre of Venws falne downe on the Earth, 
How may I reuerently worfhip thee enow gh? 
eAlanfow, Leaue off delayes, and let vs ™ 
Siege, -* | 
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“Reigneir. Woman, do what thou canft to fane our honors, 
Driue them from Orleance, and be immortaliz’d. 

Dolph. Prefently wee'le try; come,let’s away about it, 
No Prophet will I cruit,if {hee proue falfe. Exeunt. 
Enter Glofter with bis Seruing-men. 


Glof. 1am come to furuey the Tower this day; 
since Hearies death, I teare there is Conucyance: 
Where be thefe Warders, that they wait not here? 
Openthe Gates, tis Glafter that.calls, 
| 1,Warder. Who's theresthat knocks fo imperioufly 2 
Gloff. 1. Afan. Ic isthe Noble Duke of Glofter, 
2.Warder. Who erehebe,you may not belet in. 
1. Man. Villaines,anfwer you fo the Lord Protector? 
1, Warder. The Lord protect him,{o we aniwerhim, 
| Wedoe no otherwife then wee are will’d; 
Glo. Who willed youror whofe will fands but mine 


Breake vp-the Gates, Ile be your warrantize;: 
Shall | be lowted thus by dunghill Groomes¢ 
Glofers men rufh atthe Tower Gates, and Wooduile 
the Lieutenant fheakes withia, : 
woodu:le. What noy{e is this? what Traytors haue 
weehere? — 
Glo, Lieurenant,is ic you whofe voyce I heare? 
Open the Gates, here’s Glojter that would.entez, 
Woodsile, Haue patience Noble Duke, may not open, 
The Cardinall of W inchefter forbids : 
From him J haue exprefle commandement, 
That thou nor none of thine fhall be let in. 
Glof, Faint-hearted “ooduile,prizeft him fore me? 
Atrogant Winche/ter, that heughtie Prelate, 
| Whom Hezry our late Soueraigne ne're could brooke? 
Thou art no friend to God or to the King : 
{Open the Gates, or Ile fhut thee out fhortly. 
Sersingmen. Open the Gates vnto the Lord Protector, 
Or wee'le burft them open, if chat you come not quickly, 


Enter to the Protestor at the Tower Gates Winchefier 
and bis men in Tawney Coates. 


(| Winchest. How now ambitious Vmpheir,what meanes 
this? 


Gloft. Piel’'d Prieft, doo’ft thou command me to ke 
fhutour? —, 
Winch. I doe, thou moft vfurping Proditor, 
And not Protector of the King or Realme. 
Glof. Stand back thou manitett Confpirator, 
Thou that contriued’ft to murther our dead Lord, 
Thouthat giu’ft Whores Indulgences to finne, 
llecanuas this in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy infolence. . 


Thisbe Damafcus, be thow curied Cain, -. 
To flay thy: Brother 4ée/,if thou wilt, 
Glo, Lwillnot flay thee, bur [le drive thee back : | 
Thy Scarler Robes, asa Childs bearing Cloth, 
cvfetocarry thee outof this place. | 
\: Winch, Doe what thou dar’ft, 1 beard thee to thy 
hace, | 
Glo. What? am I dar’d, and bearded to my face? 
a men; for all this priuiledged place, 
Tareane to tugge it,and taccuffe you foundlys. 
Vacler my feet f ftampe thy. Cardinalls Hat: 


ae frft Part of Henry the Sixt. 


There’s none Prote&or of the Realme,but] : {4 


Winch, Nay ,ftand thou back,I will not budgeafoor? 


| Inyonder Tower,to ouer-peere the Citie, 


¢w Coats to Tawny Coats, Prieftsbeware your Beard, | 
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In fpight of Pope,or dignities of Church, = 
Here by the Cheekes fle crag thee vp and downe. 
Winch. Glofter, thou wile anfwere this before the} 
Pope. 

Cop. Winchefter Goofe,1 cty,a Rope,a Ropes 
Now beat them hence,why doe you let them ftay 2. 
Thee Ile chafe hence,thou Wolfe in Sheepesarray, 
Out Tawney-Coates,out Scarlet Hypocrite, 


Here Gloffers men beat ont the Cardinalls men, 
and enter in the burly-burly the Adaior 
of Longon,ana his Officers, 


Adaior. Fye Lords that you being fupreme Magiftrates, 
Thus contumelioufly fhould breake the Peace. ; 
Gloff. Peace Maior, thou know’ft little of my wrongs: } 
Here’s Beauford that regardsnor God nor Kin g, ; 
| “Hath here diftrayn’d the Tower to his wife, 
winch, Bere’s Glofter,a Foe to Citizens, 
One that fill motions Warre,and neuer Peace, 
O’re-charging your free Purfes with large Fines ; 
That feekes to overthrow Religion, 
Becaufe he is Protector of the Realme; 
And would haue Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crowne himfelfe King,and {upprefle the Prince. 
Glof. I willnot anfwer thee with words, but blowes, 
Here they skirmifh againe, ‘63 
AMaior. Naught refts for me,inthis tumultuous Arife, 
But to make open Proclamation, 
Come Officer,as lowd as e’re thou canft,cry : 4 
All manner of men, affembled here in Armes this day, | 
againft Gods Peace and the Kings, wee charge and command 
you, in his Highnelfe Name, to repayre to your feuerall dmel-\ 
lng places, and not to weare, handle, or ufe any Sword, Wea- 
pow,or Dag ger hence-forward,vpon paine of death, ‘oF 
Gof. Cardinall,Ile be no breaker of the Law: 
Sut we fhall meet,and breake our minds at large. 
Winch. Glofter wee'le meet to thy coft;be fure : 
Thy heart-blood I will haue for tiis dayes worke, 
Maior. \e call for Clubs, if you'will not aways 
This Cardinall’s more haughtie then the Deuill, 
Gloff, Maior farewell: thou doo’ft but what thou: 
may ft. ri 
Winch. Abhominable Glofer,guard thy Head; 
For I intend to haue it erelong. Exewnt.°\— 
Maiar. See the Coalt clear'd, and then we will depart. 
Good God,thefe Nobles fhould {uch ftomacks beare, | 


(ee Ss | 





I my felfe fight not once in fortie yeere. Exeunt. 
Enter the Maffer Gunner of Orleance, and 
bis Boy. 


M.Ganner.Sirtha,thou know’ft how Orleanceis befieg’d, 
And how the Englith haue the Suburbs worne, 
Boy. Father I know,and oft haue fhot atthem, 
How e’re vnfortunate,I mifs’d my ayme. it 
- M. Gunner But now thou fhalt not.Bethou rul’d by me: } 
Chiefe Mafter Gunner am I of this Towne, 
Something I muft doe to procure me grace ; 
The Princes efpyals haueinformedme, 
How the Englith,in the Suburbs clofe entrencht, 
Went througha fecret Grate of Iron Barresy. 
And thence difcouer, how with moft aduantage 
They may vex vs with Shot or with Affaule, 
To intercept this inconuenience, 
A Peece of Ordnance’gainft it I haue plac’d, 
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And even thefe three dayes haue I watcht, 
If Lcould feethem. Now doe thou watch, 
For] can ftay no longer. . 
If chou fpy'ft'any, runve and bring me word, 
And thou fhalt finde me at the Gouernors. 

Boy. Father, warranc you,take you no care, 
Ile neuer trouble you,if I may {pye them. 


Exit. 
Exit. 


Enter Salisbury and Talbot on the Turrets, 
with others. 
Salah. Talbor wy life, my ioy,againe return’d ? 
How wert thou handled, being Prifoner? 
Or by what meanes got’s thou to be releas’d? 
Difcourfe I prethee on this Turrets top. 
Talbot. The Earle of Bedford hada Prifoner, 
Call'd the braue Lord Poxtowde Saxtrayle, 
For him was I exchang’d,and ranfoard, 
But with a bafer man of Armes by farre, 
Once in contempt they would haue barter’d me: 
Which I difdaining,{corn’d,and craued death, 
Rather then I would be fo pil’d efieenv'd: 
In fine, redeem’d I was as I defir'd. 
But O,the trecherous Falfaffe wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare fifts ] would execute, 
If I now had him brought into my power. 
» Salab. Yer tell’ft thou not, how thou wert enter- 
tain’d. ny 
| Tal. With fcoffes and fcornes,and contitmelious taunts, 
| In open Market-place produc’t they me, 
To bea publique fpectacle to all : 
Here, fayd they, is the Terror of the French, 
| The Scar-Crow that affrights our Children fo. 
Then broke I from the Officers that led me, 
And with my nayles digg’d {tones out of the ground, 
| To hurle at the beholders of my fhame. 
{ My grifly countenance made others Aye, 
| None durft come neere,for feare of fuddaine death. 
} In Iron Walls they deem’d me not fecure: 
| So great feare of my Name’mong{t them were {pread, 
4 That they fuppos’d I could rend Barres of Steele, 
| And fpurne in picces Pofts of Adamant, 
| Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot I had, 
| That walke about me euery Minute while : 
+ And if I did but ftirre out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to thoot me to the heart. 
03 Enter the Bey with a Linftock, C 
| Salish. I grieuc to heare what torments you endur'd, 
But we will be reueng’d fufficiently, 
| Now itis Supper time iu Orleance: 
Here,through this Grate,I count each one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie: 
Let vslooke in,the fight will much delight thee: 
Sir Thomas Gargrane,and Sir Willian Glanfdale, 
Let me haue your expreffe opinions, 
Where is beit place to make out Batt’ry next ? 
Gargrawe. I thinke at the North Gate,fer there ftands 
Lords. > 
Glanfdale. And 1 heere, at the Bulwarke of the 
Bridge, 
Talb. Por ought I fee,this Citie muft be famithr, 
Or with light Skirmifhes enfeebled. — Here they foot, and 
Salisbury falls downe, 
Salsb. © Lord have mercy on vs, wretched finners. 
Gargrauie. O Lord haue mercy on me,wofuli man, 
Talb, What chance is this,that fuddenly hath croft vs? 
Speake Salishury ; at leaft, if thou canft, fpeake: 
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How fart thou,Mirror of all Martiall men? 
One of thy Eyes,and thy Cheekes fide ftruck of > 
Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatall Hand, q. 
That hath contriu’d this wofull Tragedie, 

In thirteene Battailes, Salisbury o'recame ; 

_ Henry the Fift he firft trayn’d tothe Warres, 
Whilft any Trampe did found,or Drum ftruck vp 
His Sword did ne’re leaue ftriking in thefield, 
Yet liu’ft thou Salisbury? though thy {peech doth fa 
One Eye thou haft to looketo Heauen for grace, 
The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World, 
Heauen be thou gracious to none aliue, 

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands. 
Beare hence his Body, will helpe to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargraue, haft thou any life? 
Speake ynto J albet, nay,looke vp to him. 
Salisbury cheare thy Spirit with this comfort, 
Thou fhalt not dye whiles---- 
He beckens with his hand,and {miles onme: 
As who fhould fay, When I am dead and gone, 
Remember to auenge me on the French. 
Plantaginet 1 will, and like thee, 
Play on the Lute,beholding the Townes burne; 
Wretched fhall France be onely in my Name, 
Here an Alarum,and it Thunders and Lightens, 
What ftirre is this ? what tumule’s in the Heanens? 
Whence commeth this Alarum,and the noyfe? 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Meff.My Lord,my Lord,the French haue gather’d head,| 
The Dolphin,with one Jeane de Puzel ioynd, 
A holy Propheteffe, new rifen vp, 
Is come witha great Power,to ray fe the Siege. 
Here Salisbury lifteth bimfelfe up, and yroanes, 
Talb. Heare, heare, how dying Salsbury doth groane, 
It irkes his heart he cannot be reueng’d, 
Frenchmen, He be a Salabury to you. 
Puzel or Pafel, Dolphin or Dog-fith, 
Your hearts He ftampe out with my Horfes heeles, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines, 
Conuey me Salisbury into his Tent, 
And then wee'le try what thefe daftard Frenchmen date, 
Alarum. Exeunt. 


yle, 


Here an Alartm againe,and Talbot par fueth the Dolphin, 
anddriueth bins: Thewenter Ioane de Puxel, 
driving Englifbmen before her, 
Then enter Talbot. 
Taib. Where is my ftrength, my valour,andmy forse? 
Our Englith Troupes retyre,] cannot ftay them, 
A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them. 
Enter Puxel, 
Here,here thee comes. Ie haue a bow with thee: 
Deuill,or Deuils Dam, Ile coniure thee: 
Bloodwill I draw onthee,thouarta Witch, 
And ftraightway giue thy Soule to him thou feru'ft, 
Puzel. Come, come, tis onely I that muft difgrace 
thee. Here they fight. 
Talb. Heauens,can you fatter Hell fo to preuayle? 
- My breft Ile burft with {training of my courage, 
And from my fhoulders crack my Armes afunder, 
But I will chaftife this high-minded Strumpet. 
They fight againe.. 
Puzel. Talbot farwell,thy houre is not yet om, 
I muft goe Victuall Orleanee forthwith : 
A frort Alarum : then enter the Townt 


it idiers. 
with Sonidier O're- 
pee 
























O're-take me if thou canft,I fcorne thy Rrength, 
Goe,goe, cheare vp thy hungry-flarued men, 
Helpe Salsbury to make his Teftament, 
This Day is ours,as many more fhall be, Exit. 
Talb. My thoughts are whirled like a Potters Wheele, 
[ know not where I am,nor what I doe: 
A Witch by feare,not force, like Hannibal, 
Driues back our troupes,and conquers as the lifts: 
So Bees with fmoake, and Doues with noyfome ftench, 
) Are from their Hyues and Houfes driuen away. 
They call'd vs, for our fierceneffe,Englifi Dogges, | 
Now like to Whelpes, we crying runne away, 
A (hort Alarum, 
Hearke Countreymen, eythér renew the fight, 
Orteare the Lyons out of Englands Coat; 
Renounce your Soyle,giue Sheepe in Lyons ftead : 
Sheepe run not halfe fo trecherous from the Wolfe, 
Or Horfe or Oxen trom the Leopard, 
Asyouflye from your oft-fubdued flaues, 
eAlarum. Here another Skirmifb, 
Itwill not be, retyre into your Trenches : 
Youall confented vnto Salisburies death, 
For none would (trike a {troake in his revenge. 
Puzel isentred into Orleance, 
In {pight of vs,or ought that we could doe. 
O would I were to dye with Salisbury, 
The fhame hereof, will make me hide my head. 


Exit Talbot. 
Alarum, Retreat, Flourifh. 


Enter on the walls, Puxel, Dolphin, Reigneir, 
elanfon, and Souldiers. 


Puxel. Aduance our wauing Colours onthe Walls, 
Refcu’d is Orleance from the Englith. 
Thus Jeane de Puxel hath perform’d her word. 
Dolph. Diuineft Creature, 4/frea’s Daughter, 
How fhail I honour thee for this fucceffe 2 
Thy promifes are like Adonis Garden, 
That one day’bloom’d,and fruitfull were the next. 
France, triumph in thy glorious Propheteffe, 
Recouer’d is the Towne of Orleance, 
More bleffed hap did ne’re befall our State. 
Reigneir, Why ring not out the Bells alowed, 
Throughout the Towne ? 
Dolphin commaiid the Citizens make Bonfires, 
And feaft and banquet inthe open ftreets,” - 
Tocelebrate the ioy that God hath giuen vs. 
Alanf. All France will be repleat with mirth and ioy, 
When they fhall heare how we haue play’d the men, 
Dolph. “Tis Ioane,not we,by salted the day is wonne: 
For which,t will divide my Crowne with her, 
JAndall the Priefts and Fryers in my Realme, 
Shall in proceffion fing her endleffe prayfe. 
A fatelyer Pyramis to her Ile reare, 
| Then Rhodophe's or «Memphis etter was. 
Inmemorie of her, when fhe is dead, 
et Athes,inan Vine more precious 
Then therich-iewel’d Coffer of Darivs, 
Tranfported,fhall beathighFeltiuals ” 
¢fore the Kings and Queenes of Fraiice, 
Olonger on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
“i Toane de Puzel fhall be France’s Saint. 
me in,and lec vs Banquet Royally, 
After this Golden Day of Vittorie. 
_ Flonrifh, Exeunt. 
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Enter a Sergeant of a Band,with two Sentinels. 


Ser. Sirs, take your places,and be vigilant: 
If any noyfe or Souldier you perceiue 
Neere to the walles, by fome apparant figne 
Let vs hane knowledge at the Court of Guard, 
Sent. Sergeant you fhall. Thus are poore Seruitors 


(When others fleepe vpon their quiet beds) 
Conftrain’d to watch in darkneffe, raine, asd cold.y 


Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with fealing 
Ladders : Their Drummes beating a shh 
Dead March, 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
By whofe approach, the Regions of Artoys, 
Wallon, and Picardy, are triends tovs: 
This happy night, the Frenchmenare fecure, 
Hauing all day carows’d and banquetted, 
Embrace we then this opportunitie, 

As fitting beft to quittance their deceite, 
Contriu’d by Art, and balefull Sorceric. 
Bed.Coward of France,how much he wrongs his fame, 
Difpairing of his owne armes fortitude, 
To ioyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell, 
Bur. Traitors haue neuer other company, 
But what's that Pazell whom they tearme fo pure? 

Tal. A Maid, they fay. sf 

Bed, A Maid? And be fo martiall ? 

Bur, Pray God the proue not mafculine ere long: 

If vnderneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armour, as fhe hath begun, 

Tal. WV el), \et them practife and conuerfe with fpirits, 
God is our Forirefle, in whofe conquering name 
Let vs refoluc to feale their flinty bulwarkes, ~ 

Bed, Afcend braue Talbot, we will follow thee, — 

Tal. Nog altogether : Better farreI gueffe, 

That we do make our entrance feuerall wayes : 
That ifit chance the one of vs do faile, 
The other yet may rife againft their force. 

Bed. Agreed ; Ile to yond corner. 

Bar. And{tothis. 

Tal. Andheere will Talbot mount,or make his graue. | 
Now Salisbury, for thee and for the right 
Of Englith Henry, fhall chis night appeare 
How much in duty, Tam boungl to both. wits 

Sent. Arme, arme, the enemy doth make affault.” 

“Cry, George, AT albot, 


The French leape ore the-walles in their fbirts. Enter 
feucrall wayes, Baftard,Alanfon,Reignier, 
halfe ready, and balfe veready. | 


Alan, How now my Lords? whatallvnreadiefo? | 
Baft. Vnready?I and glad we {cap’d fo well, w 
Reig. Twas time (1 trow) to wakerand leaue our beds, 
Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doores. Pm? S| 
Alan. Of all exploits fince firft I follow’d Armes, — ~ 
Neve heard I of a warlike enterprize Yo 
cabot} 


hy eee 
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More venturous,or defperate then this. 
Baft. \chinkethis Ta/6ot be a Fiend of Hell. 
Reig. If not of Hell, the Heavens fure fauour him. 


Enter Charles and Toane: 
Baft. Tut, holy Zoane was his defenfiue Guard. 
Charl. Is this thy cunning,thou deceitfull Dame? 
Didft chou at ficft,to flatter vs withall, 
Make vs partakers of alittle gayne, 
That now our loffe might be ten times fo mech? 


Acalltimes will you have my Power alike? 
Sleeping or waking ,muftI ftill prenayle, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Improuident Souldiors,had your Watch been good, 
This fudden Mifchiefe neuer could hauc falne. 
Charl. Duke of Alanfon,this was your default, 
That being Captaine of the Watch to Nighe, 
| Did looke no better to that weightie Charge. 
Alanf. Had all your Quarters been as fafely kept, 
As that whereof I had the gouernment, 
{| Wehad aot beene thus fhamefully furpriz'd, 
{| Baft. Mine was fecure. 
Reig. And fo was mive, my Lord. 
_ Charl. And for my felfe,mott part of all chis Night 
Within her Quarter,and mine owne Precing, 
I was imploy’d in paffing to and fro, 
4 About relieving of the Centinels. 
Then how,or which way, fhould they firft breake in? 
Toawe. Queftion(my Lords) no further of the cafe, 
| How or which way ; ’tis fure they found fome place, 
But weakely guarded,wherethe breach was made: 
And now there refts no other fhift bur this, 
| To gather our Souldiors, fcatter'd and difperc’t, 
And lay new Plat-formes to endammage them, 
Exeunt. 


Alarum. Enver a Souldier crying, a Talbot, a Talbot : 
_ they flye,leauing their Clothes behind. 


Sould. Mebe fo bold totake what they haue left : 
| The Cry of Talbot ferues me fora Sword, 

For I haue loaden me with many Spoyles, 

| Vfing no other Weapon but his Name, Exit. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundie. 

| Bedf. The Day begins to breake, and Night is fled, 

{| Whofe pitchy Mantle ouer-vayl'd the Earth. 

4 Here found Retreat,and ceafe our hot purfuit. Retreat. 

 Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 

| And here aduance it in the Market-Place, 

| The middle Centure of this curfed Towne. 

Now haue I pay’d my Vow vnto his Soule: 

For every drop of blood was drawne from him, 

There hath at leaft fiue Frenchmen dyed tonight. 

And that hereafter Ages may behold 

What ruine happened in revenge of him, 

Within their chiefelt Temple Ie erect 

A Tornbe,wherein his Corps thall be interr’d 

Vpon the which,that every one may reade, 

Shall be engrau’d the facke. of Orleance, 

Thetsecherous manner of his mournefyll death, 

And whata terror he had beene so France. 

But Lords,imall our bloudy Maffacre, 

I mufe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 
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Alanf: Here commeth Charles,1 maruell how he fped? 


Toane. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 


| Ifee Report is fabulous and falfe. 





His new-come Champion, vertuous Joane of 
Nor any of his falfe Confederates. — 
Bedf.’Tis thought Lord Talbot, when the 
Rows d on the fudden from their drowfie Beds 
They did amongftthe troupes of armed men, 
Leape o're the Walls for refuge in the field, 
Burg. My felfe,as farre as I could well difc 
For {moake,and duskie vapours of the night, 
Am fure J fcar’d the Dolphin and his Trull, 
When Arme in Arme they both came {wift! 
Like toa payre of louing Turtle-Doues, 
That could not line afunder day or night, 
After that things are fet in order here, 
Wee'le follow them with afl the power we haue, 


ere, 


y running, 


Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef Ailhayle,my Lords:which of this Princely trayne 
Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his A&s 
So much applauded through the Realme of France? 
Talb. Here is the Ta/bot,who would fpeak with him? 
Mef. The vertuous Lady,Countefle of Ouergne 
With modeftie admiring thy Renowne, ; 
By me entreats (great Lord) thot would’ vouchfafe 
To vifit her poore Caftle where the lyes, 
That fhe may boaft fhe hath behejdthe man, 
Whofe glory fills the World with lowd report, 
Burg. Is it euen fo ? Nay,then I fee our Wartes 
Will turne vnto a peacefull Comick fport, 
When Ladyes craue to be encountred with, 
You may not (my Lord) defpife her gentle fuit. 
Talb. Ne’xe truft me then: for when a World of men 
Could not preuayle with all their Oratorie, 
Yet hatha Womans kindneffe oner-rul’d: 
And therefore tell her, I returne great thankes, 
And in fubmiffion will attend on her, 
Will not your Honors beare me company ? 
Bedf. No,truly,’tis more then manners will; . 
And J haue heard it fayd, Vnbidden Guelts 
Are often welcommeft when they are gone. 
Talb, Well then,alone (fince there’s no remedic) 
Imeane to proue this Ladyes courtefie, 
Come hither Captaine, you perceiue my minde. 
whifpers. 
Capt. I doe my Lord, and meane accordingly. 
Exeunt, 


ae egg CS I AL ET 


Enter Counte(fe. 
(oant. Porter,remember what I gaue in charge, 
And when you haue done fo, bring the Keyes to me, 
Port. Madame,I will. Exit. 
Count. The Plotis layd, ifall things fall out right, 
I fhall as famous bé by this exploit, — 
As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrug death, 
Great is the rumour of this dreadfull Knight, - 
And his atchievements of no leffe account: 
Faine would mine eyes be witneffe with mine cares, 
To giue their cenfure of thefe rare reports.” 


Enter Adeffenger and Talbot. ye 

Meff. Madame,according as your Ladythip defir'd, 
By Meflage crau'd;fois Lord Talbor come. : 

Connt. And he is welcome: what? is this the man? 

Meff. Madame, it is; 

Count. Isthisthe Scourge of France? 
Is this the Ta/bot,fomuch fear’d abroad ? 5a 
That with his Name the Mothers {till theit Babes?’ - 


I 


eee 
Acte, 


fight began, 


arr ; 


| 
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t 
I cena tier, for his grim afpeét, 00 od vod 
And large proportion of his trong knic Limbes,:: 
Alas,chis isa Child, a filly Dwarfe:: |: ae ee 
cannot be, this. weake and) rithled fhrimpe 1 fii 
hould ftrike fuch tetror to his Enemies. 9 909+ 
qalb. Madame, 1 haue beene bold to troubleyou! 
But fince your Ladythip isnocacieyfure, > 02 20 
{le fort. fome other time to vifit you. dine) i 
Count. Whar meanes henow?! : 4 
Goeaske Hitn;whither he goesF 1). 


wa 


To know the. caufe of yourabrupt deparcareen! - 
qalb. Marry, for that fhee’s in'awrong beleefe, 
Igoeto certifie her Tu/bor’s heres fast “99 
_ Enter Porter with Keyes. 
Count. LE thou. be be,then are thou Prifomers > > 
Talb, Prifoner ? to whom ? 
Const. To me,blood-thirftie Lord: 
And for that catifet trayn'd chee to my Houfe, 
Long time thy fhadow hath Beenthrall to me, 
For in my Gallery thy Picture hangs : 
But now the {ubftahce fhall endure the like,’ 
Aud will chayne thefe Legees:and Armes of thine, 
That haft by Tyrannie thefe many yeeres 
Wafted our Countrey,flaine our Citizens, 
And {ent our Sonnes and Husbands captivate, 
Talb, Ha,ha,ha. 
Count. Laugheft thou. Wretch? 
Thy mirth fhallturne to moane, 
Talo, Ulaughto fee your Ladythip fo fond, 
To thinke,that you haue ought but Talbots fhadow, 
\Whereon to practife your feueritie. 
Cont, Why? art not thou the man 2 
‘ Talo. 1 am indeede, 

Count, Thewhaue J fubftance too. 
Talb, No,no, Tam but thadow of my felfe:' 
Youare deceiu’d, my fubftance is not heres - 
For what you fee,is but the fmalleft parr, 
Aud leaft proportion of Humanitie: 
jltell you Madame,were the whole Frame here, 

lis of fuch a fpacious loftie pitch, 
YourRoofe were not fufficient tocontayn’t. 

Count. This isa Riddling Merchant for thenonce, 
He will be here,and yet he isnor here : 
How can thefe contrarieties agree? 
Talo. That.will | fhevs you prefently. 
Windshis Horne, Drummes frike up, Peale 
of Ordenance: Enter Souldiors. 

How fay you Madame? are younow perfwaded, » 
That Talbot is but fhadow of himfelfe? 
Theleare his fubftance, finewes,armes,and Rrengzh, 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Neckes, 

azeth your Cities,and fubuerts your Townes, 
{And ina moment makes them defolate. 
Connt, Vi&torious Talbor,pardon my abufe, 
lindethou are no Jeffe then Fame hath bruited; » ~ 
Andmore then may be gathered by thy fhape. 

‘my prefumptionnot provoke thy wrath, © «0. 
ortam forry, that with reverence iqaviy 
not entertaine thee as thou aft. nui 
Talb, 
€minde of Tabor, as you-did miftake> 
routward compofition of his body. ° 








hought I fhoutd haue fecne fore Herdiles; 1 : 


Meff. Scay why Lord Talboe; for my Ladyicraues, A 


. Benor difmay’d, faire Lady ,normifconfter iF 


Wharyou haue done,hath not éffendedme: © 004A 
Nor other fatisfaGtion doe I crauey: ys 2? Ybib wel 


- Buronely with your patience,thacwemay. 
| Tafte of your Wine,and fee what Cates youhaue, 

- For Souldiers ftomacks alwayes ferue them well. 
Count. WVithall my heart, and thinke me honored, 
To feaft fo greata: Warrior inmy Houfe, - Exennt,— 


Enter Richard Plantagenct,Warwick,Somer{et, 
Poole, andathers. yo: 


Yorke. Great Lords and Gentlemen, © 

| What meanes thisfilence ? » sob 201 

Dare no man anfwer in a Cafeof Truth 2 
Suff. Within the Temple Hall we wereteo lowd, 

The Garden here is more conuenient, 

York, Then fay at once,if I maintain’d the Truth: 

Ox elfe was wrangling Somerfet in th’error? > | 
Saf. Faith I haue beene a Truant inthe Law; 
And never yet:could frame my will to it, 
And therefore frame the Law ynto my will. : 
Sem. ludge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then be- 
tweent vs. 
vr. Between two Hawks,which flyes thehigher pitch, 
Betweentwo Dogswhich hath che deeper mouth, 
Between two Blades,which beares the better temper, 
Between two Horfes, which doth beare him beft, 
Between two Girles, which hath the merryeft eye, 
I haue perhaps fonie {hallow {piritof Iudgement: 
But in thefe nice fharpe Quillers of the Law, «>: 
Good faith I anno wifer then a Daw, Ak 
York, Tut,tut,here is a mannerly forbearance: 
The truth appeares fo naked on my fide, 
That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Sem. And onmy fide itisfowell apparrell’d, 
So cleare, fo fhining,and fo evidenz, ert dh 
That it will glimmer through a blind-mans eye...” 

York, Since youare tongue-ty’d,and fo loth to {peake, 
In dumbe fignificants proclayme your thoughts: : 
Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman, 
And ftands vpon the honor of his birth, 
If he tuppofe that I haue pleaded truth, i 
‘| Frora off this Bryer pluck a white Rofe withmes — - 
Som. Let him that isno Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare maintaine the partie of the truth, 
Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorne with me, 
War. Llouens.Colours: and without all colour 
Of bafe infinuating flatterie, 
I pluck this white Rofe-with Plastagenet. uO 
Suff. Ipluck this red Rofe,with young Somerfet, 
And fay withall,I thinke he held the right, 
Vernon, Stay Lords and Gentlemen,and pluckno more 
Till yowconelude, that he vpon whole fide 
The feweft Rofes are cropt from the Tree, 
Shall yeeld the other inthe right opinion, 9» : 
Som. Good Matter Vernon,it is well obiccted s | 

If I haue feweft,! fubfcribe in filence. 

York. AndI. : . 
Vernon. Then for the truth,and plainneffe of the Cafe, 

I pluck this paleand Maiden Bloflome here, 

Giuing my Verdiét on the white Rofe fide. 

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 
| Leaft bleeding, you doe paint the white Rofered, 

And fall on my fide fo againft your will, 

> Vernon, If lyny Lord,for my opinienbleed, 
| Opinion fhall be Surgeon to my hurt, 

nil Keepe meonthe fide where ftill I am, 
| Som, Well,well,;come on,who elfe? 
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_ | The argument you held,was wrong in you; 
In figne whereof,! plucka white Rofe too. . 
Yorke. Now Somerfet,where is yourargument? 
Som. Here in.my Scabbard, mecitating that 
Shall dye your white Rofe ina bloody red. 
York.Meane time your'cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes: 
For pale chey looke with feare,as witnefling 
The cruth on our fide. 
Som. No Plantagenet: 
| Tis not for feare, bur anger, thar thy cheekes 
Bluth for pure fhame,to counterfeit our Rofes, 
And yet thy rongue will not confetfe thy error. 
Yorke. Hath not thy Rofea Canker, Somerfet ? 
Som, Hathnot thy Rotea Thorne, Plantagenet ? 
Yorke. 1,fharpe and piercing to maintaine his truth,” 
Whiles thy confumiing Canker eates his falfehood. 
Som. ell,lle find friends to weare my bleeding Rofes, 
That {hall maintaine what | haue {aid is true, 
Where falfe Plantageet dare not be feene. 
Yorke, Now by this Maiden Bloffome in my hand, 
I fcorne thee and thy fathion, peeuifh Boy. ; 
Suff. Turne nor thy feornes this way, Plantagenet. 
Yorkes Prowd Poole, I will, and fcorne both him and 
thee. 
Suf. Ueturne my part thereof into thy throat, 
| Sem. Away,away,good William ae la Poole, 
| We grace the Yeoman,by conveifing with him. 
4 wWarw.Now by Gods will thou wrong it him, Somerfet: 
4 His Grandfather was Lyone/ Duke of Clarence, 
Third Sonne to the third Edward King of Eng!and: 
j Spring Creftleffe Yeomen from fo deepea Roor? 
| Yorke. He beares him on the place’s Priuiledge, 
| Or durft not for his craven heart fay thus, 
Sowm..By him that made me, Ile maintaine my words 
Ona any Plot of Ground in Chriftendome, 
| Was not thy Father, Ricbard,E arle of Cambridge, 
For Treafon executed ia our late Kings dayes¢. 
And by his Treafon, ftand ‘ft not thou attainted, 
| Corrupted,and exemp: from ancient Gentry @ 
| His Trefpas yet lines guiltie in thy blood, 
1 And till thou be reftor’d, thou art a Yeoman, 
| Yorke. My Barher was attached, nor attainted, | 
| Condemn’dto dye for Treafon,but no Traytar 
And that Ile proueon better men then Somer/et, 
Were growing time once oo tamy will, 
{ For your partaker Poole, and you your feife, 
Ile hove you in my Booke of Memorie, 
To fcourge you for this apprehenfion 
| Looketo it well,and fay you are well warn’d. 
Som, Ah,thou thait finde vs ready for thee ftills . 
And know vs by thefe Colours tor thy Foes, 
For thefe,my friends in {pight of thee fhall weare. 
Yorke. And by my Soule,this pale and angry Rofe, 
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
Will I for euer,and my Faction weare, 
Vatill it wither with me tomy Graue, 
Or flourifh to the height of my Degree. 
Suff. Goe forward,and be choak'd with thy ambition: 
And fo farwell,yntill I meet thee next. Exit. 
Som, Haue with thee Poole: Farwell ambitious £i- 
chard. tit  Ghobbavts os iistha A 
Yorke. How Yam brau’d, and muft perforce endure 


it ? STIG YG O74 ' inti 
warw. This blot chat they obicct again yourHoufe, 
Shall be ae out inthe next Parliament, tes 
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- Lawyer. Voleffe my Studie and my Baokes be falfe, © 







Againft prowd Somerfet,and willians Poole, 
Will] vpon thy parcie weare this Rofe, 
And here-{ prophecie:this brawle to day, : 
Growne to this faGtionin the Temple Garden 
Shall fend betweene the Red-Rofe and the Wh 
A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Nighr. 
Yorke. Good Mafter Vernon,I am bound to 
That you on my behalfe would pluck a Flower, 
Ver. Inyour behalfe ftill will I weare the fame, 
Lawyer, And fo will I. 
Yorke. Thankes gentle, 
Come, let vs foure to Dinner: I dare fay, 
This Quarrell will drinke Blood another day, 


Exeunt, 


ite, 


you, 


Enter Mortimer, broaght in a Chayre, 
and Iaylors. 


Mort. Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Age, 
Let dying C4¥ortimer here reft himfelfe. 
Eoser like a man new haled from the Wrack, 

So fare my Limbes with long Imprifenment; 

And thefe gray Locks,the Purfuiuants of death, 
Neftor-like aged, in an Age of Care, 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

Thefe Eyes like Lampes,whote wafting Oyle is {pent, 
W’axe dimime,as drawing to their Exigent, 
Werke Shwalddissouer’ boone with burthening Griefe, 
And pyth-lefle Armes, like to a withered Vine, 

That droupes his fappe-leffe Sranches to the ground, 
Yet are thefe Feet, whofe (trength-leffe ftay is numme, 
(Viable to fupport this Lumpe of Clay) 
Swift-winged with defire to get a Grane, 

As witting Ino other comfort have, 

Bur tell me,Keeper, will my Nephew come? 

Keeper. Richard Plantagenet,my Lord,will come: 
We fent vnto the Temple, vnto his Chamber, 

And an{wer was return’d,that he will come. 

Mort. Enough: my Soule fhall then be fatisfied, 
Poore Gentleman, his wrong doth equall mine. 
Since Henry Monmouth firkt began to reigne, 

Before whofe Glory I was great in Armes, 

This loathfome fequeftration have I had; 

And cuen fince then, hath Richard beene obfcur’d, 
Depriv’d of Honor and Inheritance, 

But now,the Arbitrator of Defpaires, 

Iuft Death, kinde Vmpire of mens iniferies, 
With fweet enlargement doth difmiffe me hence: 
I would his troubles likewife were expir'd, 
That fo he might recouer what was loft. 


Enter Richard. 

Keeper. My Lord, your louing Nephew now is come) _ 

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he come? 

Rich. I,Noble Vackle,thus ignobly vs, 

Your Nephew, late defpifed Richard,comes: 

Mort. Direst mine Armes,] may embrace his Neck, 
And in his Bofome fpend my latter gafpe. 
Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes; : 
That I may kindly giue one fainting Kiffe. , 
And now declare {weet Stem from Torkes great Stocks 


Why did thou fay of late thou wert defpis'd Pi rit 














Rich, Firttleane thine aged Back againft miné Arme, 
And in that eafe,fle tell thee my Difeafe. 
- | This day in argument vpon a Cafe, 

Some words there grew ’twixt Somer(et and me: 

Among which tearmes,he vs his lauifh tongue, 

And did vpbrayd me with my Fathers death ; 

Which obloquie fet barres before my tongue, 

Efe wich the like I had requited him. 

Therefore good Vnckle, for my Fathers fake, 

Inhonor of a true Plantagenet, 

And for Alliance fake, declare the caufe 
My Father, Earle of Cambridge, loft his Head. 
Mort, That caufe(faire Nephew)that imprifon’d me, 
And hath detayn’d me all my flowring Youth, 
Within a loathfome Dungeon, there to pyne, 
Was curfed Inftrument of his deceafe. 
Rich. Difcouer more at large what caufe that was, 
For lam ignorant, and cannot guefle. 
Mert. 1 will,if that my fading breath permit, 
And Death approach not,ere my Tale be done, 
Hemy the Fourth,Grandfather to this King, 
Depos’d his Nephew Richard, Edwards Sonne, 
The firft begotten, and the lawfull Heire 
Of Edward King ,the Third of that Defcent. 
During whofe Reigne, the Percies of the North, 
Finding his Vfurpation moft vniuft, 

|Endevour'd my advancement to the Throne, 

_|The reafon mou’d thefe Warlike Lords to this, 

Was,for that (young Richard thus remou’d, 

Leauing no Heire begotten of his Body) 

Iwasthe next by Birth and Parentage: 

For by my Mother, I derived am 

From Lionel Duke of Clarence,third Sonne 

ToKing Edward the Third; whereas hee, 

Prom Jha of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 

Being but fourth of that Heroick Lyre. 

Butmarke: as in this haughtie great atcempre, 

{They laboured,to plant the righefull Heire, 

loft my Libertie, and they their Lives, 

Long after this, when Hemry the Fift 

(Succeeding his Father Bullingbrooke ) did reignes 

Thy Father, Earle of Cambridge,then deriu’d 

From famous Edmnad Langley,Duke of Yorke, 

Marrying my Sifter,that chy Mother was ; 

Againe,in pitty of my hard diftreffe, 

Leuied an Army, weening to redeeme, 

Andhaue inftall'd me in the Diademe: 

But as the reft, fo fell that Noble Earle, 

Andwas beheaded. Thus the CVMortimers, 

Inwhom the Title retted, were fuppreft, 

Rich. Of which,my Lord,your Honor is the laft. 

Mort. True;and thou feeft,that I nolfue haue, 

jAnd that my fainting words doe warrant death: 

{Thou art my Heire; the reft,I with thee gather: 

Batyet be wary in thy ftudious care, fe: 
Rich. Thy eraue admonifhments preuvayle with me: 

autyet methinkes,;my Fathers execution 

Was nothing leffe chen bloody Tyranny, 
Mort. With filence,Nephew,be thou pollitick, 

Strong fixed is the Houle of Lancafter, 
ndlikea Mountaine,not to be remou'd, 

But now thy Vnckle is remouing hence, ° 

3Princes doe their Courts, whenthey arecloy’d ,, 

ith long centinuance ina fetled plagse si 3hG sade 








J 


ght but redceme the paflage of your Age. 





Lhe firft P art of Henry the Sixt. 


|’ Orchou fhould’ft finde thou haft dis-honor’d me, 


| In that thou layd’{t a Trap to take my Life, 


Rich.O Vackle,would fome part of my young yeeres | 
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Mort.Thou do'ft then wrong me,asy flaughterer doth, 

Which giueth many Wounds,when one will kill, Wl 

Mourne not,except thou forrow formy good, — 

Onely giue order for my Funerall. 

And fo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes, 

And profperous be thy Life in Peace and Warre. Dyes: 

Rich. And Peace,no Warre,befall thy parting Soule, 

In Prifon haft thou {pent a Pilgrimage, 

And like a Hermite ouer-paft thy dayes. 

Well, I will locke his Councell inmyBreft, 

And what I doe imagine, let that reft, 

Keepers conuey him hence,and I my felfe 

Will fee his Buryall better then his Life. 

Here dyes the duskie Torch of (Vortimer, 

Choakt with Ambition of the meaner fort. 

And for thofe Wrongs,thofe bitter Iniuries, 

Which Somerfet hath offer’d to my Houle, 

I doubt not, but with Honor to redreffe. 

And therefore hafte I to the Parliament, 

Eyther to be reftored to my Blood, 

Or make my will th’aduantage of my good. 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Flourifh. Enter King ,Exeter,Glofter,Winchefter,Warwick, 
Somer fet Suffolk, Richard Plantagenet. Glofter offers 
to put up a Bill: Wincheffer {matches it teares tt. 
Winch. Com’ thou with deepe premeditated Lines? 
With written Pamphlets, fiudioufly deuis'd? 
Humfrey of Glofter,if thou canft accufe, 
Or ought intend ’it to lay voto my charge, 
Doe it without inuention,fuddenly, 
As I with fudden,and extemporall fpeech, 
Purpofeto anfwer what thou canft obie&. 
Glo.Prefumptuous Prieft,this place comands my patiéce, 


Thinke not, although in Wiiting I preferr'd 
‘The manner of thy vile outragious Crymes, 
Thar therefore I haue forg’d,or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearfe the Methode of my Penne. 
No Prelate,fuch is thy audacious wickedneffe, 
Thy lewd, peftiferous,and diffentious prancks, 
As very Infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a moft pernitious Viurer, 

Froward by nature, Enemieto Peace, 
Lafciuious, wanton, more then well befeemes 
Aman of thy Profeffion,and Degree. 

And for thy Trecherie,what’s more manifeft? 


As well ac London Bridge,as atthe Tower, 

Befide,t feare me,if thy thoughts were fifted, 

The King thy Soueraigne,is not quite exempt 

From envious mallice of thy fwelling heart. 
winch, Glofter,J doe defie thee. Lords vouchfafe 

To give me hearing what I {hall reply. 

If I were couetous,ambitious, or peruerfe, 

Ashe wiilhaue me: how am I fo poore? 

Or how haps it,I feeke not to aduance . 

Or rayfe my felfe? but keepe my wonted Calling. 

And for Diffention,who preferreth Peace 

More then I doe? except I be prouok’d. 

No, my good Lords, it is not that offends, 

It is nor that,thae hath incens’d the Duke: 

It is becaufe no one fhould {way but hee, 

No one, but hee, fhould be about the King 5 

And that engenders Thunder in his breaft, 


1 And 





































































































































































































































































































































































































106 


And makes him rore thefe Accufations forth. 
But he fhall know Jamas good,. 
_ Glost. As good? 
| Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. 

winch, 1,Lordly Sir: for what are you, pray, 
Bat one imperious in anothers Throne? 

Gloff. Am Inot Proteétor, fawcie Prieft ? 

Winch. And amnotI a Prelate of the Church? 

Glos. Yes, as an Out-law ina Caftle keepes, 
And vfeth it,to patronage his Theft. 

winch. Voreuerent Glocefter, 

Glof?. Thou art reverent, 

“Touching thy Spirituall FunGtion,not thy Life. 
winth, Rome shall remedie this, 

warw. Roame thither then, 

“My Lord, it were your dutie to forbeare. 

Som, I,{cethe Bifhop be not ouer-borne: 
Methinkes my Lord fhould be Religious, 

And know the Office that belongsto fuch, 

Warw. Me thinkes his Lordfhip fhould be humbler, 
It fitteth not a Prelate fo to plead. 

Som, Yes,when his holy State is toucht fo neere, 

Warw. State holy,or vnhallow’d,what of that ? 
Isnot his Grace Protector to the King ? 

‘| — Rich. Plantagenet I {ee muft hold his tongue, 

Leaft it be faid,Speake Sirrha when you fhould : 
Muft your bold Verdict entertalke with Lords ? 
Elfe would I haue a fling at Wincheffer. 

King. Vockles of Glofer,and of Winchefter, 
The fpeciall Watch-men of our Englifh Weale, 
I would preuayle,if Prayers might preuayle, 

To ioyne yourhearts in loue and amitie. 
Oh,what a Scandall is it to our Crowne, 
That two fuch Noble Peeres as ye fhould iarre? 
Beleeue me, Lords,my tender yeeres can tell, 
Ciuill diffention is a viperous Worme, 
That gnawes the Bowels of the Common-wealth, 
A uoyfe within, Downe with the 
Tawuy-Coats, 

King. What cumult’s this? 

warw. Aun Vprore, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Bifhops men. 

. A noyfe againe, Stones, Stones. 












Enter eVaior. 

Maior. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Heary, 
Pitty the Citie of London, pitty vs : 
The Bifhop,and the Duke of Glofters men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Haue fill’d their Pockets full of peeble ftones; 
And banding themfelues in contrary parts, — 
Doe pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, 
That many haue their giddy braynes knockt out : 
Our Windowes are broke downe in euery Street, 
And we, for feare,compell’d to fhut our Shops. 


Enter in skirmaifb with bloody Pates. 
King. We charge you,on allegeance to ott felfe, 
To hold your flaugitring hands,and keepe the Peace: 
Pray’ Vackle Glofer mittigate this ftrife. 


to it with our Teeth, 
2.Seruing, Doewhat ye dare,we are as refolute. 
Skirmifb agaive. 


And fet this ynaccuftom’d fight afide. 


_ Lhe firft Part of Henry the Sixt. 


_ 3. Sera. My Lord,we know your Grace to béamay? 


1.Seraing. Nay, if webe forbidden Stones,wee'le fall 


Gloft. Y ou of my houfehold,leaue this peeuith broyle 
~~ | At Elcam Placel told your Maieftie, 










Iuft,and vpright; and for your Royall Birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Maieftie : 
And ere that we will fuffer fuch a Prince, 
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale, 
To be difgraced by an Inke-horne Mate, 
Wee and our Wives and Children all will fight 
And haue our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes, : 
1.Sers. I,and the very parings of our Nayles 
Shall pitch a Field when we are dead, 
Begin Againe, 
Gloft, Stay, ftay,] fay : 
And if you loue me, as you fay you doe, 
Let me perfwade you to forbeare a while, 
King. Oh,how this difcord doth afflict my Soule, 
Can you,my Lord of Winchefter, behold 
My (ighes and teares, and will not once relent 2 
Who fhould be pictifull,if you be not 2 
Or who fhould ftudy to preterre a Peace, 
If holy Church-men take delighit in broyles? 
Warw. Yeeld my Lord Protector,yeeld Winchefer, 
Except you meane with obftinate repulfe 
To flay your Soueraigne,and deftroy the Realme, 
You fee what Mifchiefe,and what Murther too, 
Hath beene enacted through your enmitie: 
Then be at peace,except ye thirft for blood. 
Winch. He fhall fubmit,or I will neuer yeeld, 
Gloft. Compaffion on the King commands me ftoupe, 
Or I would fee his heart out,ere the Prieft 
Should ever get that priviledge of me, 
Warw. Behold my Lord of Winchefter,the Duke 
Hath banifht moodie difcontented fury, 
As by his {moothed Browes it doth appeare: 
Why looke you ftill fo Rerne,and tragicall ? 
Gloft. Here Winehefter,1 offer thee my Hand, 
King. Fie Vickie Beauford, | haue heard you preach, 
That Mallice was a great and grieuous finne: 
And will not you maintaine the thing you teach? 
But proue a chiefe offendorinthefame. ~ 
Warw. Svveet King: the Bifhop hath a kindly gytd: 
For fhame my Lord of Winchefter relent ; 
What, fhall a Child inftruét you what to doe? 
Winch. \Vell,Duke of Glofter, I wili yceld to thee 
Loue for thy Loue,and Hand for Hand I giue. 
Gloft, T,but I feare me witha hollow Heart. 
See here my Friends and louing Countreymen, 
This token ferueth for a Flagge of Truce, 
Betwixt our felues,and all our followers : 
So helpe me God,as I diffemble nor, 
Winch, So helpe me God,as I intend it not. 
King, Oh louing Vackle,kinde Duke of Glofter, 
How ioyfull am I made by this Contract, 
Away my Mafters, trouble vs no more, 
But ioyne in friendfhip,as your Lords haue done. 
1.Serz. Content,Ile to the Surgeons. 


2. Seru. And fo will I. f 
3-Seru, And I will fee what Phyfick the Taverne & 
fords. Exeunt. 


Warw. Accept this Scrowle,moft gracious Soucraign’s 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet, 
We doe exhibite to your Maieftie, _ vai 
Glo.W ell vrg*d,my Lord of Warwick:for {weet Prince, 
And if your Grace marke euery circumftance, 
You haue great reafon to doe Richard right, 
Efpecially for thofe occafions 


King. And 





















"King. Andthofe occafions, Vinckle, were of force; 
Therefore my louing Lords,our pleafure is, 
That Richard be reftored to his Blood, | 
warn, Let Richard be reftored to his Blood, 
So fhall his Fathers wrongs be recompenc’t. | 
winch. As will the reft,fo willeth Winchefter. 
King. If Richard will be true,not that all alone, 
But all the whole Inheritance I giue, 
That doth belong vnto the Houfe of Yorke, 
From whence you (pring, by Lineall Defcent. 
Rich. Thy humble feruant vowes obedience, 
And humble feruice, till the point of death. 
King, Stoope then, and fet your Knee againft my Foot, 
And in reguerdon of thar dutie done, ( 
joytt thee with the valiant Sword of Yorke: 
Rife Richard, like a true Plantagenet, 
Andrife created Princely Duke of Yorke. 
Rich, And fo thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall, 
Andas my dutie {prings,fo perifhthey, = 
That grudge one thought againft your Maiefty. 
Al, Welcome high Prince,the mighty Duke of Yorke. 
Som, Perith bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of Yorke. 
Clot. Now will it beft auaile your Maieftie, 
To crofle the Seas,and to be Crown’d in France: 
The prefence of a King engenders loue 
Amongfthis Subieéts,and his loyall Friends, 
Asit dif-animates his Enemies. 
King. When Glofter {ayes the word, King Henry goes, 
For friendly counfaile cuts off many Foes. 
Gif. Your Ships alreadie are in readineffe, 
Senet. Flourifb. Exeunt. 


Manet Exeter. 
Exet. I,we may march in England,or in France, 
Not feeing what is likely to enfue: 
This late diffention growne betwixt the Peeres, 
Burnes vnder fained afhes of forg’d loue, 
And will at laft breake out into aflame, 
Asfeftred members rot but by degree, 
Tillbones and flefh and finewes fall away, 
Sowill this bafeand enuious difcord breed. 
And now I feare that fatall Prophecie, 
Which in the time-of Henry, nam’d the Fift, 
Was in the mouth of euery fucking Babe, 
That Henry borne at Monmouth fhould winne all, 
And Henry borne at Windfor,loofe all : . 
Which is fo plaine, that Exeter doth with, 


His dayes may finifh, ere that hapleffe time. Exit. 


SSeettirneeseemey 





oe 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Pucell difguis'd, with foure Souldiors with 
Sacks vpow their backs. 
Pucell. Thefe are the Citie Gates,the Gates of Roan, 
Thtough which out Pollicy muft make a breach. 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words, 
Talkelike the vulgar fort of Market men, 
at come to gather Money for their Corne. 
} |’ Wehaue entrance,as I hope we fhall, 
And that we finde the flouthfull Watch but weake, 
|e by a figne giue notice to our friends, . >. 
at Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 








The rf Part of Henry the Sixt. 


_ Therefore wee'le knock. 
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Souldéer. Out Sacks thall be a meane to fack the City, 
And we be Lords‘and Rulers over Roan, 
Knock; 

watch. (bela. 

Pucell. Peafauns la powure zeus de Frannce, 
Poore Market folkes that come to fell their Corne, 

Watch, Enter,goe in,the Markee Bell is rung. 

Pucell. Now Roan, Ile fhake thy Bulwarkes to the 
ground, Exenut. 

Enter Charles, Baftard,Alanfon, 

Charles, Saint Dexnw bleffe this happy Stratageme, 
And once againe wee'le fleepe fecure in Roan, 

Baftard. Here entred Puce#,and her Practifants : 
Now fheis there, how will fhe {pecifie? 
Here is the beft and fafeft paffage in, 

Reig. By thrufting outa Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once difcern’d,fhewes that her meaning is, 
No way to that(for weakneffe) which fhe entred, 

Exter Pacell on the top, thrafting ont a 
Torch bursing. 

Pucell. Behold,thisis the happy Wedding Torch, 
That ioyneth Roan vnto her Countreymen, 
But burning fatall tothe Talbonites. 

Baftard, See Noble Charlegthe Beacon of our friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ftands, 

Charles. Now fhine it like a Commet of Reuenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

Reig. Deferre no time,delayes haue dangerous ends, 
Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prefently, 


And then doe execution on the Watch: ° Alarum. 






An Alarum. Talbot in an Excurfion. 
Talb.France,thou fhal: rue thisTreafon with thy teares, 
If Talbot bur furviue thy Trecherie, 
Pucell that Witch,that damned Sorcereffe, 
Hath wrought this Hellifh Mifchiefe ynawares, 
That hardly we efcap’t the Pride of France. 
An Alarum: Excurfions: Bedford brought 
in ficke in a Chayre. 


Exit, 


Enter Talbot and Burgonie without : within,Paced, 
Charles Baftard,and Reigneir onthe walls. 
Pueell. God morrow Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread? 
I thinke the Duke of Burgonie will faft, 
Before hee’le buy againe at fucha rate. 
’Twas full of Darnell: doe you like the tate? _ 
Barg. Scoffeon vile Fiend,and fhameleffe Curtizan, 
Ittuft ere long to choake thee with thine owne, 
And make thee curfe the Harueft of that Corne. 
Charles. Your Grace may ftarue (perhaps) before that 
time, 
Bedf, Oh letno words, but deedes,seuenge this Trea- 
fon. 
Pucell. What will you doe,good gray-beard ? 
Breake a Launce, and runne a-Tilt at Death, 
Within a Chayre. 
Talb, Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all defpight, 
Incompafs’d with thy lufttull Paramours, 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardife aman halfedead ? 
Damfell, Ile haue a bowt with you againe, 
Or elfe let Talbot perifh with this fhame. ; 
Pucell. Are ye fo hot,Sir: yet Pucell hold thy peace, 
If Tabor doe but Thunder, Raine will follow. 
They whifper together mm connfehe 
God {peed the Parliament: who thall be the Speaker 2 
12 Talb. Dare 
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\” Talb. Dare yee come forth,and meet ys in the field? 





To try if that our owne be ours,orno. 
Talb. 1 {peakenotto that rayling Hecate, 

But vnto thee A/anfon, and the reft, 

Will ye,like Souldiors,come and fight it one? 

Alanf- Seignior no. 

Talb. Scignior hang: bafe Muleters of France, 

Like Pefant foot-Boyes doe they keepe the Walls, 
And dare not take vp Armes, like Gentlemen. 

Pucell. Away Captaines,let's get vs from the Walls, 
For Talbot meanes no goodnefle by his Lookes, 
God b'uymy Lord, we came but to tell you 
That wee are here. Exeunt from the walls. 

. Talb. And there will we be too,ere it belong, 
Orelfe reproach be Talbots preateft fame. 

Vow Burgouie, by honor of thy Houfe, 

Prickt on by publike Wrongs fuftain’d in France, 
Either to get the Towne againe,or dye, 

‘And I,as fure as Englifn Henry lives, 

‘| And as his Father here was Conqueror 5 
As fure as in this late betrayed Towne, 
Great Cordeliozs Heart was buryed ; 
. | So fure I fweare,to get the Towne, or dye. 
' Burg, My Vowes are equall partners with thy 
Vowes. 
| Talb. But ere we goe,regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Sedford : Come my Lord, 
‘We will beftow you in fome better place, 

Fitter for ficknefle,and for crafie age. 

Bedf. Lord Taloot,doe not fo difhonour me : 
Here will I fit,before the Walls of Roan, 

And will be partner of your weale or woe. 

Burg. Couragious Bedford, let vs now perfwade you. 

Bedf, Not tobe gone fromhence : for once I read, 
That Hout Pendragon, in his Litter fick, 

Came co the field,and vanquifhed his foes, 
Me thinkes I fhould reuiue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becaufe I cuer found them as my felfe. 

Talo. Vadaunced {pirit in a dying breaft, 
Then be it fo: Heauens keepe old Bedford fafe. 
‘And nowno more adoe, brane Bargonse, 

But gather we our Forces out of hand, 

And fet vpon our boafting Enemie. Exit. 

eu Alarum : Excurfions. Enter Sir John 
Falftaffe, and a Captaine. 


Capt. ‘Whither away Sit John Falftaffe,in fach hafter 

Fal. Whither away ? to faue my felfe by flight, 

Weare like to haue the ouerthrow againe, 

Capt. Whiat? will you flye,and leaue Lord Talbor? 

Falf?. Yall the Ta/bots in the World,to faue my life. 
Exit. 

Capt. Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. 

Exit. 


Retreat. Epccurfions. Pucell, Alanfon, and 
Charles flye. 


{ Bedf. New quiet Soule,depart when Heauen pleafe, 
For I haue feene our Enemies overthrow. 
What is the truft or ftrength of foolith man ? 
They that of late were daring with their feoffes, 
Are glad and faine by flight to faue themfelues. 
Bedford dyes aud u carryed in by two in kis Chaire. 


Pucell. Belike your Lordthip takes ys then for fooles, . 





The firft Part of Hemy the Sixt. 


» An Alaram. es Talbot, Bargonie, aad 
the reff. ‘ 

Talb. Loft,and hs as a day againe 

_ This is a double Honor, Bargonie: 7 

: Yet Heauens haue glory for this Vi&torie, 
Burg. Warlike and Martiall Talbot, Burgonie 

Infhrines thee in his heart,and there ere@s 

Thy noble Deeds,as Valors Monuments, 
Talb, Thanks gentle Duke: but where is 

I thinke her old Familiar is a{leepe. 

Now where’s the Baftards braues,and Charles his likes, 

Whatall amort? Roan hangs her head for arielay a 

That fuch a valiant Company are fled, 

Now will we take fome order in the Towne 

Placing therein fomeexpert Officers, >” 

And then depart to Paris, to the King, 

_ For there young Hezry with his Nobles lye, 
Burg. What wills Lord Talbot,pleafeth Bargonie, 
Talb. But yet before we goe,let’s not forget 

The Noble Dake of Bedford, late deceas’d, 

But fee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roan, 

A brauer Souldier neuez couched Launce, 

A gentler Heart did neuer {way in Court. 

But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft die, 

For that’s the end of humane miferie, 


Puce] now? 


Exennt, 








Scena Tertia. 





Enter Charles, Baftard, Alanfou,Pucel. 
Pucell. Difmay nor (Princes) at this accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is fo recovered; 
Care isno cure, but rather corrofiue, 
For things that are not to be remedy’d. 
Let frantike Talbot triumph for awhile, 
And like a Peacock {weepe along his tayle, 
Wee'le pull his Plumes,and rake away his Trayne, 
If Dolphin and the reft will be but rul’d, 
Charles. We haue been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 
One fudden Foyle fhall neuer breed diftruft, 
Baftard. Search out thy wit for fecret pollicies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World, 
Alanf. Wee'le fer thy Statue in fome holy place, 
And haue thee renerenc’s like a bleffed Saint, 
Employ thee then, {weet Virgin, for our good, 
Pucell. Then thus it mutt be, this doth Joane deuile: 
By faire perfwafions, mixt with fugred words, 
Weill entice the Duke of Burgonie 
To leaue the Ta/éot,and to follow vs. 
Charles, Imarry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
France were no place for Henryes Warriors, 
Nor fhould that Nation boaft it fo with vs, 
But be extirped from our Prouinces. 
Alan{. For ever thould they be expuls’d from Frances | 
And not haue Title of an Earledome here. 
Pucell, Yout Honors fhall perceiue how 1 will worke; 
To bring this matter tothe wifhed end. 
Drumme founds afarre off 
Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may perceiue 
Their Powers are marching vnto Paris-ward. 
Here found an Englifh Mareb. 
There goes the Talbor,with his Colours fpreds 


Andall the Troupes of Englith after him. rrevt 
























French March, 
Now inthe Rereward comes the Duke and his: 
Fortune in fauot makes himlaggebehinde, 
summon a Parley,we will talke wich him, 

den Trempets found a Parley. 
Charles. A Parley withthe Duke of Burgonie. 
Burg. Who craues a Parley with the Burgonie? 
Pucell. The Princely ( barles of France,thy Countrey- 


ae: What fay’ft thou: Charles ?: for 1am marchin g 
nces . 
P Charles, Speake Puce, and enchaunt him with thy 
words. 
Puceh. Braue Bergonie,vndoubted hope of France, 
Stay,let thy humble Hand-maid {peake to thee. 
Burg. Speake on, but be not ouer-tedious, 
Pucell, Looke onthy Country, look on fertile France, 
And fee the Cities and the Townes defac’t, 
By wating Ruine of the cruell Foe, 
As lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes, 
See,(ee the pining Maladie of France : 
Behold the Wounds, the moft vnnaturall Wounds, 
Which thou thy felfe haft giuen her wofull Breft. 
Ohturne thy edged Sword another way, 
Strike thofe that hurt,and hurt not thofe that helpe : 
One drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Bofome, 
Should grieve thee more then ftreames of forraine gore. 
Returnethee therefore with a floud of Teares, 
And wath away thy Countries ftayned Spots. 
Burg. Either fhe hath bewitcht me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent. 
Pucell.Befides all French and France exclaimes on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie, 
Who joyn’ft thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truft chee, but for profits fake ? 
When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, 
And fafhion’d thee that Inftrument of III, 
Who then,but Englifh Henry, will be Lord, 
And thou be thruft out, like a Fugitive ? 
Call we to minde,and marke but this for proofe: 
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe? 
Andwas he not in England Prifoner? 
But when they heard he was thine Enemie, 
Theg fet him free, without his Ranfome pay'd, 
Infpight of Burgonie and all his friends. 
Seethen,thou fight’it againft thy Countreymen, 
And ioyn’ft with them will be thy flaughter-men. 
Come,come,returne ; returne thou wandering Lord, 
Charles and the reft will rake thee in their armes. 
Burg, I am vanquifhed : 
Thefe haughtie wordes of hets 
Haut batt’red me like roaring Cannon-fhot, 
Andmade me almoft yeeld vpon my knees. 
orgie the Countrey,and {weet Countreymen ; 
{And Lords accept this heartie kind embrace, 
y Forces and my Power of Men are yours. 
So farwel] Talbot lle no longer truft thee. 


A Puce, Dont like a Frenchman: turne and turne a- 
ine, 


Charles, 
Vs freth, 

Ballard. And doth beget new Courage in our 
teafts, 


Alanf. Pweell hath brauely play’d her part in thiss 
And doth deferue a Coronet ef Gold, ee 


Welcome braue Duke,thy friendfhip makes 
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Charles. Now let ys on,my Lords, 
Andioyneour Powers, oy) 
And feeke how we may preiudice the For, 


vedaw 
 Exeunt. | 





setmammal 


Scena Quarta. ia b 

















———= 


Exter the King Gloucefter ,Winchefter,Ye orkesS uffolke, 
Somerfet Warwicke, Exeter : To thens,with 
bis Souldiors, Talbor, 


Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 
Hearing of your arriuall inthisRealme, 
I haue a while giuen Truce ynto my Warres, ~ 
To doe my dutie to my Soueraigne, z 
In Ggne whereof, this Arme,that hath reclaym’d 
To your obedience, fiftie Fortreffes, 
Twelue Cities,and feuen walled Townes of ftrength, 
Befide fiue hundred Prifoners of efteeme ; 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highneffe feet: 
And with fubmiffiue loyaltie of heare 
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueit got, 
Firft co my God, and next vnro your Grace, 
King. Isthis the Lord Talbot, Vnckle Gloncefer, 
That hath fo long beene refident in France? 
Gloft. Yes,itit pleafe your Maieftie,my Liege. 
King, Welcome braue Capraine,and victorious Lord; 
Woaen I was young (as yet lam not old) 
I doe remember how my Father faid, 
A ftouter Champion neuer handled Sword, 
Long fince we were refolued of youir truth, 
Your faithfull feruice,and your toyle in Warre: 
Yer neuer have you tafted our Reward, — 
Or beene reguerdon’d with fo much as Thanks, 
Becaufe rill now,we neuer faw your face. 
Therefore ftand vp,and for thefe good deferts, 
Wehere create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 
And in our Coronation take your place, 
Senet,  Flonrifo. Exeunt, 
Manet Vernon and Baffet. 


Vern, Now Sir,to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare, 
In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorkej 
Dart thou maintaine the former words thou {pak’ft ? 
Bafl. Yes Sir,as well as you dare patronage 
The enuious barking of your fawcie Tongue, 
Againft my Lord the Duke of Somerfet. 
Vern, Sirrha, thy Lord I honour as heis. 
Ba. Why,what is he? as good aman as Yorke. 
Vern, Hearke ye: not fo in witneffe take ye that. 
5 Strikes him. 
Baf, Villaine, thou knoweft 
The Law of Armes is fuch, 
That who fo drawes a Sword,’tis prefent death, 
Or elfe this Blow should broach thy deareft Bloud. 
But Ile ynto-his Maieftie, and craue, 
I may haue libertieto venge this Wrong, 
When thou fhalt fee,[lemeettheetothycoft, 
Vern, Well mifcreant,tle be there as foone as you, 
And after meete you, fooner then you would. 
Exeunt. 


13 ie: Eater | 











































































































































































































































































































































Altus Quartus, . Scena Prima, 


' Enter King, Gloceffer, Winchefter, Yorke, Suffolke, Somer- 
fet, Warwicke, Taibot and Gonernor Exeter, 
Glo. Lord Bifhop {ersthie'Crowne vpon his head. 
Win. God faue King Hé#ry of chat name the fixt. 
Glo. Now Gouernour of Paris take your oath, 
| That you eleét no other King but him; 
| Efteeme none Friends, but'fuch as are his Friends, 
And noneyour Foes, but fuch as fhall pretend 
Malicious practifes sgainft his State : 
‘| This fhall ye do, fo helpe yourighteous God, 
|. egepo T sideroncOncen Balftaffec: 
Fal, My gracious Soveraigne,as I rode from Calice, 
To hafte vnto your Coronation: 
A Letter was deliuer’dito my hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from th’Duke of Burgundy. 
Tal, Shame tothe Duke of Burgundy, and thee : 
i vow'd (bafe Knight) when I'did meete the nex, 
To tearethe Garter from thy Crauens legge, 
Which I haue done, becaufe (ynworthily) 
Theu was’ inftalled in that High Degree, 
Pardon me Princely Hesry, and thereft : 
This Daftard, at the bartell of Poitiers, 
When (butin all) I was fixe thoufand ftrong, 
And that the French were aloft ten to one, 
Before weiner, or that a ftroke was giuen, 
Like toatruftie Squire, did run away. 
In which affaule, we loft twelue hundred men. 
My felfe, and diuers Gentlemen befide, 
Were there furpriz'd,and taken prifoners. 
Then iudge (great Lords) if I haue done amiffe: 
Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to weare 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea orno? 
Glo. To fay the truth, this fact was infamous, 
Andill befeeming any common man; 
Much moreaKnight,a Captaine, anda Leader. 
Tal. When firft this Order was ordain’d my Lords, 
Knights of che Garter were of Noble birch; 
Valiant, and Vertuous, full of haughiie Courage, 
Such as were growne to credit by the warres: — 
Not fearing Death, nor fhrinking for Diftreffe, 
But alwayes refolute, in moft extreames. 
He then, that is not furnifh’d in this fort, 
Doth but viurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moft Honourable Order, 
And fhould (if 1 were worthy to be Judge) 
Be quite degraded, likea Hedge-borne Swaine, . 
That doth prefume to boaft of Gentle blood. 


































Be packing therefore, thou chat was’ta knight: 
Henceforth we banith thee on paine of death. 
_And now Lord Proteétor, view the Letter 
Sent from our Vickle Duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. What meanes his Grace, that he hath chaung’d 

his Stile ? 

No more but plaine and bluntly ? (Te the King.) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soueraigne ? 
Or doth this churlith Superfcription 
Pretend fome alteration in good will ? 
Whar’s heere ?/ bane vpon efpeciall caufe, 
eV on'd with compaffion of my Countries wracke, 
Together with the pittifill eomplaints 
Of fisch as your oppreffion feedes upon, 
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K. Staine to thy Countrymen, thou hear’(t thy doom: 






pipes your pernitions Fatlion, ~~ 
nd ioyn'd with Charles, the rightfull king of F; 
O monftrous Treachery: Chu Hae ys: “i 
That in alliance, amityjand oathes.)-).0 
There fhould be found fuch falfe diffembling guile? 
Kings What? doth my Vackle Burgundy reuole > 
Gio. Heaoth my Lord, and is become your foe 
Kiag. Isthat the worftthis Letter doth containg? 
Glo. Iris the worft, and all (my Lord) he Biss 
King. Why then Lord Talbot there fhal talk with 
And giue him chafticement for this abufe. " 
How oe (my Lord) are you not content? 
Tal, Content, my Liege? Yes: But ¥ Iam 

I fhould haue bege*dI boats haue vas cal ie ey 
King, Then gather ftrength, and march vntohim 

ftraight : 

Let him perceiue how ill we brooke his Treafon 

And what offence it is to flout his Friends, ast hed 
Tal. I gomy Lord, in heart defiring fill ‘ 

You may behold confufion of your foes, ool 2 

Enter Vernon and Baffir. Cr 
Ver, Grant me the Combate, gracious Soueraigne, 
Baf. And me (my Lord)grant me the Combate tog, 
Yorke. This is my Seruant, heare him Noble Prince, 
Som, And.this is mine ({weet Henry) fauour him, 
King. Be patient Lords, and give them leaue tofpedk, 

Say Gentlemen, what makes youthus exclaime, 

And wherefore craue you Combate ? Or with whome 
Ver. With him (my Lord) for he rath done me wrong, 
Baf.And I with him, for he hath done me wiong, 
King, What is that wrong,wherof you both complais 

Firft let me know, and then Ile anfwer you. 
Baf. Croffing the Sea,from England into France, 

This Fellow heere with enuious carping tongue, 

Vpbraided me about the Rofe I weare, 

Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaves 

Did reprefent my Matters bluthing checkess 

When ftubbornly he did repugne the truth, 

About a cerraine queftion in the Law, 

Argu’d betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him: 

With other vile and ignominious tearmes. 

In confatation of which rude reproach, 

And in defence of my Lords worthineffe, 

I craue the benefit of Law of Armes. 

Ver. And that is my petition (Noble Lord:) 

For though he {eeme with forged queint conceite 

To feta glofle ypon his bold intent, 

Yet know(my Lord) I was prouok’d by him, 

Andhe firit vooke exceptions at this badge, 

Pronouncing that the paleneffe of thisFlower, 

Bewray’d the faintnefle of my Mafters heart. 

Yorke, Willnot this malice Somerfet be left? — 
Som, Your prinate grudge my Lord of York,wil ou, 

Though ne’re fo cunningly you — 

King. Good Lord, what madnefle rules in braint 
ficke men, , 

When for fo flighr and friuolous a caufe, 

Such factious emulations fhall arife? 

Good Cofins both of Yorke and Somerfet, 
uiet your felues (I pray) and be at peace. 

sae Let this eed a firft be vie by fight, 

And then your Highneffe fhall command a Peace 
Som. The quarrell toucheth none but vs alone, 

Betwixt out felues let vs decide it then. 

Yorke. Thereis my pledge, accept it Somerfet, 
Ver. Nay, let itreft where it began at firft, 
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f Bal. Confirme it fo, mine honourable Lord. « 
Gla Confirme it fo ?Confounded beyour Arife, 
And perifh ye with your audacious prate, 
Prefumptuous vaflals, areyoundt afham’d. |.) 
With this immodeft clamorous oitrage, 
Totroubleand difturbe che King, and Vs¢ 
And you my Lords, me thinkes:you do not well 
Tobeare with their peruerfe Obie&tions: 
Much lefle totake occafion from their mouthes, 
Toraifea mutiny betwixt your felues, 
_ \Letme perfwade you take a better courfe, 
Exete Itegtecues his Highneffe, 
Goodiny Lords, be Frierids. 
King. Come hither youthat would be Combatants: 
Hencetorth I charge you, as you loue our fatiour, 
Quite to forget this Quarrel, and the cauife, 
Andyou my Lords: Remember where weare, 
In France, among{t a fickle wauering Nation: 
Ifthey perceyue diffention in our lookes, 
Andchat within our felues we difagree ; 
How will their grudging ftomackes be prouok’d 
Towilfull Difobedience, and Rebell ? 
Befide, What infamy will there arife, 
When Forraigne Princes fhall be certified, 
That for atoy,a thing ofno regard, 
King Henries Peeres, and cheete Nobility, 
Deftroy’d themfelnes, and loftthe Realme of France? 
Johthinke vpon the Conqueft of my Father, 
My tender yeares, and let vs not forgoe 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood, 
Letme be Vinper inthis doubrfull ftrife : 
Ifee no reafon if] weare this Rofe, 
That any one fhould therefore be fufpitious 
Imore incline to Somerferc, than Yorke : 
Both are my kinfmen, and [loue them both, 
Aswell they may vpbray’d.me with my Crowne, 
Becaufe (ferfooth) the King of Scots is Crown'd, 
Butyour difcretions better can perfwade, 
Then] amableco inftru@t or teach: | 
And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 
Solet vs (till continue peace, and loue. 
Cofin of Y orke, we inftitute your Grace 
Tobe our Regent in thefe parts of France? 
And good my Lord of Somerfer, vnite 
Your Troopes of horfemen, with his Bands of foote, 
And like true Subieéts, fonnes of your Progenitors, 
Gocheerefully together, and digeft 
\Yourangry Choller on your Enemies. 
OurSelfe, my Lord Proteétor, and the reft, 
After fome refpit, will returne to Calice ; 
From thenceto England, where I hope ere long 
Tobe prefented by your Vidtories, 
4With Charles, Alanfox, and that Traiterous rout. 
Exeunt. Manet Yorke,Warwick, Exeter Vernon, 
War, My Lord of Yorke, I promife you the King 
Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator.) 
Yorke. And fohedid, but yet I like itnot, 
Inthat he weares the badge of Somerfet. 
War. Tuth, that was but his fancie, blame him not, 
Idare prefume (fweet Prince) he thought no harme. 
York. And if] with he did. Butlet itreft, 
{Other affayres muft now be managed. 
1. =. Flonrifh, Manet Exeter. 
Exet.Well didftthou ‘Richard to fuppreffe thy voice : 
For had the paffions of thy heart burft out, 
I feare we fhould haue feene decipher’d there 













Exeunt. 


But howfoere, no fimple manthat fees » 


/ And ftrong enough to iffue out and fight. 
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Morerancorous {pight, more furious raging broyles, 
Then yet can be imagin’d ot fuppos’dz 


This iatring difcord of Nobilitie, ical 
This fhouldering ofeach other in the Court, 

This faGtious bandying of their Fauourites,_ 

But that it doth prefage fome ill event. 

’Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens hands : 
But more, when Enuy breeds vnkinde deuifion, 
There comes the ruine, there begins confulion, Exit. 


Enter Talbot with Trumpe and Drumme, 
before Burdeanx. 


Talb, Goto the Gates of Burdeaux Trumpeter, 

Summon their Generall vntothe Wall. Sounds 
' Enter General aloft. 

Englith John Talbot (Captaines) call you forth, 
Seruant in Armes to Harry King of England, 
And thushe would, Open your Citie Gates, 
Be humble to vs, call my Soueraigne yours, 
And dohim homage as obedient Subieéts, 
And Ile withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
But if you frowne vpon this proffer’d Peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
Who ina moment, eeuen with the earth; 
Shall lay your ftately, and ayre-brauing Towers, 
Ifyou forfake the offer of their loue, 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearefull Owle of death, 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody feourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth, 
On vs thou canft not enter but by-death : 
For I proteft we are well fortified, 


If chouretire, the Dolphin well appointed, 

Stands with the {nares of Warre totangle thee. 

On either hand thee, there are f{quadrons pitcht, 

To wall thee from theliberty of Flight; 

And no way canft thou turne thee for redrefle, 

But death doth front thee with apparant {poyle, 

And pale deftru€tion meets thee in the face: 

Ten thoufand French hane tane the Sacrament, 

Toryuetheir dangerous Artillerie |” 

Vponno Chriftian foule but Englith Talbot: 

Loe, there thou ftandft a breathing valiant man 

Ofan inuincible vnconquer’d fpiric : 

This is the lateft Glorie of thy praife, 

That I chy enemy dew thee withall: 

For ere the Glafle that now begins to runne, 

Finith the proceffe of his fandy houre, 

Thefe eyes that fee thee now well coloured, 

Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 
Drumafarre off. 

Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell, 

Sings heauy Muficke to thy timorous foule, 

And mine fhall ring thy dire departure out. 

Tal. He Fables not,[ heare the enemie : 

Out fome light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings. 

O negligent and heedleffe Difcipline, 

How are we park’d and bounded ina pale ? 

A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere, 

Maz’d witha yelping kennell of French Curres. 

If we be Englith Deere, be then in blood, 

Not Rafcall-like ro fall downe with a pinch, 

But rather moodie mad : And defperace Staggess 





Exit 
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Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele,» 
And make the Cowards ftand aloofe at bay :»- 
Sell euery man his life as deere as mine, aol 
And they hall finde deere Deere of vs my Friends: 

| God, and S. George, Taébot and Englands right, 
Profper our Colours in this dangerous fight. ' 


Enter 4 Meffenger that meets Yorke. Enter Yorke 
with Trampet, and many S oldiers.. 


Yorke. Are not the fpeedy fcouts return’d againe, 
That dog’dthe mighty Army of the Dolphin? 

Meff, They arereturn’d my Lord, and give it out, 
That he is march’d to Burdeaux with his power 
Te fight with Tabor as he march’d along. 
By your efpyals were difcouered 
Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led, 
Which ioyn’d with him, and made their march for 

-(Burdeaux 

Yorke. A plaguevpon that Villaine Somericr, 
That thus delayes my promifed fupply 
Of horfemen, that were leuied for this fiege. 
Reaowned Talbot doth expeé my ayde, 
And I amlowted by a Traitor Villaine, 
And catsnot helpe the noble Cheualier : 
God comfort himin this neceffity : 
Ifhe mifcarry, farewell Warres in France, 


Enter another Meffenger. 
2.Mef. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifh ftrength, 
Neuer fo needfull onthe earth of France, 
Spurre to the refcue ofthe Noble Ta/6or, 
Who now is gitdled with a wafte of Iron, 
{ And hem’d about with grim deftruction : 
To Burdeaux warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke, 
Elfe farwell Talbot, France,and Englands honor. 
Yorke, O God, that Someriet who in proud heart 
Doth {top my Cornets, were in Talbots place, 
So fhould wee faue a valiant Gentleman, 
By forteyting a Traitor, and a Coward : 
Mad ire,and wrathfull fury makes me weepe, 
That thus we dye, while remiffe Traitors fleepe. 
. CMef, O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord. 

Yorke, He dies, we loofe: 1 breake my warlike word: 
We mourne, France {miles : We loofe, they dayly get, 
Alllong of this vile Traitor Somerfer. 

CMef. Then God take mercy on braue Talbots foule, 
And on his Sonne yong Joba, who two houres fince, 

I met in trauaile coward his warlike Father; 
This feuen yeeres did not Talbot fee his fonne, 
And now they meete where both their lines are done. 

Yorke. Alas, what ioy fhall noble Tal6or hauc, 
To bid his yong fonne welcome to his Graue : 
Away, vexation almoft (toppes my breath, 

That fundred friends yreete in the houre of death, 
Lacie farewell, no more my fortune can, 

But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man. 

Maine, Bloys, Poytiers, and Toures, are wonne away, 
Long ail of Somerfer, and his delay. 

Mef, Thus while the Vulture of fedition, 
Feedes in the bofome of {uch great Commanders, 
Sleeping negleétion doth betray to loffe : 

The Conquett of our fearfe-cold Conqueror, 
That euer-liuing man of Memorie, 

Henrie the fift : Whiles they each other croffe, 
Liues, Honours, Lands, and all, hurzie to loffe. 


Exit 
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_ This expedition was by Yorke. and Talbor, 
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. Enter Somerfee with his Armie, 
Som. \tistoo late, I cannot fend them now: 


Too rafhly plotted. All our generall force, 

Might with a fally ofthe very Towne 

Be buckled with : the ouer-daring Talbot 

Hath fullied all his gloffe of former Honor 

By this vnheedfull, defperate, wilde aduenture ; 
Yorke fet him onto fight, and dye in fhame, 

That Talbot dead, great Yorke might beare thename, 

Cap. Heereis Sir Wiliam Lucie, who with me 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for ayde, 

Som, How now Sit Walliams, whether were you fent? 

La,Whether my Lord, from bought & fold L, Talbot 
Who ring’dabout with bold aduerfitie, At 
Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerfer, ; 
To beate affayling death from his weake Regions 
And whiles the honourable Capraine there 
Drops bloody {wet from his warre-wearied limbes, 
And in aduantage lingring lookes for refcue, 

Youhis falfe hopes, the truft of Englands honor, 
Keeps off aloofe with worthleffe emulazion : 
Letnot your private difcord keepeaway 
The levied fuccours that fhould Jend him ayde, 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 

Yeeld vp his life vnto a world of oddes. 
Orleance the Baftard, Charles, Bargundie, 
Alanfon, Reiguard, compafle him about, 

And Talbot perifheth by your default. 

Som, Yorke fet himon, Yorke fhould haue fent him 

ayde, 

Luc. And Yorke as faft vpon your Grace exclaimes, 
Swearing that you with-holdhis levied hoaft, 
Collected for this expidition. 

Som.¥ ork lyes : He might haute fent, & had the Horle: 
Towe him little Dutie, and lefle Lone, 

And take foulefcorne to fawne onhim by fending. 

La. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded Talbot ; 

Neuer to England hall he beare his life, 
But dies betraid to fortune by your ftrife. 

Som, Come go, I will difpatch the Hortemen firait: 
Within fixe houres, they wil] be at his ayde. 

L#. Too late comes refcue, he is tane or flaine, 
For flye he could not, ifhe would haue fled : 

And flye would Talbot neuer though he might. 

Som. Ifhebe dead, braue Talbot thenadicu. 


La. His Fame lives in the world , His Shame in you 
Exennt, 


+ Ester T: albot and his Soune. 


Tal. O yong Iohe Talbet,1 did fend for thee 
Totutor thee in ftratagems of Warre, 
That Ta/bors name might be in thee reviu’d, 
When faplefle Age, and weake vnable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire. 
But Omalignant and ill-boading Starres, 
Now thou art come ynto a Feaft of death, 
A terrible and vnanoyded danger ; 
Therefore deere Boy, mount on my {wifteft horfe, 
And Ile direét thee how thou halt efcape 
By fodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone: 
Johx, Ismy name Talbot? and amI your — 




















And thall I Aye? O, if you loae my Mother, | 
Difhonor nos her Honorable:Name, “iad 
Tomake a Bahtard, anda Slaueof met): .».): 
The World will fay,heis not Tarbors blood; : | , 
That bafely fedswhen Noble Talbot flood, 
Talb. Flye,ro revenge my deach,if  beflaine. 
Jobn, He that.Ayes fo, will.ne're terurne againe, 
Talo. 1f we both ftayj;we both are fure todye. - 
. Jobn.” Then let me ftay,and Father doe you flye: 
Your loffe is great,fo your regard fhould bes 
M worth voknowne,no lofleis knowne inme, 
Ypon my death, the French can Ketle boalt; 
Inyours they will,in you all hopes are loft.’ 
Flight canoe ftayne the Honor you haue wonne, 
But mine it will,tchat no Exploit haue done. 
You fled for Vantage, euery one will fweare : 
But if Lbow,they'le fay it was for feare. 
There iso hope that ever J will flay, 
Ifthe firt howre I fhrinke and'tun away : 
Here on my knee I begge Mortalitie, 
Rather then Life,preferu’d with Infamie. 
Talb, Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tombe? 
Tohn, Uxather then Ile fhame my Mothers Wombe, 
Talb. Vpon my Bleffing Tcommand thee goe. 
Ibn, To fight I will, but not to Aye the Foe, 
Talb, Part of thy Father may be fau'd in thee. 
| Jobn, No part of him,but willbe fhamein mee. 
Talb. Thow never hadft Renowne,nor cantt not lofe it, 
Toba. Yes,yourrenowned Name: fhall flight abufe it ? 
Talb. Thy Fathers charge thal cleare thee from ¥ ftaine. 
John, You cannot witnefle for me, being flaine, 
If Death be fo apparant,then both flye. 
‘Talb. And leaue my followers here to fight and dye ? 
My Age was neuer tainted with fuch fhame. 
_ lob, And thall my Youth be guiltie of {uch blameg 
Nomore cai i be feuered from your fide, 
Then can your felfe,your felfe in twaine dinide ; 
Stay,goe,doe what you will,the like doe]; 
For live J will not,if my Father dye. 
Talb. Then here I take my leaue of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipfe thy Life this afternoone: 
Come, fide by fide, together liue and dye, 
And Soule with Soule from France to Heauen flye. Exit. 


Alarum : Excurfions, wherein Talbots Soune 
8 hemmd about , and Talbot 
re(cues him. 
Talb. Saint George,and Victory; fight Souldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left vs to the rage of France his Sword. 
Where is John Talbot ? pawle,and take thy breath, 
Igaue thee Life,and refcu’d thee from Death. 
lobn, O twice my Father,twice am I thy Sonne: 
The Life thou gau’ft me firft, was loft and done, 
Tillwith thy Warlike Sword,defpight of Fate, 
Tomy determin’d time thou gau’ft new date. 
Talo, When frd the Dolphins Creft thy Sword truck fire, 
'warm’d thy Fathers heart with prowd defire 
Of bold-fac’t Vidtorie, Then Leaden Age, 
Quicken’d with Youthfull Spleene,and WarlikeRage, 
tat downe Alanfon,Orleance,Bargundie, 

And ftom the Pride of Gallia refcued thee. 
Theirefull Baftard Orleance, that drew blood 
trom thee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
jOf thy firft fight, I foone'encountred, ° 
And interchanging blowes\T quickly fhed 


The frftP art of Henry the Sixt. : 
~~ 1, Some'of his Baftard blood,and in difgrace 
> | Befpoke him thus: Contaminated,bafe, 
oA | And mis-begotten blood,I fpill of thine, 
_ Meanc and right poore, for that pure blood of mine, 


| Arcthou not wearie, Jobz ? How do’lt thou fare ? 


» Now thou art feal’d the Sonne of Chiualrie? 
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Which thou did&t force from Tal6or,my braue Boy. 
Here purpofing the Baftard to deftroy, 
Came in ftrong refcue. Speake thy Fathers care: 


Wilt thou yer jeaue the BactaileBoy,and flie, 


Flye,to reuen ge my death when J am dead, 

The helpe of one ftands mein little ftead, * 
Oh,too much folly is it, well! wot, 

To hazard all our lines in one {mall Boat, 

If to day dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrow I fhall dye with mickle Age, 

By me they nothing gaine, and if I flay, 

Tis but the fhortning of my Life one day. 

Jn thee thy Mother dyes,our Houfeholds Name, 
My Deaths Reuienge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame: 
All thefe,and more,we hazard by thy flay; 

All thefe are fau’d, if thou wilt flye away. 

Tobn, The Sword of Orleance hath not made me fmart, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 
On that aduantage, bought with fucha fhame; 

To faue a paltry Life,and {lay bright Fame, 
Before young Talbot from old Talbat flye; 
The Coward Horfe that beares me, fall and dye: 
And like me to the pefant Boyes of France, 
To be Shames fcorne,and fubie& of Mifchance, 
Surely by all the Glorie you have wonne, 
And if I flye,I am not Talbots Sonne. 
Then tatke no more of flight, it isno boot, 
If Sonne to Talbot, dye at Talbots foot. 

Talb, Then follow thou thy defp’rate Syre of Creer, 
Thou Jearus,thy Life to me is fweet : 
If thou wile fight, fight by thy Fathers fide, 
And Rites: stn prou’d,let’sdyeinpride. Exit, 
edlarum, Excurfious, Eater old 

Talbot led. 


Talb. Where is my other Life? mine owneis gone. 
O,where’s young Talbot ? where is valiant Lobe? . 
Triumphant Death, fmear’d with Captiuitie, 
Young Talbots Valour makes me finile at thee. 
When he perceiu’d me fhrinke,and on my Knee, 
His bloodie Sword he brandifht ouer mee, 

And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage,and fterne Impatience: 
But when my angry Guardant ftood alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and aflayl'd of none, 
Dizzie-ey’d Furie,and great rage of Heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart 
Into the cluftring Battaile of the French: 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His ouer-mounting Spirit 5 and there dide 
My Jcarus,my Bloflome,in his pride. 





Enter with Tohn Talbot, borne. . 
Seru.O my deare Lord,loe where your Sonne isborne, 
Tal. Thou antique Death,which laugh’ ft ys here to fcorn, 
Anon fromthy infaleing Tyrannie, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuitie, 
Two Talbots winged through the lither Skiey 
Inthy defpight fhall {cape Morcalitie. 





























































































































































































































































































14. 


O thou whofe wounds become hard fauoured death, 
Speake to thy father, erethou yeeld thy breath, 

Braue death by {peaking, whither he will orno: 

Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 

Poore Boy; he fmiles, me thinkes, as who fhould fay, 
Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to days’ 
Come, come, and lay him in his Fathers armes, 
My fpirit can no longer beare thefe harmes. 
Souldiers adieu: I have what I would haue, 
Nowmy old armes are yong eh Talbots grauc. 





Dyes 


Exter Charles, Alanfow, Burgundie, Bafard, 
and Pucel, 


Char. Had Yorke and Somerfet brought refcue in, 

We should haue found a bloody day of this, 

Baft. How the yong whelpe of Taibots raging wood, 

Did ficth his punie-fword in Frenchmens blood. 

Pac. Once Lencountred him, and thus I faid: 

Thou Maiden youth, be vanquifht by a Maide. 

But with a proud Maiefticall high fcorne 

He anfwer'dthus : Yong Talbot was not borne 

_| Tobe thepillage of aGiglot Wench: 

So rufhing in the bowels of the French, 

| He left me proudly, asvnworthy fight.’ 

1 Bur. Doubtleffe he would haue made a noble Knight: 

See where he lyes inherced in the armes 

Of the moft bloody Nurffer of his harmes. 

Baft. Hewthem to peeces,hack their bones aflunder, 

Whofe life was Englands glory, Gallia’s wonder. 
Char. Oh no forbeare : Forthat which we haue fled 

During the life, let vs not wrong it dead. 

Enter Lucie. 
La. Herald, condu& me tothe Dolphins Tent, 

To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the day. 
Chars Onwhat fubmiffiue meffage art chou {ent ? 
Lacy. Sudmiffion Dolphin? Tis a meere French word: 

We Englith Warriours wot not what it meanes. 

I come to know what Prifoners thou haft tane, 

And to furuey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prifoners askft thou? Hell our prifon is, 

But tell me whom thou feek’ft ? 

Lue, But where's the great Aicides of the field, 

Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury 2 

Created for his rare fucceffe in Armes, 

Great Earle of #a/hford, Waterford, and Valence, 

Lord Talbot of Geodrig and Prchinfield, 

Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdon of Alton, 

Lord Cromwell of Wingefield, Lord Furninall of Sheffesld, 

The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, 

Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, 

Worthy S. Michael, and the Golden Fleece, 

Great Marfhall to Henry the fixt, 

Ofall his Warres within the Realme of France, 

Puc. Heere’sa filly ftacely ftile indeede : 

The Turke that two and fiftie Kingdomes hath, 

Writes not fo tedious a Stile as this. 

Him that thou magnifi’ft with all thefe Titles, 

| Stinking and fly-blowne lyes heere at our feete, 

Lucy; Is Talbot laine, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 

Your Kingdomes terror, and blacke Neme/is? 

Oh were mine eye-balles into Bullets turn’d, 

That I inrage might fhoot them at your faces. 

| Oh, that I could but call chefe dead tolife, 

‘It were enoughto fright the Realme of France. 

‘Were but his Picture left amongft you here, 

















It would amaze the prowdeft of youall, = >| - 
Giue me their Bodyes,that I may beare themhence 
And giue them Buriall,as befeemes their worth, ; 
Pucel. I thinke this vpftart is old Talbors Ghon 
He fpeakes with fuch a proud commanding fpirie: ” 
For Gods fake let him haue him, to keepe them here 
They would but ftinke, and putrifie the ayre, : 
~ Char, Gotake their bodies hence. 
Lacy. Ile beare them hence:but from their afhes thal 
bereard 
A Phoenix that fhall make all France affear’d. 
Char. So webe rid of them, do withhim what } wilt 
And now to Paris inthis conquering vaine, 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbots laine, Ex 


ee ne te ene 


Scena Secunda. 





SENNET. 
Enter King, Glocefter, and Exeter, 


King, Haueyou perus'd the Letters fromthe Pope, | 
The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack? 
G4. Ihaue my Lord, and their intent is this, 
They humbly fue vnto your Excellence, 
Tohauea godly peaceconcludedof, 
Betweene the Realmes of England, and of France. 
King. How doth your Grace affect their motion? 
Glo, Well(my good Lord) and as the only meanes 
To ftop effufion ef our Chriftian blood, 
And ftabhith quietneffe on euery fide, 
King. Umarry Vackle, for I alwayes thought 
Tt was both impious and vnnaturall, 
That fuch immanity and bloody ftrife 
Should reigne among Profeffors of one Faith. 
Glo. Befidemy Lord, the fooner to effed, 
And furee binde this knot of amitie, 
The Earle of Arminacke neere knit to (barles, 
A man of great Authoritie in France, 
Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 
Inmarriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowtie, 
King. Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares are yong: 
And fitter is my ftudie, and my Bookes, 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
‘Yet call th’Embaffadors, and as you pleafe, 
So let them haue their anfweres every one: 
I fhall be well content with any choyce ; 
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries weale. 


Enter Winchefter, and three Arsbaffaders. 


Exet. What, ismy Lord of winchefer inftall'd, 
And call’d ynto a Cardinalls degree ? 
ThenI perceiue, that will be verified 
Henry the Fift did fometime prophefie. 
Ifonce he come to be a Cardinall, 
Hee’l make his cap coequall withthe Crowne, 
King. My Lords Ambafladors, your feuerall {uites 
Have bin confider’d and debated on, 
Your purpofe is both good and reafonable + 
And therefore are we certainly refolu’d, 


To draw conditions of a friendly peace, which | 



















Which by my Lord of Winchefter wemeane 
shall be tranfported prefently to France.: 
Glo. And tor the proffer of my Lord your Mafter, 
haue inform’d his Highneffe fo at large, 
jsliking of the Ladies vertuous gifts, 
Her Beauty, and the valew of her Dower, 
He doth intend fhe fhall be Englands Queene, 
King. Inargument asd proofe of which contraa, 
peare her this lewell, pledge of my affection, 
and {o my Lord Protector feethem guarded, 
And {afely brought to Doner, wherein fhip’d 
Commit them to the fortune of the fea. Exeunt, 
Win. Stay my Lord Legate, you fhall firft receiue 
The fume of money which I promifed 
Should be delivered to his Holineffe, 
forcloathing mhe inchefe graue Ornaments, 
Legat, I will attend vpon your Lordfhips leyfure, 
win. Now Winchefter will not fubmit,I trow, 
Orbe inferiour to the proudeft Peeres 
Humfrey of Glofter, thou fhalt well perceiue, 
That neither in birch, or for authoritie, 
The Bifhop will be ouer-borne by thee : 
llecither makethee ftoope, and bend thy knee, 


Orfacke this Country with a mutiny. Exeunt 





re 


Scena Tertia. 


me 


Enter Charles, Burgundy, eAlanfox, Baftard, 
Reignier, and Loney 


- Char. Thefe newes (my Lords)may cheere our droo- 
ping {pirits : \; 

Tisfaid, the ftout Parifians do revolt, 
And turne againe vnto the warlike French. 

Alan. Thea march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
And keepe not backe your powers in dalliance. 

Pucel, Peace be amongtt them if they turne to vs, 
Elfe ruine combate with their Pallaces, 

Enter Scot. 

Scout. Succeffe vnto our valiant General, 
Andhappineffe to his accomplices. 

Char, What tidings fend our Scouts? prethee {peak 
| Scot, The Englifh Army that divided was 

Into two parties, is now conioyn’d in one, 

And meanes to giue you battell prefently. 

Char, Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the warning isy 
But we will prefently prouide for them. ie, 

Bur. Utruft he Ghoft of Tabor isnot there : 

owheis gone my Lord, you neede not feare. 

Pucel, Of all bafe paffions, Feare is moft accurft. 
Command the Conqueft Charles, it thall bethine: ’ 
et Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Char, Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate, 
- Exennt. »» Alarum Excurfions. 


Enter Tone de Pucell. 


Pac. TheRegent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye. 
Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts, © ~ 
And yechoife fpirits that admonifhme, 9% 
nd giue mefignes of future accidents." . Thunder. 
ou fpeedy helpers, thatarefubftitutes’ 9° 
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Aly 
Vander the Lordly Monarch oftheNorth, > -- 
Appeare, and ayde me in this enterprize. 

Enter Fiends. § 

This fpeedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 

Of your accuftom’d diligence to me. 

Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cull'd 

Out of the powerfull Regions vnder eatth, sie 

Helpe me this oace, that France may getthefield.- 
They walke, and fpeake not. 

Oh hold menor with filenee ouer-long: 

Where I was wontto feed you with my bleod, 

Ile lop a member off, and giue it you, 

In earneft of a further benefit : 

So you do condifcend tohelpe me now. rte 

They bang their heads, 

No hope to haue redreffe? My body fhall 
Pay recompence, if you will grauntmy fuite. 

They fhake their heads, 

Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice, 

Intreate you to your wonted furtherance ? 

Then take my foule ; my body, foule,and all, 

Before that England giue the French the foyle, 

- : They depart. 
See, they forfake me. Nowthetime is come, . 
That France muft vale her lofty plumed Creft, 
And let her head fall into Englands lappe. 

My ancient Incantations are too weake, 
Andhell too ftrong formeto buckle with: 
Now France, thy glory droopcth to the duft, 







































Exit. 


Excurfions. Burgundie and Yorke fight band to 
hand, French flye. = 


Yorke. Darnfell of France, I thinke I haue you faft, 
Vuchaine your fpirits now with {pelling Charmes, 
And try if they can gaine your liberty. 

A goodly prize, fit for the diuels grace. 
See howthe vgly Witch doth bend her browes, 
As if with Circe, fhe would change my fhape. 

Puc. Chang’d toa worfer fhape thou canft notbes 

Yor. Oh, (harles the Dolphinis a proper man, « 
No fhape but his can pleafe your dainty eye.” 

Puc. Aplaguing mifcheefe light on Charles, and thee, 
And may ye both be fodainly farpriz’d 
By bloudy hands, in fleeping on your beds, 

Yorke, Fell banning Hagge, Inchantreffehold thy 

tongue. ESace 

Puc. Iprethee give me leaue to curfe awhile. 

Yorke. Curfe Mifcreantywhen thou comftto the ftake | 

Excunt. 
eAlavum, Enter Suffoike with Margaret 
in bis hand, ce 

















Saf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prifoner. © 
Sty Gaxes on her. 

Oh Faireft Beautie; do not feare, nor flye: , 

For I will touchthee but with reverend hands; « 0). 7 

| Tkiffe thefe fingers for eternall peace, ‘4 

| Andlay them gently on thytenderfides\ nh So 

+ Who art thou, fay? that I may honorthees» So if 

“Mar, Margaret my name, and daughterto a King, 

| The King ofNaples, who foerethouart. = | 
Swf. An EarleLam, and Suffolke am Leall'd. 

Be not offended Natures myracle, 

Thou art alotted to be tane by me: 

So doth the Swan her downie Signets faue, 












Oh ftay : 
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| Keeping them prifonet vnderneath his wings : 
Yet if this feruile vfage once offend, 
+ Go,and be free againe,as Suffolkes friend, 
Oh flay : I haue no power co let hert paffe, 
My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no, 
As playes the Sunne vpon the glaffie ftreames, 
Twinkling another counterfetted beame, 
So feemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 
Faine would I woe her, yet I dare not {pcake : 
| Ile call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde 
| Fye De la Pole, difable not thy felfe : 
Haft not a Tongue? Is fhe notheere? 
Wilt thoube daunted ata Womans fight ? 
I: Beauties Princely Maiefty is fuch, 
*Confourids the tongue, and makes the fenfes rough. 
Mar. Say Earle of Suffolke, ifthy name be fo, 
What ranfome muft I pay before I paffe? 
For I perceiue amthy prifoner, 
Saf. How canft thou tell fhe will deny thy fuire, : 
Before thou make a triellof her loue ? 
M Why fpeak’ft thou nor? What ranfom muft I pay? 
Swf. She’s beautifull ; and therefore to be Wooed: 
Sheis a Woman; therefore to be Wonne. 
(Mar, Wilt thou accept ofranfome,yea orno? 
Saf. Fond man, remember that thouhaft a wife, 
Then how can A4argaret be thy Paramour ? 
Mar. I were beft to leaue him, for he will not heare. 
Swf. Thereallis marr'd : there lies a cooling card. 
Mar, Hetalkes at randon: fure the map is mad. 
Swf. And yet a difpenfation may bee had. 
Mar, Andyet 1 would that you would anfwer me: 
Swf. ile win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 
Why for my King : Tush, that’s a woodden thing. 
Mar, Hetalkes of wood : Icis fome Carpenter. 
Suf. Yet fo my fancy may be fatisfied, 
And peace eftablithed betweene thefe Realines. 
| Buc there remaines a feruple in that too : 
For though her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of Aziow and Mayne, yer is he poore, 
And our Nobility wiil feorne the match. 
Mar. Heare yeCaptaine ? Are you not at leyfure ? 
Swf. Tt fall be fo, difdaine they ne’re fo much: 
Henry is youthfull, and will quickly yeeld. 
41 Madam, I hauea fecret toreueale, 
Mar. Whavthoug|rt be inthral’d,he feems a knight 
And willnot any way difhonor me. 
Sf. Lady, vouchfafe co liften what I fey. 
Mar. Perhaps Lfhall be refcu'd by the French, 
‘And then I need not craue his curtefie. 
Suf. Sweex Madam, give me hearing ina caufe, 
(Mar. Tulh, women haue bene captiuate ere now. 
Saf. Lady, whereforetalke you fo? 
Mar, Lcry you mercy, tis bur Qnid for Oxo, 
«Saf. Say-gentle Princeffe, would younot luppofe 
Yourbondaye happy, to be madea Queene? 
Mar, To bea Queene in bondage, is more vile, 
{ Than is a flaue, in bafe feruility:: 
| For Princes fhould befreeien:>25 
Suf. And fo fall yousis: yi. : 
Ifhappy Englands Royall King befree. 
Sain Why whaticoncernes his freedome ¥nto mee? : 
Saf. Ilevadertake to make thee Henriés Queene, > 
To puta GoldewScepterinthy hand, 5 2-f 500 9 
And {et 2 precious Crowheypan thy head, ' 
Ifthou wilt condifcend co bt my————..- 
Mar. What» yyornes 





She ws going 


by Pos ; 
Sit te ering. 
Sib he week ty 
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Swf. His loue. vd done 

Mar, Yam vaworthy tobe Henries wife, 

Swf. No gentle Madam, I ynworthy am 
To woe fo fairea Dame to be his wife, 

And haue no portion in the choice my felfe, 
How fay you Madam, are ye fo content ? 

Mar. And if my Father pleafe, T am content, 

Suf. Then call our Captaines and our Colours f h 
And Madam, at your Fathers Caftle walles, ie 
Weel crauea parley, to conferre with him, 

Sound. Enter Reignier on the walles, 
See Reignier fee, thy daughter prifoner. 

Reigg Towhom? 

Suf. Tome, 

Reig. Suffolke, what remedy ? 

Tama Souldier, and vnapt to weepe, 
Or to exclaime on Fortunes fickleneffe. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enou ghmy Lord, 
Confeot, and for thy Honor give confent, 

Thy daughter fhall be wedded to my King, 

Whom I with psine haue wooed and wonne thereto: 
And this her eafie held imprifonment, 

Hath gain’d thy daughrer Princely libertie. 

Reig. Speakes Suftolke as he thinkes 2 

© Suf. Faire Margaret knowes, 
That Suffolke doth not flatter, face,or faine. 

Reig. Vpon thy Princely warrant, I defcend, 
To give thee anfwer of thy iuft demand, 

Swf. Aud heere 1 will expect thy comming, 


Trumpets found. Enter Reignier. 


Reig. Welcome braue Earle into our Territories, 
Comoiand in Aniow what your Honor pleafes, 

Suf. Thankes Reignier, happy fos*fo (weet a Childe, 
Fit to be made companion with a King : 
What anfwermakes your Grace vnto my {uite? 

Reig. Since thou doft daigne to woe her litue worth, 
To bethe Princely Bride of fucha Lord: 

Vpon condition I may quietly 
Enioy mine owne, the Country AZaine and Anion, 
Free from oppreffion, or the ftroke of Warre, 
My daughter fhall be Henries, if he pleafe. 
Suf. That is her ranfome, I deliver her, 
And thofe two Counties I will vndertake 
Your Grace fhall well and quietly enioy. 

Reig. And Tagainein Hesries Royall name, 
As Deputy vnto that'gracious King, 

Giue thee her hand for figne of plighted faith. 

Swf. Reignier of France, I giue thee Kingly shankes, 
Becaufethis is in Trafhcke of King. a 
And yetmethinkes I could be well content 
To bemine owne Atturney inthis cafe. 

{le ouer then to England with this newes. °% 

And make this marriage to be folemniz’d: 

So fareweil Reignisr, fet this Diamond fafe 

In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 
Reig. Ido eobrace thee, as 1 would embrace 

The Chriftian Prince King Henrie were he heere. 
Mar.Farewell my Lord, good withes,praife,& praiets 

Shall Suffolke euer haue of aargaret. Shee ts gowns 
Saf, Barwell fweet Madam: but hearke you 44g” a 


No Princely commendations to my King ?. » 


Mar. Such commendations as becomes @ Maide, © 


A-Virgin, and his Seruanc, fay to him, 


Saf, Words fweetly plac’d, and modeftie diseBed | 
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But Madame, I muft trouble you againe, 
Nolouing Token to his Maieftie? 
cMar, Yes, my good Lord, a pure vn{potted heart, 
Neuer yet taint with loue, Liend the King. 
Safe And this withall. Kiffe ber. 
Mar. That for thy felfe, I will not fo prefume, 
To fend fuch peeuith tokens to a King, ; 
Swf. Oh wert thou for my felfe: but Suffolke Ray, 
Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minotaurs and vgly Treafons lurke, 
Solicite Heary with her wonderous praife. 
Rethinke thee on her Vertues that furmount, 
Madnaturall Graces that extinguith Art, 
Repeate their {emblance often on the Seas; 
That when thou com'(t to kneele at Henries feere, 
Thou mayelt bereaue him of his wits with wonder, Exit 




















Enter Yorke warwicke,Shepheard,Pucell. 
Yor, Bring forth that Sorcerefie condemn’d to burne, 
Shep, Ab tone, this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, 
Hae [ fought euery Country farre and neere, 
And now it is my chance to finde thee our, 
Mutt behold thy timeleffe cruell death : 
Ah lone {weet daughter Jone, Ile die with thee. 
pucel, Decrepit Mifer, bafeignoble Wretch, 
Jamdefcended ofa gentler blood. — , 
Thouart no Father, nor no Friend of mine. : 
| Shep. Out, out: My Lords,and pleafe you, ’tis not fo 
I did beget her, all the Parith knowes ; 
Her Mother liueth yet, can teftifie 
She was the firft fruite of my Bach’ler-thip. 
War. Graceleffe, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 
Yorke, This argues what her kinde of life hath beene, 
| Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. 
Shep. Fys Zone, that thou wilt be fo obftacle: 
God knowes, thou art a collop of my flefh, 
And for thy fake have I fhed many ateare: 
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle Joue. 
Puce. Pezant avant. You haue fuborn’d this man 
Of purpofe, to obfcure my Noble birth. 
Shep, Tis true, I gaue a Noble to the Prieft, 
The morne that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneele downe and take my bleffing, good my Gyrle, 
Wiltthou not ftoope ? Now curfed be the time 
Ofthy nativitie : I would the Milke 
{Thy mother gave thee when thou fuck’ft her breft, 
Had bin a little Razs-bane for thy fake. 
Or elfe,when thou did keepe my Lambes a-field, 
wifh fome rauenous Wolfe had eaten thee. 
Doeft thou deny thy Father, curfed Drab ? 
Oburne her, burne her,hanging is too good, Exit. 
Yorke. Take her away, for the hath liw’d too long, 
Tofill the world with vicious qualities, 
Puc.Firft let me tell you whom you haue condemn’d3 
otme, begotten ofa Shepheard Swaine, 
But iffued from the Progeny of Kings. 
‘tttuous and Holy, chofen from abeue, 
J infpiration of Celeftiall Grace, 
© worke exceedin g myracles on earth. 
neuer had to do with wicked Spirits. 
Ut you that are polluted with your luttes, 
tain'd with the guiltleffe blood of Innocents, 
orrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices : 
cecaufe you want the grace that others hane, 
You iudgeit ftraight a thing impotsible 
To Compaflé Wonders, but by helpe of diucls, 


I 
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_ Place barrelles of pitch vpon the fatall Rake, 


| I did imagine what would be her refuge. 


_ Our great Progenitors had conquered; 


No mifconceyued, Lone of Aire hath beene 

A Virgin from her tender infancie, 

Chafte, and immaculate in very thought, 

Whofe Maiden-blood thus rigoroufly effus’d; 

Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates of Heauen. 
Yorke. 1,1: away wich her to execution, “ 
War. Aud hearkeye firs: becaufe theis a Maide, 

Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow : 

That fo her tortute may be fhortned, 

Puc. Willnothing turne your vnrelenting hearts? 

Then Jone difcouet thine infirmity, 

That warcanteth by Law, to be thy priniledge. 

Tam with childe ye bloody Homicides : 

Murther not thea the Fruite within my Wombe, 

Although ye hale me to a violent death, 

Yor. Now heauen forfend, the holy Maid with child? 
war. The greateft miracle that ere ye wroughs, 

Is all your ftrict precifenefle cometo this? 

Torke, Sheand the Dolphin haue bin iugling, 


War. Well go too,we'll haue no Baftards live, 
Efpecially fince (harles mutt Father it, 

Puc, Youare deceyu’d, my childeis none of his, 
Tt was Alanon that inoy’d my loue, 

Yorke, e4lanfon that notorious Machenile ?, 

It dyes, and ifit had a thoufand liues, 

Pue, Oh giue me leaue, I have deluded you, 
Twas neyther Charles, nor yet the Duke Lnaayd, 
But Reignier King of Naples that preuayl'd. 

War. A coarried man, thats moft intollerable. 

Yor. Why here’s a Gyrle:I think fhe knowes not wel 
(There were fo many) whom fhe may accufe. 

War. It’s figne fhe hath beene liberall and free. 

Yor. And yet forfooth fhe isa Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemne thy Brat,and thee, 
Vie no intreaty, for it is in vaine. 

Pu.Thenlead me hence: with whom J leaue my curfe. 
May neuer glorious Suone reflex his beames 
Vpon the Countrey where you make abode: 
But darkneffe, and the gloomy fhade of death 
Inuiron you, till Mifcheefe and Difpaire, é 
Drive you to break your necks, or hang your felues.Exit 

Enter Cardinail, 

Yorke. Breake thou in peeces, and confume to afhes, 
Thou fowle accurfed minifter of Hell. 

Car. Lord Regent, I do greete your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiffion from the King. 

For know my Lords, the States of Chriftendome; 
Mou’d with remorfe of thefe out-ragious broyles,: 
Haue earneftly implor’d a generall peace, 

Betwixt our Nation, and the afpyring French ; 
And heere at hand, the Dolphin and his Traine 
Approacheth, to conferre about fome matter. 

Yorke. 1s all our trauell turn’d to this effedt, 
After the flaughter of fo many Peeres, 

So many Captaines, Gentlemen, and Soldiers, 
That in this quarrell hae beene ouerthrowne, 
And fold their bodyes for their Countryes benefit, 
Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace ? 

Haue we not loft moft part of all the Townes, 

By Treafon, Falfhood, and by Treacherie, 





Oh Warwicke, Warwicke, I forefee with greefe 
The vetér loffe of all the Realme of France.. _ 
War. Be patient Yorke, if we conclude a Peace : 
m t 














































































































































































































































































































| Tt hall be with fuch riét and feuere Couenants, 
Aslittle fhall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. 


Enter Charles,.Alanfon,Baftard,Reignier, 


Char. Since Lords of England, it is thus agreed, . 
. That peacefull truce fhall be proclaim'd in France, 
We come tobe informed by your felues, 

What the conditions of that league muft be.: 

Yorke. Speake Winchefter, for boyling choller chokes 
The hollow paffage of my poyfon’d voyce, 

By fight of thefe our baleful! enemies. f 

Win. Charles, and the reft, itis enaéted thus : 
That in regard King Henry giues confént, 

Of meere compaffion, and of lenity, _ 

Toeafe your Countrie of diftreffetull Warre, 
And fufter you to breath in fruicfull peace, 

You fhall become true Lieg emen to his Crowne. 
And Charles, vpon condition thou wilt fweare 
To pay him tribute, and fubmicthy felte, 

Thou fhalt be plac’das Viceroy vnder him, 

And fill enioy thy Regall dignity. 

eAlan. Mufthe bethen as fhadow of himfelfe ? 
Adorne his Temples with a Coronet, 

Andyetin fubRanceand authority, 
Retaine but priviledge of a priwate man? 
This proffer is abfurd, and reafonleffe. 

Char. "Tis knowne already that I am poffeft 
With more then halfe the Gallian Territories, 
And therein reuerene’d forcheir lawfull King, 

Shall I for lucre of the reft vn-vanquifht, ” 
Detra& fo much from that prerogatiue, 
As tobe cali’d but Viceroy of the whole ? 
No Lord Ambaffador, Ie rather keepe 
That which I haue, than coueting for more 
Be caft from pofsibility ofall. 

Yorke, Infulting Charles, haft thou by fecret meanes 
Vs’d interceffion to obtaine a league, 

And nowthe matter growes to compremize, 
Stand’ft thou aloofe vpon Comparifon. 
Either accept the Title thou viurp’ft, 
Of benefit proceeding fromm our King, 
And not of any challenge of Defert, 
Or we will plague thee with inceffant Warres. 
Reig. My Lord, you do not well in obftinacy, 
Tocauill in the courfe of this Conerad: 
‘| Ifonce it beneglected, tento one 
We fhall not finde like opportunity. 
‘Alad. To fay the truth, it is your policie, 
To faue your Subiedts from fuch maffacre 
And rachleffe flaughters as are dayly feene 
By our proceeding in Hoftility, 
And therefore take this compaét of a Truce, 
Although you breake it, when your pleafure ferues, 

War. How fayft thou Charles? 

4 Shall our Condition ftand ? . 

Char. ItShall: poras 
Onely referu’d, you claime no intereft 
In any of our Townes of Garrifon, 
| Yor. Then fweare Allegeance to his Maiefty, 

As thou art Knight, neuer to difobey, 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crowne of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to thetCrowne of England. | 
So,now difmiffe your Army when ye pleafe: 
Hang vp your Enfignes, let your Drummes be fill, 
For heere we entertaine a folemne peace, Exeunt 
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Of beauteous dfegas: hath aftonith’d me 


| Command I meane, of Vertuous chafte intents, 
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Adus Quintus. 
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Enter Suffolks in conference with the Kine 
GlocefRer,and Exeter, vr 


King. Your wondrous rare defcription (noble Bare 


Her vertues graced with externall gifts, 
Dobreed Loues fetled paffions in my heare, 
And like as rigour of tempefiuous guftes 
Provokes the mightieft Hulke againft the tide," 
Soam I driven by breath of her Renowne, — 
Either to fuffer Shipwracke, or arrive 

Where I may haue fruition of her Loue. 

Suf. Tuth my good Lord, this fuperficiall tale, 

Is bus a preface of her worthy praife : ci 
The cheefe perfections of that loucly Dame, 
(Had I fofficient skill to veter them) 

Would make a volume of inticing lines, 

Able to rauifh any dull conceic. 

And whichis more, the is not fo Diuine, 

So full repleate with choice of all delights, 

But with as humble lowlineffe of minde, 

She is content to beat your command: 


To Loue, and Honor Hewry'as her Lord. 
King. And otherwife, will Henry ne’re prefume; 
Therefore my Lord Proteéor, give confent, 
That Margret may be Englands Royall Queene. 
Glo, So fheuldT giue confent to flatter finne, 
You know (my Lord) your Highneffe is betroath’d 
Voto another Lady of eReeme, 
How fhall we then difpenfe with that contra@, 
And not deface your Honor with reproach? 
Sef. As dotha Ruler with valawfull Oathes, 
Or one that at a Triumph, hauing vow'd 
To try his ftrength, forfaketh yet the Liftes 
By reafon of his Aduerfaries oddes. 
A poore Earles daughter is vnequall oddes, 
And therefore may be broke without offence, 
Gloucefter. Why what (I pray) is Margaret more 
then that ? 
Her Father is no beter than an Earle, 
Although in glorious Titles he excell. 
Suf. Yes my Lord, her Father is aKing, 
The King of Naples, and Ierufalem, 
And of fuch great Authoritie in France, 
As his alliance will confirme our peace, 
And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeance, 
Glo. And fo the Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Becaufe heis neere Kinfman vnto Charles. ae 
Exet Befide,his wealth doth warrant a liberal dower, 
Where Reignier fooner will receyue, than gives 
Swf. ADowre my Lords? Difgrace not fo your King, 
That he fhould be fo abieét, bafe,and poore,' 
To choofe for wealth, and not for parted Lowe. 
Henry is able to enrich his Queene, 
And not to feecke a Queene to make him rich,} 
So worthieffe Pezants bargaine for their Wines, 
As Market men for Oxen, Sheepe,or Horfe. 
Marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Then to be dealt inby Atturney-fhip : 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affects, — 





The firft Part of Henry the Sixt. 


Matt be companion of his Nuptiall bed. | Ifeele {uch fharpe diffention in my breaft, 























and therefore Lords, fincehe affects her moft, > “| Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Feare, » 
Moft of all thefe reafons bindeth vs, -As Lam ficke with working of my thoughts, > 
- |faour opinions fhe fhould be preferr’d, Take therefore fhipping, pofte my Lord to France, 
ot what is wedloeke forced? but a Hell, Agree to any couenants, and procure te 
An Age of difcord and continuall ftrife, . “1 That Lady Afargaret do vouchfafe to come ~ 
To croffe the Seas to England, and be crown’d, ~..... 
: is Benries faithfull and anointed Queene, 5 











“3 









Whereas the contrarie bringeth bliffe, 

And is a patterne of Celeftiall peace, 3. 
Whom fhould we match with Henry being a King, 
But Margaret, that is daughter to a King : 

Her peercleffe feature, ioyned with her bisth,’ Be gone I fay, for till you do returne, 

Approves her fit for none, but fora King. ~ Ireft perplexed with a thoufarid Cares, 

Her valiant courage, and vndaunted fpiric, And you (good Vnckle) banifh all offence: 

(Mote then in women commonly is feene) If you do cenfure me, by what you were, 

Will anfwer our hope in iffue of a King, Not what you are, I know it will excufe 

For Henry, fone vnto a Conqueror, Fhis fodaine execution of my will. 

Islikely to beget more Conquerors, And fo conduct me, where from company, 

Ifwitha Lady of fo high refolue, ° ‘Imay reuolue and ruminate my greefe, Exit. 
(Asis faire AZargarer) he be link’d in loue. Glo. I greefe J feare me, both at firft and laft. 

Then yeeld my Lords,and heere conclude with mee, Exit Gloce ster. 
That Margaret fhall be Queene, and none but thee. Swf, Thus Suffolke hath preuail'd,and thushe goes 





For your expences and fufficientcharge, 
Among the people gather vp a tenth, . 


















































King. Whether it be through force of your report, | As did the youthfull Paris once toGreece, 
My Noble Lord of Suffolke s Or for that With hope tofinde the like euent in loue,: ‘ 
My tender youth wasneueryetattaint But profper better than the Troian did: 
With any paffion of inflaming Ioue , Margaret {hall nov be Queene, and rule the King s>° 


Icannot tell: but this Lam affur’d, But I will rule both her, the King,and Realme. Exit 
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The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt: 
~* withthe deathofthe Good Duke = 
ee ey NET REY. tae nce 









eA dus Primus. Scena Prima. 












3 es yaar 
Flourifh of Trumpets : Then Hoboyes. Saf. My Lord Protector, fo it pleafeyour Grace, 
ag ' Heere are the Articles of contracted peace, : 
Enter King, Duke Husfr ey Salisbury Warwicke,and Beau- | Betweene our Soueraigne, and the French King charles 
he fordon the one fide. wdroold _| For eighteene moneths concluded by confént, 
The Quetne, Suffolke, Yorke, Somer fet,and Buckingham, Glo. Reads. Inprimis, [t agreed betweene the French k 
aes.” eles)! boom thentben. os ood olin ss Charles, and william de la Pole (Marquelfe of Suffolk, og 
baffador for Henry King of England, That the fatd Henry lhl 
efpeufe the Lady Margaret, aanghter unto Reignier King f 
Naples, Sicilia, and lernfalem, and Crewne her Queene 
England, ere the thirtieth of tay next enfuings , 
Item, That the Dutchy of Aniou,and the Connty of dain 
Jball be releafed and delinered to the King her Father, 
King. Vokle, how now? — ; 
Glo. Pardon me gracious Lord, 












— == Suffotke. - wins ve 
S by your high Imperiall Maiefty, ea 
Thad in charge at my depart for France, 
As Procurator to your Excellence, 
RSS To marry Princes Adargaret for your Grace 3 - 
So in the Famous Ancient City, Tonres, 
In prefence of the Kings of France, and Sicill, 
The Dukes of Orleance, (aiaber, Britaigne, and Alanfon, | Some fodaine qualme hath ftrucke me at the heat, 
| Seuen Earles,twelue Barons, & twenty reuerend Bithops ; And dim’d mine eyes, that I can reade no further, 
| Thaue perform’d my Taske;andwas efpous'd, ~ |. “King. Vckle of Winchefter, | pray read on, 
} And humbly now vpon my bended knee, os, |, Win. Item, It & further agreed betweene them, Thatthe 
| Infight of England, and her Lordly Peeres, © Ditcheffe of Anion and Maine, fall be releafed and delinered 
{ Deliver vp my Title in the Queene ie —» foner tothe King ber Father, anid fhee fent exer of the Kingo 
| To your moft gracious hands, that are the Subftance " .», | Fuglands owne proper Coff and (1 harges, without baning any 
| Of that great Shadow I'didreprefent: “) Dowry. ; 
4 The happieft Gift, thar euer Marqueffe gaue, King. They pleafe vs well. Lord Marques kneel down, 
The Faireft Queene, that euér King receiu'd. _| We heete create thee the firft Duke of Suffolke, 
King. Suffolke arife. Welcome Queene Aarg@er, | And girt chee with the Sword. Cofinof Yorke, 
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| Tcan expreffe nokinder figne of.Loue - We heere difcharge your Grace from being Regent 

| Then this kinde kiffe : O Lord, thatlends mefife, Pth parts of France, till terme of eightcene Moneths 

| Lend mea heart repleate with thankfulneffe : ° Befullexpyr’d. Thankes Vacle Winchefter, 

| For thou haft gitten mein this beauteous Bace | - 1 Glofter, Yorke, Buckingham, Somerfet, 

i A world of earthly bleffingstomy foule, |< | Salisburie, and Warwicke. 

| If Simpathy of Loue vnite our thoughts, <-. \Wethanke you all for this great fauour done, 

| Queen, Great King of England,& my gracious Lord, | In entertainment to my Princely Queene. 

4 The mutual! conferencethat my mindehathhad, 2. VCome, let vs in, and with all {peede prouide 
By day, bynight; waking, and in my dreames, “*t'To fee her Coronation be perform’d. ee 
In Courtly company, or at my Beades, . Exit King, Queene, ana Sufolke 

j With you minee4/der liefe/t Soucraigne, 
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Makes me the bolder to falute my King, Manet the reff. 
} With ruder termes, fuch as my wit affoords, Glo, Braue Peeres of England, Pillars of the State, 
| And ouerioy of hearrdothminifter = Fo you Duke Hamfrey mitt vaload his gree? 
} King. Her fight didrauith, burher graceinSpeech, | Your greefe, the common erecfe of all the Land. 
| Het words yclad with wifedomes Maiefty, What? did my brother Henry fpend his youth, 
i ¥ Kes me from Wondring, fall to Weeping ioyesy | His valour, coine, and people in the warres ? 
‘Such is the Fulneffe of my hearts content. moe Did he fo often lodge in open field : 





Lords, with one cheerefull voice, Welcome my Loue. 
Allkueel.Long line Qu. Margaret, Englands happines, 
Queene, We thanke you all. Florif{h 





In Winters cold, and Summers parching heate, 
To conquer France, his trae inheritance ? 
And did my brother Bedford toyle his wits, 
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epe by policy what Heurie gor: 

i ht faa Somer (et, Buckingham, / 

Braue , Salisbury, and didloricas Warwicke, 

Receiutd deepe fearres in France and Normandie: 

or hath mine ¢ Beanfordjand my felfe,\’ 

Wich all the Learned Countfellofthe Realme, ” 
studied fo long, fat in the Councell houfe, 

caly and late, debating tooand fro 

How France and Frenchmen might be kept i in awe, 

and hath his HighngAle in his infancie, 

(Crowned in Paris n defpight of foes, 
And fhall Labours,'andthefe Honours dye? 

shall Henries Conquett, Bedfords vigilance, 

Your Deeds of Warre, and allour Caustelt dye? 

Opeetes of England, fhamefull is this League, 

Fatall this Marriage, cancelliig your Fame, 

Blotting your names from Bookes of memory, 

Racing the Charracters of your Renowne, 

[Defacing Monuments of Conquer’d France, 

Vadoing all as all had newer bin. 


i This preroration with fuch circumftance: 

For France, ‘tisours ; and we will keepeitftill, 
Glo; 1Vackle, we will keepe it, ifwecan? 
TButnow itis impofsible we fhould. 

Sufolke, the new made Duke that rules the roft, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Awios and Mayze, 
Vato the poore King Reiguier, whofe large ftyle 
Agrees not with the > Jeauneffe of his purfe, 

Sal, Now by the death of him that dyed for all,t 
Thefe Counties were the Keyes of Normandie: 
Burwherefore weepes Warwicke, my valiant fonne? 

War, For greefe that they are paft recouerie. 

For were there hope to conquer them againe, 

My {word fhould fhed hot blood, mine eyes no teares, 
Aniowand Maine? My felfe did win them both : 

Thofe Prouinces, thefe Armes of mine did conquer, 
Andarethe Citties that I got with wounds, 

Deliuer’d vp againe with peacefull words? ? 

Mart Dieu. 

Yorke, For Suffolkes Duke, may he be fuffocate, 
That dims the Honor of this Warlike Ifle: 

France fhould haue torne and rent my very hart, 
Before I would haue yeelded to this League. 
Ineuer read but Englands Kings haue had 
Latge fummes of Gold, and Dowries with their wiues, 
And our King Henry giues away his owne, 
{To match with her that brings no vantages. 
| Hum. A proper ieft, and neuer heard before, 
That Suffolke Chould demand whole Fifteenth, 
For Cofts and Charges i in tranfporting her + 

- fhould haue ftaid in France, and fteru’d in France 
PPELOL Cen 

Car, My Lord of Glofter, now ye grow too hor, 
Itwas the pleafure of my Lord the King. 

Ham. My Lord of Winchefter I know your minde. 
Tis not my fpeeches that you do miflike ; 
But’tis my prefence that doth troubleye, 

ancour will out, proud Prelate, in thy face 
{fee thy furie : If longer fay, 
' ethall begin our ancient bickerings : 
' ordings farewell, and fay when Lam gone, 
prophefied, France will be-loftere long. Exit Hamre}. 

Car. So, thete goes our Protector inatage : | 
is knowneto you heis mine enemy : 

y More, an enemy voto you all, 





Car, Nephew,what meanes this paffionate difcourfe? » 
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| ‘And heyréapparanc tothe Euglifh Crows « 5 


ae 


And no great fiend, I fesueun meto the Kings gi! ick 
Confider Lords, he is thenextiof blood, : 


Had Henrie got an Empire by his marriage, = yo» 
Andall the wealthy Kingdomes of the Weft, 
There’s reafoirhe thould be difpleas*d at it: 
Looke toit Lords, let not his {moothing words: 
Bewitch your Woarts: be wife and circumiped, 
What thotigh the common people favour: bisny: 
Calling him, Hamfrey the good Duke of Glofter, 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voyce, 
Tefu maintaine your Royall Exceilence, 
With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey: ° 
I feare me Lords, for all this flattering glofle, 
He will be found a dangerous Protector. 
Buc. Why fhould he then protect our Soueraigne = 
He being ofageto gouerne of himfelfe, 
Cofin of FSomerfet; ioyne-you with me, 
And altogether with the Dukeof Suffolke, » 
Wee'l quickly hoyfe Duke Humfrey from his feat. 
Car. This weighty bufineffe will nor brooke delay, 
Ile to the Dake of Suffolke prefently. Exit Cardinal. 
Som. Cofin of Bucki ingham, though Hamfries ne 
And greatneffe of his place be greefe to sid ae 
Yet let vs watch the haughtie Cardinalls>.0'1 
His infolence is more intollerable 
Then all the Princes in the Land befide, 
If Glofter.be difplac’d, hee'l be Protector. 
Buc, Or thou, or 1 Somerfet will be Protéctors, 
Beato Duke Hamfigpot the Cardinall. 
Exit Buckingham, and Somerfet. 
Sal. Prides went before, Ambition followes him. 
While thefe do labour for their owne preferment, 
Behooues it vs to labor for the Realme. 
I neuer faw but Humftey Duke of Glofter, 
Did beare him like a Noble Gentleman: — 
Oft have I feene the haughty Cardinal}, | 
More likea Souldier then a man o'th’Church, 
As ftout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Sweare like a Rufian,and demeane himfelfe 
Volike the Ruler of aCommon-weale, 
Warwicke my fonne, the comfort of my age, 
bes deeds, thy plainneffe, and thy houfe-keeping, 
Hay wonne the greateft fatour of the Commons, 
epting none but good Duke Humfrey. 
Fee Brother Yorke, thy Aéts in Irelands 
Tn bringing them to ciuill Difcipline : 
Thy late exploits done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert Regent for our Soucraigne, — ~, 
Haue made thee fear’d and bonor’d of the people; 
Joyne we together for the publike good, 
In what we can, to bridle and {uppreffe 
The pride of Suffolke,and the Cardinal,’ 
With Somerfets and Buckinghams Ambition, 
And as we may, cherifh DukeHumfries deeds, 
While they dotend the profit of the Land. 
War, SoGod helpe Warwicke,as he loues the Land; 
And common profit of his Countrey. 
Yor. And fo fayes Yorke, 
For he hath greateft caufe. 
Salisbury. Then lets make haft away, 
And looke wnto the maine. 
Warwieke. Vnto the maine? 
Oh Father, (Maine is loft, 
That Maine, which by maine force Warwicke did winne, 
And would haue — fo leas as — did laftt so 
a 























































































































































































































































































































‘| Main-chance father you meant, but I meant. Masts. + 
| Which I will win from France, or elfe be flaines.:.) 00> | 
- Exit Warwicke,and Salisbury... Manet Yorke. 
| Yorke, Anjou and Maine are. giuen tothe Frenchy =) 
| Paris is loft, the tate of Wormbandie habits 16 fsck: 
Stands onatickle poine,now they arégqne.t. 5.» 
“| Suffolkeconcludedonthe Attisles, o'.c 45) 
4 The Peeresiagieed, and Henry was well pleas'd, 
‘| To changetwe Dukedomes for a Dukes faire daughter. 
4 IT cannot blasie'then ail, whatis’cto theme > 
4} Tis thine they.giue away,;,and not their owne. 
4 Pirates may make cheape pényworths of their pillage, 
| And purchafeFriends, atid give to Curtezans, : 
4 Still reuellinglike Lords till all be gone, , 
1 While as the filly Ownet of the goods: +::. 
| Weepes ouer them, and wrings his haplefle bands, 
| And fhakes his head, andierembling ftands aloofe, 
| While all is (har’d, andiallis borne away, ..; 
‘| Ready to fterue, and dare not totich his owne. 
| So Yorke muft fit, and fret,» > his toxigue, 
1 While bisowne Lands axe barg.) » « for,and fold: 
\Methinkes the Realmes of England ,France,&& Ireland, 
Beare that propottion tomy fieth and blood, 
| Asdidthe fatall brand e4vthea burnt, 
1} Vato the Princes heart of Falidon : 
‘| Aniow and Maine both given vnto the French 2 
|| Cold newes for me : for Lbad-hore of France, 
4 Euenas I haue of fertile Englands foile. 
| A day will come, when Yorke fhall claime his owne, 
And therefore I will take the Ness/s parts, 
And makea fhew of lout to proud Duke Humfrey, 
‘| And when fpy-aduantage,claimethe Crowne, | 
For that’s the Golden marke I feeke to hit: 
-| Nor fhall proud Lancafter vfurpe my righr,. 
Nor hold the Scepter in his childish Fift, 
| Nor weare the Diadem vpon bis head, 
‘| Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crowne. 
Then Yorke be ftill a~ while, cil! tame do ferue: 
‘| Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, 
To prie intothe fecrets of the State, 
‘| Till Aenriefurfetting in toyes of loue, 
With his new Bride, & Englands deere bought Queea, 
-| And Humfrey with the Peeres be falne atiarres : 
Then will raife aloft the Milke-white-Rofe, 
With whofe {weer fmell the Ayre fhall be perfum’d, 
And in in my Standard beare the Armes of Yorke, 
To grapple with the houfe of Lancafter; >: ~~ 
'| And force perforce Ile make him yeeld the Crowne, 
Whofe bookifh Rule,hath pull’d faire England downe, 
jag Exit Yorke, 
Enter Duke Hamfrey and his wife Elianor. 
| Elia.Why droopes my Lord like over-ripen’d Corn, 
| Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load ? 
} Why doth the Great Duke: Hamfrey knit his browes j 
1 As frowningat the Fauours of the world? 
Why are thine eyes fixt to the fullen earth, 
Gazing onthatowhich feemes to dimme thy fight? 
{| What feeft thou there ? King Henries Diadem, 
Inchac’d with all che Honors of the world ? 
| Iffo, Gaze on, and grouell on thy face, 
Vatill chy head be circled with the fame. 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold, 
What, ist too thort ? Ile lengthen it with mine, 
And hauing beth together heau'd it vp, 
Wee'l both together lift our heads to heauen, 
And neuer mere abafe our fight fo low, 


teen 








| With Roger Bolingb, ooke the Coniurer ? 










As to vouchfafe one glance.vnto:the ground, 
Hum. ONelyweer Nellif thou dott love thy t, 
Banifh the Canker. of. ambitioustheughts: sc Lan 
And may.that thought, whealimaginejl,... 
Againftmy King and Nephew, VertUoUs Henry ee 
Be my laft breathing in this mortal] worid, . pie + 
My troublous dreatnes this night, doth make mes. : v4 
Elz, What dream'd-my Lord, tell me,and Ie re a 
With {weet rehearfalliof my mornin 23 dreame a ruteit 
Hum. Me thought this ftaffe mine Office-badoe + 
Court taad bs Bein 
Was broke in twaine: by whom, I haue fotg 
But as I thinke, it was by’th Cardinal, ..-™ flea 
And onthe peeces of the broken Wand ...° | 
Were placid the heads of Edmond Duke of Somerfer 
And William dela Pole fir Dike of Suffolke; ie 
This was my dreame, whatit doth bode God knowes, 
Eli. Tut, this was nothing buc an arguriiene : 
That he that breakes a fticke of Glofters grote, 
Shall loofe his head for his prefumption, 
Butliftto memy Aumfrey; my fweete Duke; 
Me thought J fate in Seate of Maiefty, -.,, 
Inthe Cathedrall Church of Weftminfer, 
Andin that Chaire where Kings & Queens wer crownd, 


ot, 


1 
} 
t 


s . a 
Where Henrie and Dame Diargaret kneel’d tome 


And on my head did fetthe Diadem. 
Ham. Nay Elizor, then mult] chide outright: 

Prefumptuous Dame, ill-nurter’d Elianor, 

Art thou not fecond Womanin the Realme? 

And the;Protectors wife belou’d of him? 

Haft thou not worldly pleafure at command, 

Aboue the reach or compaffe.of thy thought? 

And wilt thou till be hammering Treachery, 

To tumble downe thy husband, and thy felfe, 

From top of Honor, to Difgraces feete?. 

Away from me, and let me heare no mores 
Elia, What,what, my Lord? Are you fo chollericke 

With Evianor, for telling but her drearne? 

Next time Ile keepe my dreames vato my felfe, 

And not be check’d, : 

Hum. Nay be not angry, Tam pleas’d againe, 
Enter Meffenger. 
Meff, My Lord Protector, ’tis his Highnes plealure 

You do prepare to ride vnto$. Aléons, 

Where as the King and Queene do meane to Hawke, 
Ha. 1 go,Come Nel thou wilt ride with vs?Ex, Ham 
Eli. Yes wy good Lord, {le follow prefently. 

Follow I muft, Icannot go before, 

While Glofter beares this bafe and humble minde, 

Werel a Man; a Duke,andinext of blood, 

I would remoue thefe tedious ftumbling blockes, 

And {mooth ny way vpon their headleffe neckes. 

And being a woman, I will not be flacke ~ 

To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. 

Where are you there? Sir Jobn; nay feare notiman, 

Wearealone,here’s none burthee,& 1. Eutertamh 
Hume. \efus preferue your Royall Maiefty. 

Elia. What faift thou? Maiefty :] am butGrace. 

Hume. Butby the grace of God,and Humes aduict, 
Your Graces Title fhall bemultiplied. 4 

Elia. What faifthou man?Haft thou asyet confer 
With Adargerie lorde-se the cunning Witch, 


ae 


And willtheyvndert.:keto dome good? 3° 
Hume. This they haue promifed to thew your Hi 
A Spirit rais’d from depth of ynder ground;. 


ghnes 
That 
































risen ema 


Som. humbly chanke your Royall Maieftie. 

“Armorers And L accept the Combatwillingly, 

Pater, Alas, my Lord, I-cannot fights for Gods fake 
ity my cafe: the fpight of man preuayleth againft me. 
© Lord hatte mercy vpon mé, I {hall neuer be able to 
fight a blow: O Lord my heart. 
Hum, Sictha,or you muft fight,or elfe be hang’d, 
King. Away with themto Prifon : and the day of 
Combat, fhall be the laft of the next moneth, Come 
Somer(¢t wee'le fee thee fent away. 

Flourife. — Exennt.' 


Suter the witch, the two Priefis, and Builingbrooke. 


Hume. Come my Mafters,the Ducheffe I tell you ex- 
pects performance of your promifes. 

Bylling.. Matter Hume,we ate therefore provided: will 
her Ladythip behold and heare our Exorcifmes? 

Hame. 1, what elfe? feare you not her courage. 

Bolling. Thaue heard het reported to bea. Woman of 
an inuincible {pirit': bocit fhall be conuenient, Mafter 
Hume, that you be by her aloft, while wee be bufie be- 
low; and fo I pray you goe inGods Name;and leaue vs. 
ie ins 5 rs Exit Hume. . 
Mother Jordan, be you'proftrate, and grouell on the 
Earth ; Joba Southwell readé you,and Jet vs to our worke, 


Enter Slianer aloft. 


Elianor. Well faid my Mafters, and welcomeall: To 
this geere,the fooner the better. 

Ballin, Patience,good Lady Wizards know their times: 
Deepe Night,darke Night,the filent of the Night, 
Thetime of Night when Troy was fet on fire; 


And Spirits walke,and Ghofts breake vp theit Grauess 
That time be(t fits the worke we haue in hand. 
Madame, fit you,and feare not: whom wee rayle, 
|Weewill make faft within ahallow'd Verge. 


| Here doe the (Ceremonies belonging, and make the Cirele, 
Bullingbrooke or Southwell reades, Coniuro 
te, 8c. Lt Thunders and Lighteus 
terribly : then: the Spirit 

rifeth. 
Spits Ad fiom 2 ; 
| Witch. Afmath,by thé eternall God,» kh 
|Whofename and power thou trembleft at, 1. 0.9 
jAnfwere that I fhall aske: for tillthou fpeakey. ox: 
{Thou fhalrrot paffe from hence. |. cla 
{done, 

o Firft of the: King's» What thal!) of him 
come? ssn. a 


ut him outiliue,and dye a violentdeath, «> Y 
‘Spirit. By Water thallhe-dye,and také:his end. 


Spirit, Let him (hun Caftles, . 
Siferfhalbne be vponi thefandie Plainess viv) © \o 


Haue done,for more: Ichardly can endufes » 


Falfe Fiend avoide. 


_ St Thunder and Lightning. Exit Spirite 
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The time when Screech-owles cry,and Bandogs howle, | 


| Spirits Aske what chow wilt ; thet,1 had fayd, and 
ay 

_ Spirit. The Duke yet livénytbat Eleany thall depofes al | 

Bulling. What fates await the Duke of. suffolke>- e2 | 


Butlin, What hall befall the Duke of Somerfet % to | 


Then where Caftles mounted ftand. ¢lo snwow 


--Bulling, Difcend to Darkheffe,and the buitning Lake : 


aay 5 
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Enter the Dukdef Yorke and the Duke of Backinghians. Ss 
»with their,Gnard,and breakeim = 


Yorke. Lay hands vpon'thefe Traytors,and their trahh : 
Beldam I thinke we watcht you at an ynch, » ; 
What Madame, are you there?the King & Commonweale 
Are deepely indebted for this:peece of painess:... 
My Lord Preteétor will,I doubt it not, : * 

See you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts, ; 
Elianor. Not halfe fo badas thineto Englands King, 

Iniurious Duke,that threateft where’sino caufe, wi 
Buck. True Madame,none at all:whaticall you this?» 

Away with them, let them belapt yp clofey) 9), v/ 

And kept afunder ::-you-Madame fhall with vs, 

Stafford take her to theéy. borO of 

Wee'le fee your Trinkets here all forth-comming, 

All away. Exit. > 

Yorke, Lord Buckingham,me thinks you watcht her well; 
A pretty Plot,well chofento build vpom, 9 6 5 
Now pray my Lord,let’s fee the Dewils Writ, 

What haue wehere? ¥« Readésy | 

The Duke yet lines,that Henry {ball depofée. 2. 

But hime osst-line, and dye aviolent deathes:)s 32) 39 
Why this is ut, e410 e£acida Romanos vincere poffo, 
Well,to the refs. 6215 ae fSa: rex atta 2 

Tell me what face awaits the Duke of Suffolke? © 

By Water [hall he dye, and take his eadiive rr ved 
What fhall betide the Duke of Somerfet?s).)) 5 





















Let him fhunne Castlesy\: 3: higq smvo 2 
Safer foall he be vpon the favdie Plainesy:.. jo; | 
Then where Caftles mounted: frand. i> Yachuor. 
Come, come, my Lords,-2e07¢) 24s Yo sb Ac’! 9 
rnefe Oracles are hardlyaceain’d, | iwort 


And hardly vnderftoodss (2 i00 22 sob 

The King is now in progreffe towards Saint Albaues, | 

With him, the Husband of this louely Ladys. . 

Thither goes thefe Newesyi2 bred. ow ya 

| As faft as Horfe can carty them: 1Veurl et 

A forry Breakfaft for my Lord ProteRtotes 959 5. 50:1) 

| Buck,Your Grace thal giue me leaue,my Lord of York, 
To be the Pofté,in hope of his reward, ; 





y 


| Torkes -At your pleafuresmy good Lord.) 
| Who’s within there hoe gFi3iv? so439M eboO yd wold 
Enter a Serwingman, >) by 


| Inuite my Lords of Salisbury.and War wick a 


| To fuppé-with me to morrow Night. Aways \oo.9 
é ExCante yo 





Enter the King, Queene, Protetbor, Cardinall, and ie 


Suffolke,with Faulkner's ballowbage: ©.) 





oly 
Pere? sqoriiny E32 oe? nigel VV 

Queene. Beleeue we Losds,for flying atthe Brooke, t 

| 1fawnot better fport thefe feuen yeeresday: =~ 

Yet by your leaue,the Winde was very high, 

‘| And tento one,old Joane had not gone out. 

King. But what a pointsmy Lord,your Faulconimede, _ 

‘| And what a pytch the flewabonethe sels yo 6) 
To fee how God inall his Creatures workess » o0Q 

| Yea Manvand Birds are fayne of climbing high.» 2, 

| Suff. No maruell,and it like your Maieftie, 1.) 

My. Lotd Protectors Hawkes doe towre fowell, 

| They know their Mafter loves to bealoft,. : 


4 
















And beares his thoughts aboue his Faulcons Pitch: “A ee 
|. Gloft.My Lord, tis bura bafe ignoble minde, 
‘| That mauntsno higher then'a Bird can fore: Se 2 
































































































































































































































































































































As for the Duke of Yorke,this late Coniplaine 2 
Will make but littleforhisbenefic: 

| So one by one wee'le weed them all at laft, ee, 
And you your felfe fhall fteere the happy Helme, “Exit. | 


: Sound a Senner. a8 EF 
Enter the King, Duke Humfrey , Cardinal, Backing- 
v bam Yorke, Salisbury Warwicke, 
andthe Ducheffe. 


King. For my part,Noble Lords! care tiot which, 
Or Somerfet,or Yorke ,all’s one to me. © ssc : 
Yorke. If Yorke haue ill demean’d himfelfe in France, + 
Then let him be denay’d the Regent-fhip. | ~ | 
Som. If Somerfet be ynworthy of the Place, 
Let Yorke be Regent,i will yeeld to him,. 
wWarw. Whether your Grace be worthy,yea oro, 
Difpuce nor that,2arke is the worthyer, , 
(ard. Ambitious /arwicke, let thy betters fpeake, 
Warw. The Cardinal's not my better in the field. 
Buck, Allinthis prefence are tiry betters,wWarwicke, 
Warw. Warwicke may line to be the beft of all. 
Salisb,Peace Sonne,and fhew fome reafon Buekinghams 
{ Why Somer(et fhould be preferr’d in this ? 
| Queene, Becaufe the King forfooth will hauc it fo, 
|  Humf. Madame, the King is old enough himfelfe 
4 To giue his Cenfure: Thefe areno Womens matters. 
4 Queene. 1f he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
4 To be Proteétor of his Excellence? is 
| Hemf. Madame,l am Prote@or of the Realine, 
And at his pleafure will refigne my Place, 
{  Swff- Refigne it then,and leaue thine infolence. 
| Since chon wert King; as who is King, but thou? 
{ The Common-wealth hath dayly run towrack, - 
| The Dolphin hath preyayl’d beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peeres and Nobles of the Realme’ 
Haue beene as Bond-men to thy Soueraigntie. 
{ Card. The Commons haft thou rackt, the Clergies Bags 
| Are larike‘and leane with thy Extortions, 
| Som, Thy fumptuous Buildings,and thy Wiues Attyre 
| Hane coft a maffe of publique Treafurie. 
| Buck, Thy Crueltie in execution 
1 Vpon Offendors, hath exceeded Law, 
And left thee to the mercy of the Law. 
4 Queene. Thy fale of Offices dnd Townes in France, 
{If they were knowne, as the fufped is grear, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head, 
sSHOSE SS Exit Humfrey. 
+ Giue me my Fanne: what,Mynion,can ye not? 
She gives the Ducheffe a box on the care. 
Icry you mercy, Madame:was it you? 
Duch. Was't ¥? yea,t it was,prowd French-woman ; 
Could I come neere your Beaurie with my Nayles, 
I could fet my ten Commandements in your face, 
King. Sweet Auac be quiet, twas againft her will. 
Duch. Again her willjgood King? looketo’t in time, 
Shee’le hamper thee,and dandle thee like a Baby: 
Though in this place moft Matter weare no Breeches, 
She fhall not ftrike Dame'E/sanor ynreueng’d. 
HON Exit Elianor. 
Buck, Lord Cardinal, will follow Efaxor, 
And liften after Husefrey how he proceedes : 
Shee’s tickled now, her Fume needs no {purres, 
Shee'le gallop farre enough to her deftrudtion. » 
a5t% Seis Slee a Buckingham. 


ofr 


eh nid Part of Henvy-the Sixt, 


_ With walking-once about'the Quadrangle, 
| I come totalke of Comnion-wealth A aytes, 
As for your fpightfull falfe Obie@ions, ~ 





ear weeseeass or zm 
Ti ive, 
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Enter Homfrepo 22002) 
isToCV SARs 2 t 19 2t-9] 


Hussf: Now Lords,iny Choller being Siletble ying , 
Peltor; eS 


Proue them,and I lye open to the Law: 
But God in mercie fo deale with my Soule, °° 
As Lin datie love my King and Countrey, : 


| Butto the matter that we haueinhand: © 9 
| I fay,my Soueraigne, Yorkeis meeteft man 


To be your Regent inthe Realme of France; \: 
Suff. Before we make election, giue me leaue 
To fhew fome reafon,of no little force, 
That Yorke is moft ynmeet of any man. 
Yorke, Ile tell thee, Smffolke.why | am vnmeet, 
Firit,for I cannot flatrer thee in Pride: 
Next, if I beappointed forthe Place, - - 
My Lord of Somerfet will keepe me here, 
Without Difcharge,Money,or Furniture, 
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands; 
Laft time I danc’t attendance on his will, 
Till Pariswas betiep'd, famitht,and loft, 
wWarw, That can I witneffe, and a fouler fad 
Did neuer Traytor inthe Land commit, 
Suff. Peace head-ftrong warwicke. 
arw. Image of Pride, why fhould J hold my peace? 


Enter Armorer and his Adan, 


Suff. Becaufe hereisaman accufed of Treafon, 
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excufe himfelfe. 

- Torke, Dothany one accufe Yorke for a Traytot? 

‘King. What mean’ft thou, Saffodke? cell me, what ate 
thefe? 

Suff. Pleafeic your Maieftie, this is the man 
That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon; 

His words were thefe : That Richard, Duke of Yorke, 
Was rightfull Heire vnto the Englifh Crowne, 
And that your Maieftie was an Vfurper. 

Kiag. Say man,were thefe thy words? 

Armorer.And’t fhall pleafe your Maieftie,I neuet fayd 
nor thought any fuch matter: God is my witnefle, 1 am 
falfely accus’d by the Villaine, 

Peter. By thefe tenne bones,my Lords,hee did f eake 
them to mein the Garret one Night, as wee were Icow 
ring my Lord of Yorkes Armor, 

Yorke. Bafe Dunghill Villaine,and Mechanical, 

Ile haue thy Head for this thy Traytors fpeech: 
I doe befeech your Royall Maieftie, 
Let him haye all the rigor of the Law. 

Armorer. Alas,my Lord, hang me if ever I fpake the 
words: my accufer is my Prentice, and when] did cote 
rect him for his fault the other day, he did vow vpo" his 
knees he would be even with me : I haue good witne : 
of this 5 therefore I befeech your Maieftic, donot 
away an honeft man fora Villaines accufation. 

King. Vackle,what fhall we fay to thisin law? 

Humf. This doome,my Lord,if I may iudge: 

Let Somerfet be Regent o’re the French, 

Becaufe in Yorke this breedes fufpitions 

And letthefe havea day appointed chem 

For fingle Combat, in conuenient place; 

For he hath witneffe of his feruants malices 
This.isthe Law,and this Duke Humfreyes sca 4 





























‘That (hall make anfwere to fuch Queftions, 
As by your Grace fhall be propounded him, 

Slianor. Iv is enough, Ile thinke vpon the Queftions: 
When from-Saint.4 D6 esswe doe make rettirie}-: wt 
Wee'le fee thefethings cffeed cathe falls \5. 

Here Hume,cake chisteward,make-smetry man 
Iyith thy Confedgrates:in his wweightie caufe,,... 
fafrarnsao ohae Elianor.. yas 





Marry and fhalks bat how now, Sir Lobn Hume?! 
seale vp your Lipsjand giueno words bue Mum 
Tlie bulineffe askethiGlentfeerekies spol: 


iDame Elianor gives Gold,'to Britig rhe Witéheoy s/o 
Gold cannogcome amifle,were tliea Deuilli2, 
Yethaue 1 Gold flyes from another Coaft 2.01» 

It dare not fay,fromthe rich Gardinall, ei two oo 
And fromthe great and new-tiade Duke of Suffolkes 
Yet I doe finde it fo: for to be plains! > 2ineo | 
\They (knowing Dame Eliawors afpiring humot) 
|Haue hyred meo vader-mine the Ducheffe, « 

| And buzze thefe,Gonjurations in her braynes| 
They fay,A\ craftie Knaue do's need no Broker,> «: 
|Yet am J Suffolke and the Cardixialls Broken: 

| Hume,if you take not heed,you fhall goe neere: | 
To call chem both a payre of craftie Knaues.! 

| Well,fo it ftands: and. thus.T-feare at laft, : 
| Humes Knaverie will be the Duchefle Wracke, - 
‘\And her Attaineure, will be. Aumphreyes fall; 

{Sort how it will,t fhall haue Gold for all. 


? 


Exit 


Enter thiree or ‘foure Pirrhoamithe Ar= rik 

. 1, Maw being-one. a 
1. Pet. My Maflere: let's fand lake; my ‘Lord Pro- 
deliver oir Supplications in the Quill. 
man, iefu blefie him, 


‘Enter Saffolke,and Queene. 


Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the 
him: Tle be theifirft fure. 

4. Pet. Come backe foole,this is the Duke of Suffolk, 
jandnot my Lord Protector. 
Suf. How now fellow: would’ft any thing with me? 
|. 1. Pet. I pray my Lord pardon me, Itooke ye for my 

Lord Protector. tthe 
_ Queene. Tomy Lord Protector? Are your Supplica- 
|uions to his Lordfhip? Let me fee them: whatisithine? 
| 1.Pet, Mine is, and’t pleafe your Grace, againft John 
|Gcodman,my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my Houfe, 
and Lands,and Wifeand all,from me. 

 Suf. Thy Wife too? that’s fome Wrong indeede. 
What's yours 2 What’s heere.¢ Againf the Duke of 
Suffolke, for enclofing the Commons of Melforde. How 
Now, Sir Knaue ?: : : 
Whole Townefhip. ay Ther} ‘A 
Peter. Againftmy Mafter Thomas Horner, for faying, 
That the Duke of Yorke! was: righefull Heire co the 
Crowne, | | igus 
_ Queene. What fay ft thou? Did the Duke of Yorke 
ay, hee was righefull Heire roche Crowne?) 2/00. : 
Peter. That my Miftrefle was? No forfooth:my Mafter 


ee faid, That he was,and that the King was an Vfurper. 





T he fecond P art.of Henry the Sixt. 

| Swf. Whois there? 
| Take this fellow in,and fend for his Mafter sinh 4 Purfe- 
' vant prefently : wee'le heare more of your matter before 


; the King. 


. } Vanderthe Wings of our ProteQors Grace, 


Hume. Hume mayfimake nieery withthe DuchefleGold: | siaen 
‘| Away,bafe Cullions > Sufalke ler them goe. 


| Is this the Fafhions in the Court of England?) 
| Isthisthe Gouernment of Britaines Ie ? 
| And this the Royaltie of Albions King? 


| dnCourage,Courtfhip,and Proportion: 
| But all his minde is bent to Holineffe, 


| That wereja State fic for his Holinefleg 
tector will. come this way by and by, and then wee inay » 


2. Pet. Matry the Lord‘protect him, for hee’s 4 gocd 


ueene with | 





2. Pet. Alas Sir, 1 am but’a poore Petitioner of our ; 


Till we haue brought Duke Humpbrey in difgrace. 





123. 


Enter Serwant. 


Exit. 
Queene. And as for youthst loue to be protected 


Begin your Suites anew, andfaetohim, ~ \ 
Teare the Supplication, 


All. Come, let’s be gone, Exit. 
Queene. My Lord of Suffolke, fay,is this the guife? 


What,thall King Henry bea Pupil till, 
Vuderthe furly GloffersGouernance? 2 2 Fact oo I 
Am da Queene.in: Title and in Stile; VT 

And muft be madea Subieét to a Duke? 193%: 
I tell thee Poole,when inthe Citie Tours 4. S. 
Thou ran'(t2-tils in honor of my Loue, Mt 
And ftol ft away.the Ladieshearts of Frances >. 
I thought King Henry had refembled thee, « 


Tonumber Aze-AZaries on his Beades: 
His Champions,are the Prophets and Apoftles, 
His Weapons, holy Sawes of facred Writ, 9) 21/9 0 
His Stwdic is his Tilt-yard,and his Loues 

Are brazen Images of Cananized Saintss)3<-. 

I would-the Colledge of the Cardinalls (4 .: 
Would chufe him Pope, and carty him to Rome; 
And fetthe Triple Crowne vpon bis Heady? 


Suff. Madame be patient: as I was caufe . , 

Your Highneffe came to England, fo wil * ic). 

In England worke your Graces full content. .. 

Queene. Befide the haughtie Protector, haue we Beanford 

The imperious Churchman; Somerfet, Buckngham, 

And grumbling Yorke: and not the leaft of thefe, 

But can doe more in England thenche King. 
Suff. And he of thefe,that can doe moftof all, -, 

Cannot doe more inEngland then the Nenéls: 

Salisbury and Warwick are no fimple Peeres. 
Queene, Not all thefe Lords do vex me halfe fomuch, | 

Asthac prowd Dame,the Lord Protectors Wife: 

She {weepesitthrough the Court with troups.of Ladies, 

Morelike an Emprefle,then Duke Humphreyes Wife: | 

Strangers inCourt,doe take her for the Queene: 

She beares aDukes Reuenewes on her backeg 

And in her heart fhe fcornes our Pouertie: 

Shall I not liue to be aueng’d on her? 

Contemptuous bafe-borne Callot as fhe is, - 

She vaunted ’monefther Minions t’other day, . 

The very trayneof her worft wearing Gowne, 

Was better worth then all my Fathers Lands, 

Till Saffolke gaue two Dukedomes for his Daughter. 
Suff. Madame,my felfe haue lym’d a Buth for her, 

And plac’t a Quier of fuch enticing Birds, 

That the willlight to liften to the Layes, 

And neuer mount to trouble you againe, 

So let her reft: and Madame lift tome, 

For I am bold to counfaile you inthis; 

Althoughiwe fancienot the Cardinal, < 

Yet mut we ioyne with him and with the Lords, 
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Card. 1 thought as much, hee would be aboue the 
 Clowadageron 8 ONG. ss ken sy PEARCE At 
Gloft. I my Lord Cardinall how thinkeyou by that? 
| Were it not good your Grace could flye to Heauen ? 
| King. The Treafurie of euerlafting Toy: 
Card. Thy Heauen is. on Earth;thine Eyes & Thoughts 
Beat ona Crowne, the Treafure of thy Heart, 
Pernitious Protector, dangerous Peere, 
Thar fmooth’tt it fo with King and Common-weale, 
Glf. What, Cardinall >< * oh 
Is. your Prieft-hood growne petemptorie? + . 
| Tantane anitzis Coleftibus ire, Church=men fo hot ? 
Good Vackle hide fuch mallice: 
With fuch Holynefle can you doe it? 
Suff. No mallice Sir,no more then well becomes 
So good a Quarrell,and fo bada Pere. : 
Gloft. As who ,my Lord? 
Suff. Why,as you, my Lord, 
| An’t like your Lordly Lords Procectorfhip. 





| Queene. Andthy Ambition,Gloffer. 
Kg. I prytheepeace,good Queene, 
And whet not on thefe furious Peeres, 
For bleffed are the Peace-makers on Earth. 
Card, Lec me be bleffed:for the Peace J make ~ 
Againf this prowd Protector with my Swords 


. Card. Marry,when thoudar't.. 
Gloft. Make vp no factious numbers for the matter, 
Ia thine owne perfon anfwere thy abufe, — 
Card, I,wherethoudar' net: peepes: 
And if chou dar’ft, this Buening; <0... 
On the Eaft fide of the Grove. a, 
King. How now,my Lords?) 3f3 
Card. Belecue me, Coufin Gioffer, 005 
Had not your man put vp the Fowle fo fuddenly, 
Wehad had more {pore, 6) obo 
Come with thy two-hand Sword.” 
Glo. True Vockleate ye aduis’d? 
The Eaft fide of the Groueioi yoo. 
Cardinall,Tamiwith you: ; 
King. Why hownow, Vackle Glofter ? 
Cleft .Talking-of Hawking; nothing elfe,my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mother, Pricft, -' 
Ile fhaue your Crowne for this,» 
Or all my Fence thell fayles eo 0) ro 
Card. (Medice reip/um,Provedtor {ce to't well;protedt 
your felfe.— 
King, The Windes grow high, 
So doe'your'Stemacks; Lords: > 
How irkefomeis'this Mufick-to my heart? 
| When fuch Strings iarre,what hope of Harmony ? 
I praymy Lords let me compound this ftrife, «o> 
SVE 253957 Nos ist TS 


« SGuter one-erying a Miracle. 2) 00 


Gh . What iheanes this noyfe gj a ieiw.25e 
Fellow,what Miracle do’(t thou proclayme?* 
One. A Mivadle; Miracle. 
Suffolke. Com 
racle, Stet 


re pena a 


Within this halfe houre hath tecein’'d his fight, « 


The fecond Part of Henry theS ixt. | 


| Alchough by his fight his finne be multiplyed, 


Gloft. Why Seffolke, England knowes thine infolence. 


Gloff. Faitholy Vackle,would’c were come to that. 


| To call him fo. 


| Sah ‘made me climbe, with danger of my 
Life. : 


> | Let me fee thine Eyes; winck now,now openthem, 


| Saint Albones..- ©. . 
ibeD-wod SES 
eto the King, and tell. himewhat Mis | 


Ones Fotfobthja blinde manat Saint Alboxes Shrine, 


| of? 


















te = 
Enter the Maior of Saint Albones, and his Brerhes 
bearing the man betweene two ina Chayre ‘ 


Card, Here comes the Townef-men,on P 
To prefent your Highneffe with the nigel roceffion, 
King.Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
? 


Gloft. Stand by,my Mafters,bring him ne 
His Highneffe pleafure is to talke with him, 
King. Good-fellow,tell vs here the circumftance 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord, ; 
What,haft thou beene long blinde, and now reftor'd? 
Simpe. Borne blinde,and’t pleafe your Grace, 
Wife. Lindeede was he. 
Suff. What Woman is this ? 
Wife. His Wife,and’e like your Worthip. . 
Gloft. Hadft thou been his Mother,thou could’ hane 
berter told, 
King. Where wert thou borne 2 
Simpe. At Barwick in the North, and’t like your 
Grace, 
King. Poore Soule, 
Gods goodnefle hath beene great to thee: 
Let never Day nor Night vnhallowed paffe,. 
Bur {till remember what the Lord hath done, 
Queene. Tell me, good-fellow, 
Cam’ft thou here by Chance, or of Deuotion, 
Té this holy Shrine 
Simpe. God knowes of pure Deuotion, 
Being call'd a hundred times, and oftner, 
In my fleepe, by good Saint Ajbox : 
Who faid; Symon ,come;come offer at my Shrine, 
And I willhelpe thee... -. 
wife. Molt true,forfooth : 53 
And many time and oft my felfe haue heard Voyce, 


ere the King, 


Card. What,art thou lame? 

Simpe. 1,God Almighbtie helpe me, 

Swf. How cam’ft thou fo ? 

Simpe, A fall off of aTree.’ | 

Wife. A Plum-tree, Matter, ; : 
Gloft. How long haftchou beené blinde? 
Simpe. O borne fo,Mafter, 
Glft, What, and would’ftclimbeq Tree? . 
S:mpe. But that in all my life, when I was a youth, + 
Wife. Too true,and bought his climbing'vety deatt. 
Gloff. ’Mafle,chowJou'dt Plummes well,that would? 

venture fos: 2°) t 271 


Simpe. Alas, good Mafter, my Wife deftred fone 


Gloft. A fabtill Knaue but yer it fhall not ferues 


In my opinion, yer thou feeft nor well. — ‘nd 
Simpc. Yes Matter, cleareas day, I thanke God ana} 


Gloft. Say'f thoume fo: what Colour isthis Clot 


Simpc. Red Mafter,RedasBlood, © 9 
Gloft. Why that’s well faid::); What Colour 's my 
Gowne of? A ibsangorn : Th 
Simpe. Black forfooth,Coale-Black,asTets 7 
: 2 King. Why then, thou khow’ft what Colout Tet 8 
Soff) And yet I thinke, Jet did-he neuer fee. Gio. Bot 















~Gloff. But Cloakes and Gownes, before this day, a 

— Neuer before this day, in all his life, 

Ghoft. Tell me Sirrha,what’s my Name ? 

Simpc. Alas Mafter,! know not. 

| Glo. What's his Name? 

Simpe. I know not. 

Gloft. Nor his? ; 

| Simpe. No indeede, Matter. : 
Gloft, What's thine owne Name? es 
Simpc, Saxnder Simpcoxe,and if it pleafe yow,Matter. 
Gloff. Then Saunder, fic there, 

The lying’ _Knaue-in Chriftendome, 

If thou hadit beene borne blinde, 

Thou might ft as well haue knowneall our Names, 

Asthus to name the feverall Colouss we doe weate. 

Sight may diftinguifh of Colours : 

But fuddenly to nominate them all, 

It is impofible, 

My Lords,Saint Albone bere hath done a Miracle: 

And would yenot thinke ic,Cunning to be great, 

That could reftore this Cripple to his Legges againe. 

Simpc. O Mafter,that you could ? 
Gloft. My Mafters of Saint Albones, 

Have you not Beadles in your Towne, 

And Things call’d Whippes? fl 
|) Mair. Yes,my Lord, if it pleafe your Graces 
Gloff, Then fend for one prefently. | 
Maior, Sirthaygoe fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 

Exit. 
Gloft. Now fetch me a Stoole hither by and by. 
Now Sirrha,if you meane to faue your felfe from Whip- 
ping leape me ouer this Stoole,and runne away, 
Simpe. Alas Mafter,I.am not able to ftand alone: 
Yougoe about to torture me invaine. 


Enter a Beadle with Whippes. 


Glo. Well Sir,we muft haue you finde your Legges. 
ie Beadle, whippe him till he leape ouer that fame 
toole, 
Beadle. Twill, my Lord. 
Come on Sirrha,off with your Doublet,quickly. 
nc Alas Mafter,what fhall I doe? | amnot ableto 
and, 
After the Beadle hath bit bins once,he leapes ouer 
the Stoole, and ruuues away: and they 
follow. and cry, Miracle. 
King, O God, feeft thou this,and beareft fo long? 
Queene. It made me laugh,to fee the Villaine runne, 
Clef Follow the Knaue,and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas Sir,we did it for pure need. 
» Glo. Let thé be whipt through euery Market Towne, 
|Tillthey come to Barwick, from whence they came. 
| Exit. 
| Card. Duke Hamfrey ha’s done a Miracle to day. 
Sof, True: made the Lame to leape and flye away. 
Glof. But you haue done more Miracles then I: 
ou made ina day,my Lord,whole Townes to flye. 


Enter Buckingham, 
King What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham ? 
. Buck, Suchas my heart dothtremble to vnfold ; 
A fort of naughtie perfons,lewdly bent, 
nder the Countenance and Confederacie 


es 


The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt. 


| Whom we haue apprehended in the FaQ, « 


- And left behinde him Richard, his onely Sonne, 


| Till Heary Bukingbrooke, Duke of Lancafter, 


Sd weal - Sag sche : é - ; = 


Of Lady Eliawor, the ProteGtors Wife, 
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 

Haue practis’d dangeroufly againft your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Coniurers, ~ 


Rayfing vp wicked Spirits from vnder ground; 
Demanding of King Heories Lifeand Death, | 
And other of your Highneffe Priuie Councell, ... 
As more at large your Grace fhall ynderftand. 
Card. And fo my Lord Proteétor, by this meanes 
Your Lady is forth-comming,yet at London, »: 


This Newes I thinke hath turn’d your Weaponsedge 5} 


Tis like,my Lord, you will not: keepe your houres 


Gloft, Ambitious Church-man, leave to affiGemy heart: }- 


Sorrow and griefe have vanquifht all my powers; >= 
And vanquifhe as I am,I yeeld to thee, 
Or co the meaneft Groome, 

King. O God, what mifchiefes work the wicked ones? 
Heaping confufion on their owne heads thereby, ’ 

Queene. Gloster fee here the Tain@ure of thy Neft, » ” 
And iooke thy felfe be faultleflesthou wert beft..’ 

Gloft. Madame,for my felfe,to Heaven I doe appeale, 
How I haue lou'd my King,and Common-weales 
And for my Wife,I know not how ir ftands, > » 
Sorry Iam to heare what I haue heard, 
Noble fhee is: but if fhee haue forgot 
Honor and Vertue,and conuers’t with fuch, 

As like to Pytch,defile Nobilitie; 

I banifh her my Bed,and Companie, 

And giue her asa Prey ro Law and Shame, 

That hath dis-honored Géffershoneft Namesi 20. | 

King. Well for this Night we will repofe vs here: 
To morrow toward London,back againe, 

To looke into this Bulineffe thorowly, 
And call thefe foule Offendors to their Anfweres;. 
And poyfe the Caufe in Iuftice equall Scales, | ire 
Whole Beame ftands fure,whofe rightful caufe preuailes, 
Flonrifh. Exeunt. 


Enter Yorke, Salisbury and Warwick, 


Yorke. Now my good Lords of Salisbury & Warwick, 
Our fimple Supper ended, give me leaue, 
In this clofe Walke,ro fatisfie my felfe, 
In crauing your opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible,tco Englands Crowne. 
Salish, My Lord,| long to heare it at full, 3 
warw. Sweet Yorke begin:and if thy clayme be good, 
The Weuills are thy Subieéts to command, 
Yorke. Then thus : 
Edward the third,my Lords,had feuen Sonnes : 
The firlt, Edward the Black-Prince,Prince of Wales; 
The fecond, slam of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Luowel, Duke of Clarence; next to whom, 
Was Jobn of Gaunt,the Duke of Lancafters 
The fift,was Edmond Langley, Duke of Yorke 5 


The fixt,was Thomas of Woodftock,Duke of Glofter; 


William of Windfor was the feuenth,and laft. 
Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, 


Who after Edward the third’s death, raign’d as King, 


The eldeft Sonne and Heire of Joba of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by che Name of Henry the fourth, : 
Seiz’d onthe Realme, depos’d the righcfull Kings. 


Sent his poore Queene to France, from whence the — 
n 





‘ 
wif 



























































































































































































































































































































































128 
And him to Pumfret 5 where,as all you know, ' 
Harmeleffe Richard was murthered traiteroufly. 


warw. Father;the Duke hath told the truth; 
Thus got the Houfe of Lancaster the Crowne: 








For Richard,the firt Sonnes Heire,being deady» =". 
The iffue of the next Sonne fhould haue reign’da °" > 
Salish. Buc Willdane of Hatfield dyed withour an 
Heire, | ved ; 
Yorke. The third Sonne,Duke of Clarence, 
From whofe: Line I clayme the Crowne, 
Had [fue Phillip, 2 Davghter, fe nil ai 
| Who marryed Edmond Afortimer, Earle of March: 
Edmond had Iflue,Roger Earle of March; 4 
| Roger had iflue, Edmond. Anne,and Elianor. 
Salish. This Edmond,inthe Reigne of Bullingbrooke, 
| As Lhaue read, layd clayme vnto the Crowne, 
| Aud bur for Owen Glendour, had beene King ; 
Who kept hitn in Captiuitie, till he dyed, 29H 
But,co.thewefho suc T ( * 
Yorke.’ His eldeft Sifter, 4zxe, 
My Mother, being Heire vnto the Crowne, 
Marryed Richard, Earle of Cambridge,» 
Who was to Edmoud Langley, aes 
Edward the thirds firt Sonnes Sonne; 
By her I clayme the Kingdome: 
She was Heireto Roger, Earle of Marclry: 
Who was the Sonne of Edmond Mortimer, 
Who marryed Phillip, fole Daughter =. 
Vato Lionel, Dake of Clarence. 
So,if the Iffue of the elder Sonne 
Succeed before the younger, I am King, A 
| Warw.What plaine proceedings is more plain then this? 
Henry doth claymethe Crowne from Jobs of Gaunt, 
The fourth Sonne, Yorke claymes it from the third: 
Till Liowe/s [ffue fayles,his fhould not reigne, 
It fayles not yet,but flourifhes in thee, 
And in thy Sonnes, faire flippes of {uch a Stock, 
Then Father Salsbury, kneele we together, 
And in this private Plot be we the fir; 
That thall falute our rightfull Soueraigne 
With honor of his Birth-right to the Crowne, 
} Both. Long live our Soueraigne Richard, Englands 
| King. 16 
Torke. We thanke you Lords: 
But J am not your King, till I be Crown'd, 
And that my Sword be ftayn’d 
“With heart-blood of the Houle of Lancaffer: . 
And that’s not fuddenly to be perform’d, 
But with aduice and filent fecrecie. 
Doe you as I doe inthefedargerons dayes, 
Wirke ac the Duke of Suffolkes infolence, 
At Beaufords-Pride,at Somerfets Ambition, 
At Buckingham,and all the Crew of them, 
Till they have {nar’d the Shepheard of the Flock, 
That vertudus Prince,the good Duke Humfrey: 
"Tis that they feeke; andthey,in feeking that, 
Shall finde their deaths, ifYerkecan prophecie. 
vi My Lord,breake we off; we know your minde 
at full. dSeibn 
_Warw. My heart affures me,that the Earle of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Dukeof YorkeaKing. © 9°) | 
Yorke. And Neuill;chis 1 doe affuremy felfe, 
Richard {hall liue co make the Earle of Warwick 
The greateft man in England, but the King. ©: 
MEPS S02 RII Sth gt Exenut. 


Lhe fecond Part of. Heimy the Sixt. 


. Yorke. Which now'they hold by force,andnotby right: | 





| From thence,vnto the place of Execttion:: . > 
} The Witch in Smithfield fhallbeburnttoathes > 


| And God fhall be my bope,my (tay, my guide, 


{ Should be to be protected like a Child, 





_ May honorable Peace attend thy Throne, 


_ And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 


_ Left I the Court,to fee this Quarrell try'de, 


















Sonnd Trumpets. Enter the Ring and Ses; 
with Guard;to baiifh the Ducheff, rae 


King. Stand forthDame Evienor Cobban, . 
Glosters Wife : foo 
In fight of God,and ys, your guiltis grogt;” 
Receiue the Sentence of the Law for finne, 
Such as by Gods Booke aré-adindg’dto death; 
You foure from hence to Prifon,back dgaines’ 


And you three fhall be ftrangled on the Gallowes 

You Madame, for you aremore Nobly bérne,! oh 

Defpoyledof your Honor in your Life, 

Shall,after three dayes open Penance done, 

Liue in your Countrey here,in Banifhmene, 

With Sir Jobe Stanty,ia the Ile of Man, 0 
Elianor. Welcome is Banifhment, welcome were m 

Death. } 
Gloft. Elianor,the Law thou feeft hath iudoed thee 

I cannot iuftifie whom the Law condemnes: 

Mine eyes are full of teares, my heart of priefe, 

Ah Humfrey, this difhonor in thine age, 

Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground, 

I befeech your Maieftie giue meleaueto goe; 

Sorrow would follacejand mine Age would eafe, 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Glofter, 

Ere thou goe, giue vp thy Staffe, 

Henry will to himtelfe Protector be, 


And Lanthorne to my feete: 

And goe in peace, Hunsfrey, no le(le belau'd, 

Then when thou wert Protector to thy King. 
Queene. T{eeno reafon,why a King of yeeres 


God and King Heury gouerne Englands Realme: 

Giue vp your Staffe,Sir,and the King his Realme, 
Gloft.» My Stafie? Here,Noble Henry, is my Staffes 

As willingly doe J the {ame refigne, 

As eve thy Father Hewry made it mines 

And even as willingly at thy feete I leaucit, 

As others:would ambitioufly receiue jt, 

Farewell good King: when I amdead,and gone, 


Exit Glofter: 
Queene. Why now is Henry King,and ALargaret Queen, 
And Humfrey,Duke of Glofter,fcarcehimfelfe, _ 
That beares fo threwdaimayme : two Pulls at once; 
His Lady banifht,and a Limbe lopt off, 
This Staffe of Honor raught, there let it ftand, 
Where it beft fits to be,in. Henries hand. mK 
Soff. Thus droupes this loftie Pyne, & hangs his {prays 
Thus Ehavors Pride dyes in her youngeft dayes. 
Yorke, Lords,let him goe,Pleafe it your Maicftie, 
This is the day appoiated for the Combat, 


The Armorer and his Man;to enter the Lifts, 
So pleafe your Highneffero behold the fights 
Queene. I,good my Lord: for purpofely therefore 


King. AGods Name fee the Lyfs and all things fit 
Here let them end it,and God defend the right. 
Yorke. I neuer faw a fellow worfe beftead, 
Or more afraid to fight,then is the Appellant, 


The feruant of this Armorer,my Lords.“ Ewe 




















Enter at ack aarethe Armorer ani bis Neighbors,drinkitig 
to bim fo much, thathee-is drunke ; and-be enters with a 
Drumme beforehins and bis Staffe, with.a Sand-bagge 


Drumme and Sand-bagge, and Prentices drinking to him. 


| 1. Neighbor. Here Neighbour Horser,] drinke to you 
ina Cup of Sacks and feare not Neighbor, you fhall doc 
|welleaough, fii HO 
| 2, Neighbor. And here Neighbour,here’s a Cuppe of 
Charneco. 1D 
| 3.Meighbor. And here’s'a Pot of good Double-Beere 
|Neighbor: drinke,and:feare not your Man. 
| Armorers Let it comeyfaith, and Ile pledge you all, 
Janda figge for Peter. 
| 4. Prent. Here Peter; Tdrinke to thee, and be not a- 
\fraid. wath 0 is 
a. Prent. Be merry Peter,and feare not thy Mafter, 
\Fight. for credit of the Prentices. 
| Peter. Ithanke you all:drinke,and pray for me, pray 
you, for I thinke I have taken my laft Draught in chis 
World, Here Rebia, and if I dye, gine thee my Aporne; 
land #8, thoufhalt haue my Hammer: and here Tom, 
|takeall the Money that [haue. O Lord bleffeme. I pray 
|God, for lam neuer able to deale-with my Mafter, hee 
hath learnt fo much fence already. 
Salish. Come, leaue your drinking,and fall to blowes, 
Sirtha,what’s thy Name 2 
Peser, Peter torfooth. 
Salab. Peter? what more?! 
Peter. Thumpe. 
_ Thumpe ? Then fee thou thumpe thy Matter 
well, 
| Armorer, Mafters, Tam come hither as it were vpon, 
jy Mans inftigation, to prove him a Knaue,and my felfe: 
anhonef{man: and touching the Duke of Yorke,I will 
take my death, I neuer meant him any ill, nor the King, , 
northe Queene: and therefore Peter haue at thee with a | 
|downe-right blow. | 
| Torke, Difpatch this Knaues tongue begins to double. 
{Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combattants. 
‘They fight, aud Peter ftrikes bins downe. 
|, Armorer. ‘old Peter,hold,[ confefle,] confeffe Trea- 
jfon, ' 
| Yorke, Take away his Weapon: Fellow thanke God, 
andthe good Wine in thy Mafters way. 
| Peter, O God,baue I overcome mine Enemies inthis 
\[ptefence ?: O Peter,thou haft preuayl'din right. 
King, Goe,take hence thar Traytor from our fight, 
For by hisdearh,we doe perceiue his guilt, : 
'|And God in Tuftice hath reueal’d to vs 
| The truch and innocence of this poore fellow, 
| Which he had thought to haue murther'd wrongfully, 
{Come fellow; follow vs for thy Reward, 
Pde vonae Mownd a floarth. Exeunts 
nines Ym aaesG) Lani sed mid} 
Enter Duke Humfrey, and his Men in 
cle 4 Adonrning Cloakés,. 


And after Summer,euermore fucceedes 3! 

Bamen Winter, with his wrathfull nipping Cold s 
0 Cares and Iqyes;abound,as Seafons fleet; - - 

}ts,what’s a Clock ?. : edsd1en bstoqhit 

| Sera. Tenneymy Lord.) 


Gloft. Thus fornetimes hath the brightef day a Cloud: 


Nie 


ess 3 The fecond Partof Hemy the Sixt. 


faftened to it: and at the otber Doore bis Adan, witha 


_And in thy Ciofet pent vp, rue my fhame, 


| And flye thou how thou canft,they'le tangle thee, 


| Solong as I ami loyall,true,and erimeleffe, 


Gloft. Tenneis the houre that was. appointed mie," - 
To watch the comming of my punifht Duchefle: . 
Vaneath may thee endure the Flintie Streets, 
To treade them with her tender-feeling feet. 314 
Sweet Well,ill can thy Noble Minde abrooke 
The abie& People, gazing on thy face, 

With envious Lookes laughing at thy fhame, 

That erft did follow thy prowd Chariot-Wheeles, 
When thou didft ride in triumph throughthe fireets, 
But foft,I thinke fhe comes,and Ile prepare 

My teare-f{tayn’d cyes,to fee her Miferies. | 


Enter the Dichelfe in a white Sheet and a Taper | 
burzing in her hand, with the Sherife 
and Officers. 


Seru. So pleafe your Grace; wee'le take her from the 
Sherife. } 
: Glofter. No, ftirre not for your lines, let her paffe 

Ye 

Elianor. Come you,my Lord,to fee my open fhame? 
Now thou do’ft Penance too, Looke how they gaze, 
See how the giddy multitude doe point, 

And nodde their heads,and throw their eyes on thee. 
Ab Glofter,hide thee from their hatefull lookes, 


And banne thine Enemies, both mine and chine. 
Gloft. Be patient,gentle Nel, forget this griefe. 
Elianor. Ab Gloster, reach me to forget my felfe: 

For whileft Ithinke I om thy married Wife, 

And thoua Prince, Proteétor of this Land; 

Methinkes | fhould not thus be led along, 

Mayl’d vp in fhame,with Papers on my back, 

And follow’d with a Rabble, that reioyce 

To fee my teares, and kieare my deepe-fet groanes. 

Theruthleffe Flint doth cut my tender feet, 

And when J ftart,the enuious people laugh, 

And’ bid me be aduifed how I treade. 

Ah Humfrey,can I beare this fhamefull yoake? 

Troweft thou,cthat ere [le looke vpon the World, 

Or count them happy,that entoyes the Sunne ? 

No: Darke hall be my Light,and Night my Day. 

To thinke ypon my Pompe, fhall be my Hell. 

Sometime Ile fay,] am Duke Humfreyes Wife, 

And hea Prince,and Ruler of the Land: 

Yet fo he rul’d,and fuch a Prince he was, 

Ashe ftood by,whileft I,his forlorne Ducheffe, 

Was made a wonder, and a pointing ftock 

To every idle Rafcall follower. 

But be thou milde,and bluth not at my fhame, 

Nor ftirre at nothing,till the Axe of Death 

Hang ouer thee,as fure it fhortly will. 

For Saffolke,he that can doe alll in all 

With her,thac bareth thee and hates vs all, 

And Yorke,and impious Beasford,that falfe Prieft, 

Haue all lym’d Buthes to betray thy Wings, 


But feare nog.thou,varill thy foot be fnar'd, 

Nor newer feeke prevention of thy foes. 
Glft, Ab Nell forbeare:chouaymett all awrye 

I mutt offend, before I be attainted : 

And had I ewentie times fo many foes, 

And each of them had ewentie times their powers 

All chef ¢ould not.ptocure me any fcathe,._ 


Would’ft haue me refcue shee from this reproach? 











































































































































































































































































































































































‘130 
| Why yet thy fcandall werenot wipt away, 
4 But lin danger forthe breach of Law, di ds 
| Thy greateft helpeis quiet,gentle Nels) 
‘| [pray thee fort thy heart topatience, © 9.5 >. 
| Thefe few dayes wonder will be. quickly worne: 
> Enter a Herald. | Asic 

Her.J {ummon your Gracezo his Maiefties Parliament, 
Holden at Bury, the firft of this next Moneth. 

Gloft:And my confent ne’re ask’d herein before ? 

| This is clofe dealing. Well,i will be there... 
| My Nel, take my leaue: and Mafter Sherife, 
1 Lec not her Penance exceede the Kings Commiffion. - 
{ Sh.And’t pleafe your Grace,heremy Commiffion ftayes: 
\ And Sir Jobe Stanly is appointed now, 
1 Totake her with him to the Ile of Man, 
) Gloff. Muft you,Sir Johx,prote& my Lady here? 


| Grace. 
| Gloft, Entreat her not the worfe,in thatT pray. 
| You vfe her well: the World may laugh againe, 
| And I may liueto doe you kirdnefle,it youdoeit her, 
| And fo Sir Joby, farewell. 
| Elianor. What, gone my 
‘| welle  oo°0 5 
| Glhft. Witnefle my teares; I cannot ftay to fpeake. 
4 Exit Glofter. 

| Elianor. Art thou gone to? all cotnfort poe with thee, 
‘| Fornone abides with me: my Ioy,is Death; 
‘| Death,at whofe Name I oft haue beene afear’d, 
1 Becaufe I wifh’d this Worlds eternitie, 
| Stanlcy,1 prethee goe,and take me hence, 
‘| Icare not whither, for I begge no fauor 
. | Gnely conuey me where thou art commanded. 

| Stanley. Why,Madame, thatistothe lle of Man, | 
| There to be vs’d according to your State. cl 
| Ehanors That’s bad enough, for I am but reproach: 
| And fhall 1 then be ys'd reproachfully 2 gir > 
| Seanley.Like toa Duchefie,and Duke Humfreyes Lady, 

According to that State you fhall be ys'd. AA 
4 = Elianor. Sherife farewell,and better then J fare, 
| Although thou haft beene Condudt of my thame, 
| Sherife. Ivis my Office,and Madame pardon me. 
Elianor. 1,1,farewell,thy Office is difcharg’d : 
| Come Stanley, thall we goe? 
Stanley. Madame,your Penance done, 

Throw off this Sheet, 
‘| And goe weto atryre you for our Tourney, 


Lord, and bid me not fare- 


No, it willhang vpon myricheft Robes, 
{| And fhewit felfe,atryre me how I can, — 
‘| Goe,leade the way,] long to fee my Prifon, 


Sound a Senet. Enter King; Queene, Cardinal, Suffolke, 
Yorke,Buckingham,Salisbury and Warwicke, 
oo -\ "tq the Parliament, 

King. | mufe my Lord of Glofter is not come: 

*Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man, 

Whate're occafion keepes him from vs now. 

Queene, Can you nor fee? or will yenot obferue 

The ftrangenefe of his alter’d Countenance?/ 

{ With what a Maiefiie he beares himfelfe; 

How infolent of lateheisbecome; )-0m2% 

| How prowd,how peremptorie,and vilikehimfelfe. 

We know theime fince he'was mildeandaffable; | / 

And if we did«but glance a farresoff Kooke, be 

Immediately he was vpon his Knee,: - 20 


+ Stanly. Soar] given in charge, may’t pleafe your 


4 


Elianor. My fhame will not be fhifted with my Sheet: 


Exennt 


| But meet himnow,and be:it.in the Morne; 





| 


| From meaning Treafon'to’our Royall Perfon, 


’ \ Forhee’s difpofed as the hatefull Raueny = ge | 
Ve | Is hea Lambe? his Skinne is furely lent him, psn For: 





{ Small Curres are not regarded when the 


| Whichtimewillbring to light in {mooth Duke Hanjin. 


Tike Jecond Partof Henrythe Sixt. 


That all the Court admir’d him for fubmiffion, “ 


When euery-one will gine the time Of days onta 
He knits his Brow, and thewes.an angry Eye, . 
And paffeth by with ftiffe vnbowed Knee, . 4 
Difdaining dutie that to vsbelongs. ».. WOES 
r 
But great men tremble when the Lyon roman 
And Humfrey isno little Manin England, 2 ie 
Firft note,that he isneere you indifcenr, ./s) 
And fhould you fall,he is thé next will mount: 
Me feemeth then, it is no Pollicie, «OSE 
Refpecting what a rancorous minde he beares. 
And his aduantage following your deceafe, i 
That he fhould comeabout your Royall Perfon 
Or be admitted to your Highneffe Councell, >.” 
By flatteric hath he wonne the Commons hearts; 
And when he pleafe to make Commotion, 
Tis to be fear’d they ail will follow him, 
Now’ tis theySpring and Weeds are fhallow-roored 
Suffer them now, and they'le o’re-grow the Garden, 
And choakethe Herbes for want of Husbandry. 
The reverent care | beare vnto my Lord). » 
Made me colleé& thefe dangers inthe Duke,’ 
If it be.fond,call ita Womans féare! “2° 
Which feare,if better Reafons-can fupplanr, 
I will fubfcribe,and fay I wrong’d the Duke, * 
My Lord of Suffolke,Buckingham,and Yorke, 
Reproue my allegation,if you can, 
Or elfe conclude my words effe€tuallot 4 ove’ 
Suff. Well hath your Highneffe feene into this Duke: 
And had I firft beene puttofpeake my minde, 9 | 
Ithinke I fhould haue told your Graces Tale. 
The Ducheffe, by his {ubornation, 
Vpon my Life began her diuellith praftifes oo 
Or if he were not priuie torhole Faulesj.9 \a 
Yet by reputing of his high difcenr, © ane 
As next the King, he was fucceffiue Heite;’ 
And {uch high vaunts of his Nobilitie, 
Did inftigate the Bedlam braine-fick'Duchefle, 
By wicked meanies ro frame our Soueraignes fall. 
Smooth runnes the Waterjwhere the Brooke'is deepe, 
And in hisGmple fhew he-harbours Treafon, i) 
The Fox barkes not, when he would ftealethe Lambe. | 
No,no,my Soueraigne,G/ouffer is a man in 
Vofounded yet,and full ofsdeepe deceit) 
(ard. Did he not,contrary to forme of Law, 
Deuile {trange deaths;for-fmall offencesdones 
Yorke. And did he not,in his Proteétorthip, °° 
Leuie great fummes of Money throughtheRealme,’ | 
For Souldiers pay in Francejand neverfermite  ” 
By meanes'whereof,the Townes each day teuolted, a 
Buck, Tur;theferareperty faults to faults voknowns 


King. My Lords at once: the careyou haue of 15) 
Tomowedowne Thornes'that would annoy our Foot, | 
Is worthy prayfe: but fhall I fpeake my confcience, 
Our Kiniman Glofer is'as innocent, + "> 


As is the fucking Lambe,or harmeleffe Dove: 

The Duke is vertuous,mildejand too-well piven, 

To dreame on euill,orto-worke'my downefall, ese "o 
Qu Ah what's more dangerous, then this fond affiant® 


Scemes he a Doue? his feathers'are buvborrow'd;" “a 









! 











— 





For he’s enclin’d as is che rauenous Wolues. 
Who cannot ftealea fhape,that meanes deceit? 
Take heed,my Lord,the welfare of vs all, 
Hangs on the cutting fhort that fraudfull man. 





















Enter Somer fet. 

Som. All health vnto my gracious Soueraigne. 
King. Welcome Lord Somerfet : What Newes from 
France? 

Som. Thatall youz Intereft in thofe Territories, 
Isytterly bereft you : all is loft. 

King. Cold Newes,Lord Somserfet : but Gods will be 
done, 

Yorke, Cold Newes for me: for I had hope of France, 
Asfirmely as L hope for fertile England, 
Thus are ny Bloflomes blafted in the Bud, 
And Caterpillers cate my Leaues away : 
But I will remedie this geare ere long, 
Orfell my Title for a glorious Grauc, 


Enter Gloucefter. 
Glo. All happineffe vnto my Lord the King: 
Patdon,my Liege,thar I hane {tay’d fo long. 

Soff. Nay Gloffer, know that thou art come too foone, 
Voleffe thou wert more loyal! then thou art : 
[doearreft thee of High Treafon here. 
~ Gloff. Well Suffolke, thou fhalt not fee me bluth, 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreft: 

AHeart va{potted,is not eafily daunted. 
| The pureft Spring is not fo free from mudde, 
Aslam cleare from Treafon to my Soueraigne, 
Who can accufe me? wherein am I guiltie? 

Yorke, Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you tooke Bribes of France, 
And being Protector, {tay'd che Souldiess pay, 
Bymeanes whereof, his Highneffe hath loft France, 
Glo, Isit but though fo ? 
What are they that thinke it? 
Ineuer rob’d che Souldiers of their pay, 
Nor eter had one penny Bribe from France; 
Sohelpe me God, as I haue watcht the Night, 
[Night by Night,in ftudying good for England. 
That Doyt that ere I wrefted from the King, 
Or any Groat I hoorded to my vies 
Bebrought againft me at my..Fryall day. 
No: many a Pound of mine owne proper ftorey 
Becaufe 1 would not taxe theneedie Commons, 
Haue I dif-purfed to the Garrifons, . 
Andneuer ask’d for reftitution, 
Card. It ferues you well,my Lord,co fay fo much. 
Glof. I {ay no more then truth, fo helpe me God, 
Yorke. In your ProteCtorlhip, you did deuife 
Strange Tortures for Offendors,neuer tieard of, 
That England was defam’d by Tyrannie. 
Gloff. W hy ‘tis well known,that whiles I was Protector, 
Pittie was all the fault that was in me: 
For] fhould melt at an Offendors teares, 
}And lowly words were Ranfome for their fault: 
Voleffe it were a bloody Murcherer, 
Or foule felonious Theefe,chat fleec’d poore paffengers, 
Tneuer gaue them condigne punithment. 
Murther indeede,that bloodie finne,I tortur’d 
Abouethe Felon,or what Trefpas elfe. 
a Saf. My Lord, thefe faults are eafie, quickly an{werd: 

it mightier Crimes are lay’d voto your charge, 
Whereof youcannot eafily purge your felfe.. - 


seehewee- 
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I doe arreft you in his Highneffe Name, 
And here commit you to my Lerd Cardinal) 
To keepe,vntill your further time of Tryall. 

King. My Lord of Glofter, tis my {peciall hope, 
That you will cleare your felfe from all fufpence, 
My Confcience tells me you are innocent. 

Gloft.Ab gracious Lord,thefe dayes are dangerous: 
Vertue is choakt with foule Ambition, 

And Charitie chas’d hence by Rancours hand ; 
Foule Subornation is predominant, 

And Equitie exil'd your Highneffe Land, 

I know,their Complot is to haue my Life : 

And if my death might make this Iland happy, 
And proue the Period of their Tyrannie, 

I would. expend it with all willingneffe, 

But mine is made the Prologue to their Play ; 
For thoufands more,that yet fufpe& no perill, 
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedie, : 
Beaufords red fparkling eyes blab his hearts mallice, 
And Ssjfalks cloudie Brow his tormie hates 
Sharpe Buckingham vabusthens with his tongue, 
The envious Load chat lyes vpon his hearts 

And dogged Yorke,that reaches at the Moone, 
Whofe ouer-weening Arme I haue pluckt back, 
By falfe accufe doth levell at my Life, . 
Avid you,my Soueraigne Lady, with the reft, 
Caufelefle haue lay’d difgraces on my head, 

And with your beit endeuour haue ftirr'd vp 

My liefeft Liege to be mine Enemie : 

Tall of you hauelay’d your heads together, 

My felfe had notice of your Conuenticles, 
Andallto make away my guiltieffe Life. 

I thall not want falfe Witneffe,to condemne me, 
Nor ftore of Treafonsyto augmenc my guile: 
The ancient Prouerbe will be well effected, 

A Staffe is quickly found to beat a Dogge. 

Card. My Liege,his rayling is intolerable. 
If thofe that care to keepe your Royall Perfon 
From Treafons fecret Knife,and Traytors Rage, 
Be thus vpbrayded,chid,and rated ar, 

And the Offendor graunted {cope of {peech, 
°T will make them coole in zeale vnto your Grace. 

Sujf. Hath he not twit our Soueraigne Lady here 
Withignominious words,though Clarkely coucht ? 
Asif the had fuborned fome to {weare 
Falfe allegations,to o’rethrow his ftate. 

Qu. But I can give the lofer leaue to chide. 

Gloft.Forre teuer {poke then meant: I lofe indeede, 
Befhrew the winners, for they play’d me falfe, 

And well fuch lofers may haue leaue to fpeake. 

Buck, Hee’le wreft the fence,and hold vs here all day. 
Lord Cardinall,he is your Prifoner. 

Card.Sirs,take away the Duke,and guard him fure, 

Gloff, Ah,thus King Henry throwes away his Crutch, 
Before his Legges be firme to beare his Body, 
Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy fide, 

And Wolves are gnarling, who hall gnaw thee firft. 
Ah that my feare were falfe, ab that it were 5 . 
For good King Arenry,thy decay feare, Exit Glofters 

King. My Lords,what to your wifdomes feemeth beft, 
Doe,or yndoe,as.if our felfe were here. 

Duecene.. What, will your Highneffe leaue the Parlia- 
ment P P 

King. 1 Margaret: my heart is drown'd with griefe; 
Whole floud begins to flowe within mine eyes 5 
My Body round engyrt with miferie : 
: n 2 
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Yorke. My Lord of Suffolke, within foureteene dayes 


At Briftow I expect my Souldiers, 
For there Ile fhippe them all for Ireland,” 


Suff. Ne fee ic truly done,my Lord of Yorke, Exeunt. 


Manet Yorke. 


torke Now Yorke, or neuer, fteele thy fearful thoughts, 


And change mi(doubt ro-refolution 5 

Be that thou lop’ to be, or what thou art; 

Refigne to death, it is not worth th’enioying: 

Let pale-fac’e feare keepe with the meane-borne man, 
And findeno harbor ina Royall heart. 


Fater thé Spring-time fhowres,coines thoght omthoght, 


And nota thought,but thinkes on Dignitie. 

My Brayne,more bufiethen the laboring Spider, 
Weaues tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 
WellNobles,well:’tis politikely done, 

To fend me packing withan Hoalt cf men: 

[feare me,you but warme the ftarued Snake, 

Who cherifhe in your breaits,will fting your hearts, 
Twasmen [lackt,and you will gine them me ; 

[take it kindly : yet be-well affur’d, 

You put fharpe Weapons ina mad-mans hands. 
Whiles Lin Ireland nourifh a mightie Band, 

[will irre vp in England fome black Storme, 

Shall blowe ten thoufand Soules to Heaven,or Hell: - 
Andthis fell Tempeft fhall not ceafe to rage, 

Votill the Golden Circuit on my Head, 

Like to the glorious Sunnes tranfparant Beames, 
Doecalme the furie of this mad-bred Flawe. 

And for a minifter of my intent, 

Thaue feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentifhman, 

| loha Cade of Afhford, 

Tomake Commotion,as full well he can,. 

Vnder the Title of John eortimer. 

InIreland haue I feene this ftubborne Cade 

Oppofe himfelfe againfta Troupe of Kernes, 

And fought fo long,till that his thighes with Darts 

Werealmott like a Gharpe-quill’d Porpentine: 

And in theend being refcued,| haue feene 

Him capre vpright,like a wilde Morifco, 

Shaking the bloody Darts,as he his Bells. 

Full often, like a fhag-hayr'd craftie Kerne, 

Hath he conuerfed with the Enemie, 

And vndifcouer’d,come tome againe, 

And giuen me notice of their Villanies. 

This Denill here fhall be my fubfticute ; 

For that Joby Mortimer, which now is dead, 

In face,in gate,in fpeech he doth refemble. 

By this,I thall perceiue the Commons minde, 

How they affect the Houfe and Clayme of Yorke. 

Say he be raken,rackt,and tortured ; 

jl know,no paine they can inflict vpon him, 

Will make him fay;] mou'd him to thofe Armes. 
Say that he thrive,as tis great like he will, 

Why then from Ireland come I with my ftrengthy 
And reape the Harueft which that Rafcall fow'd. 
For Hunsfrey ; being dead,as he hall be, 
And Henry put apart: the next for me. 





Exit 


Enter two or three running oner the Stage, from the 
Murther of Duke Humfrey. 
1, Runneto my Lord of Suffolke: let him know 
Wehaue difpatche the Duke,as be commanded, 
2. Oh,thac it were to doe: what haue we done? 
Didft euer heare a man fo penitent? 
1. Here comes my Lord, 


| 
| 
| 


Exter Suffolke. 


“And thinkes he,chat the chirping ofa Wzeny 










Suff. Now Sirs hate you difpaccht this thing 2 
x. I,my good Lord,hee’s dead. bs 
Suff. Why that’s well faid-Goe, get youto my Houfe, 





o 


Iwill reward you forchis venturous deed: 
The King and all the Peeres are here at hand, . 
Haue you layd fairethe Bed? Is all things well; 
According as I gaue directions ? 
r. ’Tis,my good Lord. 
Suff. Away,be gone. Exeunt. 
Sound Trumpets. Enter the King the Qucene, 
Cardinal, Suffolke,Somser{et with 
| Attendants. : : 
King. Goe call our Vnrckle to our prefence ftraight: 
Say ,we intend cotry hisGrace to day, Ws 
If ke be guiltie,as’tis publithed. L 
Swf. We call him prefently,my Nolge Lord. Exit. 
King. Lords take your places: and I pray youall . 
Proceed no ftraiter ’gainft our Vinckle Gloffer, 
Then from true euidence,of good efteeme, 
He be approu’d in practife culpable. 
Queene God fordid any Malice thould preuayle, 
That faulrleffe may condemnea Noble man ¢» 
Pray God he may acquit him of fufpition, 
Kg. Uthanke thee Well, thefe wordes content mee 
much, 
Enter Suffolke. 3 AT 
How now? why look’ft thou paie? why trembleft thou? 
Where is our Vnckle? what's the matcer,Suffalke ? 
Swf. Deadin his Bedymy Lord: Gloferis dead, 
Queene, Marry God forfend. 
Card.Gods fecret Indgement: I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dumbe,and couldnot{peake aword. 
King founds. 
: Qa. How fares my Lord 2 Helpe Lords,the King is 
ead, » 
Som. Rere vp his Body, wring him bythe Nofe, 


On.Ruone,goe,helpe,helpe:Oh Henry ope thine eyese | 


suff. He doth reniue againe, Madame be patient. 
King. Oh Heauenly God. 
2u.How fares my gracious Lord? 
3 Swf, Comfort my Soueraigne, gracious Henry com- 
ort. 
King. What,doth my Lord of Suffolke comfort me? 
Came he right now to fing a Rauens Nore, 
Whofe difmall tune bereft my Vitall powress 


By crying comfort from a hollow breafts 

Can chafeaway the firft-conceiued found? 

Hide not thy poyfon with fuch{ugred words, 

Lay not thy-hands on me; forbeare I fay, 

Their touch affrights meas a Serpents fting. 

Thou balefull Meffenger,out of my fight : 

Vpon thy cye-balls, murderous Tyrannie 

Sits in grim Maieftie,to fright the World. 

Looke not vpon me,forthine eyes are wounding; 

Yet doe not goe away : come Bafiliske, 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight = 

For in the fhade of death,! fhall finde ioy 5 

In life,but double death, now Gloffer’s dead. ny 
Queene, Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolke thus ? 

Although the Duke was enemie to him, < 

Yet he moft Chriftian-like laments his death: 

And for my felfe,Foe as he wastome, 

Might liquid teares,or heart-offending groanes, 

Ox blood-confuming fighes recall his Lifes 
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132 

For what's more miferable then Difcontent ? 

Ah Vickle Humfrey, in thy face I fee 

_ | The Map of Honor, Truth,and Loyaltie: 

And yet, good Humfrey, is the houre to come, 

That ere I prou’d thee falfe,or fear’d thy faith, 

What lowring Starre now envies thy eftate ? 

That thefe great Lords,and AZargaret our Queene, 

Doe feeke fubuerfion of thy harmeleffe'Life. 

Thou neuer didft them wrong ,norno man wrorg: 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calfe, 

Andbinds the Wretch,and beats it when it ftrayes, 

Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houfe ; 

Euen fo remorfeleffe haue they borne him hence: 

Antd as the Damme runnes lowing vp and downe, 
Looking the way her harmeleffe young one went, 

And can doe naught but wayle her Darlings loffe; 

Euen fo my felfe bewayles good Gloffers cafe 

With fad vohelpefull teares, and with dimn’d eyes ; 

Looke after him,and cannot doe him good: 

So mightie are his vowed Enemies, _ 

His fortunes I will weepe, and ’cwixt each groane, 

Say who's a Traytor ? Gloster he is none, Exit. 
Queene. Free Lords : 

‘Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames : 

Henry wry Lord, is cold in great Affaires, 

Too full of foolith pittie ¥ and Gloffers thew 

Beguiles him,as the mournefull Crocodile 

With forrow fnares relenting paffengers ; 

Oras the Snake, roli’d in a flowring Banke, 

With fhining checker’d flough doth fting a Child, 

That for the beautie thinkes it excellent. w 

Beleeue me Lords, were none more wife then I, 

And yet herein J iudge mine owne Wit good ; 

This Gloffer fhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid vs from the feare we haue of him. 

(ard. That he fhould dye,is worthie pollicie, 
But yet we want a Colour for his death ; 
’Tis meet he be condemn’d by courfe of Law. 

Saf. Sut inmy minde,that wereno pollicie: 

{ The King will labour fill to faue his Life, 

The Commons haply rife,to faue his Life; 

And yet we haue but criuiall argument, 

More then miftruft,that {hewes him worthy death. 
Yorke, So that by this,you would not haue him dye, 
suff. Al Yorke,no man alive, fo faine as J. 

_ Yorke, ’Tis Yorke that hath more reafon for his death, 
But my Lord Cardinall and you my Lord of Suffolke, 
Say as you thinke,and fpeake it from your Soules : 
Wer's not all one, an emptie Eagle were fet, 

To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kyte, 

| As place Duke Hamfrey for the Kings Protedtor 2 

Queene.So the poore Chicken fhould be fure of death. 

Suf. Madame’tis true: and wer’t not madneffe then, 

To make the Fox furueyor of the Fold? 

Who beingaceut’da craftie Murtherer, 

His guilt fhould be but idly pofted ouer, 

Becaufe his purpofe is not executed, 

{ No: let him dye,in that he is a Fox, 

By nature prou’d an Enemie to the Flock, 

Before his Chaps be flayn’d with Crimfon blood, 

As Humfrey proud by Reafons to my Liege. 

And doe not ftand on Quillets how to flay him : 
Be it by Gynnes,by Snares, by Subtletie, 

Sleeping,or Waking, ’tis no matter how, 

1Sohe be dead; for that is good deceit, 

Which mates him firft,thac firft intends deceit, 
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Queene, Thrice Noble Suffolke, tis tefoluuncg- 
Suff. Not refolute,except fo much were Jonette 
For things are often fpoke, and feldome meant. 
But that my heart accordeth with my tonpue, : 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 
And to preferue my Soueraigne from his Foe, 
Say but the word,and I will be his Prieft, 
Card.But I would haue him dead,my Lord of Suffolk 

Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieft ; " 
Say you confent,and cenfure well the deed, 
And Ile provide his Executioner, 
I tender fo the fafetie of my Liege, 

Suffe Here is my Hand,the deed is worthy doing, 

Lucene. And fo fay I. 

Yorke. And: and now we three haue fpoke it 
Itskills not greatly who impugnesourdoome, 


Enter a Pofte. 


Pof?. Great Lords,from Ireland am I come ainaine 
To fignifie,that Rebels there are vp, . 
And put the Englifhmer ynto the Sword, 

Send Succours(Lords)and ftop the Rage betime, 
Before the Wound doe grow vncurable; 
For being greene, there is great hope of helpe, 

Card. A Breach that craues a quick expedient Roppe, 
What counfaile giue you in this weightie caufe? 

Yorke, That Somerfet be fent as Regent thither: 
"Tis meet that luckie Ruler be imploy’d, 

Witneffe the fortune he hath had in France. 
Som. If Yorke, with all his farre-fet pollicie, 
Had beene the Regent there,in ead of me, 
He neuer would haue ftay’d in France fo long, 
_ Yorke.No,not to lofe it all,as thou haft done, 
I rather would haue loft my Life betimes, 
Then bring a burthen of dis-honour home, 
By ftaying there fo long, till all wereteft. 
Shew me one skarre,charaéter’d on thy Skinney 
Mens fleth preferu’d fo whole,doe feldome winne. — 
a. Nay then,this fparke will proue a raging fire, 
If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with: 
No more, good Yorke; {weet Somerfet be ftill. 
Thy foreune, Yorke, hadft thou beene Regent there, 
Might happily haue pron’d farre worfe then his. 

Torke. What,worfe then naught ? nay,then a fhaine 
take all. 

Somerfet. And in the number, thee, that withel 
fhame. i 

card. My Lord of Yorke, trie what your fortuntis: 
Th’vnciuill Kernes of Ireland are in Armes, 

And temper Clay with blood of Englifhmen. 
To Ireland will you leade a Band of men, 
Collected choycely, from each Countie fome, 
And trie yourhap againft the Irifhmen? 

Torke. Ywill,my Lord, fo pleafe his Maieftie. 

Suff. Why,our Authoritie is his confent, 

And what we doe eftablith,he confirmes : 

Then,Noble Yorke,takethou this Taske inhand. 
Yorke, Iamcontent: Prouide me Souldiers, Lords, 

Whiles I take order for mine owne affaires. git 

Suff. A charge,Lord Yorke,that I will fee perform 
But now returne we tothe falfeDuke Hamfrey- 

Card. Nomore of him: for I will deale with him, — 

That henceforth he fhall rrouble ys no more: 
And fo breake off,the day is almoft {pent, 4 
Lord Swffolke,you and I muft talke of that ae ; 
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Beas 


I would be blinde with weeping, ficke with grones, 
Looke pale as Prim-rofe witirblood-drinking fighes, 
And-all co hauethe Noble Duke aliue.: Ve 
What know I how the world may deeme of me? 
For it is knownewe were burhollow Friends s: 

It may be iudg’d I made the Duke away, 

So fhall my name with Slanders congue be weunded, 
‘| Aud Princes Courts be fill'd with my reproach : 


., _ | This getI by-his death: Aye mevnhappie, » 
| To bea Queene, and Crown‘d with infamie. 


King. Ah woeis me for Glofter, wretched man. 
| Queen, Be woe for mie, more wretched then he is,: 
| What, Doft thou turne away, and hide thy face? 
Lamno loathfome Leaper, lookeon me. 
| What? Art thou like the Adder waxen deafe ? 
| Be poyfonous too, and kill thy forlorne Queene. 
‘| Isallthy comfort fhutinGloftersTombe?_ 
'| Why then Dame Elianor was neere thy ioy. 
| Erect his Statue; and worfhip it, 
And make myImagebutan Ale-houfe figne, 
| Was I for this nye wrack’dvpontheSea, ~~ 
| And.twiceby aukward winde from Englands banke 
| Droue backeagaine vntomy Native Clime. | 
-| What boadedthis? but well fore-warning winde 
Did feemetorfay; feeke nota Scorpions Neft, 
_| Nor fet no footing on this ynkinde Shore. 
‘| What didI then ? But curft the gentle gufts, 
Andihe thatdoos'd them forth their Brazen Caues, 


|| And bid then blow towards Englands bleffed fhore, 


‘| Or turtle our Sterne ypon a dreadfull Rocke : 

| Yet Adolus would not bea murtherer, 

| But left thathatefull office vntothec. 

| The pretty vaulting Sea refus'dta drowne me, | 

_{ Knowing that thou would{t haue me drown’don fhore 

‘Pp With ceares.as fale as Sea, through thy vnkindneffe. 

| The fplitting Rockes cowr’d in the finking fands, 

| And. would notdath me with their ragged fides, 

‘| Becaufe thy flinty heart morehard then they, 

‘| Might in thy Pallace, perith E/iazor. 

‘As farre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes,i 

| When from thy Shore,the Tempeftbeate vs backe, 

‘| Pftood-vponthe Hatchesin the ftorme: © 

And when the duskie sky, began to rob 

| My earneft-gaping-fighe of thy Lands view, 

| Ttooke a cofilylewell frommynecke, 

_| A Hart it was bound in-with Diamonds, 

And threw it towards.thy Land : The Sea receiudit, 

‘| And fo I wih’d thy body mightmy Heart: — 

And even withthis, I loftfaire Englandsview, 

And bid mine-eyes be packing with my Heart, 

| And call'd chembhindeand duskie Spectacles, 

{For loofing ken of Aibioni withed Coaft. 

How often haue'l tempted Suffolkes tongue 

(The agent of thy fouleinconftancie) 

| To fit and watch me as:4(canins did, 

When hetomadding Didawould vnfold 

His Fathers Adts, comni¢ne din burning Troy. 

| Am Inot witchtlike her? Or thou nor falfe like him ? 

Ayeme, I canno more: Dye Efimor, : 

For Henry weepes, tharthou doftliue fo long. 

 Noyfe within. Enter Warwicke, and many 
, Commons. 





a i ‘ re Tis reported, mighty Soueraigne, 
iigood Duke Humfrey Traiteroufly is murdred 


~The fecond Part of. Henrythe Sixt. 


_ With the rudemultitude, till T recurne, 


{ Foriudgementonely doth belong to thee: »: 


‘| His hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafpt 
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By Suffolke, and the Cardinal Beaufords ineahesa 
The Commons like an angry Hine of Bees ; 
That want their Leader, {catter vpand downe: 
And care not who they fting imhis reuen ge. 

My felfe haue calm’d their {pleenfull mutinie 

Vntill they hearetheorderofhisdeath, .” 

King, Thathe isdead good: Warwick, ‘tis tootry 
Buthhow he dyed, God khowes,not Henry: ‘ 
Enter his Chamber; view his breathleffe Corpes 
And:comment thenvpon his fodainedeath>  — 

War. That fhall I do ny Liege; ‘Stay Salsburie 


Keng.O thou thatiudgeft all things, flay my th | : 
My thoughits, that labour to saci Mei ean 
Some violent hands were laidon Humsfries lifes 
If my fufpec be falfe, forgiueme God, 


Faine would I goto chafe his palie lips, 
With twenty thoufand kiffes,and to draine’ 
Vpon his facean Ocean of falc teares, 
To tell my loue vnto his dumbe deafe trunke, 
And with my fingers feelehighand, vafeeling ; 
But all in vaineare thefe meane Obfequies, 
| Bedput forth, 
And to furuey his.dead and earthy Images >» 
What were it but to make my forrow greater g 
Warw. — hither gracious Soueraigne, view this 
ody. 
King. That isto fee how deepe my praue is made, 
For with his foule fled all my worldly folaces 
For feeing him; J fee my life in death. 
War. As furely as my foule intends to line 
With that dread King thattooke our ftate ypon him, 
To free ys frorn his Fathers wrathfall curfe, 
I do beleeue that violent hands were laid 
Vpon thelife of this thrice-famed Duke.» > | 
Saf. A dreadfull Gath, fworne with a folemn tongue: 
What inftance giues Lord Warwicke for his vows 
War. See how the blood is fetled in his face. 
Oft have I feene atimely-parted Ghoft, 
Ofathy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodleffe, 
Being all defcended to the labouring heart, 
Who inthe Confli&thatit holds with death, 
Attracts the fame for aydance’gainft the enemy, 
Which with the heart there cooles, and ne’re returneth, 
To blufh and beautifie the Cheeke againe. 
But fee, his face is blacke, and full of blood: 
His eye-balles further out, than when he liued, 
Staring full geftly, like a ftrangled man : 
His hayre vprear’d, his noftrils retche with ftrugling: 


And tugg’d for Life, and was by ftrength fubdude. 
Looke onthe theets his haire (you fee) is fticking, 
His well propottion’d Beard, made ruffe and rugged, 
Like to the Summers Corne by Tempeft lodged: 
Ic cannot be but he was murdred heere, 
The leaft of all thefe fignes were probable. 

Suf. Why Warwicke, who fhould do the D.to destht 
My {elfe and Beauford had him in protection, 
And we Thope fir, areno murtherers. : 

War. But both of you were vowed D. Humfties foes, 
And you (forfooth) had the good Dukerokeepe: 
Tis like you would not feaft him like’ friend, 
And ‘tis well feene, he found an enemy. 

Queen. Than you belike fufpect thefe Nablemen, "| 
As guilty of Duke Humfrees timeleffe death. ve 



























- Warw. Who finds the Heyfer dead,and bleedin 
And fees faft-by, a Butcher withan Axe, 
But will fufpect,ewas he that madeche flaughter? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttocks Neft,!:« 
But may imagine how the Bird was dead, 
| Although the Kyte foare with ynbloudied B 
Euen fo fufpitious is this Tragedies. - ai ; 

Qu, Are you the Butcher, Suffolkowhere’s:yout Knife? 
[s Beasford tearm’d a Kyte? where are his Tallons?> 
| Suff. Iweareno Knife,to flughter fleeping men, 
But here’s a vengefull Sword,rufted with eafey «>. 
That hall be fcowred inthis tancorous heart, 
That landers me with Murthers Crimfon Badge! » 
Say,if thou dar’,prowd. Lord. of Warwickthire, 
That Iam faultie imDuke Humfreyes death. | 
| Warw. What dares not Warwick, if falfe Seffolke dare 
him ? hie 
| Qu, He dares not calme his contumelious Spiric, 
Nor ceafe to be an arrogant Controller, 
Though Suffe/ke dare him twentie thoufand times. 
| Warw. Madame be ftill : with reuerence may I fay, 
For euery word you {peakein his behalfe, 
Is flander to your Royall Dignitie. ity 

suf. Blunt-witted Lord,ignoble in demeanor, 
Ifeuer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much, ; 
Thy Mother cooke into her blamefull Bed .. 
Some fterne vntutur'd Churles and Noble Stock 
Was graft with Crab-tree flippe, whofe Fruitthouart, 
| And never of the WVewils Noble Race. 

Warw But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
AndI fhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand thames, 
Andthat my Soueraignes prefence makes me milde, 
I would, falfe murd’rous Coward,on thy Knee 
Make thee begge pardon for thy paffed {peech, 

And fay,it was thy Mother that thou meanr'ft, 
That thou thy felfe waft borne in Baftardie; 
And after all this fearefull Homage done, 
Giue thee thy hyre,and fend thy Soule to Hell, 
Petnicious blood-fucker of fleeping men. 
| _Suff; Thou fhalt be waking,while I fhed thy blood, 
Ifftom this prefence thou.dar ft goe with me. 
_ Varw Away even now,or I will drag thee hence: 
Voworthy though thou art, Ile.cope with thee, 
And doe fome feruice to Duke Humfreyes Ghoft. 
. Exeunt. 
King, What ftronger Breft-plate them a heart vatainted ? 
tice is he arm’d,that hath his Quarrel] iufts 
And he but naked,thou gh lockt vp in Steele, 
Whofe Confcience with Ininftice is corrupted, 
A no fe within, 
Queene. What noyfe is this ? 


g frefh, 


+ 


eake ? 


Enter Suffolke and warwicke, with their 
Weapons drawne. 


_ King. Why how now Lords # 
our wrathfull Weapons drawne, 
te in our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ? 
hy what tumultuous clamor haue we here ? 
Saf. The traytrous Warwick,with the men of Bury, 


Setidll vpon me, mi ghtie Soueraigne. 


Eater Salisbury. 
d apart, the King fhall know your 


| Salish, Sirs ftan 
Minde, 
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Dread Lord,the Commons fend you word by me, 
Vnlefle Lord Suffalke ftraight be done to death, 
Or banifhed faire Englands Territories, tA 
They will by violence teare him from your Pallace, 
And torture himwith grievous lingring dearly, > 
They fay,by hinrthe good Duke Humfreydy’de 
They fay,in him they feare your Highnefle death; © 
And mecre inftin€&tof Loueand Loyaltie, 
Free froma ftubborne oppofite intent, 
As being thought to contradi& your liking, © 
Makes them thus forward in his Banifhment. 
They fay,in care of your moft Royall Perfon, ~ 
That if your Highneffe fhould intend to fleepe, 
And charge,that noman fhould difturbe your reft, 
In paine of your diflike,or paine of deaths » 
Yet notwichftanding fuch a ftrait Edidt, 
Were there a Serpent feene,with forked Tongue, 
That flyly glyded towards your Maieftie, 
It were bucneceflarie you were wak't: 1): 
Leaft being fuffer’d in chat harmefull lumber, :. 
The mortall Worme might make the fleepeetetnall. 
And thereforedoe they cry though you forbid, 
That they will guard you, where you will,orno, 
From fuch fell Serpents as falfe Suffolke is ; 
With whofe inuenomed and fatal fting, sor 2). 
Your louing Vockle,twentie times his worthy: » 
They fay is fhamefully berefeof life, ; 
Commons within. An anfywer from the K 
of Salisbury. 
Soff. Tis like the Commons,rude vnpolifhr Hindes, \| 
Could fend fuch Meffage to their Soueraigne:; 
But you,my Lord,were glad tobe-imploy’d, 
To fhew how queint an Orator you.are. 
But all the Honor Salsbury hath wonne, 
Is,that he was the Lord Embaflador, 
Sent from a fort of Tinkers tothe King, 
Within. An anfwer from the King, or wee will all 
breake in. tls 
King. Goe Salisbury,and tell themall fromme, 
I thanke them for their tender louing care; 
And had I not beene cited fo by them, 
Yet did J purpofe.as they doe entreat ; 
For fure,my thoughts doe hourely propheci¢, 
Mifchance ynto my State by Swffedkes meanes, 
And therefore by his Maieftie I {weare, 
Whofe farre-vnworthie Deputie I am, 
He fhall not breathe infection in this ayre, 
But three dayes longer,on the paine of death, 
&u. Oh Henry let me pleade for gentle Suffalke. 
King. Vngentle Queene,to-call him gentle Saffolke, 
No more I fay: if thou do’ft pleade for him, 
Thou wilt but adde encreafe vnto my Wrath, 
Had I but fayd, I would haue kept my Words 
But when I fweare,it is irreuocable: 
If after three dayes {pace thou here bee’t found, 
On aay ground that lam Ruler of, 
The World fhall not be Ranfome for thy Life, 
Come Warwicke,come good Warwicke,gac with mee, 
I haue great matters to impart to thee, Exit. 
Qu, Mifchance and Sorrow goealong with you, 
Hearts Difcontent, and fowre Affliction, 
Be play-fellowes to keepe you companie: 
There’s two of you, the Deuill make athird, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend vpon your fteps. 
Suff. Ceafe,centle Queene, thefe Execrationss E 
And let thy Saffolke take his heauicleaue. __ ae 
Queene .Fye| | 


ing, my Lord | 

























































































































































































































































































ws 
Queen, Fye Coward-woman, and foft harted wretch, 
Haft thou not fpirit ro curfe thine enemy. 































them 
Would curfes kill, as doth the Mendrakes-grone, 
L would inuent as bitter fearching termes, ; 
As curft, as harfh, and horrible to heare, 
Deliver’ ftrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many fignes of deadly hate, 
As leane-facdenuy in her loathfome caue. 
My tongue fhould ftumble in mine carneft words, - 
Mine eyes fhould {parkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine haire be fixt an end, as one diftracts 
-T, cuery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban, 
“And even now my burthen'd heart would breake 
Should I not curfe them. Poyfonbe their drinke, 
Gall, worfe then Gall, the daintieft that they tafte s 
Their fweerelt fhade,a groueof Cyprefle Trees = 
Their cheefeft Profpect, murd'ring Bafiliskes : 
Their fofte(t Touch, as {mart as Lyzards ftings: 
Their Muficke, frightfullias the Serpents hiffe, 
And boading Screech-O wles, make the Confort full, 
All the foule terrors in darke feated hell 
Q. Enough {weer Suffolke,thou torment'ft thy felfe, 
And thefe dread curfes like the Sunne ’gainft glaffe, 
Orlike an ouer-charged Gun, recoile, 
And turnes the force of them vpon thy felfe. is 
Suf. Youbad me ban, and will you bid me leave? 
Now by the ground that lam banifh’d from, 
Well could curfe away a Winters night, 
Though ftanding naked ona Monntaine top, 
Where byting cold would neuer let graffe grow, 
And thinke it but a minute {pent in {pore. 
Qu. Oh, let me intreacthee ceafe,giue me thy hand, 
That I may dew it with my mourafull tea e5: 
Nor let the raine of heauen wet this place, 
To wah away my wofull Monuments, 
Oh, could this kiffe be printed in thy hand, 
That thou might’ thinke vpon thefe by the Seale, 
Through whoara thoufand fighes are breath’d for thee. 
So get thee gone, that I may know my greefe, 
"Tis but (urmiz’d, whiles thou art ftanding by, 
As one that furfets, thinking ona want: 
I will repeale thee, or be well affur’d, 
Aduenrure to be banifhed my felfe : 
And banifhed Lam, if but from thee. 
Go, fpeake not ro me; euen now be gone, 
Oh gonot yet. Euen thus, two Friends condemn’d, 
Embrace, and kiffe, and cake ten thoufand leaues, 
Loather a hundred times topart then dyes. 
Yes now farewell, and farewell Life with thee. 
Suf. Thusis poore Suffolke ten times banifhed, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 
*Tisnot the Land | care for, wer’t thou thenee, 
A Wildetneffe is populous enough, 
So Suffolke had thy heauenly company: 
For where thouarr, there is the World 1t felfe, 
With euery feuerall pleafure in the World: 
And where thou art not, Defolation, 
| I can uo more: Liue thou to joy thy lifes 
My felfe no ioy in nought, bur that thou liv’ 





Exstor Vanx.- 


Queene, Whether goes Vaux fo fat? What newesI 
precbec?. o 
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suf. A plague ypon them: wherefore fhould Lcurffe® | 


| Blafpheming God, and corfing men on éarth, 


' The fectets of his ouer-charged foule, 





— 


- Bur like a pleafant {lumber in thy lap? 








Uanx, To fignifie vnto his Maiefty, 
That Cardinall Beawford is at point of death: 
For fodainly a greeuous fickneffe tocke him, | 
That makes him gaspe, and ftare, and ¢atch the aire, 


Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Humfries Ghowt 
Were by his fide : Sometime, he calles the King 
And whifpers to his pillow, asto him, ' ; 


And Lamfentroteéllhis Maicflice, 
That even now he cries alowd for him. 
Qu. Gorell this heauy MeflagetotheKing, Eyl 
Ayeme! What is this World? What newes are thefe p 
But wherefore greeue I at.an houres poore loffe 
Omitting Suffoikes exile, my foules Treafure ? : 
Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee? 
And with the Southerne clouds, contend in teares? 
Theirs for the earths encreafe, mine for ty forrowes, 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know’'ftis corbin A 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. of 
Suf. Vfl depaty from thee, I cannot lite, : 
And in thy fight to dye, what were it elfe, 


Heere could I breath my foule into the ayre, 
Asmilde and gentle as the Cradle-babe, 
Dying with mothers dugge betweene it’s lips. 
Where from thy fight, I fhould beraging mad, 
And cry-out for thee to clofe vp mine eyes : 
To haue thee with thy lippes to Rop my mouths 
So fhould’ft thou eyther turne my flying foule, 
Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body, 
Andthenitliu’din{weeteEBlizium. 
To dye by thee, were but to dye inieft, 
From thee to dye, were torture more then death: 
Oh let me ftay, befall what may befall. 

Queen. Away; Though parting bea frevfull corafiue, 
Iris applyed toa deathfull wound, 
To France {weet Suffolke : Let me heare from thees * 
For wherefoere thou arc in this worlds Globe, 
Ye haue an Jrés that {hall finde thee out. 

Suf. Igo. 

Qu, Aud take my heare with thee. 

Swf. Alewell locke into the wofulft Caske, 
That cucr did containe a thing of worth, 
Euen asa fplitted Barke, fo funder we: 
This way fall Ttodeath. 

2a. This way for me. 







Exennt 


Enter the King, Salisbury, and Warmicke, tothe 
(Cardinal in bed, 


King. How fare’s my Lord? Speake Beanford torhy 
Souctraigne. 

Ca.lf thou beett death, Ie gine thee En glands Treafure, 
Enough to purchafe fach another Ifland, 
So thou wilt let meliue,and feele no paine. 

King. Ah, whata figne itis of euill life, 
Where death’s approach is feenefo terrible. 4 
war. Beauford, it is thy Soueraigne fpeakes t0 hee. 
Beax. Bring me vnto my Triall'when you will, 
Dy’de he net in his bed? Where fhould he dye? 
Can I make men live where they willor no? 
Oh torture meno more, J will confeffe. 
Alive againe? Then fhew me where heis, 
Tle giue a thoufand pound to looke vpon hinn 


He sates no eyes, the duft hath blinded them. ; Coinb, 








Like Lime-twigs fet to catch my winged foule : 
Giue me fome drinke, and bid the Apothecarie 
Bring the trong poyfon that I bought of him. 
King. Oh thou eternall mouer of the heauens, 
Looke with a gentle eye vpon this Wretch, 
Ohbeate away the bufie medling Fiend, 
That layes Arong fiege vnto this wretches foule,' 
And from his bofome purge this blacke difpaire. 
war. See howthe pangs of death do make him grin, 
Sal, Difturbe him not, let him paffe peaceably. 
King. Peace to his foule, if Gods good pleafure be. 
Lord Card’aall, if thou think’ft on heauens biiffe, 
Hold vp thy hand, make fignall of thy hope. 
Hedies and makes no figne : Oh God forgiue him. 
War. So bada death, argues a monftrous life. 
King. Forbeare to iudge, for we are finners all. 
Clofe vp his eyes, and draw the Curtaine clofe, 
Andlet vs allto Meditation, Exeunt. 


Alaram. Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off. 
Enter Lieutenant, Suffolke, and others. 
Liew, The gaudy blabbing and remorfefull day, 
Iscrept into the bofome of the Sea: 
Andnow loud houling Wolues aroufe the Iades 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night: 
Who with their drowfie, flow,and flagging wings 
Cleape dead-mens graues, and from their mifty Iawes, 
Breath foule contagious darkneffe in the ayre : 
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, 
For whilft our Pinnace Anchors inthe Downes, 
Heere fhall they make theit ranfome on the fand, 
Orwith their blood ftaine this difcoloured fhore, 
Maifter, this Prifoner freely giue I thee,: 
Andthou that art his Mate, make boote of this : 
The other Walter Whitmore 1s thy fhare. 
1.Gent, What is myranfome Matter, let me know, 
Ma.A thoufand Crownes, or elfe lay down your head 
Mate. And fo much fhall you giue,or off goes yours, 
Liew, What thinke you much to pay 2000,Crownes, 
And beare the name and port of Gentlemen ? 
Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you fhall : 
The liues of thofe which we haue loftin fight, 
Becounter-poys’d with fuch a pettie fummes 
1.Gent. Ile giue it fir, and therefore {pare my life. 
2.Gent. And fo will I,and write home for itftraight. 
Whitm, Volt mine eye in laying the prize aboord, 
And therefore to reuenge it, fhalt thou dye, 
And fo fhould thefe, if 1 might haue my will. 
Liew. Be not fo rafh, take ranfome, let him live. 
Suf. Looke on my George, I ama Gentleman, 
Rate meat what thou wilt, thou thalt be payed. 
Whit. And fo am1:my name is Walter Whitmore. 
How now?why ftarts thou? What doth death affright? 
Suf. Thy name afftights me, in whofe found is death: 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
And told methat by Water I fhould dye: 
Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded, 
hy name is Gualtier, being rightly founded. 
Whit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is 1 care not, 
Neuer yet did bafe difhonour blurre our name, 
But with our {word we wip’d away the blor, 
Therefore, when Merchant-like fell revenge, i 
Broke be my {word, my Armes torne and defac’d, 
And [ proclaim’d a Coward through the world. 


——s, 
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Combe downe his haire; looke,looke, it ftands vpright, Suf. Stay Whitmore, for thy Prifoner is a Prince, al 


| The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes, 


» | Is crept into the Pallace of our King, 


| Small chings make bafemenproud. This Villaine heere, | 
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The Duke of Suffolke, ikiam dela Pole, . 
whit; The Duke of Suffolke, muffled vp in ragges ? 
Swf. I, but thefe ragges are no part of the Duke. 
Lien, But loue was neuer flaine as thou fhalt be, 
Obfcure and lowfie Swaine, King Heuries blood. 
Saf, The honourable blood of Lancafter 

Muft not be fhed by fuch a iaded Groomme : 

Raft chou not kift chy hand, and held my ftirrop ? 

Bare-headed plodded by my foor-cloth Mule, 

And thought thee happy when I fhooke my head. 

How often haft thou waited ac my cup, 

Fed from my Trencher, kneel’d downe at the boord, 

When J haue feafted with Queene ALargaret ? 

Remember it, and let it make thee Creft-falne, 

I, and alay chis thy abortiue Pride: 

How in our voyding Lobby haftthou flood, 

And duly wayted for my comming forth ? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalfe, 

And therefore hall it charme thy riotous tongue. 
whit. Speak Captaine, fhall I fab the forlorn Swain. } ~ 
Liew, Firft lee my words ftab him,as he hath me. 
Sef. Bafeflaue, thy words are blunt,and fo art thou. 
Lrea. Conuey himhence,and on our long boats fide, 

Strike offhishead. Swf. Thou dar’ft not for thy owne. | 
Lieu. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord, 

I kennell, puddle, finke, whofe filth and dirt 

Troubles the filuer Spring ,where England drinkes: 

Now will I dam vp this thy yawning mouth, 

For {wallowing the Treafure of the Realme. 

Thy lips that kif the Queene, fhall fweepe the ground: 

And thou that fil df{t at good Dake Humfries death, 

Againft the fenfeleffe windes fhall grin in vaine, 

Who in contempt thal! hiffeat thee againe, 

And wedded be thou to the Hagges of hell, 

For daring to affye a mighty Lord 

Vnto the daughter of a worthleffe King, 

Hauing neyther Subieét, Wealth, nor Diadem : 

By diuellifh policy artthou growne great, 

And like ambitious Sylla ouer-gorg’d, 

With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart. 

Bythee Anioz and Maine were fold to France. 

The falfe reuolting Normans thorough thee, 

Difdaine co call vs Lord, and Piccardie 

Hath flaine their Gouernors, furpriz’d our Forts, 

And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home. 

The Princely Warwicke, andthe Newils all, 

Whofe dreadfull fwords were never drawne in yaine, 

As hating thee, andrifing vp in armes . 3 

And now the Houfe of Yorke thruft from the Crowne, 

By fhamefull murther of a guiltleffe King, 

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 

Burnes with reuenging fire, whofe hopefull colours 

Aduance our halfe-fac’d Sunne, ftriuing to fhine ; 

Vander the which is writ, Jamitss nubibus. 





‘And zo conclude, Reproach and Beggerie, 


Andall by thee: away, conucy him hence... 
-© Saf. O that were aGod, to fhoot forth Thunder, 
Vpon thefe paltry, feruile,abie&t Drudges :, 


Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more 

Then Bargulus the {trong MlyrianPyrates 
Drones fucke not Eagles blood, butrob Bee-hiues: 
It is inapoffible that I fhould dye By 































































































































































































































. bien. 
to thy death. 
- Saf, Pine gelidus tinsor occupat artus, ivisthee I feare. 
wal,Thou fhalt haue caufe to feare before I leaue thee. 
What, are ye danted now? Now will ye ftoope. 
1.Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him, fpeak him fair. 
Suf, Suffolkes Imperial tongue is {terne and rough: 
Vs'dto command, vntaught to pleade for fauour, 
Farre be it, we fhould honor fuch as thefe 
With humble fuite: no, rather let my head 
Stoope to the blocke, then thefe knees bow toany, 
Saue to the God of heaven, aad to my King: 
And fooner dance vpon a bloody pole, 
Then ftand yncouer’d to the Vulgar Groome. 
True Nobility, isexempt from feare: 
More can I beare, then you dare execute. 
“Liew, Hale him away, and let him talke no more ; 
Come Souldiers, thew what cruelty ye can. 
Suf. That this my death may neuer be forget. 
Great men oft dye by vilde Bezonions. 
A Romane Sworder, and Bandetto flaue 
Murder’d {weet Tully. Brutex Baftard hand 
Stab’d Juhus Cefar. Sauage Iflanders 
Pompey the Great, and Suffolke dyes by Pyrats. 
Exit water with Suffolke. 
Liew. Andas for thefe whofe ranfome we haue fer, 
It is our pleafure one of them depart 
Therefore come you with vs, and let him go, 
. Exit Lieutenant, and the reft. 
(Manet the firf Gent. Enter Walter with the body. 
Wal. There let his head, and liueleffe bodie lye, 
Vntill the Queenc his Miftris bury ic. Exit Walter. 
1.Gent. O barbarous and bloudy fpeGacle, 
‘His body will I beare ynto the King: 
Ifhe reuenge it not, yet will his Friends, 
So will the Queene, that living, held him deere, 


Ener Bens, and Toba Holland, 


Bewis. Come and gecthee a fword, though made ofa 
{ Lath, they haue bene vp thefe two dayes. 
Hol, They have the more neede to fleepenow then. 
Beuws. Ltell thee, Zacke Cade the Cloathier, meanes to 
dreffe the Common-wealth and turne it, and fet anew 
nap vpon it. 
1 «Bol. Sohehad need, for’tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
| it was neuer merrie world in England, fince Gentlemen 
| camevp. 
| Beus. OmiferableAge : 
| Handy-crafts men, © i 


Aprons. 
Beuis, Nay more, the Kings Councell are.no good 
Workemen. i 1103 


braue minde; thena hard hand.» 
‘| Tannerof Wingham. ooo! 2). se 
__ Benis, Hee fhall haue the’ skinnes of our'enemies, to 


Vertue isnot regarded in. 


Hol, The Nobilitie thinke fcorne to goe in Leather 


oi! 3q | fhould vndoe aman. Some fay the Bee ftingss 
‘Hol. Truevand yetitis faid, Labour inthy Vocatt. 
on: which is'as much to fay, as let the Magiftrates be la- 
bouring men} and therefore fhould we be Magiftrates. 
Benis. Thowhatt hit it : for there’s no better figne of a | 


Hol, 1 fee them, I {ee them : There's Bets Sonne, the | 





























make Dogges Leather of. 
And Dicke the Butcher. 
ews. Then is fin ftrucke downe like me 
quities throate cut like a Calfe, 4 Oxevan ie 
Hel. And Smith the Weauer. 
Beu. Argo,their thred of life is fpun. 
Hol. Come, come, let’s fall in with them. 


Drumme. Enter Cade, Dicke Butcher, Smith the Weauer 
and a Sawyer, with infinite numbers. 


on Wee John Cade, fo tearm’d of our fuppofedFy. 
But. Or rather of ftealing a Cade of Herrings, 
Cade, For our enemies fhall faile before ys, infpired 
with the {pirit of putting down Kings and Princes, Com. 
mand filence. : 
But. Silence. 
Cade. My Father was a AZortimer. 
But. He was an honeft man, anda good Bricklayer, 
(ade, My mother a Plantagenet. 
Batch. Uknew her well, fhe was a Midwife, - 
Cade. My wife defcendedofthe Lacies, 
Bat. She was indeed a Pedlers daughter, & fold many 
Laces. 
Weauer. Butnowof late, not able totrauell withher 
furr’d Packe, fhe wafhes buckes here at home. 
Cade. Therefore am I of an honorable houfe, 
Bat. 1 by my faith, the field is honourable, and there 
was he borne, vnder a hedge: for his Father had never a 
houfe bur the Cage. 
Cade. Valiant lam, 
Weauer’ Amuft needs, for beggery is valiant, 
Cale, Lamableto enduremuch. 
But, No queftion of that ; for I haue feene him whipt 
three Market dayes together, 
. Cade. I feare neither {word, nor fire, 
Wea. Henecde not feare the fword, for his Coateisof 
proofe. 
But. But me thinks he fhould (tand in feare of fe, be- 
ing burnt i’th hand for ftealing of Sheepe. 
Cade. Be braue then, foryour Capraine is Braue, and 
Vowes Reformation, There fhall be in England, fouen 
halfe peny Loaues fold for a peny : the three hoop’d pot, 
fhall haure ten hoopes, and I wil make it Fellony to drink 
{mall Beere. All the Realine fhall be in Commion,and ia 
Cheapfide fhall my Palfrey goto graffe: and when lam 
King, as King I will be. 
All, God fave your Maiefty. | 
Cade. I thanke you good people. There fhall beeno 
mony, all fhall eate and drinke on my fcore, and] wi 
apparrell chem allin one Liuery, that they may agree like} 
Brothers, and worfhip metheir Lord. | 
Bat. The firlt thing we do, let’s kill all the Lawyets 
Cade. Nay, that I meaneto do. Is not this a lament 
blething, that of the skin of an innocent Lambe thot 
be made Parchment; that Parchment being (cribeld ote, 
but] fay, 
*tis che Bees waxe: for I did bur feale once to 4 ching,ane 
I wasneuer midecowndnianfince.;. Hownane ait 
there ? 2 . 
oc 1 Enter a (learke. sd bib 1299 
Weaner. The Cleatke of Charram : hee can writes 
reade, and caftaccompt.), | ~» dy tO 
Cade. O monftrous. »: 4°, Lynt? 
Wea. Wetooke him fetting of boyes Copies: (ie 
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“Cade. Here’s a Villaine,; 9... 5). pa 
wea, Ha’s a Booke in his pocket with red Letters in’t 
(ade. Nay then he, is a Coniurer. 
But, Nay, he canmake Obligations,and write Court 
hand. 
ean Tamforry for't):, The manis a proper man of 
mine Honour : ynlefie I findehim guilty,hefhallnot die. 
Come hither firrah, I muft examine thee +, What is thy 
name ? rf bsiodil 
Clearke. Ensanucll, 
But, They vfeto writ it 
pohard with you. ‘ ; ua 
(sdeLetmealonc : Doft thou. vfe to write thy name? 
Orhat chou amarke'to thy felfe, ikea honeft plain dea- 
lingman? trey a 
[learke. Sir [thankeGod, I haue bin fo well brought 
vp, that Ican.writemy name. 
All, He hath confeft :.away with him : he’s a Villaine 
anda Traitor. 
Cade. Awayewith hin Lfay: Hang him with his Pen 
and Inke-horne abourhis necke, 


onthe top of Letters: Twill 


Exit one with the Clearke 
y .« | Eater Michael. , 
Mich. Where’s our Generall ? 
Cade. Heere.Lam thou particular fellow. 
mich, Ely, fly, fly, Sir Hamfrey Stafford and his brother 
lachard by, with the Kings Forces, 
Cade, Stand villaine, itand, or He fell thee downe: he 
{hall be encountred with aman as goodas himfelfe, He 
isbura Knight, is a2 
mich, No. “<r “a 
_ Cade. To equall him I will make my felfe a knightipre- 
fently ; Rife vp Sit John Mortimer.. Now haue at him. 


Enter Sir Humfrey S. tafford, and bis: Brother, 
with Dram and Soldiers, 


Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filch and {cum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the Gallowes : Lay your Weapons downe, 
Home to your Cottages : forfake this Groome, / 
The King is mercifull, if you reuolt, 

Bro, But angry,wrathfull, and inclin’d to blood, 
Ifyou go forward : therefore yeeld, or dye. 

Cade. ‘As for thefe filken-coated flaues I paffenot, 
{Itisto you.good people, thar I {peake, . ..\ 
jOuer whom (in. time to come) L hope to raigne : 
\Forlam rightfull heyre vnto the Crowne... 
Sta. Villaine, thy Father was.a Playfterer, .: 
|Andthou thy felfe a Sheareman, art thou not? 

} Cade, And Adam was a Gardiner. {, ... 
| Bro. And whar ofthat? , snevtet | 
Cade. Marry, this Edmaend Mortimer Earle of March, 
martied the Duke of Clarence.daughter,didhe not. - | 
 Staf. 1 fr. aay . “Egor 


ure Edy sisal PO UEW Peas 4 $ > ther f, 

Cade. By her hehadtwo children atone birth... 4 

}8ro, Fhat’sfalies .; ..- iad tad 
» Cade, I there’s the queftion; Bur Lfay,’tistrues 4 | 

|The elder of thea being put to nusfes =. -~. . 

| “Vas by a begger-woman,ftolne away,» »» 

_ | And ignorant of his birth and parentage...) .. | iV 
[Became a Bricklayer, whenhe cameto ages... sin’) 
Hisfonne am I, deny itifyou.can., es ceeares helee 

Set, 


Nay, ‘tis too trie, therefore hethall be King. 


th 4 ea. Sit, he made a Chimney in my, Fathers houfes 8 
the brickes are aliuevat,shisday,to teftufieit.-:. therefore — 
chyitnor © Coane” eh A fad oe 


ie | 
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- more then that, he can {peake French,and therefore hee is 


——e 


nen 


> For they are thrifty honeft men, and fuch 





Staf. And will you credit this bafe Drudges Wordes,} 
that fpeakes heknowesnot what... + 
ell. marry will we: therefore getyegone.. uf 
Bro. Tacke Cade; the D.of York hathtaught you this; 
Cade. He lyes, ford inuented it my felfe., Go too Sirs | 
rah, tell the King from me, that for his Fathers fake Hes- | 
rythefift, (in whofe time, boyes went to Span-counter | 
for French Crownes) [ am content he fhallraigne,but Ile 
be Protector ouer him: 7 “yt 
Butcher. And furthermore, wee'l hauethe Lord Sayes | 
head, for fellingthe Dukedome of Adaine, 
Cade And goodreafon: for thereby is England maid t 
And faine to go with a {taffe,bur that my puiffance holds 
itvp. Fellow-Kings, i tell you, chat.that Lord Say hath 
gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuchs:.8& } 


a Traitor. oc] ie acu 
Staf. O grofle and miferable ignorance, : 
Cade, Nay an{wer ifyoucan: The Frenchmen are our 

enemies :-go too then, Lask but this: Can he that {peaks 

with the tongue ofan enemy, be a good Councellour, or 
no? by ox eee ny 

All. No, no,andtherefore wee’l haue hishhead. 

Bro. Well, feeing.geatle words will not prenayle, 
Affaile them with the Army ofthe King. . 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout every Towne, 
Proclaime them Traitorsthat arexp with Cade, 
That thofe which fiye before the battell ends, 
May even in their Wives and Childrens fighe, 
Behang’d vp forexample at their doores: 4 .; a 
And youthat bethe Kings Friends foliowmer . Exit. 

Cade. And you that loue the Commons, follow mez) | 
Now fhew your felues men, ‘tis for Liberty. | 
We will nor leaue one Lord, one Gentleman: 
Spare none, but fuch as go,in clouted fliooen, 













As would (but that they darenot) take our parts. Yeu 
Bat, They.are all in order,and march roward.vs. . 
Cade; But.then are, wein.order, when we are moft out), 

of order: Come, march,forward. i i 


Alarums tothe fight, wherein both the Staffordsare flaine. | 
~ Enter Cade and thereft. ea ee ee ee 


Cade, Where's Dickey the Buecher of Afhford rte 
But. Heere fire sddiluow sisdest Minted edt 
Cade. They fell beforethee like Sheepeand Oxen, & 

thou behaued ft-thy felfe,asiifthou hadft beene in thine 

owne Slaughter-houfe: Therfore thus will Ireward thee, 
the Lent fhal! bee as long againeas it is, .and thou fhale 
have a Licenfe ro kill foryahundred lacking one. 
Bar. | defire no moregey, 1 os 39133} ee onols sell bad 
Cade. And tofpeake truth, thou deferu’ft no leffe,' 

This Monument of the vigtory.willI.beare, and che bo-} . 

dies fhall be drage’d at my horfeheeles, till I do come to}, 

London, where we will.baue the Maiors fyord born be-. 

fore VSe 2 S21 ON BA Sk st Ipi fp eu8 ct oe Yad i 

But. If we meanetoshriue,and do.good, breake open 
the Gaoles,anidler our the Prifonerseyr =.) sa yoh 
Cade. Fearenot that watrant thee, Come,let’s march 
towards-London, <j 0.3 sa108 qsacil r: AT Exennt. 
sora} iw sged-we bok? Away aA sero) os 

Enter the King with aSupplication andthe Queene with Suf- 

"> felkes bead, the bake of Buckingham, andthe, 
‘ - blened coy deg Sarepodanfuth aek_,'f 
Quveve. Ofc gue thar gisefefofens thé mind, 
3 Ady 


+ 































































































































































































































































| 140 
‘And makes it fearefull and degenerate, » 
Thinke therefore on reuenge, and ceafe to weepe. 
‘But who can céale to weepe, and looke on this. 
| Heere may his head lye on my throbbing breft: 
But where’s the body that I fhould imbrace? 
‘Buc. What anfwee makes your Grace to the Rebells 
Supplication ? 
King. We fend fome holy Bifhopto intreat : 
For God forbid, fo many fimple foules 
| Should perith bythe Sword. Andi my felfe, 
Rather then bloody Warre fhall cut them fhort, 
Will parley with Zacke Cade their Generall. 
But ftay, Ile read it ouer once againe. J 

Qx, Albarbarons villaines: Hath this louely tace, 
 Rul’d like a wandering Plannet ouer me, 
And could it not inforce them to relent, 
That were vnworthy to behold the fame, 

King. Lord Say, lacke Cade hath {worne to huae thy 
head. : 

’ Say. I, but 1 hope your Highneffe fhall haue his, 

~~ King. How now Madam? 
Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolkes death ? 
I feareme (Loue)ifthatLhadbeenedead, 
Thou would’# not have mourn’d fo much for me. 
| Qu. Nomy Loue, I thould not mourne, but dye for 
| thee, 





Emter a Meffenger, 


| King. How now? What newes ? Why com’ft thou in 
fuch hafte? 

1° Adef. The Rebels are'in’Southwatke:Fly my Lord : 

| Lacke Cade proclaimes himfelfe Lord Adortimer, 

_ | Defcended from the Duke of Clarence hoiife, 
| And calles yout Grace Vfurper, openly, 

| And yvowes to Crowne himfelfe in Weltminfter. 

] His Army is aragged multitude cna: 

Of Hindes and Pezants, rude‘and mercileffe: 

4 Six Huusfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, 

‘Hath given them heart and courage to proceede: 

} All Schollers, Lawyers,Courtiers, Gentlemen, 

| They call falfe Catterpillers, and intend their death. 

"Kin.Oh gracelefle men: they know not what they do, 

-« Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 
Vntill a power be rais’d to put them downe. 

| Qs. Ahwerethe Duke of Suffolke now aliue, 
Thete Kentith Rebels would be foone appeas’d. 

Kiag. Lord Say, the Traicors hatech thee, 

/ Therefore away with vs to Killingworth. 

| Say. Somight your Graces perfon be in'danger ; 
The fight of me is odious in their eyes : bi 

And therefore ity chis Citty will Iftay, 

{ Andliue alone as fecret as I may. 


yaad rie Po 
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+ And therefore am I bold and refolite, 


| (which fold the Townes in France. 















; Exeuny 


Enter Lord Scales vpow the Trier walking. 7; 
~ two or three itixens meee ke ken “eres 
Scales, How now? Is Tacke Cade flaine? 
1.Cit. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine: 
For they haue wonne the Bridge, 
Killing all thofe that withftand them ; 
The L. Maior craues ayd of your Honor from the’, 
To defend the City from the Rebels. . Tope 
Scales. Suchayd as I can {pare you fhallc 
But I am troubled heere with them my felon 
The Rebels haue affay’d to win the Tower, 
But get you to Smithfield, and gather head, 
And thither] will fend you Mathew Goffe. 
Fight for your King, your Countrey,and your Lines 
And fo farwell, for I mutt hence againe, - 


Nes 


 Exean 


Exter Lacke Cade andthereft, and sj es bis 
Staffe on London fione. pres: 


Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 
And heere fitting vpon London Stone, 
I charge and command, that of the Cities coft 
The piffing Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine 
This firftyeare of our raigne. 
And now henceforward it fhall be Treafon for sny, 
That calles me other then Lord Mortimer, 
Enter a Soldier ruuning. 
Soul. Iacke Cade, Lacke Cade, 
Cade, Knocke him downe there, They bil bin 
But. If this Fellow be wife, hee'l neuer call yee /anke 
Cade more, I thinke he hath a very faire warning, 
Dicke. My Lord, there’s an Army gathered together 
inSmithfield, ~ 
Cade. Come, then let’s go fight with them: 
But firft, go and fer London Bridge on fire, 
And if you can, burne downe the Tower too. 
Come, let’s away. "Eexeunt omnes, 


Alarums. (Mathew Goffe is flain,and alltheref 
Then enter Iacke Cade,with his Company, . 


(ade, So firs: now'go fome and pull down the Savoy’ 
Others to’th Itiies of Court, downe with themall. 
Hut, {havea fuite vnto your Lordfhip. 
Cade. Bee ita Lordthippe, thou {halt haue iefor that 
word. 3 1RETS4 x 
But, Onely that the Lawes of England may come oll) 
‘| of your mouth. : 
| ° Tabn. Maffetwill be fore Lawthen, for he was thru | 
| inthe mouth witha Speare, and "tis nor whole yet 4 
Smith. Nay lobn,it wil be Rinking Law,for his bret 
ftinkes with eating toafted-cheefe. aye 
(ade. Ihave thought vponit, it fhall bee fo. ta 
burne all che Records of the Realme, my mouth fhall 4 
the Parliament of England, ere 
John, Then we arelike to haue biting Statutes 
Voleffe his teeth be pull’d out, wee C ail] 
Cade, Andhence-forward all chings fhall bein Com 
men. _ Entera Mefenger. OT eae 
Hef! My Lord a pie, eprive,eeret che Lot 
Mef: My Lord. a prize, a prize, 8 <r emade spy] 
one and twenty Fifteenes,and one thilling to the ge 
the laft Subfidie.: Bae! 


Ester George with the Lord Say. 



















Cade. Well, hee fhall be beheaded for it ten times : 
Ahthou Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now 
artthou within poiat-blanke of our Turifdiction Regall. 
‘What canft thou anfwer to my Maielty, for giuing vp of 
Normandie vnto Mounfieur Bafimece, the Dolphine of 
France? Be it knowne wnto thee by. thefe prefence, euen 
theprefence of Lord Mortimer, that I amcthe Beefome 
that mut {weepe the Court cleane of fuch filthas thou 
art: Thou haft moft traiteroufly corrupted the youth of 
the Realme, imereCting aGramimar Schoole : and where- 
as before, our Fore-fathers ‘had no other Bookes but the 

Scoreand the Tally, thou haft caufed printing tobe vs'd, 
and contrary to the King, his Crowne, and Dignity,thou 

haft built a Paper- Mill. It will be prooued to thy Face, 

that thou haft menabout thee, that viwally talke sof a 

Nowneand a Verbe, and fuch abhominable wordes, as 

no Chriftian eare can endure to heare. Thou haft appoin- 

tedIuftices. of Peace, to call poore men before them, 4- 

bout matters they were noc abletoanfwer, Moreouer, 

thou hat put them in prifon, and becaufe they could not 

reade, thou haft hang’d them, when {indeede) onely for 

Ithat caufe they haue beene moft worthy toliue. Thou 

doftride ina foot-cloth,doft thou not? 

Say, What of that ? 

Cade, Marry, thou oughr’ft not tolet thy horfe weare 
aCloake, when honefter men then thou go in their Hofe 
{and Doublets. 

Dicke, And worke in their fhirt to, asmy felfe for ex- 
- jample, that ama butcher. 

Say, You men of Kent. 

Dic, What fay you of Kent. 

Say, Nothing but this :’Tis bona terra, mala gens. 

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he {peaks La- 
tine. 

Say, Heare me but fpeake, and beare meé wher’e you 

wills 

Kent, in the Commentaries Cefar writ, * 

Isterm’d the ciuel’t place of all this Ifle: 
Sweet is the Covntry, becaufe full of Riches, 

The People Liberall, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
| Which makes me hope you are not void of pitty. 
\Ifoldnort Maine, I loftnot Normandie, 
{Yet to recover them would loofe my life: 
luflice with fauour haue I alwayes done, 
|Prayres and Teares haue mou'd me, Gifts could neuer, -: 
When haue } ought exaétedat your hands ? 
Kent tomaintaine, the King,the Realme and you, 
Large gifts have J beftow'd on learned Clearkes, 


And feeing Tenorance is thecurfe of God, 
Knowledgethe Wing wherewith wé flyeto heaven, 
Valeffe you be poeft with diuellith tpirits, . 
You cannot but forbeate to murther me ¢ 


For your behoofe.!. 11 


. 


_, 54. Great men haue reaching bandstoft haue I truck 


Folkes ? 


iY 


Tedhapaine. 
Au 
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Becaufe my Booke preferr’d metothe King, =! i : 


| This Tongue hath parlied ynto Forraigne Kings ©" | 
Cade. Tut, whewftrack’ thou one blow itvthe field? - 


Thofe that neuer faw,and firucketherrdead, 262° 4 | 
Gea Oinonftrous Coward! Whavjtocome behinde 

S@.Thefecheekesiare pale for watching for your good 

Cade, Giug hinva box o’th’eate, andchiatwil make’emn 
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Say. Long fitting to determine poore mens caufes, 
Hath made me full of fickneffe and difeafes. 

(ade. Ye {hall haue a hempen Candle then, & the help 
of hatchet. : 

Dicke. Why doft thou quiuer man ? 

Say. The Palfie, and not feare prouokes me. 

Cade, Nay, he noddes at vs, as who fhould fay, Hebe 
even with you. Ile fee ifhis head will ftand Reddier on 
a pole,orno: Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me: wherein hauc I offended moft ? 

Haue [affected wealth, or honor ? Speake. 

Are my Chefts fill’d yp with extorted Gold? 

Is my Apparrell fumptuous to behold ? 

Whom haue I inivr’d, that ye fecke my death ? 

Thefe hands are free from guiltleffe bloodfhiedding, - 
This breaft from harbouring foule deceitfull thoughts. 
Olet meliue. 

Cade. 1 feele remorte in my felfe with his words : but 
We bridle it: he fhall dye, and itbee bus for pleading fo 
well for his life. Away with him, he ha’s a Familiar vn- | 
der his Tongue, he fpeakes nota Gods name. Goe, take 
him away | fay, and ftrike off his head prefently,and then | 
breake into hisSonnein Lawes houfe, Sir James Cromer, 
and ftrike offhis head, and bring them both vppontwo 
poles hither, 

All, Tcthallbe done. ‘. 

Say. Ab Countrimen : 1f when you make your prair’s, 
God fhould be fo obdurate as your felues: 
How would it fare with your departed foules, | 
And therefore yet relent, and faue my life. ae 

Cade. Away with him,and do as I command ye :the 
proudeft Peere in the Realme, fhall not wearea head on 
his fhoulders, vnleffe be pay me tribute ; there fhall noc} 
a maid be married, but fhe (hall pay to me her Mayden- |} 
head ere they haueic : Men fhali hold of mee in Capite, 
And we charge and command, that their wiues be as free 
as heart can wifh,or congue can tell, ae Ae 

Dicke, My Lord, eee ayes gk 
When fhall we go to Cheapfide, and take vp commodi-; 
ties vpon our billes? £ 

Cade. Marry prefently. 

Ai, O braue. =e 








Enter one with the beads. ° 


Cade, Butis not this braver : 3 
Let chem kiffe one another ; For they lou'd-well 
When they wetealiue, Now part them againe, © 
Leaft they confult about the Bining vp mid? 
Of fome more Townes'iti France. Soldiers, 
Deferre the fpoile of the Gitie vntillnight: | « 
For with thefe borne before vs,in feed of Maces, 
‘Will we ride throngh the ftreets,& at euery Corner’ 


Haue'théinkiffe.: Away. ° © Exit” 
- Alarum, aud Retreat. Enter agains Cade, - mt 


and all his rabblement. — 


-° Cage. Vp Filh-fireete; downe Saint Magnes corner, 
killand Knocke downe, throw theiVinto Thames?” © 
33 5°21 SHEIS P23 BE -eMOigs tHOMIH GSH £9i8C 


, Sotindaparley. = 
What noife is this eafe?” rs* A cif aBOLG 2867 $4 DOA 
Dare any befobold to found Retreat'or Parley 
When T command thei kill? 


° sn Enter 


etter ter 
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14.2 The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt. 
GRpae SE t | Fellow me fouldiers,weeldaulCameng 7 

| Enter Buckingham, and eld Clifford. To reconcile you all ynto the King. 











E 
Buc. Where they be, that dare and will difturb thee: “CUMS onanes, 
Know Cade, we come Ambafladors from the King Sound Trampets. Enter King, Queene,and 
Vato the Commons, whom thou haft mifled, Somer fet on the Tarras, 
_| And heere pronounce free pardon to themall, 
Thar will forfake thee, and go home in peace. King. Was euer King that ioy’dan earthly Throne 
Chf. What fay ye Countrimen, will ye relent And could command no more content then J? : 
| And yeeld to mercy, whil ft tis offered you,» : No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
Or let arabble leade you to your deaths, Buc I was made a King, at nine months olde, 
Who loues the King, and will imbrace his pardon, Was neuer Subicét long’dto bea King, 
Fling vp his cap,and fay,God faue his Maiefty, As I dolong and with tobe a Subiea, 
Who hateth him, and honors not his Father, 
Henry the fift, chat made all France to quake, Enter Buckingham and (lifford. 
Shake he his weapon at vs, and paffe by, 
} ell. God faue the King, God faue the King. Buc, Health and glad tydings to your Maiefty. 


Cade. What Buckingham and Clifford are ye fo braue? Kis. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade 
And you bafe Pezants, do ye beleeue himywill youneeds | Or ishe but retir’d to make him Rrong? 
be hang’d with your Pardons aboutyour neckes? Hath 


furptis'd? 


| my {word therefore broke through London gates, that Enter Multitudes with Halters about theiy 
} you fhould Jeaue me at the White-heart in Southwarke, Neckes, 
j Ithought ye would never have giuen out thefe Armes til | 
you had recouered your ancient Freedome. Butyouare Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his powers do yeeld, 


| all Recreants and Dattards, and delight to liueinflauerie | And humbly thus with halters on their neckes, 

4 tothe Nobility. Let them breake yourbackes withbur- | Expeé& your Highneffe doome of life,or death, 

4 chens, take your houfes ouer your heads, rauifh your King. Then heauen fet ope thy everlafting gates, 
| Wiues and Daughters before your faces. Forme, Iwill ; To entertaine my vowes of thankes and praife, 

| make fhift for one, and fo Gods Curffe light vppon you | Souldiers, this day haue you redeem’d your lines, 


qall. EER a And fhew’d how well you loue your Prince & Countrey: 
| All. Wee'l follow Cade, Continue ftill in this fo good a minde, 
Weelfollow Cade. . And Henry though he be infortunate, 
|. Clif. Is (ade the fonne of Henry the fift, Affure your felues will neuer be vnkinde: 
} That thus you do exclaime you'l go with him, And fo with thankes, and pardon to you all, 
| Will he condud& you through the heart of France, | Ido difniffe you to your de vezal Countries. 
4 And makethe meaneft of you Earles and Dukes 2 e4H#. God fauc the King God fanetheKing, 
| Alas, he hath no home, no place to flye too: ; 
Nor knowes he how to liue, but by the {poile, Enter a Meffenger. 
4 Valeffe by robbing of your Friends,and vs. u. Mef, Pleafe it your Grace to be aduertifed, 
1-Wer'cnot a thame, that whilft you liue at iarre, The Duke of Yorke is newly-eome from Ireland, 
| The fearfull French, whom you late vanquithed And with a puiffant and a mighty power 
| Should make a ftart ore-feas, and yanquifh you? Of Gallow-glafles and ftout Kernes, 
| Methinkes alreadie in this ciuill broyle, Is marching hither ward in proud array, 
| 1 fee them Lording it in London fireets, _} And fill proclaimeth as he comes along, 
4 Crying Vildazo vnto all they. meete. . His Armes are onely to remoue from thee 
‘| Better ten thoufand bafe-borne Cades mifcarry, The Duke of Somerfet,whom he tearmes a Traitor, 
4 Then you fhould ftoope vnto aFrenchmansimercy, King. Thus ftands my ftate, ’twixt Cadeand Yorke 
4 To France, tq. France, and get what you haue loft : difirett, ) 
Spare England, for itis your Natiue Coaft: ... Liketo aShip, that having {cap'da Tempeft, 
| Henry hath mony, yowareftrong and manly; Is ftraight way calme, and boorded witha Pyrate. 
f God on our fidejdoubt not of Victorie. atid But now is Cade driven backe, his men difpiere'd, 
| Ad. A Chiftord,a Clifford,» - weds And now is Yorke in Armes, to fecond him. 


ee I pray thee Buckingham go and meete him, 

Cade... Was cues Feather folightly blowne.too & fro, | And aske him what’s the reafon ofthefe Armes: 
asthis multitude? The name of Henry thefift,hales them | Tell him, lle fend Duke Edmund tothe Tower, 

to an hundred mifchiefes, and makes them leauc mee de» | And Somerfet wewillcommitthee thithery: 0 
folate. fee them lay cheir heades together to furprize | Vatillhis Army bedifmift fromhim. 1 * 

me. My fword make way for me, for heere is no ftaying: Somerfet. Myderd, © oy boll 

in defpight of the diuels andhell, haue through the verie || Ile yeelde my felfe ro prifon willingly, 

middeft of you, and. beauens:and honos be witnefleythat | Oxvntodeath,todomy Countrey goods) 

no waot of refolution.in mee, but onely my Followers |. King, In any cafe, benorro roughin termes, 
bafe aad ignominious treafons, makesme betake meeto | Forhe is fierce,andcannot brooke hard Language: - 
my heeles. . ee Exit > Bye, 1 will my Lord,anddoubt not fo.ro.dealey: 


Back. What, is he fled? Go fanie and follow him, { As allthings thall redound ynto your good, © ig 
} And he that brings hishead vntotheKing, 9 55:2." | bo oKmg, Comewife,ler’sinanddearneto govern bet ; 
4 Shall have a thowiand Crownesforhisreward. | | Faryetanay England curfe my wretched raigne. 


<\f:,) Bexennt fome of them. Flonri(h. a 





























Enter Cade. 





(ade. Fye on Ambitions: fiecon my felfe, thathaue a, 
ford, and yet amiready to famifh. Thefe fiue daies haue 
Thidme in thefe Woods, and durftnot peepe out, forall 
the Cotintry is laid for me : but now am fo hungry,that 
ifImight have a Leafe of my life for a thoufand yeares, I 
could flay no longer. Wherefore ona Bricke -wal!-haue 
Idimb’d into this Garden, tofeeif | cameateGrafle, or 
picke a Sallec another while,which is nor amiffe to coole 
amans Romacke this hot weather : and I thinkthis word 
Gallet was borne to do me goed: formany a time but for 
Gallet, my braine“pan haa bene cleft with a brown Bill; | 
and many a time when L have beene dry, & bravely mar- | 
ching, it hath feru’d me infteede of a quart potto drinke 
in:andnow the word Sallet muft ferue me to-feed on, 


Enter Iden. 

Iden, Lord, who would live turmoyled in the Court, 
And may enioy fuch quiet walkesas thefe ? 

This fmall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth che, and worth a.Monarchy. 

[fecke not to waxe great by others warning, 
Or gather wealth I care not with what enuy : 
Syficeth, that I haue maintaines iny ftace, 

And {ends the poore well pleafed from my gate. 

Cade, Heere’s the Lord of the foile come td feize me 
for a ftray, for encering his Fee-fimple without leaue. A 
Villaine, thou wilt betray me,and get a 2000, Crownes 
oftheKing by carrying my headtohim, but llemake 
thee eate Iron like an Oftridge, and {wallow my Sword 
like a great pin ere thou and J part. 

Iden, Why tude Companion, whatfoere thou be,! 
Iknow thee not, why then fhould I betray thee? 
Istnotenough to breake into my Garden, 

Andlike a Theefe to come torob my grounds; 
Climbing my walles infpight of me the Owner, 
But thou wilt braue me with thefe fawcie termes ? 

Cade. Brane thee? 1 by the beftblood thateuer was 
broach’d, and beard theeto. Looke on mee well, I haue 
eatenomeate thefe fiue dayes, yetcome thou and thy 
fuemen, and if I doe not leaue you all as dead as adoore 
nile, I pray God I may neuer eate graffe more. 

Iden. Nay, it fhall nere be faid, while England ftands, 
That eAlexander Iden an Efquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate a poore famifht man. 

Oppofethy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine, 

Seeifthou canft out-face me with thy lookes: 

Set limbe to limbe, and thou art farre the leffer: 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fift, 

Thy legge a fticke compared with this Truncheon, 

My foote fhall fight with all the #rength thou haft, 

And if mine arme beheaued in the Ayre, 

Thy graue is digg’d already in the earth: 

) As for words, whofe greatneffe anfwer's words, 

Let this my {word report what fpeech forbeares. 

Cade. By my Valour : the moft compleate Champi- 
onthareuer Lheard. Steele, if thou turne the edge, or 
cutnot out. the burly bon’d Clowne in chines of Beefe, 
tre thou fleepein thy Sheath,] befeech loue on my knees 
thou May ft be turn’d to Hobnailes. 


Heere they Fight. 


Olam flaine, Famine and no other hath laine me,let ten 


dinner ar Me Y 


The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt. 


rT TE 


/ 143 
- thoufand diuelles come againft me,’ and gitle me butithe 
ten meales [haueloft, and I’de defie themall, Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place toall that do 
dwellinthishoufe, becaufethe vncohquered foule of 
. Cade is fled. . eed 2: 
Iden, 1s’t Cade that I have flain,that monftrous traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deede;, 
And hang theeo’re my Tombe, when Tam dead. 
Ne’re thall this blood be'wiped from thy point, 
But thou halt weare it asa Heralds coate, |. 
To emblaze the Honor that thy Mafter got. a s39h4 
(ade. Iden farewell, and be proud ofthy victory: Tell | 
Kent from me, fhe bath loft her beft man, and exhort all} 
the World tobe Cowards : For I chat neuer feared any, 
am vanquifhed by Famine; not by Valour... Dyes. 
Id.How ranch thou wrong’ftme,heauen be my iudge; 
Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her chat bare thee: 
And as I thra thy body in with my fword, 
So with I, might thruft thy fouletohell.. 
Hence will I dragge thee headlong by the heeles - 
Vntoa dunghill, which fhall be thy graue, 
Andthere cut offthy moft yngracious head, 
Which I will beare in triumph tothe King, 
Leauing thy trunke for Crowes to feed ypon, 








Exit; 


Ener Yorke, and bis Army of lrih, wes 
Drum and Colours. 


Yor.From Ireland thus comes York to claim his right, 
And plucke the Crowne from feeble Henries head, 
Ring Belles alowd, burne Bonfires cleare and bright 
Toentertaine great Englands lawfull King. 

Ah Sanita Mazeftas! who would not buy thee deere ?- 
Let them obey, that knowes not how to Rule, | 

This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 

I cannot giue due action to my words, 

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 

A Scepter {hall it haue, haue Ia foule, 

On which He roffe the Fleure-de-Luce of France. 


Enter Buckingham. 


Whom haue we heere? Buckingham to difturbe me? 
The king hath fenc him fure : I muft diflemble. 
Bue. Yorke,if thou meaneft wel, I greet thee well. 
Yor. Humfrey of Buckingham,I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a Meflenger, or come of pleafure. 
Buc. AMeflenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reafon of thefe Armes in peace. 
Or why, thou being a Subiect, as I am, 
Againft thy Oath,and true Allegeance {worne, 
Should raife fo great a power without his leaue ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force fo neere the Court # 
Yor. Scarfe can I fpeake, my Cholleris fo great. 
OhI could hew vp Rockes, and fight with Fline, 
Iam fo angry at thefe abiect tearmes. 
Andnow like diax Telamonius, 
On Sheepe or Oxen could I fpend my furie. 
lam farre better borne then is the king : 
More likea King, more Kingly in my thoughts. 
But I muft make faire weather yet a while, 
Till Henry be more weake,and I more trong. * 
Buckingham,] prethee pardon me, 
That I have giuennoanfwerallthiswhile: 
My minde was troubled with deepe Melancholy. 
The caufe why I haue brought this Armie hither; 
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__ | 
Is toremoue proud Somerferfremthe Kine, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the Srate. 

Bue. Thatistoo much prefumption on thy part: 
Butifthy Armes be to no other end, felts 
‘The King hath yeelded vnto thy demand 
‘The Duke of Somerfet is in the’ Tower. | 
- Yorke. Vipowthine Honor ishe Prifoner ? 
Buck, Vpon-mine Honor hes Prifoner. 
Yorke. Then Buckinghom I'dodifmiffemy Powres. 
Souldiers, | thanke you all : difperfe your felues: 
‘Meet me to nioftow in S. Georges Field , 
You fhall-haue pay, and cuery thing you with. 
Andletthy Soueraigne, vertious Henry, 
Command iniy eldeft fonne, nay all my fonnes, 
‘As pledges ofmy Fealtie and Loue, 
Tle fend theth all as willing asTliue: 
Lands,Goods,Horfe, Armor, any thing I Kaue’ | 
‘Is his to vfe,fo Somerfet may die, 
Buc. Yorke, Pcommendthis kinde fubmiffion, 
Wetwaine-will go into his Highnefle Tent, 





' Enter King and s Attendants, 
King, Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no harme to vs 
| Thee thus he marcheth with thee arme in arme ? 
Yorke. In all fubmiffien and humility, : 
Yorke doth prefent himfelfe vnto your Highneffe. 
K. Then what intends thefe Forces thou doft bring ? 
Yor. Toheaue the Traitor Somerfet from hence, 
And fight egainft that monftrous Rebell Cade, 
Who firice I heard to be difcomfited. 


Enter Iden with Cades bead. 

Iden. Tf one fo rude, and’of fo meane condition 
May paffe into the prefence of a King : 
Loe, I prefent your Gracea Traitors head, 
The head of Cade, whom I in combat flew. 

King. The head of Cade?Great God, how iuft art thou ? 
Oh let me view his Vifage being dead, 
That living wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him ? 

Iden. I was, an't like your Maiefty. 

King.How art rhou call’d? And what is thy degree ? 

Iden, eAlexander Iden that's my name, 
A poore Efquire of Kenc, that loues his King. 

Buc. Sopleafe it you my Lord,’twere not amiffe 
He were created Knight for his good feruice. 

King. Iden, kneele downe, rife vp a Knight: 
We giue thee for reward a thoufand Markes, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs, 

Iden, May Iden live to merit fuch a bountie, 
And neuer live but true vnto his Liege. 


Enter Queene and Somer{et. 
K.Sée Buckingham,Somerfet comes with th’Queene, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 
Qu, For thoufand Yorkes he fhall not hide his head, 
But boldly ftand, and front himto his face. 
Yor. How nowy is Somerfet at libertie ? . 
Then Yorke vnloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equal] with thy heart, 
Shall I endure the fight of Somerfer? 
Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly 1 can brooke abufe? 
King did I call thee? No: thowart not King : 
)Not fir to gouerne and rule multitudes, 
Whichdar ft not,'no norcanft not rule a Traitor, 


| That Gold, muft round engirt thefe brow 


R T he fecond' Part of Hemry the Sixt. 


That Head of thine doth not become a Crowne 
Thy Hand is made to graspe2 Palmers ftaffe, 


And not to grace an awefulll Princely Scepter, 


Whofe Smile and Frowne, like to Adebroee 
Isable with the change, to kill and cure, ‘ K 
Heere isa hand to hold a Scepter vp, | 
And with the fame to acte controlling Lawes; 
Giue place : by heauen thou fhalt ruleno more 
O’re him, whom heauen created for thy Ruler, 
~ Som. O monftrous Traitor! J arreft thee Yorke: 
Of Capitall Treafon’ gainft the King and Cy 
Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace, 
York, Wold’ft haue me knecle?Firft let me 
Ifthey can’brooke I bow a knee to man :: 
Sirrah, callin my fonne to be my bale :: 
I know ere theyiwill haue me go to Ward, 
They’l pawne their {words of my infranchifemenr, 
24, Call hither Clifford, bid him come amaine 
To fay, if that the Baftard boyes of Yorke a 
Shall be the Surety fortheir Traitor Father, 
Yorke. O blood-befpotted Neopolitan, 
Out-caft of Maples, Englands bloody Scourge, 
The fonnes of Yorke, thy betters in their birth, 
Shall be cheir Fathers baile, and bane tothofe 
That for my Surety will refufe the Boyes. 
_ Enter Edward and Richard, 
See where they come, Ile warrant they’l make it good, 
Enter Clifford. 
Lu. And here comes Clifford to deny their baile, 
Clif. Health,and all heppineffe to my Lord the King, 
Yor.I thanke thee Clifford: Say what newes with thee? 
Nay, do not fright vs with an angry looke ; 
Wearethy Soueraigne Clifford, kneele againe; 
For thy miftaking fo, We pardon thee, 
Chf. Thisis my King Yorke, J do not miftake, 
But thou miftakes me much to thinke! do,. 
To Bedlem with him, 1s the man growne mad, 
King. I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 
Makes him oppofe himfelfe againft his King, 
Clif. Heisa Traitor, let him to the Tower, 
And chop away that factious pate of his: 
Qu. Heisatrefted, but will not obey: 
His (onnes(he fayes)thall giue their words for him. 
Yor, Will you not Sonnes ? 
Edw, INoble Father, if our words will ferue. 
Rich. And if words willnot, then our Weapons thal, 
Clif. Why whara brood of Traitors haue we heete? 
Yorke. Looke in aGlaffe, and call thy Imagefo. 
Tam shy King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitor : 
Call hither to the ftake my two braue Beares, 
That with the very thaking of their Chaines, 
They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Curres, 
Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come tome, 


Owne 4) 


ask of thee, 


\ 


Enter the Earles of Warwicke, ana 
Salisbury. 


Chf.Are thefe thy Beares? Wee'l bate thy Bears to death; 
And manaclethe Berard in their Chaines, 
If thou dar’ft bring them to the bayting place. 

Rich. Ofthaue Ifeene a hor ore-weening Cute, 
Run backe and bite, becaute he was with-held, 
Who being fuffer’d with the Beares fell paw, _ 
Hath clapt his taile, betweene hislegges and cride, 
And fucha pecce of feruice will you do, 
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If ou oppole your felues to match Lord W arwicke. 
Clif. Hence heape of wrath, foule indigefted lumpe, 
Ascrookedin thy manners, as thy fhape. 
vor. Nay we fhall heate you thorowly anon, 
Clifg Take heede leaft by your heate you burne your 
ess 
Brine Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
Qld Salsbury, fhame to thy filuer haire, 
Thou mad mifleader of thy brain-ficke fonne, 
What wilt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian? 
And feeke for forrow with thy Spectacles ? 
Oh where is Faith 20h, where is Loyalty ? 
ficbe banifhe from the froftie head, 
Where fhall it finde aharbour in the earth 2 
Wilt thou go diggea grave to finde out Watre, 
And fhame thine honourable Age with blood? 
Why artthou old, and want'ft experience 2 
Orwherefore doeft abufe it, if thou haft it? 
For fhame in dutie bend thy. kneetome, 
That bowes vuto the graue with mickle age. 
Sal. My Lord, haue confidered with my felfe 
The Title of this moft renowned Duke, 
And in my confcience, de repute his grace 
Therightfull heyre to Englands Royall {eate. 
King, Haftthou not {worne Allegeance ynto me? 
Sal, Thaue. 
Ki, Canft thou difpenfe with heauen for fuch an oath ? 
Sal, tis great finne, to fweare’vnto a finne : 
But greater finne tokeepe a finfull oath : 
Who can be bound by any. folemne Vow 
Todeamurd’rous deede, torob aman, 
Toforce a fpotlefle Virgins Chaflitie, 
Toreaue the Orphan of bis Patrimoric, 
To wring the Widdow from her cuftom’d right, 
Andhaue no other reafon forthis wrong, 
But that he was bound by a folemne O ath? 
Ou, Afabtle Traitor needs no Sophifter. 
King. Call Buckingham,and bid him arme himfelfe. 
Yorke, Call Buckingham,and all the friends thou haft, 
Tam refolu’d for death and dignitie. 
Old Cf. The firft I warrant thee,if dreames proue true 
war. You were bet to go to bed,and dreame againe, 
Tokeepe thee from the Tempeft ofthe field. 
Old Clif. 1am refolu’d ro bearea greacer ftorme, 
Then ary thou can{t coniure vp to day + 
And that Ile write vypon thy Burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houfed Badge. 
War. Now by my Fathers badge, oid Neuils Creft, 
The rampant Beare chain’d to the ragged flaffe, 
This day Ne weare aloft my Burgonet, 
/Asona Mountaine top, the Cedar fhewes, 
That keepes his leaues infpight of any forme, 
Euenio affright thee with the view thereof. 
| Old Cif. And from thy Burgonet Ile rend thy Beare, 
And tread it vnder foot'with all contempt, 
Defpight the Bearard, that protects the Beare. 
YoClif. And fo to Armes victorious Father, 
To quell the Rebels, and their Complices, 
Rich, Fie, Charitie for fhame,{peake not in fpight, 
For you fhall fup with Lef Chrift to night, 
% Clif, Foule fty gmaticke that’s more then thou 
canft tell, 
Ric. Ifnor in heaven, you'l furely fup in hell. Exewnt 
Enter Warwicke. 
War, Clifford of Cumberland, ’tis Warwicke calles: 
And if thou doft not hide thee from the Beare, 








~ Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum, 


And dead mens cries do fill the emptie ayre, 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me, 

Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee ro armes. 
Enter, Yorke. 


war. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot. . 


Yor, The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed : 
But matchto match I haue encountred him, | 
And madea prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes 
Euen of the bonnie beat he loued fo well, 

Enter Clifford. 
War, Of one ot both of vsthe timeis come. 


Yor, Hold Warwick: feek thee out fome other chace 


For I my felfe muft bunt this Deere to death, 


war.Then nobly Yorke,’tis fora Crown thou fights 


As Lintend Clifford to thriue to day, 


It greeues my fouleto leaue theee ynaflail'd, Exit War. 


Clif. What feeft thouinme Yorke? 
Why doft thou paufe? 

Yorke. With thy braue bearing fhould! be in loue, 
But that thou art {o faft mine enemie. 
But that’eis fhewne ignobly,and in Treafon, 

Yorke, Solet it helpe menow againft thy fword, 
As in iuftice, and true right expreffeic. 

Clif, My foule and bodie on the action both. 

Yor, A dresdfull lay, addreffe thee inftantly. 

(lif. La fis Corrone les eumenes. 


Yor. Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace, for ¥ art fill, 


Peace with bis foule, heauen if it bethy will, - - 
Enter yong Clifford. Ree 
Cif. Shame and Confution all ison the rout, 
Feare frames diforder, and diforder wounds .. 


| Where it fhould guard. O Warre, thou fonne of hell, . | 


Whomangry heauens.do make their minifter, 
Throw in the frozen bofomes ofourpart, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance, Let no Souldier flye, * 
He thatis truly dedicate to Warre; 

Hath no felfe-loue : nor he that loues himfelfe, 
Hath not effentially, but by circumftance 

The name of Valour. O let the vile world end, 
And the premifed Flames of the Laft day, 

Knit earth and heaven together. 

Now let the generall Trumpet blow his blaft, 
Particularities, and pettie founds 

Toceafe. Was't thou ordain’d (deereFather) “ 
Toloofe thy youth in peace, and to atcheeue 

The Siluer Liuery of aduifed Age, 

And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chaire-dayes, thus 
Todie in Ruffian battell ? Euen at this fight, 

My heart is turn’d to ftone : and while’tis mine, 

Ic thall be tony. Yorke, not our old men {pares : 
No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginall, 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire, 

And Beautie, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 


Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax: 


Henceforth, I will not laue to do with pitty. 
Meet Lan infant of the houfe of Yorke, 

Into as many gobbics will I cutit 

As wilde (Medea yong Abjirtis did. 


An cruelty, will I feeke out my Fame, 


Come thou new ruine of olde Cliffords houfe : 
As did e£neas old Anchyfes beare, 
So beare I thee vpon my manly fhoulders: 
But then, e4neas bare a lining loade ; 
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Clif, Nor fhould thy proweffe want praife 8& efteeme 


Nothing 









































> 























































































































-————_ 


___ - Lhefecond Part of Henry the Sixt. 


ae 


Nothing fo heauy as thefe woes of mine, 
Enter Richard,and 5 omer{et to fight. 


Rich. So lye thou there : 
For ynderneath an Ale-houfe palery figne,| 
The Caftlein'S, eA/bons, Somerfer 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death : 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heare, be wrathfull fill : 
Priefts pray for enemies, but Princes kill. 
Fight, Excurfions. 


~ Enter King, Queene,and others, 
* On. Away my Lord, you are flow, for fhame away, 
| . King. Can we outrun the Heauens ? Good Margaret 
ftay. . 
Qe What are you made of ? You’l nor fight nor fly: 
Now is it manhood, wifedome,and defence, 
Tojgiue the enemy way, and to fecure vs 
By what we can, which can no more but flye. 
= eAlarum a farre off. 
If you be rane, we then fhould fee the bottome 
of all our Fortunes : but if we haply fcape, 
(As well we may, if notthrovgh your neglect) 
We fhali to London get, where you are lou’d, 
And where this breachnow in our Fortunes made 
May readily be ftopt. | 


Enter Clifford. . 


Cf. Bur that my hearts on future mifcheefe fet, 
I would {peake biafphemy ere bid you flye: 
But flyeyou muft : Vacureable difcomfite, 
Reignes in the hearts ofall our prefent parts. 
Away for your releefe, and we will liue 
To fee their day,and them our Fortune giue, 
Away my Lord, away. 


4 


Exeunt 
! 





Alarum. ‘Retreat. Enter Yorke, Richy 
and Soldiers,with Drum & Colours. 

Yorke. Of Salsbury, who can report of him 

That Winter Lyon, who in rage forgets’ j 

Aged contufions, and all brufh of Time; 

And like a Gallant, in the brow of youth, 

Repaires him with Occafion, This happy day 

Ts nor it felfe, nor haue we wonne one foot, 

If Salsbury be loft. 

Rich, My Noble Father: 

Three times to day I holpehim to his horfe, 
Three times beftrid him: Thrice Iled him off 
Perfwaded him from any further ad: ‘ 
But ftill where danger was, ftill there I methim 
And like rich hangings inahomely houfe,  ” 
So was his Will, in his old feeble body, 
But Noble as he is, looke where he comes,) 
Enter Salwbury, 

Sal, Now by my Sword, well haftthou fought to day, 

By’th’Maffe fo did we all. Ithanke you Richard, 
God knowes how long itis I haue to liue; 
And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day 
You haue defended me from imminent death, 
Well Lords, we haue not got that which we haue, 
Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 
Being Oppofites of {uch repayring Nature. 

Yorke, I know our fafety is to follow them, 
For (as I heare) the King is fled to London, 

To call a prefent Court of Parliament : 
Let vspurfue him ere the Writs go forth, 
What {ayes Lord Warwicke;fliall we after them? 

War. After them: nay before them if we can; 


Now by my hand (Lords) ‘twas a glorious day. 
Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke, 
Shall be eterniz’d in all Age to come. 

| Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to Londonall, 
And more fach dayes as thefe, to vs befall, 


Extn, 
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with the death of the Duke of © 
eA tlus Primus. Scena Prima. 
: eAlurum, And bafhfull Henry depos’d,whofe Cawardize 

Enter Plantagenet Edward, Richard,Norfalke, ALount= Hath made vs by-words to-our enemies. 

ague, Warwicke, and Souldiers. Plant. Then leaue me not,my Lords berefolute, 
i meane to take poffeffion of my Right. 

Warwicke, ie Warw, Neither the King,nor he that loues him belt, 
im &2 Wonder how the King efcap’d our hands? The prowdeft hee that holdsvp Lancaffer; > 
P/.While we purfu'd the Horfmenof).North, | Dares ftirrea Wing if Warwick fhake his Bells. 
He flyly ftole away, and left his men: ile plant Plantagenet, root him vp who dares: 


"~~ Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe Warlike eares could neuer brooke retrear, 
Cheat’d vp the drouping Army,and himfelfe, 

Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breft 
Charg’d our maine Battailes Front: and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of common Souldiers flaine. 
Edw, Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
Iseither flaine or wounded dangerous, 
Icleft his Beauer with a down-right blow : 
That this is true (Father) benold his blood, 
Mount. And Brother,here’s the Earle of Wiltthires 
Whom] encountred as the Battels ioyn’d, (blood, 
Rich, Speake thou for me,and ell tieavwhat I did, 
Plan, Richard hath beft deferu’d of all nvy fonnes : 
Butis your Grace dead, my LordofSomerfet 7 
Nor, Such hope haue all the line of Joba of Gaent. 
Rich, Thus do Thopeto fhake King Henries head. 
Warw. And {o doe L,victorious Prince of Yorke. 
Before I {ee thee feated in that Throne, 
_ [Which now the Houfe of Lancaffer vfurpes, 
I vow by Heauen,thefe eyes fhall neuer clofe, 
Thisis the Pallace of the fearefull King, 
And this the Regall Seat: poffeffe it Yorke, 
orthis is thine, and not King Henries Heires, 
Plant, AMfitt methen,fweet Warwick, and I will, 
For hither we haue broken in by force. 
Norf. Wee'le all affit you: hethar flyes,fhail dye: 
_ Plant. Thankes gentle Norfolke,ftay by me my Lords, 
And Souldiers flay and lodge by me this Nighe: 
: : : ‘They goe up. 
Wary. And when the King comes, offer him no violence, 
Vnleffe he feeketo thrutt you out perforce, 
’ Plant. The Queene this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinkes we hall be of her counfaile, 
| By words or blowes herelet vs winne ourright.. 
Rich, Armd as weare slet’s. tay within this Houfe. 
Warw. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’d, 
Valeffe Plantagenet, Duke of Yorke,be King, © 


Refolue thee Richard, clayme the Englifii Crowne. 


Flouri| . Eater King Henry,Clifford, Northumberland, 
Weftmerland, Exeter, aud the Yeft. 


Henry, My Lords,looke where the fturdie Rebell fits, 
Euen in the Chayre of State: belike he meanes, 
Backt by the power of Warwicke, that falfe Pere, 
To afpire vnco the Crowne,and reigne as King, 
Earle of Northamberland, he flew thy Father, 
And thine, Lord (“ijford,& you both haue vow’d reuenge 
On him,his fonnes, his fauorites,and his friends. 
Northumb. 1f Tbe not,Heauens be reueng’d on me. 
Clifford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in 
Steele, 

Welles. \N oat, fhall we fuffer this? lets pluck him down, 
My heart for anger buraes,I cannot brooke it. z 
Henry. Be patient,gentle Earle of Weftmerland, 

Ci:fford, Patience is for Poultroones,fuch as he: 
He durft not fic there,had your Father liu’d, 
My gracious Lord here in the Parliament 
Let vs aflayle che Family of Yorke, 
North Well haft thou fpoken,Coufin be it fo. 
Henry, Ab,know you not the Citie fauours them, 
And they haue troupes of Souldiers at their beck? . 
Weftm. But when the Duke is flaine, they’le quickly 
fiye. ; 
divs Farre be the thought of this from Henries heart, 
To makea Shambles of the Parliament Houfe, 
Coufin of Exeter, frownes, words,and threats, 
hall be the Warre that Henry meanes to vfe. 
Thou faétious Duke of Yorke defcend my Throne, 
And kneele for grace and mercie at my feet, 
I am thy Soueraigne, 
Yorke, I am thine, 
Exet, For fhame come downe,he madethee Duke of | 
Yorke. = si3Highwe! Teens 
Yorke. It was my Inheritance,as the Earledome was, 
Exet. Thy 
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148 
Exet. Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crowne. 
Warw.€xeter thou arta Traytor to the Crowne, 

In following this vfurping Heary. iota 
(Clifford. Whom fhould hee follow, but his natural. 

King? : 











Henry. And fhall ftand,and thou fit in my Throne ? 
Yorke. It muft and fhall be fo,content thy felfes 
warw. Be Duke of Lancafter,let him be King. 
| Weflm. Heis both King,and Duke of Lancafter, 
And thatthe Lord of Weftmerland thall maintaine. - 
Warw. And Warwick {hall difproue it. You forget, 
That we are thofe which chas’d you from the field, 
And flew your Fathers,and with Colours {pread 
Marcht through the Citie to the PallaceGates, | 
Northumb.% es Warwicke,l remember it to my griefe, 
And by his Soule,thou and thy Houfe fhall rue it. 
weftm. Plantagenet of thee and thefe thy Sonnes, 
Thy Kinfmen,and thy Friends, Ie haue more lives 
Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 
(bff. Vege itno more, left that in ftead of words, 
I fend thee, arwicke, fuch a Meffenger, . 
As fhall revenge his death, beforc I ftirre. 
Warw. Poore Clifford, how I {corne his worthlefle 
Threats. 
Plant. Will you we fhew our Title to the Crowne? 
If not,our Swords (hall pleade it inthe field. 
Henry. What Title haft thou Traytor to the Crowne? 
My Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 
Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer Earle of March. 
Tam the Sonne of Henry the Fift, 
Who madethe Dolphin and the French to floupe, 
And feiz’d vpon their Townes and Prouinces, 
~~ warw. Talke not of France,fich thou haft loft it all, 
Henry. The Lord Proteétor loft it,and not 1: 
When I was crown’d,I was but nine moneths old, 
Rich. Youarte old enough now, 
| Andyetme thinkes you loofe : 
_| Father teare the Crowne from the furpers Head. 
Edward. Sweet Father doe fo, fet it on your Head. 
- Monat. Good Brother, 
Asthou lou’ft and honoreft Armes, 
Let's fight it out,and not Rand cauilling thus, 
Richard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets, and the 
King will flye. 
Plant. Sonnes peace. 
| Henry. Peace thou, and give King Heury leaue to 
jfpeake. 
| warw. Plantagenet (hal {peake firft: Heare him Lords, 
And be you filent and artentiue too, 
For he thae interrupts him, fhall noc live. 
Hen. Think’ @ thou,that I will leaue my Kingly Throne, 
Wherein my Grandfire and my Father fat? 
Noifirft (hail Warre vnpeople this my Realme ; 
J,and their Colours often borne in France, 
And now in England,to our hearts great forrow, 
Shall be my Winding-fheet. Why faint you Lords 2. 
My Title’s good, and better farre then his. 
Warw, Proue it Hexry,and thou fhalt be King. 
Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft got the Crowne. 
Plant. ’Twas by Rebellion againft his King. 
Henry. Uknow not what to fay,my Titles weake: 
Tell me,may not a King adopt an Heire’? 
| Plant, What then? 
| Henry. And if he may,then am lawfull King: 
| For Richard,in the view of many Lords, 
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warw. True (1 lifford,chat’s Richard Duke of Yorke. | 


- But that the next Heire fhould fucceed and rei 


To ceafe this Ciuill. Warre and whil’ft I live, 








Refign’d the Crowne to Henry theFourth, 
“Whofe Heire my Father was,and I am his-)) 

Plant. He role againft him,being his Souerai 
And made him to HepichisGicwee ig : 

Warw. Suppofe,my Lords,he did it viconfra n’d 
Thinke you ‘twere preiudiciall to his Crowne > a 
Exet. No: for he could not fo refigne his Crowne.” 

p 
gne, 


Henry. Art thou againft ys,Duke of Exeter? 
Exet. His is the right,and therefore pardonme 
Plant. Why whifper you,my Lords,and anfwer no > 
Exet.My Confcience tells me he is lawfull Kin 
Henry, All will revolt from me,and turne to him 
Northamb. Plautagenet for all the Clayme thoy], f 

Thinke not,that Henry fhall be fo depos’d. e 
warw. Depos'd he fhall be,in defpight of all, 
Northumb. Thou ast deceiu’d: 

’Tis not thy Southerne power 

Of Effex,Norfolke,Suffolke,nor of Kent, 

Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and prowd 

Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me, ; 
Chfford. King Henry,be thy Title right or wrong 

Lord Clifford vowes to fight in thy defence ; : 

May that ground gape,and fwallow mealiue, 

Where I fhall kneele to him that flew my Father, 
Henry. Oh Clifford, how thy words reuiue my heatt, 
Plant. Henry of Lancafter,retigne thy Crowne: 

What mutter you, or what confpire you Lords? 
warw. Doe right vuto this Princely Duke of Youke, 

Or J will fill the Houfe with armed men, 

And ouer the Chayre of State,where now he fits, 

Write vp his Title with vfurping blood, 

“He flampes with hes foot and the Souldiers 
Shew themfelues. . 
Henry. My Lord of Warwick,heare but one word, 

Let me for this my life time reigne as King. 

Plant. Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine Heires, 

And thou fhale reigne in quiet while thou liu'ft, 
Henry. Yam content: Richard Plantagenet 

Enioy the Kingdome after my deceafe. 4 
Clifford. What wrong is this yato the Prince, yout 

Sonne? 

Warw: What good is this to England, and himlelfe? 
wWeftm. Bafe,fearefull,and defpayring Henry. 
Clifford. How haft thou iniur’d both thy felfeand vs? 
Weftm, 1 cannot fay to heare thefe Articles. 
Northumb. Nor, 

Clifford. Come Coufin, let vs tell rhe Queene theft 

Newes. ‘ bem 
Weft. Farwell faint-hearted and degenerate King, 

In whofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bides. 
Northamb.Be thou a prey vato the Houfe of Yorke, 

And dye ir Bands, for this vnmanly deed. 

Cliff. In dreadfall Warre may ft thou be ouercom® 

Or live in peace abandon’d and defpis'd. 
Ware. Turne this way Hexry,and regard them not. 
Exeter. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will no! 

yceld. 

Henry. Ah Exeter. 
Warw. Why fhould you figh,my Lord?) 
Henry. Not for my felfe Lord Warwick, but my Sonne, 

Whom I vanaturally fhall dif-inherite. 

But be itas it may: I here entayle : 

The Crowneto thee and to thine Heires for euer, 

Conditionally, that heere thou take an Oath, 
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To honor me as thy King,and Soucraigne: Hemy. Stay gentle Bargaret and heateme ipake, 


And neyther by Treafon nor Hoftilitie, Qpeene. Thou haft {poke roo muchalready; get thee 
To feeke to put me downe, and reigne thy felfe. gone. ai 


Plast, This Oath I willingly take,and will performe. Henry, Gentle Sonne Edward,hou wile fiay me? 
warw. Long liue King Heary : Plantagenet embrace Queene. 1,to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
him. Prince, When] returne with vidtorie to the field 


Henry. And long live thou, and thefe thy forward | Te {ee your Grace : till then, Lle follow her. 
nes. 
84 Now Yorke and Lencafer are reconcil’d, . 
Exete Accurft be he that feekes tomake them foes, How loue to me, and to her Sonne, 
Senet. Here they come downe. Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage, 
Plant. Farewell my gracious Lord,Ile tomy Caftle, {| Reueng’d may fhe be on that hatefull Duke, 
Werw.. And Ile keepe London with my Souldiers, Whofe haughtie fpirit, winged with defire, 
Norf. And Ito Norfolke with my followers. Will coft my Crowne;and likean emptie Eagle, 
Mount. And I vatothe Sea,from whence I came. Tyre on the flefh ofme,and of my Sonne, 
Henry. And I with griefe and forrow to the Court. The loffe of thofe three Lords torments my heart: 
Ile write vnto them, and entreat them faire ; 
Enter the Queene. Come Coufin, you fhall be the Meflenger. 


Exeter, Heere comes the Queene, Exet. AndI,lhope,fhallreconcilethemall. . Exit, 
Whofe Lookes bewray her anger: , 


Ile fteale away. 


Queene, Come Sonne away, we may not linger rhus, 
Henry. Poore Queene, ae 


Flourifo, Enter Richard, Eavard, and : J. : 


Henry. Exeter fo will I. _ eM ountagne, Jed ee | 
Queene. Nay,goe not from me,] will follow thee, Richard. Brother, though I bee youngeft, give mee 
Henry. Be patient gentle Queene, aad I will ftay. leaue, 


Queene. Who can be patient in fuch extreames 2 
Ahwretched man,would I had dy’de a Maid¢ 
And neuer feene thee,neuer borne thee Sonne, 
Seeing thou haft prou’d fo vnnaturall 4 Father, 
Hath he deferu’d to loofe his Birth-right thus ? 
Hadft thou but lou’d him halfe fo well as [, 
Or felt that paine which J did for him once, 
Ornourifht him,as I did with my blood ; 
Thou would’(t haue left thy deareft hearc-blood there, 
Rather then haue made that fauage Duke thine Heire, 
And dif-inherited thine onely Sonne. te 

Prince. Father,you cannot dif-inherite me: 
If you be King why fhould not I fucceede? 
Henry, Pardon me Afargaret,pardon me {weet Sonne, 
The Earle of Warwick and the Duke enfore’t me, 
| wee, Enfore’t thee? Art thou King ,and wilt be fore’t? 
Ifhame to heare thee {peake: ah timorous Wretch, Yorke, I tooke an Oath, that hee fhould quietly 
Thou ha@t vndone thy felfe,chy Sonne,and me ii reigne. , 
And giu’n vnto the Houfe of Yorkefuchhead,  ’ Edward.But fora Kingdome any Oath may be broken; 
As thou fhalt reigne but by cheir fufferance. I would breakea choufand Oathes,to reigne one yeere, 
A ‘sae him and his Heires vnto the Crowne, Richard. No: God forbid yourGrace fhould: be for- 

at is it, but to make thy Sepulcher {worne, 

And creepe into it farre before thy bime ? Yorke. 1 thall be,if I clayme by open Warre,. 
Warwickis Chancelor,and the Lord of Callice, Richard, Ile proue the contrary, if you'le-heare mee 
Stemne Falconbridge commands the Narrow Seas fpeake. 
The Duke is made Protector of the Realme, : Yorke. Thou canft not,Sonne: it is impoffible. 
gal fhalt thowbe fafe? Such fafetiefindes Richard. An Oathis of no moment,being not tooke 

e trembling Lambe, inuironned with Wolues. Before a true and lawfull Magiftrate, 
Had I beene iherepatiah am a filly Woman, That hath authoritie ouer him that {weares. 
The Souldiers fhould haue tofs’d ine on their Pikes, Henry had none,but did vfurpe the place. 
Before I would haue granted to that A&t. Then feeing "twas he that made you to depofe, 
But thou preferr’ft thy Life, before thine Honor. Your Oath,my Lord, is vaine and friuolous. 
* iia thou do'ft,I here diuorce my felfe, Therefore to Armes : and Father doe but thinke, 

oth from thy Table # dthy Bed, How f hing itis to weare a Crowne 
Vasil hat of Paciamentberepeal Within whofe Circuin it Etat’ 

\aereby my Sonne is dif-inherited, And all chat Poets faine of Bliffe and Tey. 
The Northerne Lords,that haue forfworne thy Colours, | Whydoewelingerthus? Icannor reft, 
Will follow mine, if once they fee them {pread: Vntillthe White Rofethat I weare, bedy’de _ 
And fpread they fhall be,to thy foule difgrace, Euen in the luke-warme blood of Hewries hearts 

hd veter ruine of the Houfe of Yorke: Yorke, Richard ynough:1 will be King,or dye. 
hus doe Tleaue thee: Come Sonne, let’s away, Brother,thou fhalt to London prefently, 
fur Army is ready ; come,wee'le after them. And whet on Warwickto this Enterprifee 


Edward, No,Ican better play the Oratot. © 
Mount, Burt haué reafons {trong and forceable,:, 


Exter the Duke of Yorke, 


Yorke. Why how now Sonnes,and Brother, at a ftrife 2. 
What is your Quarrell ? how began it firft? 
Edward. No Quarrel but a flight Contention. 
Yorke, About what'2 
Rich, About that which concernes yout Grace and ys, 
The Crowne of England,Father,which is yours. : 
Yorke. Mine Boy? not till King Hexry be dead. 
Richard. Your Right depends not on his life,or death, 
Edward.Now you are Heire,therefore enioy itnow: 
By giuing the Houle of Laucaffer leaue to breathe, 
Ie will out-runne you, Father, in the end, 


“ NS LPS BET - pus es 






















































































































































































































































150 
Thou Richard {hale to the Duke of Norfolke, 
And cell him privily of our intent. 
You Edward thall veto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentifhmen will willingly rife. 
In them I traf: for they are Souldiors, 
Wittie,courteous,liberall full of {piric. 
While you are thus imploy'd, what refteth more? 
Bur that I feeke occafion how to rife, 
And yer the King not priuie to my Drift, 
Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafter. 





Enter Gabriel, 
But ftay, what Newes?? Why commft thou in fach 


pofte ? 

Gabriel. The Queene, som 
With all the Northerne Earles and Lords, 
Intend here to befiege you in your Caftle. 
She is hard: by;with twentie thoufand men: 
And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord. 
1 Yorke. I,withmySword, : 

what? think’R chou,that we feare them ? 

Edward and Richard; you fhall ftay with me, 
My Brother AZountague fhall pofte to London. 
| Let Noble warwicke,(obbam,and the reft, 
Whom we haue left Protectors of the King, 
With powrefull Pollicie Arengthen themfelues, 
| And tru@ not Simple Heary,nox his Oathes. 

Mount. Brother, I goe: Ile winne them, feare it not. 
Andthus moft humbly I doe take my leaue. 

Exit Monntague, 


Enter Mortimer and bis Brother. 


York, Sit Iohn,and Sit Hugh Mortimer,mine Vnckles, | 
You are come to Sandall ina happie houre. 
_| The Armie of the Queenie meane to befiege vs. 

-Tobn. Shee thall not neede, wee'le mecte her in the 
field. 

Yorke. What,with fiue thoufand men ? 

© Richard. I,with fiue hundred, Father, for aneede, 
A Woman’s general!: what fhould we feare? 

A March afarre off. 
Edward. [heare their Drummes : 

Let’s fer our men in order, 

And iffue forth,and bid them Battaile ftraight. 
| Yorke,Fiue men to twentie: though the oddes be great, 
I doubr nor, Vickle,of our Victorie. 

Many a Battaile haue J wonne in France, 

When as the Enemie hath beene tenne to one: 

Why fhould I not now haue the like fuccefle ? 
Alsrum> Exit. 


Enter Retland,and bis Tutor. 


Rutland. Ah,whither thal I flye,to fcape their hands ? 
Ah Tutor,looke where bloody C/ifford comes. 


Enter (lifford. 


As for the Brat of this aceurfed Duke, 
Whofe Father flew my Father, he fhall dye. 
Tutor. And I,my Lord,will beare him company. 
Clifford. Souldiers,away with him, 
Tutor. Ah Clifford,murther not this innocent Child, 
Leaft thou be hated both ofGedand Man, — Exit. 
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Clifford. Chaplaineaway thy Priefthood faues thy life. 





















































Clifferd. How now? ishe dead alreadies 
Or is it feare,that makes him clofe his eyes 2 
Ile open them, ot es 

Rutland. So looks the pent-vp Lyon o’r 
That trembles vnder his Jettcuge Pailaas = | 
And fo he walkes,infulting o’re his Prey, 

And fo he comes,to rend his Limbes afunder, -: 
Ah gentle C/ifford,kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with fucha cruel] threatning Looke, 
Sweet Clifford heareme {peake,before I dye: 
Iam roo meane a fubieé for thy Wrath, 
Bethou reueng’d on men,and let me liue, 

Clifford. Yo vaine thou fpeak’ft,poore Soy: * 
My Fathers blood hath ftopt the paffage . ‘ 
Where thy words fhould enter, Tah 

Rutland, Then let my Fathers blood openit againe 

Heisaman,and (Viford cope withhim. = 

Clifford. Had I thy Brethren here, their liues and thine 

Were not revenge fufficient forme: 
No, if I digg’d vp thy fore-fathers Graues, 
And hung their rotten Coffins vp in Chaynes, 
It could not flake mine ire,nor eafe my heart, 
The fight of any of the Houfe of Yorke, 
Is as a furie to torment my Soule: 
And till Iroot out their accurfed Line, 
And leaue not one aliue, I live in Hell, 
Therefore--- 
Rutland. Ob let me pray, before I take my death: 
To thee J pray;fweet Clifford pitty me. 
Clifford. Such pitty as my deplete point affords, 
Rutland. Ineuer did thee harme: why wilt theu flay 
me? , 
Clifford. Thy Father hath. 
Rutland. But’twas ere I was borne, 
Thou haft one Sonne, fortis fake pitry me, 
Leaft in revenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 
He be as miferably flaine as I. 
“Ah, let me live in Prifonall my dayes, 
And when I give occafion of offence, 
Then let me dye,for now thou haft no caufe. 

Clifford. No caufe? thy Father flew my Farhersthere- 
fore dye. 

Rutland. Di faciant landés fermma fit sfta tue, 

Clifford. Plantagenet, come Plastagenet : 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleauing to my Blade, 
Shall rut vpon my Weapon,till thy blood 
Congeal’d with this,doe make me wipe off both. Evi. 


eXtlarum. Enter Richard, Duke of Tork. 


Yorke. The Army of the Queene hath got the field: 
My Vnckles both are flaine, in refcuing me; 
Andall my followers,totheeagerfoe 
Turne back,and flye,like Ships before the Winde, 
Or Lambes purfu’d by hunger-ftarued Wolues. 
My Sonnes,God knowes what hath bechanced them: 
But this I know, they haue demean’d themfelues 
Like men borne to Renowne, by Life orDeath. - 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 

And thrice cry’'de, Courage Father, fight it out + 
And full as oft came Edward to my fide, 

Wich Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt, 

In blood of thofe that had encountred him + 

And when the hardyeft Warriors did retyrés 
Richard cry’de,Charge,and giue no foot of ground, 
And cry’de,A Crowne,or elfg a glorious Tombe, 




















{Scepter,oran Earthly Sepulchre. 

With this we charg’d againe: but out alas, 

We bodg’d againe, as | haue feene a Swan 

With boorleffe labour fwimme againft the Tyde, 

And fpend her ftrength with ouer-matching Waues, 
A fhort Alarum within. 

Ah hearke,the fatall followers doe purfue, 

And Lam faint,and cannot flye their furie: 

and were I ftrong,I would not fhunne their furie. 

The Sands are numbred,that makes vp my Life, 

Here muft I Aay,and here my Life muft end. 


Enter the Queene, Clifford, Northumberland, 
the young Prince and Souldiers. 


Come bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 
[dare your quenchleffe furie to more rage ; 
Jam your Suct,and | abide your Shor. 
Northumb. Yeeld to our mercy,proud Plantagenet, 
Clifford. 1,co fuch mercy,as his ruthleffe Arme 
With downe-right payment, fhew’d vnto my Father. 
Now Phaetox hath tumbled from his Carre, 
And made an Euening at the Noone-tide Prick. 
Torke. My aflhesyas the Pheenix,may bring forth 
ABird,that will revenge vpon youall ; 
And in that hope, I throw mine eyes to Heaven, 
Scorning what ere you can afflict me with, 
Why come you not? what,multitudes,and feare 2 
Chiff. So Cowards fight, when they can flyeno further, 
So Doues doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, 
Sodefperate Theeues,all hopelefie of their Liues, 
Breathe out Inuectiues ‘gainft the Officers. 
Yorke. Oh (Uefford, but bethinke thee once againe, 
Andin thy thought ore-run my former time : 
And if thou canft, for blufhing, view this face, 
And bite thy tongue,that flanders him with Cowardice, 
Whofe frowne hath made thee faint and flye ere this, 
Clifford. Lwill not bandie with thee word for word, 
But buckler with thee blowes twice two for one. 
_ Queene. Hold valianc Clifford, for a thoufand caufes 
Iwould prolong a while the Traytors Life: 
Wrath makes him deafe; fpeake thou Worthansberland. 
Northamb.Hold Clifford,doe not honor him fo much, 
Toprick thy finger,though co wound his heare, 
What valour were it, when a Curre doth grinne, 
For one tothruft bis Hand betweenc his Teeth, 
When he might {purne him with his Foot away:? 
ltis Warres prize,to take all Vantages, 
And tenneto one,isno impeach of Valour. _, 
Clifford, J, 1, fo firines the Woodcocke with the 
YONRr sy 9:1 219129 j iis 3 
Northumb,. $0 doth the Connie ftruggle in the 
et, t 


SoTrue men yeeld with Robbers, fo o’re-matcht, 


mnow?e . |. .y 
Queene, Braue Warriors ,Cliffard and Northumberland, 
Come make him {tand vpon this Mole-hill here, 
hat raught at Mountaines with our-ftretched. Armes, 
et parted bur the fhadow withhis Hand, 
|What,was it yourhat would be Englands King? | 
4st you that.reuell’d ir.our Parliament, __ ~..... 
nd made Preachment of your high Defcent?. 
1 here are your Mefle of Sonnes,to back you now , 
he wanton Edwardjand the luftie George?) isc” 


OF 
~~, 
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| Looke Yorke, I ttayo’d this Napkin with the blood 


| Yet not fo wealchie as an Englith Yeoman, 
Tork. So triumph Theeues vpon their conquer'd Booty, | 


| Voleffe the Adage mutt be verify'd, 
Northamb: NV hat. would your Grace haue done ynto 


The contrary,doth make thee wondred at, 
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And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigie, : 
Dickie,your Boy ,that with his grumbling voyce 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies?. 
Or with the reft,where is your Darling, Rutland? 


That valiant C/ford,with his Rapiers point, 

Made iflue from the Bofome of the Boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giue thee this ro drie thy Cheekes withall. 

Alas poore Yorke, but that I hate thee deadly, 

I fhould lament thy miferable fate. 

I prythee grieue,to make me merry, 7orke, 

What,hath thy fierie heart fo parche thine entrayles, 

That not a Teare can fall,for Retlands death? 

Why art thou patient,man? thou fhould’ft be mad; 

And I,to make thee mad,doe mock thee thus. 

Stampe,raue,and fret,that I may fing and dance, 

Thou would’ft be fee’d,I fee,to make me {port : 

Yorke cannot {peake,vnleffe he weare a Crowne. 

A Crowne for Yorke ; and Lords, bow loweto him: 

Hold you his hands,whileftI doe fet it on, 

I marry Sir,now lookes he like a King: 

I,this is he that tooke King Heuries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted Heire. 

But how is it,that great Plantagenet 

Is crown’d fo foone,and broke his folemne Oath? 

As I bethinke me,you fhould not be King, 

Till our King Henry had fhooke hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Eenries Glory, 

and rob his Temples of the Diademe, 

Now in his Life,againft your Koly Oath? 

Oh'tis a fault too too ynpardonable. Bee 

Off with the Crowne;and with the Crowne,his Head, 

And whileft we breathe,take time to doe him dead. 
Clifford. That is my Office, for my Fathers fake. 
Queene. Nay ftay, let’s heare the Orizons hee 

makes. 
Yorke, Shee-Wolfe of France, 

Buc worfe then Wolues of France, op ti 

Whofe Tongue more poyfons then the Adders Tooth ; 

How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates @ 

Bac that thy Face is Vizard-like,ynchanging, 

Made impudent with vie of euill deedes. 

T would aflay,prowd Queene,to make thee blufh. 

To tell chee whence thou cam’ftjof whom deriu’d, 

Were fhame enough, to fhame thee, 

Were thou not fhameleffe. = 

Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils,and Ierufalem, 


Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infule? ae 
It needes not,nor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene, 


That Beggers mounted, runne their Horfe to death, 
’Tis Beautie that doth oft make Women prowd, 
But God he knowes,thy fhare thereof is fmall. 
"Tis Vertue,thatdoth make them moft admird, _ 


Tis Gouernment that makes them feeme Diuine, 

"The want thereof, makes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good, 

Asthe Antipodes.areyntovs, 

Oras the South tothe Septentrion.... cs 

Oh Tygres Heare,wrapt ina WomansHide, . al 
, ow 
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How could’ft thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withall, 
‘And yet be feene to beare a Womans face ? 
Women are foft,milde, pitcifull and flexible; 
Thou, fterne,obdurate,flintie,rough,remorfeleffe. 
Bidft thou me rage? why now thou haft thy with. 
Would’ haue me weepe? why now thou haft thy will. 
‘For raging Wind blowes vp inceffant fhowers, 
And when the Rage allayes,the Raine begins, 
Thefe Teares are my fweet Ratlands Obfequies, 
1 And euery drop cryes vengeance for his death, 
’Gainft thee feli Ciiffard, and thee falfe French-woman, 
Northamb. Befbrew me, bat his paffions moues me fo, 
That hardly canI check my eyes from Teares, 
Yorke. That Face of his, 
The hungry Ganiballs would not haue touch, 
Would not haue ftzyn’d with blood: 
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, 
Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. — 
Sce,ruthleffe Queene,a haplefie Fathers Teares: 
This Cloth thou dipd’ft in blood of my fweet Boy, 
‘And I with Teares doe wath the blood away. 
Keepe thou the Napkin, anid goe boaft of this, 
And if thou tell’ft the heauie ftorte right, 
» Vpon my Soule,the hearers will fhed Teares : 
-Yea,euen my Foes will fhed faft-falling Teares, 
And fay, Alas, it was a pittious deed, 
There,take the Crowne,and with the Crowne,my Curfe, 
And in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
As now Lreape at thy too cruell hand. 
Hard-hearted Clifford ,take me from the World, 
My Soule to Heauen,my Blood vpon your Heads. 
Northumb.Had he been flaughter-man to all my Kinne, 
I fhould not for my Life but weepe with him, 
To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 
Queen, What,weeping ripe,my Lord Northumberland? 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all, 
And that will quickly drie thy melting Teares, 
Clifford. Heere’s for my Oath, heere’s for my Fathers 
Death. 
Queene. And heere’s to right our gentle-hearted 
King. 
é Yorke. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God, 
My Soule flyes through thefe wounds, to feeke out thee, 
Queene. OFF with his Head,and fet it on Yorke Gates, 
| So Yorke may oucr-looke the Towne of Yorke. 
; Flou-ifh. Exit. 


A March. Enter Edward, Richird, 


and their power, 
3 f 


| Edward. | wonder how out Princely Father {eap’t: 
Or whether he be {capt dway,orno, © >" 
Eom Chffords and Northumberlands purfoit ? 
‘Had he been ta'ne,we fhould have heard the newes; 
Had hé beene flaine,we fhould haue heard the newes:‘ ~ 
-Orhad he {cap’t, me thinkes we fhould haue heard 
The happy tidings of his good efcape. © 
How fares my Brother? why is he fo fad? 
Richard. cannot ioy,vatill I be refolu’d 
Where ourright valiant Fatheris become, 
I faw him in the Battaile range about,” 
And watcht him how he'fingled Cifferd forth, 
‘Methought he bore himin the thickeft ttoupe, 
As doth a Lyonin a Heard of Near, 9) os ~ 
Oras.a Beate etrcompals’d round with Dogoes’: 


ee oe 


~The third Part of Henry the Sixt. = 


| Whatere it bodes, hence-forward will I beare 


Bat onely flaughe'red b theirefull Arme *’ : 


] Laugh’d in his face and when with griefe he wept, 


| And after many fcornes, many foule taunts, _ 


\ Now my Soules Pallace is become a Prifon: 














Who hauing pincht a few,and made them 
The reft (tand all aloofe,and barke at him, 
So far'd our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Watlike Father: 
Methinkes’tis prize enough tobe his Sonne, 
See how the Morning opes her golden Gates 
And takes her farwell of the glorious Sunne, 
How well refembles it the pritae of Youth, 
Trimm’d like a Yonker, prauncing to his Loue? 
Ed, Dazlemine eyes,or doe | fee three Sunnes) 
Rich.Three glorious Sunnes,each one a Perfed Sunn 
Not feperated withthe racking Clouds, " 
But feuer’d ina pale cleare-fhining Skye, 
See,fee,they ioyne,embrace,and feeme to kiffe 
As if they vow’d fome League inuiolable, 
Now are they but one Lampe,one Light,one Sanne: 
In this,the Heauen figures fome event. 
Edward. ’Tis wondrous ftrange, 
The like yet never heard of. 
Ithinke it cites vs(Brother)co the field, 
That wee,the Sonnes ef braue Plantagenet, 
Each onc alreadie blazing by our meedes, 
Should notwithftanding ioyne our Lights together, 
Asd ouet-fhine the Earth,as this the World, 


cry, 


Vpon my Targuet three faire fhining Sunnes, 
Richard. Nay,beare three Daughters: 

By your leaue, | fpeake it, 

You louethe Breeder better then the Male, 


Enter one blowing. 


But what art thou, whofe heauie Lookes foretell 
Some dreadfull ory hanging on thy Tongue? 

Mef, Ah,one that was a wofulllookeron, ~. 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine, 
Your Princely Father,and my louing Lord. 

Edward. On {peake no more, for I haue heard to 
much, 
Richard. S2y how he dy’de,for ¥ will heare itall, 

Meff. Eouironed he was with many foes, pi 
And ftood againft them, as the hope of Troy 
Againtt the Greekes,that would haue entred Troy, 
But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to oddes: 
Aad many ftroakes,though witha little Axe, 
Hewes downe and fells the hardeft-tymber'd Oake, 
By many hands your Pather was fubdo'd, 


Of vn-relenting Clifford,and the Queene: 
Who crown'd the pracious Duke ithigh delpight, 


The ruchleffe Queene gaue him,to dry his Gheekesy* _ 
A Napkin, fteeped in the narmeleffe blood ar 
Of {weet young Rurland,by rough Clifford flaines — 


They tooke his Head,and onthe Gates of Yorke” 
They fet the fame,and there it doth remaine, © 
The faddett {pectacle tharereI view. °°" ny 
Edward.Sweet Duke of Yorke,our Prop to Jeane vpers 
Now thou art gone, wee haue no Staffe,no Stay. 
Oh Clifford, boytt’rous Clifford.thou haft flaine — | 
The flowre of Europe, for his Chevalrie, * 
And trecheroufly haft thon vanquifht him, 
For hand tohand he would have vanguitht thee. 


Ab,would the breake from hence, that this my be i 


~~ 




























Might in the ground be clofed vp inreft : 
Ror neuer henceforth fhall I ioy againe s 
Neuer, oh neuer (hall I fee more ioy. 

Rich. [cannot weepe: for all my bodies moyfture 
Scarfe ferues to quench my Furnace-burning hart : 
Nor can my tongue vnloade my hearts great burthen, 
ror felfe-fame winde that I fhould fpeake withail, 
[skindling coales that fires all my breft, 
‘And burnes me vp with flames, that tears would quench, 
Toweepe, is to make leffe the depth of greefe: 
Teares then for Babes; Blowes,and Reuenge for mee, 
Richard, | beare thy name, Ile venge thy death, 
Ordye renowned by attempting it. 

Ed, His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee: 
His Dukedome, and his Chaire with me is left: 

Rich, Nay,if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
shew thy defcent by gazing *gainft the Sunne: 
For Chaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome fay, 
Fither that is thine, or elfe thou wer’t not his. 


March. Enter Warwicke,Marqueffe Aountacute, 
and their Army. 
warwick, How now faire Lords ? What faire? What 
newes abroad? 
Rich, Great Lord of Warwicke,if we fhould tecompt 
Our balefull newes, and at each words deliuerance 
Stab Poniards in our flefh, till all were told, 
The words would adde more anguith then the wounds, 
Ovaliant Lord,the Duke of Yorke is flaine. 

Edw, O Warwicke, Warwicke, that Plantagenet 
Which heldthee deerely, as his Soules Redemption, 

Isby the fterne Lord C/ifford done to death. 

War: Ten dayes ago, { drown'd thefe newes in teares, 
Andnowto adde more meafute to your woes, 
Icome to tell you things fith then befalne, 

After the bloody Fray at Wakefield foughr, 
Where your braue Father breath’d his lareft gaspe, 
Tydings, as {wiftly as the Poftes could runne, 
Were brought me of your Loffe, and his Depart. 
Ithenin London, keeper of the King, 
Mufter’d my Soldiers, gathered flockes of Friends, 
Marcht toward §, Albons,to intercept the Queene, 
Beating the Kingin my behalfe along 
Forby my Scouts, I] was aduertifed. 
That fhe was comming with a full intent 
Todafh cur late Decree in Parliament, 
Touching King Henries Oath,andyour Succefsion: 
Short Tale to make, weae S, Albons mez, 
Our Batailes ioyn’d, and both fides fiercely fought ‘ 
But whether ’twas the coldnefle of the King, 
Wholook’d full gently on his warlike Queene, 
Thatrobb’d my Soldiers of their heated Spleene. 
Ot whether twas report of het fucceffe, 
Ormore then common feare of Cliffords Rigour, 
Whe thanders to His Captiues,Blood and Death, 
Teannot iudge : butto conclude with truth, 
Theit Weaponsiliketo Lightning came and went: 
Our Souldiers like the Night.Owles lazie flight, 
Orlike alazie Threfher wich aFlaile, 

cll pently downe,asif they ftrucke their Friends, 
Icheer’d them vp withiultice of our Caufe, 
With promife of high pay,and gréat Rewards: 

fallin vaine, they had no heare to fight, 

And we (in them) no-hope to win the day, 
Sothat we fled: the King vato the Queene, 
Lod Gearge, your Brother, Norfolke » and my Selfe, 
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| The third Part of Kin Hens the Sixt. 
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“And when thou fail(as God forbid the houre) 


| King Edward, valiant Richard Mountagne : 
| Stay weno longer, dreaming of Renowne; 





_ The next degree,is Englands Royall Throne: 
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In hatte, poft hafte, are come toioyne with you: 

For in the Marches heere we heard you were; 

Making another Head, to fight againe, 
Ed.Whereis the Duke of Norfolke, gentle Warwick? 

And when came'George from Burgundy to England? — 
war. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers, 

And for your Brother he was lately fent 

From your kinde Aunt Dutcheffe of Bargundie, 

With ayde of Souldiers to this needfull Warre, 
Rich, Twas oddes belike, when valiant Warwick fled; 

Ofthaue I heard his praifes in Purfuice, 

But ne’re till now, his Scandall of Retire. — 
war. Nornow my Scandall Richard,doft thou heare: 

For thou fhalt know this freng rightharid of mine, 

Can plucke the Disdem from faint Henries head, 

And wring the awefull Scepter from his Fift; 

Were hie as famous, and as bold in Warre, 

Ashe is fam’d for Mildneffe, Peace,and Prayer. © 
Rich. 1 know it well Lord Warwick,blame menot, 

Tis loue I bearethy glories make me fpeake : 

But in this troublous time, what’s to be done ? 

Shall we go throw‘away our Coates of Steele, 

And wrap our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes} 

Numb’ring our Aue-Maries with our Beads ? 

Or fhall we on the Helmets of our Foes 

Teli our Deuotion with reuengefull Armes ? 

Iffor the laft, fay J,andtoitLords, 

‘War, Why therefore Watwick came to feek you out, 
And therefore cones my Brother Mowntague : 
Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northamberland, 
And of their Feather, many moe proud Birds, 
Haue wrought the eafie-melting King, like Wax: 
He {wore confent to your Succeffion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 
And now to London all the crew are gone, 
To fruftrate both his Oath,and what befide 
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter, 
Their power (I thinke)is thirty thoufand {trong : 
Now, if the helpe of Norfolke,and my felfe, 
With all the Friends that thou braue Earle of March, 
Among’ftthelouing Welfhmen can’ft procure, 
Will but amount to fiue and twenty thoufand, 
Why Via, to London will we march, a 
And onte againe, beftride our foaming Steeds,>" 
And once againe cry Charge ypon our Foss, 
But neuer once againe turne backe and fiye. - 
Rich. I, now me thinks I heare great Warwick ipeaks 

Ne’re may he liue to fee a Sun-fhine day, 
That cries Retire, if Warwicke bid him ftay,> 

_Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy fhoulder will Ileane, 







‘Muft Edward fall, which perill heaven forefend, 
War. No longer Earle of Merch,but Duke of Yorke: 


Fot King of England fhale thow be proclaim’d 
In every Burrough as we paffe along, 

And he that throwes not vp his. cap fortoys 
Shall for the Faule make forfeit of his head. 


But found the Trumpets,and about our Taske: 
Rich. Then Chifford, werethy heart as hard as Steele, 
As thouhaft fhewne it flintie by thy deeds, 

I come to pierceit, orto giue thee mine: 
Ed. Then frike vp Drums,God and § Géorge poss 
ar. 







































































































































































The third Part 
Seaton ears Enter. a Meffenger : 

war. How now? what newes ?.=)) >» - 

Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me, 
The Queene is comming with a puiffant Hoaft, 
‘And craves your company; for {peedy counfell. 

War, Why thenit forts, braue Warriors,let’s away. 

rm ‘Exeunt Omues. 




















Flonrifh. “Enter the King,the Queene, Clifford, Northum- 
ts and Young Prince, with Dramme and 
Trumpettes. 


a, Welcome my Lord,to this braue town of Yorke, 
Yonders the head of that Arch-enemy, . 

‘That fought to be incompaft with your Crowne, 
Doth not the obieé& cheere-your heart,my Lord, 

K, I,as the rockes cheare them that feare their wrack, 
To fee thisfight, it irkes my very foule: 
With-hold reuenge (deere God) tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly haue I infring’d my Vow. 

Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
‘And harmfull pitty muft belayd afide: 

‘Towhom do Lyons caft their gentle Lookes ? 
Not to the Beaft, that would vfurpe their Den. 
Whofe hand is that the Forreft Beare doth licke? 
Not his that fpoyles her yong before her face. 
Who feapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling ? 
Not he that fetsyhis foot vpon her backe, 

The finalleft Worme will turne, being troden on, 
And Doues will pecke in fafegard of their Brood, 
Ambitious Yorke, did leuell at thy Crowne, 
Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry browes, 
He but a Duke, would haue his Sonne a King, 
And raife his iffue like a louing Sire, 

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonne, 
Did’ yeeld confent to difinherit him : 

Which argued thee a moft vnlouing Father, 
Vareafonable Creatures feed their young, © 

And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hathnot feene them euen with thofe wings, 
Which fometime they haue vs’¢ with fearfull flight, 
| Make warre with him that climb’d vnto their neft, 
Offering their owne liues intheir yongs defence? 
For fhame,my Liege, make them your Prefident: 
Were it not pittythat this goodly Boy 
Shouldloofe his Birth-right by his Fathers faule, 
And long heereafter fay ynto his childe, 

Whacmy great Grandfather, and Grandfire got, 
My careleffe Father fondly gaue away.. 

Ah, what a fhame were this? Looke onthe Boy, 
And lethis manly face, which promifeth 
Succeffefull Fortune fteelethy melting heart, . 
Tohold thine owne,and leaue thine owne withhim, 
; King. Full well hath Ciiford plaid the Orator, 
‘Inferring arguments of mighty force’: 

But Chfford tell me, did’ft thou neuer heare, 

That things ill gor,had euer bad fucceffe. ; 

And happy alwayes wasitforthat Sonne, - 

| Whofe Father for his hoording wentto hell : 

‘Ile leaue my Sonne my Vertuous deeds behindey 
And would my Father had leftmeno more; 
‘For all'the reftis held at ucha Rate, 

As brings a thoufand fold more careto keepe, 
Then in poffeffion any iot of pleafure. ~ 
‘Ah Cofin Yorke, would chy beft Friends did know, 


of King Hetiry the Sixt. 








| For witha Band of thirty thoufand men, 


| Wile thou yeeld the Crowne? 


| | When youand I, met at S.e-4/bons laf, - 
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How it doth greeueme that chy headis heer... > 
Qu.My Lord cheere vp your fpirits,our foes are 
And this foft courage makes your Followers faint. m 

You promift Knighthood to our forward fonne, 

Vnfheath your fword,and dub him prefently. 
Edward,koeele downe. 
King. Edward Plantagenet, arife a Knight, 
And learne this Leflon; Draw thy Sword in righi, 
Prin, My gracious Father,by your Kingly leane; 
Ile draw it as Apparant to the Crowne, ca 
Andina that quarrell,vfe it to the death. 
Clif. Why thacis fpoken like a toward Prince, 


Enter a Meffenger ; 
Meff. Royall Commanders, be in readineffe, 


Comes Watwicke backing of the Duke of Yorke, 
And in the Townes as they do march along, 
Proclaimes him King, and many flye tohim, 
Darraigne your battell, for they are at hand, 
Clif. [would your Higineffe would depare the field, 
The Queene hath beft fucceffle when you are abfent, 
Qu, 1 good my Lord,and leaue vs to our Fortune, 
King. Why, that’s my fortune too, therefore Ile flay, 
North. Beit withrefolutionthentofight, |: 
Pria.. My Royall Father,cheere thefe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thofe that figh: in your defence; 
Vafheath your Sword,good Father: Cry S.George, 


March. Enter Edward, Warwicke, Richard ,Clarenct, 
Norfolke, Monntague,and Soldiers. 


Edw. Now periur'd Henry, wilt chou kneel for gtact 
And fet chy Diadem-vpon my head? . 
Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field. 

_ Qu, Gorate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termes, 
Before thy Soueraigne,and thy lawfull King? 

Ed, 1 am his King,and he fhould bow his knee: 

I was adopted Heire by his confent. 

Cla... Since when, bis‘Oath is broke: for as I heare, 
You tharare King, thoughhe do weare the Crowng, 
Haue caus'd him by new AG of Parliament, 

To blot out me,and put his owne Sonne in. ° 

Clif. And reafon too, 

Who fhould fueceede the Father, but the Sonne, 

Rich, Are you there Butcher? O,I cannot {peake. 

Clif. 1 Crooke-back,here I ftand ro anfwer thee, 
Or any he,the proudeft of thy fort. . : 

Rich. "Twas youthat kill’d yong Rutland,wasitnol 

(lf. Sand old Yorke,and yet not fatisfied. . 

Rich. For Gods fake Lords giue fignall to the fight 

War, What fay’ thou Henry, 

4 (you fpeal? 


Qn, Why how how long-tongu’d Warwicke, datt 


Your legges did better fervice then your handse ee 
War. Then twas my turne to fly, and now Us thine: 
Clif: You aid fo much before,and yet you fled. : 
War. Twas not yout valor Clifford droue me in ts 
Nor.No,nor your manhood thatidurft make you Zi 
Rich. Northumberland, hold thee reuerently; 

Breake off the parley, for fearfel can refraine © 

The execution of my big-{wolne heart 

_ Vpon that C/ifford,that cruell Child-killer. 


Caf. TMlew thy Father, cal’ft thowhinva Child? a 






















Rich. Llike a Daftara,and a treacherous Coward, 
asthow didd’t kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
But ere Sunfer,lemake thee curle the deed. 
King. Haue done with words (my Lords) and heare 
me fpeake. . 
Ou, Defie them then,or els hold clofe thy lips: 
King. J prythee giue no limits to my Tongue, 
{ama King,and priuiledg’dto {peake, 
chéMy Liege,the wound that bred this meeting here, 
Cannot be cur’d by Words;therefore be Gill. 
” Rich, Then Executioner vnfheath thy fword: 
By hin that made vs all, Lam refolu’d, 
That Cliffords Manhood, lycs vponhis tongue. 
Ed. Say Henry,fhall I haue my right,or no: 
Athoufand men hdde broke their'Fafts to day, 
That ne’re fhall dine, vnleffe thou yeeld the Crowne, 
war. 1f thoudeny,their Blood vpon thy head, 
For Yorke in iufticeput’s bis Armour on. 
Préd. Ifthatberight, which Warwick faiesis tight, 
There is no vvrong,but every thing istight. 
war. Who euer got thee,there thy Mother ftands, 
For well I vvor,thou haft thy Mothets tongue. 
a, Butthowartneyther like thy Sire nor Damme, 
Burlike a foule chifhiapen Sty gmaticke, 
Mark’'d by the Deftinies to be auoided, 
Asvenome Toades, or Lizards dreadfull Rings. 
Rich. Iron of Naples,hid with Englih gile, 
Whofe Father beares the Title of a King, 
(Asifa Channell fhould be call'd the Sea) 
Sham ftthiou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
Tolet thy tongue detect thy bafe-borne heart. 
Ed. A wilpe of raw were worth a thoufand’Crowns, 
Tomake this fhameleffe Callet know her felfe : 
Helen of Greece was fayrer farre then thou, 
Although thy Husband may be A4enelams; 1 
Andne’te was Agamenmons Brother wrong’d < 
By that falfe Weman;as this King by thee, 
His Father reuel'd in the heart of France, 
And tam’d the: King jand made the Dolphin ftoope: 
And hadhe mateh’d according to his State, 
Hemight have kept chat glory tothis day. 
But when he tooke.a begger tohis bed, 
And grac’d thy poore Sire with his Bridall day, 
Euen then chat Sun-fhine brew’d.a fhowre for him, 
That wafht his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 
And heap’d {edition on his Crowneathome * 
For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy Pride? 
Had'ft thou bette meeke,our Title fill had flepr; 
And we in pitty of the Gentle King, ° 
Rad flipt our Claime, vatill another Age. 
Cla, But when we faw, our Sunthine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred vs no increafe, 
Wefetthe Axe to thy vfurping Roote: 
And though the edge hath fomething hit our felues, 
Yet know thou, fince we haue begun to ftrike, 
Wee'l neuer leaue, till we haue hewne thee downe, 
Orbath'd thy growing,with our heated bloods, 
Edw, Aid in this refolution, 1 defie thee, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
Since thou deriied’ft the gentle King to fpeakes »- 
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours waue;: 
And either Vidtorie, or elfe a Graue. oH 
Li, Stay Edwarde) ‘srt rth 
sEd,, No.wraagling Woman; wee'l no longet fay, 
Thefe words will coft ten thoufand lives this day. 
“tit tad  Exeunt omnes. 


The third Part of King Henry the Sixt. 
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Alaruia. Excurfions. Enter Warwicke. 


war. Fore-{pent with Toile, as Runners with aRace, § 
T lay me downe alittle while to breath : Leth i | 
For ftrokes receiu'd,and many blowes repaid, At 
Haue robb’d my/ftrong knit finewes of theirfirenigthy v/} 
And (pight of fpight, needs muft Lrefta-while,; “4 


‘Enter Eawardrutnings oss od2208) bo 

Ed, Smile gentle heauen; on ftrike vngentledeath, « 4 f 
For this world frownes, and E4wards Sunndis clowded.. |: 

War, How now my Lord, what happé> whathopeof f 
good? 5 ferhevies! och Took 
wh. Eater Clarence: ret a 

Cla, Out hap isloffe, our hope but fad dispaire, 
Our rankes are broke, and ruine followes ys, 
Vw hat counfaile giue you? whether fhall we flye? 

Ed, Bootlefieis Aight, they follow vs with Wings, 
And weake weare,and cannot fhun purfuite,. 


cn el dEnter Richard. uA 
Rich. Ah Warwicke,why haf): withdrawn thy felfe?} 
Thy Brothers blood the.thirftyiearth hath drunk, i 
Broach’d with the Steely poine of Ciffords Launces 
And in the very pangs of death) he cryde; s5 0... 
Like toa difmall Clangor heard from farce: 
Warwicke, revenge; Brothér,reuenge my-death. 
So vnderneath the belly of their Steeds; » 7 
That Main’d their Fetlockes in his finoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gaue ypthe ghoft.. > “y 
war. Thenlet the earth be dtunken with our blood:,- 
Te kill my Horfe,becaufe I willnotflye 2 if 
Why ftand we:like foft-hearsed, women heere; 
Wayling our loffes,whiles the Foe doth Rage, 
And looke vpon, as if the Tragedic 
Were plaid inieft, by counterferting Actors. 
Heere on my knee, ] vow to Godiaboue, 
Tle neuer pawle againe, neuer ftand full, 
Tilleither death hath clos’dthefe eyes ef mine, 
Or Fortune giuen me meafure of Reuenge. 
Ed, Oh Warwicke, I do bend my knee with thine, 
And in this vow do chaine my foule to thine: 
And ere my knee rife from the Earths cold face, 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart tothee, 
Thou fetter vp, and phicker downe of Kings: 
Befeeching thee (if with thy wilkit flands).< 
That to my Foes this body muft be prey, 
Yetthat thy brazen gates ofheatien may ope; 
And give {weet paffage to my finfull foule. 
Now Lords, take leaue vntill we meete againe, 
Where ere it be, in heauen,orin earth, es: 
Rich, Brother, y 
Giue me thy hand, and gentle Watwicke;».. 
Let meimbrace thee inmy- weary armes¢»./> 
I that did nener-weepe; now:dnele with WOy2595 ¢ os 02 
That Winter fhould curoffour Spring-time fo. i oh 
War. Away,away: yy Po} Vat 
Once more fweet Lotds farwells eadind bisoWE 
Cla, Yevlervsialtogether to our Troopes; « sacyy 1A 
And giue them leaue to flyeyrhat will norlays 2.9 svi} 
And call them Pillars that wilh ftand toys... > 
And if we thrive, promifé them:fuchirewards 02 5071 
As Vidtors weareat the Olynipian Games.) Aot 
This may plant cairage in their quailing breafts, 
For yet is hope of Lite and Victory 
p2 
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; Excurfions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 
i Rich, Now Clifford,| haue fingled thee alone, 
’Suppofe this arme is for the Duke of Yorke, 
-And this for Rutland, both bound to reuenge, 
'Wer't thou inuiron’d with a Brazen wall, 
Clif, Now Richard,l am with thee heere alone, 
‘This is the hand chat ftabb’d thy Father Yorke, 
And this the hand,that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
‘And here’s the heart, that triumphs in their death, 
Andcheeres thefe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
“To execute the like vpon thy felfe, 
And fo haueat thee. 

They Fight warwicke comes, Clifford flies. 
Rich. Nay Warwicke,fingle out fome other Chace, 


: eAlarum. Enter King Heury alone. 

' Hex, This battell fares like to the mornings Warre, 
“When dying clouds contend, with growing light, 
‘What tine the Shepheard blowing ofhis nailes, 
Can neither call ic perfe day, nor night. 

| Now fwayes it this way, likea Mighty Sea, 
Fore’d by the Tide, to combat with the Winde: 
Now fwayes it that way, like the felfe-fame Sea, 
'Fore’d to retyre by furie of the Winde. 
Sometime, the Flood preuailess and than the Winde : 
| Now,one the better : then,another beft ; | 

Both tugging to be Vidtors, breft to breft: 

Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 

Sois the equall poife of this fell Warre. 

-Heere on this Mole-hill will 1 fit me downe, 

To whom God will,there be the Vi&torie: 

For (Margaret my Queene,and Clifford too 

Haue chid me from the Battell : Swearing both, 
They profper beft of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead, ifGods good will were fo ; 
For what is inthis world, but Greefe and Woe. 
Oh God! methinkes it were'a happy lifes:28 

To be no better then a homely Swaine, ~ 

To fic vpon a hill, as] denow, 

To carue out Dialls queintly,point by point, 
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they runne : 
‘How many makes the Houre full compleate, 
How many Houres brings about the Day, 

How many Dayes will finifh vp the Yeare, 

| How many Yeares,a Mortall man may live. 
When this is knowne,thento diuide the Times: 
So many Houres, muft Itend my Flocke ; 

‘So many Houres, muft I take my Reft: 

|So many Houres, muftI Contemplate : 

‘So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfe: 
‘Somany Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yong: 
/So many weekes, ere the poore Fooles will Eane: 
So many yeares, ere I fhall theere the Fleece: 

/So Minutes, Houres, Dayes,Monthes,and Yeares, 
‘Patt ouer tothe end they were created, 

‘Would bring white haires, vnto a Quiet graue. 
Ah! what a life were this? How fweet? how louely ? 
P Giues nor the Hawthorne buth a fweeter fhade 

| To Shepheards. looking on their filly Sheepe, 
Then doth a rich Imbroider’d Canopie: 

To Kings, that feare their Subieéts treacherie ? 
Oh yes, it doth; a thoufand fold it doth. 

Andto conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 


The third Part of K ing Henry the Sixt. 


ESS Oo RO ea ee 
Foreflow no longer, make we hence amaine. Exeune 
' 


For I my felfe will bunt this Wolfetodeath.  LExeunt. 


“Shed feas of Teares, and ne’re be fatisfi'd? 




















His coldthinne drinke out of his Leather Boule 


: Bott 
His wonted fleepe, vnder a freth trees thade, . 


All which fecure, and {weetly he enioyes 

Is farre beyond a Princes Delicates : i 

His Viands fparkling in aGolden Cup, 

His bodie couched ina curious bed, 

When Care, Miftruft, and Treafon waits on him, 


Alarum. Enter aSonne that hath kilfd bj 
one doore : and a Father that hath kell > his Some K 
ther doore. ie 


Son, Ill blowes the winde that profits no bed 
This man whom hand to hand I flew in fight Ms 
May be poffeffed with fome ftore of Crownes 
AndIthat(haply) take them from him now. 
May yet (ere night) yeeld both my Life and them 
To fome man eJfe, asthis dead man doth me. 

Who’s this? Oh God! Itis my Fathers face, 

Whom in this Confliét,] (vnwares)hauekill’d ; 

Oh heauy times! begetting fuch Euents, 

From London, by the King was I preft forth, 

My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man, 

Came on the part of Yorke, preft by his Mafter; 

And I, who at his hands receiu’d my life, 

Haue by my hands, of Life bereaued him. 

Pardon me God, | knew noe what I did: 

And pardon Father, for 1 knew not thee, 

My Teares fhall wipe away thefe bloody markes: 

And no more words, till they haue flow’d their fill, 

King. O pitteous {pectacle! O bloody Times! 

Whiles Lyons Warre,and battaile for their Dennes, 

Poore harmlefle Lambes abide their enmity. 

Weepe wretched man : Ile ayde thee Teare for Teate, 

And let our heaits and eyes, like Ciuill Warre, 

Be blinde with teares,and break oreecharg’d with griefe 
Enter Father,bearing of his Sonne, 

Fa, Thou that fo ftoutly hath refifted me, 

Giue methy Gold, if thou haft any Gold: 

For | haue bought it with an hundred blowes, 

Butlet me fee; Is this cur Foe-mans face? 

Ah,no,no,no, it is mine onely Sonne. 

Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee, 

Throw vp thine eye : fee, fee, what fhowres arife, 

Blowne with the windie Tempett of my heart, 

Vpon thy wounds, that killes mine Eye,and Heatt, 

O pitty God,this miferable Age! 

What Stragems? how fell? how Butcherly? 

Erreoneousgs mutinous, and vnnaturall, 

This deadly quarrell daily doth beget? 

O Boy! thy Father gaue thee life too foone, 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

King. Wo aboue wo:greefe,more thé common pref 
O that my death would flay thefe ruthfull deeds? 
O pitty, pitty, gentle heauen pitty: : 
The Red Rofe and the White are on his face, 

The fatall Colours of our ftriuing Houfes: : 
The ene, his purple Blood right wellrefemblesy — 
The other his paleCheekes (me thinkes)prefenteth? 
Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourifh : ie 
If you contend, a thoufand lives muft wither. 

Sow. Hew will my Mother,for a Fathers death 
Take on with me, andne’re be fatisfi'd? Pe 

Fa, How will my Wife,for flaughter of my Sonne 





= ; fi 1 chances; 
King. How willthe Country, for thefe wo " seth 


Fhe third Part of K ing Henry the Sixt, 


-thinkethe King, and not befatisfied ? 

beet auer{omues {o rew’d a Fathers death > 

rath, Waseuer Father fo bemoan‘d his Sonne?” 

Hen. Was éder'King fo green’d for Subie&s woe? j 
Much is your forrow; Mine, ten tienes fo much, 
| Son. Me beare thee hence, where may weepe my fil. 
Fath. Thefe armes:of mine fhall be thy -windirig flaeaed 
|My heart ({weet Boy) thall-be'thy Sepulcher, 2 
Por from my-heart, thine Tniage nere thalk gos) - 
Mpighing béeR; fhall bethy Punerall bells 
And fo obfequiows'will chy Father besos acct: : 
Men for thedofleof thee, hawing’ne more, > 3 
As Priam was (6#'all his ValiantSonnes, dg 
Hle beare chee hence,and tet thein fight chat will 
For [have miunthered- where'l fhould nor kills °° Exit 

Hen, Sad-heartéd=meny muchouergone with Care; 
Heerefits d King, more-wofullthen you ares 2 a 








Alarums: Extur fons Enter the Qaeen,the 
1 Lion\Ppinee aad Endeter, © ©) 2° 


Prin! Fly Father; flye 2 foralliyour Friends arefled, 
Aid Watwicke rages like a charted Bull: 
Away, for death detivholdivs in purfuite. > - 
Qs, Moune'you my Lord, towards Barwicke poft a- 
MAINE > DAE CL RIERA 
Edward and Richard ikea braceofGrey-hounds, 
Having the fearfull lying Hare in fight, 
|With ery eyes, fparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody fteéle grafpt in their yrefull hands 
Areat our backes,and therefore hence amaine, 
Exst. Away: for vengeance comes along with them, 
Nay, tay not to expoftulate, make fpeed, 
Orellecome after, He away before. 
Hen. Naytakeme with thee,good {weet Exeter : 
Notthat I feare to ftay, butloueto go 
Whether the Queene intends, Forwatdjaway, . Exeunt 


eA lowidalavum. Enter C lifford Wounded, 


Cif. ‘Heere burnes my Candle out; I,heere it-dies, 

Which whiles it lafted, gaue King Henry light. 
0 Lancafler! I feare thy ouerthrow, 
More then my Bodies parting with my Soule: 
My Loue and Feare, glew’d many Friends to thee,. 
Andnow J fall. Thy tough Commixtures melts, : 
Impairing Henry, ftrength’ning mifproud Yorke; 
|And whether flye the Gnats) butto the Sunne?.. 
And who fhines now, but Henries Enemies ? 
O Phoebus! had’ thou never given confent, 
Nhat Poxeton fhould checke thy fiery Steeds, 
Thy burning Carre neuer had fcorch’d theearth, 
And Henry, had’ft thou {way'd as Kings fhould do, 
Oras thy Father and his Farher did, 

iting no ground vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

fy neuer then had {prang like Sommer Flyes: 
I, and ten thoufand jn this luckleffe Realme, 

edlefino mourning Widdowes for our death, 
And thou this day,had’(t-kepe thy Chaire in peace, 
ot what doth cherrifh Weeds, bur gentle ayre? 
Aud whac makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
ootleffe are Plaints,and Cureleffe are my Wounds: 
Way to flye, nor ftrength to hold out flights: 
he Foe is mercileffe, and will nor pitty ; 
orat their hands T haue deferu’d no pitty. 
he ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, 


[eet 


I ftab’d your Fathers bofo:ies; Split my brett, 
_ Alarum & Retreat. Enter Edvard Warwicke| Richard, and 
_ And fmooth thefrownesof Warswith peacefull lookes: 
- | Some Troopes parfue the bloody-minded Queéne; 


_ Thatled calme Heary, thoughhe were a King, 
| As doth a Saile;fll'd-withiafretting Gut: 


| Your Brother-Richard markthim fortheGraue. >. 





p 3 There 
ee eee ~ 


And much effate of blood, doth make mic faint : 
Come Yorke,and Richard, Warwicke,and the ret ; 











* Soldiers, Montagne 3 Clarence, 7%: 
&d,Now breath we Lords, good fortune bidsvs panfe, 


Command an’Argofieto femmethe Wanes,) | 

But thinke you{Lords)thae-Oliffordfled with them? 04 
War, No,’tis impofsible he thould efeape: ‘ 

(For though before his faceT fpeake the words) 


And wherefoereheis, hee’s'furely dead, Clifford grones 
Rich .WWhofe foule is that which takes hir heauy jeaue? 
A deadly gtone, like life and deaths departing, 
See who itis, 
Ea. And now the Battailes ended, 
If Friend or Foe, let him be gently vfed, 
“S Rich. Reuoke that doonie of mercy.for’tis Chfford, 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his leaves pur forth, 
But fet his murth’ring knife vnco the Roote, 
From whence that tender {pray did {weetly {pring, 
I meane our Princely Father,Duke of Yorke, 
War, From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down f head, 
Your Pathers head which Clifford placed theres 
In ftead whereof, let this fupply theroome, 
Meafure for theafure, muft be anfwered, 
Ed, Bring forth that fatall Schreechowle to our houfe, f 
That nothing fung but death, to vs and ours : 
Now death fhall ftop his difmall threatning found, 
And his ill-boading tongue,no more fhali {peake, 
War. Uthinkeis vnderftanding is bereft : 
Speake Cliford,doft thou kuow who fpeakes to thee? 
Darke cloudy death ore-thades his beames of life, 
And he nor fees, nor heares vs,what we fay. 
Rich, O would he did, and fo (perhaps jhe doth, 
Tis but his policy to counterfet, 
Becaufe he would auoid fuch bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our Father, 
‘Cla Ut fo thou think’ft, 
Vex him with eager Words, 
Rich. Cliford,aske mercy,and obtaine no grace. 
Ed, Ciifford,repent in boorleffe penitence:. 
War. Clifford, deuife excufes for thy faults. 
Cla. While we deuife fell Tortures for thy faults: 
Rich. Thou didd’it loue Yorke,and [ am fonto Yorke, 
Edw. Thou pittied’ft Rutland,I will pitey thee: 
Cla. Where’s Captaine LMargaret,to fence you now? 
War, They mocke thee Clifford, 
Sweare as thou was’t wont. 
Ric. What,not an Oath? Nay then the world go’shard. 
When Clifford cannot {pare his Friends an oath 
I know by that he’s dead,and by my Soule, 
If this right hand would buy two houres life, 
That I(in all defpight) might rayle at him, 
This hand fhould chop it off : 8 with the iffuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine, whofe ynftanched thirft 
Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfie 
War. 1, but he’s dead. Of with the Traitors head, 
And reare it in the place your Fathers ftands. 
And now to London with Triumphant marcti, 
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‘There to be crowned Englands Royall King :. 
From whence, fhall Warwicke cut the Sea to France, 
Andaske the Ladie Bova for thy Queene: 
So fhalt chou finow both thefe Lands to gether, 
‘And hauling Fraace thy Friend, thou fbalenot dread 
The {cattred Foe, that hopes to rife againe : 
For thoughthey cannot greatly fing to hurt, 
Yerlooketohaue them buz to offend thine eares : 
Firft,will L-fee the Coronation, : 
— | AndthentoBritanny Ile croffe the Sea, 
| To effect this marriage, fo-it pleafemy Lord. 
&d, Even as thou wilefweet Warwicke, let it bee: 
Forinthy thoulder do I builde my Seate 5 
And never will vndertake the thing 
Wherein thy counfaile and: confent is wanting: 
Richard, will eveate thee Duke of Gloucefter, 
And George of Clarence; Warwicke as our Selfe, 
Shall do;and-vndo as him'pleafech beft. 5 
Rich. Leemebe Duke of Clarence, George of Glofter, 
For GloftersDukedome is too ominous. . 
war. Tut, that’s afoolifh obferuation:: 
| Richard, be Dake of Glofter : Now toLondon, 
To.fee thefe Honors in pofleffion, Exeunt 
Enter Sixklo,anid Hamfrey with Croffe-bowes 
- intheir bacds. < bs 
Cour felues: 


For through this Laund anon the Deere will come, 
And in this couert will we make our Stand, 
Culling the principall ofali the Deere, 

Hum. Mle tay aboue the hill,fo both may fhoot. 

| © Sinks That cannot be, che neife of thy Croffe-bow 
Will {carre the Heard,and fo my fhootis loft : 

Heere ftand we both, and ayme we atthe beft: 

And for the time thalf not feeme tedious, 

Ile tell thee what befell me onaday, 

Inthis felfe-place, where now we meane to ftand. 

Sink, Heere comes aman, let’s ftay till he be paft: 

Enter the King with a Prayer booke. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue, 
To greet mine owne Land with my wifhfull ight 
No Harry, Harry; ‘tis no Land of thine, 

Thy placeis till’d, thy Scepter wrung from thee, 

Thy Balme wafht off, wherewith thou was Anaointed ; 
No bending knee will call thee Cafarnow, , 
Nohumble futers preafeto {peake for right: 

1 No, not aman comes far redrefic of thee : 

Bor how can I helpethem,and not my felfe ? 

Sink; I, heere’s a Deere, whofe skin’s a Keepers Fee : 
This is the quondam King ; Let's feize vponhim. 

Hen. Let me embrace the fower Aduerfaries, 

For Wife men fay, it is the wileft courfe, 
Ham. Why linger we?Let vs lay hands vpon him. 
Sink, Forbeare a-while,wee'l hearea little more. 


And (as [heare)the great Commanding Warwicke 

I: thither gone,to craue the French Kings Sifter 

To wife for Edward, If this newes be true, 

Poore Queene,and Sonne, your labour is but loft: 

For Warwickeis a fubtle Orator : 

And Lewss a Prince foone wonne with mouing words : 
By this account then, A4argaret may winnehia, 

| For fhe’s a woman to be pittied much : 

| Her fighes will makea batvry in his breft, 

| Her teares will pierce into a Marble heart : 


The third Part of King Henry rhe Sint, 


| To heare.and {ee her plaints, her Brinith Feareg, 

, I, butfhee’s come to begge; Warwicketo gine: 
| Shee on hisleft-ide, crauing aydefor Hentyes.... | 
He onhissight, asking-a'wifeforBdparde....° | 
| Shee Weepesy and ayes, her Henryisdepos'd; 
He Smiles, and fayes; his. Sdward is infaul'dy . bid 
| That the (peore: Wretch)forgreefe can {peakenomore: 
| Whiles Warwicke'tels his Title, friogths the Wrong, F 
| Inferreth arguments ofimighty firengthy.i..... Ei 





Sink, Vader thisthicke growne brake, wee'l (hrowd 


: To goalong with vs. For (as we thinke): " 


| Ah fimple men;you know not what you fweare + 


| And yeelding to another,when it blowes, 


booHe#. My Queene and Son are gone to France for aid: 





The Tyger will be milde, whiles fae doth moumne, > 
And Were willbe tainted withtremorfe,....... sik. 
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And inconclufion winnes-che King fromyher,..,:. RES 
With promife of his Sifter; and whatielfe; .. aaa 
To ftrengthenand fupport.King Edwards place, 
O..Margaret thus "ewill-béandthou ( poore foule) 
Art then forfaken,as thot wenrftforlome..... 
Ham, Say, what art thou:talk:ft-of Kings & Queens 
King.More then I feeme,and leffe then] wasbornto: 
Amanatileaft, forleffe Lthould not be:,..... 
And men may talke of Kings,and. why not I? 
Hum, 1,but thou talk’ft, as ifthou wer'ta King, 
King... Why {o I am (iti Minde)and that’s enough; 
Hum. Buc ifchou be aKing,whereis thy Crowne? 
King, My Crowneis in my heart,noton my head: 
Not deck’d. with Diamonds,and Indian tones: »° 
Norto befeene : my Crowne, is call’d Content,. 
A Crowneitis, that fildome Kings enioy...) oot 
Hum, Well, ifyou be a King crown’d with Content, 
Your Crowne Content,and you,muft be contented 


tt | 


You aretheking King Edward-hath depos'd: 
And we his fubiedts,{wornein all Allegeance, 
Will apprehend you,as his Enemies <)0010) 
King. But did you neuer fweare,and breakean Oath, 
Hom, No,neuer fachan'Oath,nox will not now. 
King.Where didyoudwell when J was K.of England? 
Ham, Heere in this Country where we now remain: 
King. I was annointed King at nine monthes-old, 
My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings? 
And you were {worne truce Subjects vato me: 
Andtell me then,haue you not broke your Oathes? | 
Sin.No,for we were Subiedts,but while you wer king 
King. Why? Am I dead? Do Inot breatha Mam | 


Looke,as I blow this Feather from my Face, 
| Andas the Ayre blowes itto me againe, 
Obeying with my winde when I do blow, 


Commanded alwayes by the greater gufts 
Such is the lightneffe of you, common men. 
But do not breake your Oathes, for of that finne, 
My milde intreatie fhall not make you guiltie, 
Go where you will, the king fhall be commanded, 
And be you kings, command,and Ile obey. A 
Sinklo, Weare true Subiedts to the king, 
King Edward, 
King. So would yoube againe to Henrie, 
Ifhe were feated as king Edward is. 
Sinklo. Wecharge you inGods name ge the Kings 
To go with vs ynto the Officers. 812 | 4 
Kings InGods name lead,y our Kings name be obey’ 
And what God will,that let your King performe, oll 
And what he will, I humbly yeeld ynto- E 


Enter K.Edward, Glofter Clarence, Lady Gray. 
King. Brother of Glofter,at S..Albons field 
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This Ladyes Husband, Sir Richard Grey was flaine, 

His Land tlienf{eiz’d on by the Conqueror; : 

Her {uit is now,torepofleffe thofe Lands, : 

Which wee in luftice cannot well deny; 

Becatffe in Quarrell of the Houfe of Yorke, o8.y02 20%) 
The worthy Gentleman did lofe-his Life. r 


It were difhonorto‘deny it her. 
King. It wexeno leffe, buvyetile make aipawfe, 
Richi Yea, is it fos Hye? AAG, Pir bns 
\] fee the Lady hath athing'to graunr, 20) yn ian 
Before the King will graunt her humble fuit, 2 
| ((arence. Heeknowes the Game, how truehee keepes 
‘the winde ? odeinedsdrned: ayeg sont yhh sil 
Rich. Silence. est H3830) ga} 
King. Widow, we will confiderof your‘fuir; 
And come fome other time'to knowout minde.” : 
_ Wid. Right gracious Lord, cannot brooke delay : 
May it plealeyour Highneffeto refolue the now, 
And what:your pleafureis;fhail fatisfie me, = 
Rich, 1 Widow? then Ie warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleafes him, fhall pleafure you : 
Fight clofer,or good faith you'le catch a Blow, 
Clarence. 1 feare her not;voleffe fhe chance to fall, 
Rich. God forbid that, for hee’le take vantages. 
King. How many Children hat chou, Widow ? tell 
AS 
Clarence. Ithinke he meanes to begge a Child of her. 
Rich. Nay then whip me: hee’le rather giue her two, 
Wid, Threejmy moft gracious Lord, 


Rich. You fhall haue foure, if you'le be rul’d by'hiin. | 
_ King. Twere pittie they fhould lofe’ their Fathers | 


Lands, sha int im 
Wid, Berpittifull,dread Lord,and-grauntiethen, 


wit. A is 
Till Youth rake leaue,and leaue you to the Crutch. 


King, Now’ tell me, Madame, doe you loue your 
Children? 


Wid. 1, full as dearely as I loue my felfe. 


King. And would you not doe much to doe them | 


ood? ivr Po, 
Wid, To doe them good, I would fuftayne fome 
arme, 
ey Then get your Husbands Lands, to doe them 
good, 
Wid; ‘Therefore I came vato your Maieftie. 
King, Ie tell you how thefe Lands are to be got. 
Wid. So thall you bind me to your Highneffe feruice, 
King. What feruice wilt thou doe me,if} giue them? 
Wid. \Vhat you command,that reftsin me to doe. 
King. But you will take exceptions to my Boone, 
Wid. No,gracious Lord,except I cannot doe it. 
King, 1,butthoucanftdoe what I meanetoaske. 
i Why then I will doe what’ your Grace coni- 
ands. 


Rich. Hee plyes her hard, and much Raine weares the 
Marble: . 


Clar. As red as fire ? nay then, her Wax mutt melt, 


Vid. Why ftoppes my Lord? fhall I not” heare my 
Taske 2 ‘ 


King. An eaGe Taske,’tis but tolouea King. 


Wid. That's foone perform’d, becaufe Lam aSubiee. | 


xs Why then, thy Husbands Lands I freely giue 
CH 


\ 


a a aa 


Rich, I,good leauc have you, for you'will haue feaue, 


Wid; take my leave with many thoufand thankes. 
Rich, The Match is made, thee feales it with 4 Curfie, 
King. But tay thee? tis the fruits of JoueLmeane, 
Wid, The fruits of Loue,I tmeane,my louing Liege, 
King. \ but I feare me in another fences - coe. 


| What Loue,think’ft chou, fue fo muchto get? 
Rich. Y our Highnefle fhallidos well to graunt her fuits 


Wid. My loue till death,my humble thanks, my prayers, 
That loue which Vertue begges,and Vertue graunts.— 
King. No,by my troch,T did not meaiefuch love. 
Wia. Why then you meane tiot,as I thought you did, 
King. But now you partly may perceitle’my minde, 
Wid. My minde will neuer grannt wharl perceiue’ © 


v 


| Your Highneffe aymes at,if  ayme atight.° 


King, Totell thee plaine,? ayme to lye with thee,” 
Wid, Torell you plaine,I had rather lye in Prifon, 
King. Why then thou fhalt not haue thy Husbands 


| Lands. 


Forty that loffe,I will nor purchafethem, © q 
King. Therein thou wrong’ft thy Children mightily 


id, Why then'mine Honeftie thall be my D ower,’ 


Wid. Herein yout Highnefle wrongs both them & me: 


| But mightie Lord, this merry inclination > 


Accords.not with the fadneffe of my uit: 

Pleafe youdifmiffe me,eyther with Lor ito, | 
Keng. 1;if thou wilt fay Teo my requeft; 

No, if thou do’ft fay Noto my demand.’ 

wid, ThenNo,my Lotd:my fuir is acan end. 


Rich. The Widow likes ‘him not ;° fheé knits her 


Browes, 


Clarence. Hee is the blunteft Wooer‘in Chriften- 
dome, eed diet adil. 

King. Het Looks dotivargue her replete with Modefty, 
Her Wordsdoth thew her Wit incomparable, 


| All her perfeétions challerige Soueraigntic, 
King. Lords giue' ys leaue, Ile trye this Widowes | 


One way,or other, fhee is fora King, 
And fhee fhall be my Loue,or elfe my Queene, 
Say,that King Gdward take thee for his Queene? 

Wid. "Tis better faid thea done, my gracious Lord: 


Tama fubieét fit ro teat withall; 


But farre vnfitto bea Soueraigne. 
King. Sweet Widow,by my State I {weare to thee,” 
I fpeake no more then what my Soule intends, 
And that is,to enioy thee for my Loue, 
Wid, And thatis more then I will yeeld ynto: 
Iknow,] am toomeane tobe your Queene, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine, 
King. You cauill, Widow,I did meane my Queeney | 
Wid. *Twill grieve your Grace, my Sonnes fhould‘call 
you Father, o4 
King. No more,then when my Daughters’ 
Call thee Mother. 


| Thou art a Widow,and thou haft fome Children, _ 


And by Gods Mother;I being but a Batchelor, ° 
Hau other-fome. Why,’tis a happy thing, 


| Tobe the Father vnto many Sonnes : 


An{wer no more, for thou fhalt be my Queene. oid 
Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrife, | 
Clarence. When hee was made a Shriver,’ewas for fhift. 
King. Brothers, you mufe what Chat wee two haute 

had. ; F250 Be 

Richy The Widow likes it not, for thee lookes very 

fad. read SLC WV a 
King. You'ld thinke it ftrange, if I fhould martie 

her. Fbsls tr 

Clarence. To who,my Lord 2 4 : brit 

King. Why Clarence tomy felfe. 


m Rich, That ; 
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T he Bird Part of K ing Henry the ixt. 



















~ Clarence, That’sa day longer thena Wonder lafts. 
~ Rich, Byfo,much isthe Wonder in extremes. 
_King. Well,ieaft on Brothers:I.can tell you both, 
Her fuic is graunted for her Husbands Lands, 


Seiten: ip? “)... Enter a Noble man. 


Neb,.My gracious Lord, Heary your Foc is taken, 

And brought your Prifoner to your Paliace Gate. 
ding. Seeshat hebe conuey’d yntothe Towers 

And goe wee Srothers to che man that tooke him, 

To quelftion of his apprehenfion, 

Widow gocyoualong: Lords yfe her honourable. 
Tis Exceunt, 

Sheer abhvelg cmp) Manet Rishard. 

“Rich, 1,Edward vill vfe Women honourably: 

Would he were walted,Marrow,Bones,andall, 0. 


To crofle me fromthe Goldentime I looke for: - 
‘And yer, betweene my Soules defireand me, 

} The luftfall Edwards Title buryed, 

Is Clarence, Henry,and his Sonne young Edward, 
Andall the vnlook-d-for [flue of their Bodies, 
Totake thei Roomes,ere 1 can place my felfes 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

Why then I'doe but dreame on Soueraigntie, 

Like onethat Rands vpon a Promontorie, 

And {pyes a farre-off fhore,where hee would tread, 
Wiathing his foot were equall with his eye, 

And chides che Sea,that funders him from thence, 
Saying, hee'le lade it dry,to haue his ways ° ya 

4 So doe I withthe Crowne,being fo farre off, Ky 
And fo I chide.the meanes that keepes me fromit,.».; ; 
And fo (I fay) Ile cut the Caufes off) 0! yes 
Flattering me with impoffibilities goci b 
My Eyes too quicke,my Heart o’re-weenes toomuch, 
Valefle my, Hand and Strength could equallthem. 
Well,fay there is no Kingdome then for Richard : 
What other Pleafure can the World affoord ? 

Ile make my Heaten ina Ladies Lappe, 

And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, 

| And’witch {weet Ladies with my Words and Lookes. 
Oh miferable Thought! and more vnlikely, 
Tnaentoaccomplifh twentie Golden Crownes. 

Why Louc for{wore me.in my Mothers Wombe: 

} And for I fhould not deale in her foft Lawes, | 

1 Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with fome Bribe, 

To fhrinke mine Arme vp like a wither’d Shrub, 

1 To make anenulous Mountaine on my Back, 

Where fits Deformitie to mocke my Body; 

To (hapemy Legges of an vnequall fize, 

To dif-proportion me in euery part: ; 

Like to a Chaos, or an vn-lick’d Beare-whelpe, 
That carryes no impreffion like the Damme, 

And am I thenaiman to be belou'd? 

Ob monftzous fault,to harbour fuch athought, 

Then fince this Earth affoords.no Joy to me, 

But to command,to check,ro o’re-beare fuch, 

As are of better Perfon then my felfe: 

Te make my Héauen,to dreame'vponthe Crowne, 
And whiles I liue,t'account this World but Hell, 
Voutill my mis-fhap’d Trunke, that beares this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne, 

And yet I know not how to get the Crowne, 

For inany Liues ftand betweene me and home: 


\ 


“ Rich, That would be tenne dayes wonder at theleatt. 


That from his Loynes no hopefull Branch may fprings's’! 


| Matt Arike her fayle,and learne a while to ferue, 

















And J, like oneloft ina Thornie Wood, ; 
That rents the Thornes,and is rent with the Thornes 
Seeking a way,and ftraying from the way, «0: ‘ 
Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre, | 
But toyling defperately to finde it out, ou! 
Torment my felfe,to catch the Englith Crowne: 
-And from that corment I.will free my felfe, 
Or hew my way out witha bloody Axejor 90) 
Why [ can fmile,and murther whiles I fmile; 
And cry ,Content,to thac which grieuesimy Heogt, «> 
And wet my Cheekes with artificial Teatesy: °. 
And frame my Facetoalleccafions, 9.) 4) 
Ile drowne moreSaylers then the Mermiaid {hall 
Tle flay more gazers thenthe Bafiliske, —* 5 
Ile play the Oracor as wellas Nefor, moose | 
Deceiue more flyly then Viiffes couldy 
Andlike a Sy#oz,take another Troy. 
I can adde Colours to the Camelion, ni 
Change fhapes with Pretens; for adaantages, 
And fet the spustherous CMachenill to Schoole. 
Can I doe this,and cannot get a Crowne? |) | 
Tur,were ic farther off,ile plucke itdowne.: | Exis, 
Flourifh. Es ‘y 
Enter Lewis the French King, bis Sister Bona, bis 
Admiral, cailid Bourbon : Prince Edward, 
Queene Margaret,and the Earle of Oxford, 
Lewis fits andrifeth vp againe. 


Lewis. Faire Queene of England, worthy Afargaret, 
Sitdownewith vs: it ill befits chy State,» 
And Birth, that chou fhould’ft ftand, while Lewss doth fit) 
Marg. No,mightie King of France: now Afargartt” 


Where Kings,command, Iwas (I muft confefle) 
Great Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes: 
But tiow mifchance hath trod:my Title'downe, © 
And with difhonor layd me on the ground, 
Where I muft take like Seat ynto my fortune, 
And to my humble Seat conformemy felfe. 
Lewis. Why fay, faire Queene, whence fprings this} 
deepe defpaire ? Beit 
Marg.From fuch a caufe,as fills mine eyes with teates 
And Rops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in carts. 
Lewis, What ere it be,be thou fill like thy felfe, 
And fit thee by our fide. Seats ber by bit, 
Yeeldnot thy necke to Fortunes yoake, 
But let thy dauntleffe minde ftill ride in triumph, 
Ouer all mifchance. 
Be plaine, Queene Afargaret,and tell thy griefe, 
Ic fhall be eas’d,if France can yeeldrelicfee 
Marg. Thofe gracious words 
Reuiue my drooping thoughts, 
And giue my tongue-ty'd forrowes leaute to fpeakes 
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewis, 
That Henry, fole poffeflor of my Loue, 
Is,of a King, become a banifht man, 
And forc’d relive in Scotland a Forlore ; 
While prowd ambitious Edward,Duke of Yorke, 
Viurpes the Regall Ticle,and the Seat 
Of Englands true anoynted lawfull King. 
This is the caufe that I,poore (Margaret, F 
With this my Sonne,Prince Edward, ‘Henries Heites 
Am come to craue thy iuft and lawfull ayde: 
And if thou faile vs,all our hope is done. 


Scotland hath will to helpe,bur cannothelpe? out 


: The third Part of King Henry the Sixt. 


Der People,and our Peeres, are both mis-led, 

Our Treafure {eiz'd our Souldiors put to flight, 

And (as thou feeft ) our felues in heauie plight, 
Lewis, Renowned Queene, 

With patience calme the Storme, , 

‘While we bethinke a meanes to breake it off. 
Marg. The more wee ftay, the Rronger growes our 
C. } : 

Fo Lewis. The more I ftay;the more Ile fuccour thee, 
Marg. O, but impatience waiteth on true forrow. 

And fee where comes the breeder of my forrow. 


Enter Warwicke. 


Lewis, What's hee approacheth boldly to our pre- 
fence ? 
Marg. Our Earle of Warwicke, Edwards greateft 
Friend. 
Lewts. Welcome braue warwicke, what brings thee 
toFrance ? Hee defcends, Shee arifeth. 
Marg. I now begins a fecond Storme to rife, 
For this is hee that moues both Winde and Tyde. 
Warw. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed Friend, 
Icome (in Kindneffe, and vnfayned Loue ) 
Fittt,to doe greetings to thy Royall Perfon, 
And then to craue a League of Amitie; 
And laftly,to confirme that Amitic 
With Nuptiall Knot,if thou vouchfafe to graunt. 
That vertuous Lady Bova,thy faire Sifter, 
ToEnglands King, in lawfull Marriage, : 
Marg. If that goe forward, Henries hope is done, 
Warw. And gracious Madame, Speaking to Bora, 
Inour Kings behalfe, 
lam commanded , with your leaue and fauor, 
Humbly to kiffe your Hand, and with my Tongue 
Totellthe paffion of my SoueraignesHeart; 
Where Fame,late entring at his heedfull Eares, © 
Hath plac’d thy Beauties Image,and thy Vertue. 
Marg. King Lewis,and Lady Bona,heare me {peake, 
{Before you anfwerWarwicke. Hisdemand 
Springs not from Edwards well-meant honeft Loue, 
Bit from Deceit, bred by Necefficie: 
Fothow can Tyrants fafely gouerne home, 
Valeffe abroad they purchafe great allyance? 
To proue him Tyrant,this reafon may fuffice, 
That Henry liueth Qill: but were hee dead, 
Yethere Prince Edward ftands King Hewries Sonne. 
Looke therefore Lewis,that by this League and Mariage 
Thou draw not on thy Danget,and Dis-honor : 
For though Wfurpers {way the rule a while, : 
YetHeau’ns are iuft,and Time fuppreffeth Wrongs, 
Warw. Tniurious Margaret, 
Edw. ‘And why not Queene? 
Warw. Becaufe thy Father Henry did vfurpe, 
And thou no more art Prince,then fhee is Queene, 
Oxf. Then svarwicke difanulls great lobe of Gaunt, 
Which did fubdue the greatett part of Spaine; 
And after ohn of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Vhofe Wifdome wasa Mirror to the wife: 
And after that wife Prince, Henry the Fift, 
oby his Proweffe conquered all France: 
tom thefe, our Henry lineally defcends, 
_Warw. Oxford, how haps it in this {mooth difcourfe; 
9U told not,how Henry the Sixt hath loft pis 
Allthat,which Heury the Fift had gotten ; 
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Me thinkes thefe Peeres of France fhould fimile at that, 
But for the reft: youtella Pedigree 

Of threefcore and twoyeeres,afillytime © ~~ 

To make prefcription fora Kingdomes worth, 

Oxf. Why Warwicke,canft thiou {peak a gainft thy Liege, 
Whom thou obeyd’ft thirtie and fix yeeres, ppreubie 
And not bewray thy Treafon with a Blufh? 

Warw, Can Oxford,that did cuer fence the right, 

Now buckler Falfehood with 4 Pedipreeg 9" > 
For fhame leaue Henry ,and call Edward King. 

Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe iniurious doome 
My elder Brother,the Lord e4ubrey Vere 
Was done to death ? and more then fo,my Father,. 

Euen inthe downe-fall of his mellaw’d yeeres, 
When Nature brought him to the doore of Death? 
No Warwicke,no: while Life vpholds this Arme, 
This Arine vpholds the Houfe of Lancafter. 

Ware, AndI the Houfe of Yorke. °°“ 

Lewis. Queene Margaret Prince Edward,and Oxford, 
Vouchfafe at our requeft,to ftand afide, = 
While I vfe further conference with Marwicke, 

_ They fland aloofe. aes . 

Marg. Heauens graunt, that Warwickes wordes be- 
witch him nor. ; 

Lew,Now Warwicke,tell me even vpon thy confcience 
Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth” 
Tolinke with him,that were not lawfull chofen, 

Warw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and ‘mine Ho- 
nor. ache 
Lewis. But is hee gracious in the Peoples eye? ” 

Warw, The more,that Heary was vnfortunace, 
Lewis. Then further : all diffembling fet afide, 


. Tell me for cruth,the meafure of his Love 


Voto our Sifter Bova. 

War. Such it feemes, , 

As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. | 

My felfe haue often heard him fay, and {weate, 

That this his Loue was an external! Plane, 

Whereof the Root was fixt in Vertues ground, 

The Leaues and Fruit maintain’d with Beauties Satine, 

Exempt from Enuy, but not trom Difdaine, 

Voleffe the Lady Bona quit his paiie. Sesgemtchic 

Lewts. Now Sifter, let vs heare your firme refolue, 
Bona. Your graunt,or your denyall,fhall be mine. 

Yet I confeffe,that often erethis day, Speaks to Par. 

When I haue heard your Kings defert recounted, °°" 

Mine eare hath tempred iudgement to defire.| 

Lewis. Then Marwicke, thus: ees 

Our Sifter fhall be Edwards. . 

And now forthwith fhall Articles be drawne, 9" 

Touching the Toynture that your King muft make, 

Which with her Dowrie fhall be counter-poys'd?)” * 

Draw neere, Queene Margaret ,and bea witneffe, 

Thet Bexa thall be Wife to the Englifh King. - ><! et 
Pr. Edw. To Edward, but not to the Englifh King.” § 
Marg. Deceitfull Warwicke,it was thy deuice, ae 

By this-alliance to make void my fuit: bags obi 

Before thy comming, Lewss was Hearies friends ~*~ 

Lewis. And ftillis friend to him,and Afargarets °° | 

But if your Title to the Crowne be weake, - °°)’ 

As may appeare by Edwards good fucceffe;***’ wen * 

Then ’tis but reafon;thacI be releastd = 

From giuing ayde,which late I promifed. \” 

Yet fhall you hate all kindneffe'at my hand, © 

That your Eftate requires,and mine can yeeld, ~** 

Warm, Henry how liues'in Scotland, at his eafes : 
er 2 



























































—_— 


362 


” Lhe third Part of K ing Henry the Sixt. 


A 





} Where hauing nothing, nothing canhe lofe. 
1 Aid as for you your felfe (our quondam Queene) 
} You haue a Father able to maintaine you, 
4 And better2rwere, you trenbled bim, then France... _ 
Mar., Peaccimpudent,and fhamelefie W arwicke, 
| Proud ferter vp, and puller downe of Kings, 
L will not heice, till with my Talke and Teares 
(Both full. of Truth) I make King Lewis behold 
{ Thy flye conueyance,and thy Lords falfe loue, 
ot ~.. Poft blowing a horae Within. 
For both of you are Birds of felfe-fame Feather. 
“Lewes. Warwicke,thisis fome pofte to vs,or thee.) 
SR Enter the Pofte. 

Poft. My Lord Ambaflader,. | 
Thefe Letters are for you. .. +. Speakes toWarwick., 
Sent from your Brother Marquefle Afoutague. 

Thefe from our King,vntg your Maiefty. 
And Madam, thefe tor you: 
From whom, Iknow.not, 














To Lewis. 
To Margaret 
: They abreade their Letters.’ 
Oxf, Ujkeir well, chat our faire Queeneand Miftris 
Smiles at lier newes, while Warwicke frownes at hiss 
__ »Prince Ed... Nay marke how Lewis ftampesas_he were 
netled, [hope,all’sforthebeft, 
_., Leamty.,, VV atwicke,what are thy Newes ¢ 
And yours, faire Queene. le 
‘1 Afar. Mine fuch,as fill my heart with ynhop’d ioyes. 
Wate Mine fullof forrow, and hearts difcontent. 
“Lew. What? has your King married the Lady Grey? 
And new.s0feoth your Forgery, and his, 
Sends mea Paper to perfwade me Patience ? 
Is this th’Alliance that hefeekes with France ? 
| Dare hie prefumeé to feorne vs in this manner ? 
Mar. I cold your Maiefty as much before : 
This proueth Edwards Loue,and Watwickes honefty, 
War, King Lews, Lheere proteft in ight ofheauen, 


And by thehope I haue ofheauenly bliffe, 
That Tam Cleere from this mifdeed of Edwards; 
No more my King, for he difhonors me, 
But mof himfelfe, if he could {ee his fhame.. . 
Did I forget, that by the Houle of Yorke, . 
My-Father came vnrimely to his death...» 
Did. leg paffe th’abufe done to my eee ? 
DidLimpalehim wish,sheRegall Crowne? 
Didh put Henry from his Natius Right 2. 09... 
Andam I guerdon'darthe laf, wich Shame? 
j Shame on himfelfe, for my Deferz is Honor. 
And to repaire my Honpplay for bitty: ¢,. 
Theere renounce him, and returne to dZeury. - 
My Noble Queene, lec former grudges paffe, 
And henceforth, I ameby true Seruitonur 
I willreuenge bis wrong to Lady Zeng, 
And replant Heuryin his former fate, 
Mar. Warwiekes 00 iy 
Thefe words have tuth’d my Hate, ta Loue, 
And I forgiue, and, quite forget old faults, 
} And ioy that thou becom'ft King Henries Friend... 
War. Soruchhis Friend, I,his vafained Friend, , 
That ifKing Lewss vouchfafe co furnifhvs 
With fome few Bands of chofen Soldiours, . 3 
Ile Sar alin rosea sep 
And force the Tyrant.from bis (eanby Warre. 
"Tis not his new-made Bride fhall fuccour him. 
And as for Clarence, as my/Letters tell ine, 
Hee’s very likely now t¢ fall from him, }... Et 
{For matching more for wanton Luft,then Honor, |. 


Os then for frength and fafety ofous Country, 


_ Shall waft them ouer with our Réyall Fleete. 





Bona. Deere Brother,how fhall Bora be reyen “4 
But by thy helpeto this diftreffed Queene ? ee 

Mar. Renowned Prince,how thall Poore Hey 
Voleffe thou refcue him from foule difpaire? 

Bona. My quarrel,and this Englith Queens 
_ War, And mine faire Lady Bona,ioynes w 

Lew, And mine, with hers,and thine 
Therefote,at laft, I firmely am refolu’d 
You fhall hauc ayde. 

Mar, Let me give humble thankes for all.at once 

Lew. Then Englands Meffenger,returne in Poe 
And tell falfe Edward, chy {uppofed King, 

That Lewes of France, is fending ouer Maskers 

To reuell it with him,and his new Bride. 

Thou feet what's paft,go feare thy King withall, 
Bona. Tell him,in hope hee’! proue a widower fh 

I wearethe Willow Garland for his fake, . 

Mar, Tell him,my mourning weeds are laydeafite 

And Tam ready to put Armor on, 

War. Tellhim from me,that he hath doneime wrone 
And therefore Ile vn-Crowne him, ercbelong. 4 
There’s thy reward, be gone. - Exit Pop, 
Lew. But Warwicke, mise? hee hae 
Thou and Oxford, with fiue thoufand men -;,.. 
Shall croffe the Seas,and bid falfe Edwardbattaile:. 
And as occafion ferues, this Noble Queen 
And Prince, fhall follow with a frefh Supply, 
Yet erethou go, bunan{wer me one doubt: 
What Pledge haue we of thy firme Loyalty? 

War. This fhallaflure my conftant. Loyalty, 
That if our Qucene,and this young Prince agree, 

Ile ioyne mine eldeft daughter,and my Ioy, 
To him forthwith, inholy Wedlocke bands. 

Mar. Yes, Lagree,andthanke you for your Motion 
Sonne Edward, fhe is Faire and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay not, giue thy hand to Warwicke, 
And with thy hand, thy faith irreuccable, . 
That onely Warwickes daughter fhallbe thine. 

Prinéde Yesyl accept her, for fhe well deferuesit, 
And heere to pledge my Vow, I-giue my hand, 
He giues his hand to Warn 

Lew. Why ftay we now ? Thete foldiers fhalbe leit, 
And thou Lord Bourbon,ou High Admirall 


ry liue, 


2 5806 One, 
: ith yours, 
9ah Mar Atet 

ce 


, 


tty, 







Tlong till Edward fall by Warres mifchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France... 
| Exenut.  Adanet Warnick’ 

War. I.camefrom Edwardas Ambaflador, 
But Ireturne his {worne and mortall Foe: 
Matter of Marriage was the charge he gauemety 
But dreadfull Warre fhall anfwer hisdemand. 
Had he none elfe to make ftale but me? 
Then none but I, fhall eurne his Ieft to Sorrows | 
I was the Cheefethat rais'd him to.the Crowne, 
And Ile be Cheefe to bring him downe againe* 
Not that I pitty. Hesries mifery, ‘by 
Bat feeke Reuenge on Edwards, mockerye) 


Enter Richard, Clarence, S: omser{et and . 
+. Mountague. ep 
ta voll 
Rich. Now tell me Brother ¢ larence,what chinkey? 
Of this. new Marriage with the Lady Graje 
Hath not our Brother made.a worthy choice? 


: nce 
Cia. Alas,yor know,tis farre from heace © Fran Ho ‘| 


. |Bow could he Ray vill Warwicke made recurned: 5; 


som, My Lords, forbeare this talke : heere comes the 
pines . Floarifh. La SET 
Ener King Edward, Lady Grey,Penbrooke,Staf= 
ford, Haftings: foure fland on one fide, 
rae yee aud foure onthe other.) i05 
DB 
Rich, And his well-chofen Bride. -_. a, 
Clarence. Imindetotell him plainly what I thinke. 
King, Now Brother of Claretice, :: sa 
Howlike you our Choyce, 20m 
That you ftand penfiue;as halfe:malecontent? - 
Clarence. As well as Lewss of France, 
Orthe Eatle of Warwicke, 23 . 
Which are fo weake of courage,and:in iudgement, 
That they'le take no offenceatourabufe, «> 

King. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe : 

Theyate bur Lewssand Warwicke,I am Edward, 
Your King and “arwickes, and muft haue my will. 
Riehii And fhall-haue your will, becaufe our King : 
Yer haftie: Marriage feldome proueth well. 
King. Yea,Brother Richard,are you offended too? 
Rich. Not I s-no'; =i 
God forbid,that I fhould with them feuer’d, 
WhomGod hathioyn’d together: ° 
and ‘twere pittie; co funder them; 
That yoake fo well together. 
King. Setting your skornes,and your miflike afide, 
Tellme fome reafonjwhy the Lady Grey 
Should not become my Wife,and Englands Queene? 
And yair too, Somerfer,and (Mountague, 
Speake freely what you thinke, 
Clarence. Then this is mine opinion : 
That King Lewes becomes your Enemie, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bona, 
Rich. And: Warwicke,doing what you gaue in charge, 
Isnow dis-honored by this new Marriage. 

King, What, if both Lewss and warwick be appeas’d, 
By fuch inuention as I can deuife ? 

Mownt.¥ et,to haue ioyn'd with France in fuch alliance, 
Would morehaue ftrength ned this our Commonwealth 
‘Gainft forraine ftormes,then any home-bred Marriage. 

Hat. Why,knowes not Mountague chat ofit felfe, 
England is fafe,if true within it felfe ? 
Mount. But the fafer, when ’cis back’d with France. 
Hat. “Tis better vfing France,thentrufting France : 
Letys be back’d with God, and with the Seas, 
Which he hath giu'nforfence impregnable, 
And with their helpés,onely defend our felues : 
Inthem,and in our felues,our fafetie lyes, 

lar, Forthis one fpeech, Lord Ha/tings well deferues 
Tohaue the Heire of the Lord Hungerford. 

King, T,what of that? it was tny will,and eraune, 
And for this once,my Will fhall Rand forLaw. * 


Rich, And yet me thinks, your Grace hath notdote well, 


To gine the Heire and Dau ghter of Lord Scales 
Vato the Brother of your louing Bride; >» 
Shee better would haue fitted ine,or Clarence’: 
Utin yourBride you burie Brotherhood, > 

Clar, Or elfe you would not have beftow’d the Heire 
Of the Lord Bonwiil on yournew Wities Sonne, 
And leaue your Brothers to goe {peede elfewhere. 

King, Alas,poore Clarence’ is it'for'a Wife: 
That thou art malecontent ? EF will prowidé thee. 


Clarence. un chufing for.your felfe, 
You fhew'd your iudgement: » 


| Which being fhallow, you fhall giue me ienind 


To play the Broker in mine owne behalfe; 
And to that end,[ fhortly minde to leaue you, 
King: Leaueme,or tarry, Edward will be K ings 
And not be ty’d vnto his Brothers will, 9 > 
Lady Grey. My Lords, before iit pleas’d his Maieftie 
To rayfe my State to Titlé of a Queene, » 
Doe.me but right,and you muftall confeffe,. 


| That Iwasnot ignoble of Defcent, 


And meaner then my felfe haue had like fortune. 

Sut as this Title honors me and mine, BS tHe 

So your diflikes,co whom I would be pleafing, 

Doth cloud my ioyes with danger, and with forrow. 
King.My Loue,forbeare to fawne vpon their frownes; 

What danger,or what forrow can befall thee, 

So long as Edward is thy conftant friend, 

And their true Soueraigne, whom they muft obey ? 

Nay,whom they fhall obeyj;and loue thee too, 

Voleffe they feeke for hatred at myhands: 

Which if they doe,yet will I keepe thee fafe, ’ 

And they fhall feele the vengeance of my wrath, 
Rich. Lheare, yet fay not much, but thinke the more, 


_ Enter a Pofte, 


Kings Now Meffenger;what Letters;or what Newes 
from France ? ; 
Poft, My Soueraigne Liege,no Letters, 8 few words, 
yout {peciall pardon) 


Bat fach,as I (without 
Dare not relate. 
King. Goe too,wee pardon thee : 
Thereforeyin briefe,tell me their words, 
As neere as thou canft gueffe them. . 
What anfwer makes King Lewis vnto our Letters ? 
Post. At my depart,thefe were his very words: 
Goe tell falfe Edward,the {uppofed King, 
That Lewes of France is fending ouer Maskers, 
To reuell it withshim,and hisnew Bride, 
King. Is Lewis fo braue? belike hethinkesme Henry, 
But what {aid Lady Bona to my Marriage? 
Poft. Thefe were her words, vet’red with mild difdaine : 
Tell him,in hope hee'le proue a Widower fhortly, 
Ile weare the Willow Garland for his fake, + 
King. Iblamenother; the could fay litcle leffe: 
She had the wrong. But what faid Henries Queene? 
For I haue heard,that fhe was there in place. - 
Poff. Tell him(quoth fhe) 
My mourning Weedes are done, 
And I am readie to put Armour on, 
King. Belike the minds to play the Amazon. 
But what faid Warwicke to thefe iniuries ? 
Poff, He,more incens’d againft your Maiefties . 
Then all the reft,difcharg’d me with thefe words: 
Tell him from me,that he hath done me wrong; © 
And therefore Ile'vncrowne him,er’t be long: : 
King.Ha?durft the Traytor breach out fo prowd words? 
Well,I will arme me,being thus fore-warn’d: § © 
They fhall haue Warres,and pay for their prefumption. 
But fay, is Warwicke friends with Adargaret? 
Poff. I, gracious Soueraigne, 


_ They are fo link’d in friendthip, 


That yong Prince Edward marryes Warwicks Daughter. 
Clarence. Belike,the elder ; 

Clarence will haue the younger. ze 

Now}. 






























































































































| 164. 
) Now Brother King farewell, and fit you faft, 
‘|For L will hence to Wanvickes other Danghter, 
That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage 
I may not prove inferior to your felfe. 
|} You that loue me,and #arwicke, follow me. 
01. Exit Clarence and Somerfet fellowes. 
Rich. Not I: : 
| My thoughts ayme ata further matter: 
| Iffay not for the loue of Edward,bui the Crowne. 
King. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to Warwicke? 
1 Yee am I arm’d againft the worft can happen : 
1 And hafteis needfull inthis defp rate cafe, 
1 Pembrooke and Stafford, you in our behalfe 
Goe leuie men,and make prepare for Warre; 
| They arealreadie,or quickly will be landed: 
| My felfe in perfon will ftraight follow you. 
Exeunt Pembrooke and Stafford. 
Burere 1] goe,Ha/tings and Mountague 
Refolue my doubt: you twaine,of all the reft, 
} Areneere to Marwicke, by bloud,and by allyance: 
Tell me,if you loue Marwicke more then me; 
| If ic be fo,then both depart to him: 
I rather with you foes,then hollow friends. 
But if you minde to hold your true obedience, 
Giue me affurance with fome friendly Vow, 
That I may neuer haue you in fufped, 
eMonnt. So God helpe CMountague, as hee. proues 
gruel! torly | 
| Hast. And HaStings,as hee fauours Edwards caufe, 
King. Now,Brother-Richard,will you ftand by ys ? 
Riche 1,in defpight of all that fhall withftand you. 
“King. Why fo: thenam] fure of Victorie. 
Now therefore let vs hence,and lofeno howre, 
Till wee meet “arwicke,with his forreine powre. 
. Exennt. 


a ee: 


Enter Warwicke and Oxford in England, 
with French Souldiors. 


Warm, Truft me,my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers {warme to vs. 
; Enter Clarence and Somerfet. 
But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes : 
Speake fuddenly,my Lords,are weeall friends? 
Clar. Feare not that,my Lord, 
Warw,. Then gentle Clarence, welcome ynto Warwicke, 
And welcome Somerfet : Lhold it cowardize, 
To reft miftruffull,wherea Noble Heart 
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in igne of Loue; 
Elfe might I thinke,thac (, timer Meanie Brother, 
Were buca fained friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome {weet (Zarence,my Daughter fhall be thine. 
And now,what refts ? but in Nights Couerture, 
Thy Brother being careleffely encamp’d, 
His Souldiors lurking in the Towne about, 
And but attended by a fiinple Guard, 
Wee may furprize and take him at our pleafure, 
Our Scouts haue found the aduenture very eafie s 
That as Viyfes, and ftout Diemede, 
With fleight and manhood ftole to Rhefs Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds; 
So wee, well couer’d with the Nights black Mantle, 
At ynawares may beat downe Edwards Guard, 
And feize himfelfe: I fay not,flaughter him, 
For Lintend but onely to furprize him, 
You that will follow me to this attempr, 
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Applaud the Name of Henry,with your Leader, 
i Esmoa> They all cry,Henry, 

Why then, let’s on our way in filenc fort, 

For Warwicke and his ftiends,;God and Saint George, 


Exeunt, 


Enter three Watchmen to guard the Kings Text, 


1. Watch.Come on my Mafters,each man take his flan 
The King by this,is fet him downe to fleepe, ‘ 
2. Watch, What,wilbhe not to Bed ? 

1. Watch, Why,no:forhe hath madea folemne Voy 
Neuer to lye and take hisnaturall Reft, 
Till Warwicke,or himfelfe,be quite fuppreft. 

2. Watch. To morrow then belike fhall bethe day 
lf arwicke be fo neete as men report, f 

3.Watch. But fay,I pray,what Noble manjs that 
That with the King here reftechinhisTent? 
1.Watch, "Tis the Lord Haftings; the Kings chief 
friend, ’ 

«Watch. O,is it fo? but why commands the King, 
That his chiefe followers lodge in Townes about him, 
While he himfelfe keepes in the cold field ? 
2.Watch, ’Tis the more honour;becaufe moe dange. 
rous, 
3. Watch. 1,but giue me worfhip, and quietneffe, 
I like it better then a dangerous honor, swt ng 
If Warwicke knew in what eftate he ftands, 
"Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 3 
; 1.Watch, Volefle our Halberds did fhut vp his pal-} 
age, 
i: watch, 1: wherefore elfe guard we his Royall Tent 
But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes? 


Enter Warwicke, Clarence, Oxford, Somer{et, 
ana French Souldiors,filent alle 


wWarw. This is his Terit,and fee where ftand his Guard: 
Courage my Mafters: Honor now, or neuer: 
But follow me,and Edward fhall be ours. 
1. Watch, Who goes there? 
2,Watch. Stay,or thou dyeft, 
Warwicke and. the reft cry all, Warwicke,Warvitl 
and fet vpon the Guard, who flye crying ,Armt, Arm, 
Warwicke and the veft following them, 


The Drumme playing, and Trumpet founding. 
Exter are op the volt brgiel th King 
out.sn his Gowne, fitting in a Chitire : Richar d 
"awd Haftings flyes oner the Stage. 
Som. What aretheythatflyethere? 
ware. Rickard and Haftings : let them got, het} 
the Duke. } 
K, Edw. The Duke? 
Why warwicke, when wee parted, 
Thou call'dft me King, 
' Warw. I,but the cafe is alrer’d, 
When you difgrac’d me in my Embaflade, - 
Then I degraded you from being King, =. 
And come now to create you Duke of Yorke. 
Alas, how fhould you gouerne any Kingdomey 
That know not howto vfe Embaffadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 
Nor how to vfe your Brothers Brotherly, 
Nor how to ftudie forthe Peoples Welfare, 
Nor how to (hrowd your felfe from Enemies? P 4 a 





Yea, 
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X.€av. Yea,Brother of Clarence, 
ou here too? 

om sea Ifce,that Edward needs muft downe. 
y:. “arwickg, in defpight of all mifchance, 
of thee thy felfe,and all thy Complices, 
Edward will alwayes beare himfelfe as King : 
Though Fortunes mallice ouerthrow my State, 
My minde exceedes the compaffe of her Wheele. 

ware, Then for his minde, be Edward Englands King, 


Takes off his Crowne. 


But Henry now fhall weare the Englith Crowne, 
And betrue King indeede: thou but the fhadow. 
My Lord of Somerfet, at my requeft, 
seethat forthwith Duke Edward be conuey'd 
Vato my Brother Arch-Bifhop of Yorke : 
When I haue fought with Pembrooke,and his fellowes, 
Ile fallow you, and tell what anfwer 
Levisand the Lady Bona fend to him. 
Now for a-while farewell good Duke of Yorke, 
They leade him ont forcibly. 
K.Ed.W hat Fates impofe,that men muft needs abide; 
[tboots not to refit both wirde and tide. Exeunt, 
Oxf. What now remaines my Lords forys to do, 
But march co London with out Soldiers ? 
War, I,cthat’s the firft thing that we haueto doy 
Tofree King Henry from imprifonment, 


And {ec him feated in the Regall Throne. OXit, 


Enter Riners and Lady Gray. 


Rid. Madam,what makes you in this fodain change? 
Gray. Why Brother Riners,are you yet tolearne 
{What late mis forcune is befalne King Edward? 
Ris, What loffe of fome pitcht battell 
Againt Parwicke? 
Gray. No,but the loffe of his owne Royall perfon. 
Ris. Then is my Soueraigne flaine ? 
Gray. Lalmofk flaine,for he iseaken prifoner, 
Either betrayd by falfhood ofhisGuard, — “ 
Orby his Foe furpriz’d at vnawares : 
Andas I further have to vnderftand, 
Isnew committed to the Bifhop of Yorke, 
Fell Warwickes Brother, and by that our Foe. 
Rin, Thefe Newes I muft confeffe are full of greefe, 
Yet gracious Madam, beare it as you may, 
Warwicke may loofe, that now hath wonne the day. 
Gray. Till then, faire hope muft hinder lives decay: 
And] the rather waine me from di(paire 
Fot lone of Edwards Off-{pring in my wombe: 
Thisis it that makes me bridle paffion, 
And beare with Mildneffe my misfortunes croffe: 
Ij, for this I drawin many ateare, 
And ftop the rifing of blood-fucking fighes, 
Leaft with my fighes or teares, I blaft or drowne 
King Edwards Fruite, true heyreto th’Englifh Crowne, 
Ris, But Madam, 
creis Warwickethen become ? 
Gray. Taminform’d that he comes towards London, 
ofet the Crowne once more on Henries head, 
Gueffe thou the reft, King Edwards Friends muft downe. 
Utto preuent the Tyrants violence, 
For truftnot him that hath once broken Faith) 
chence forthwith wnto the Sandtuary, 


167 

To faue (at leaft Jthe heire of Rdward3 right : 

There fhall T rett fecure from force and fraud : 

Come therefore let vs flye, while we may flye, 

If Warwicke take vs,we are fure to dye. exennt: 

Enter Richard,Lord Haftings and Sir williams 
Stanley. 


Rich, Now my Lod Haftingt,and Sir Williams Stanley 
Leaue off to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into this cheefeft Thicket of the Parke, 
Thus ftand the cafe : you know our King,my Brother, 
Is prifoner to the Bifhop here, at whofe hands 
He hath good vfage,and great liberty, 
And often But attended with weake guard, 
Come hunting this way to difport himfelfe, 
I haue aduertis'd him by fecret meanes, 
That ifabout this houre he wake this way, 
Vnder the colour of his vfuall game, 7 
He fhall heere finde his Friends with Horfe and Men, 
To fet him free from his Captinitie, 


Enter King Edward, anda Hant{man 
with him. 


Hant{man, This way my Lord, 

For this way lies the Game. 

King Edw. Nay this way man, 

See where the Huntimen fland. 

Now Brother of Glofter, Lord Haftings,and the reft, 

Stand youthus clofe to fteale the Bifhops Deere? 
Rich, Brother,the time and cafe,requireth haft, 

Your horfe ftands ready at the Parke-corner. 

King Ed. But whether fhall we then? 
Haft. To Lyn my Lord, 

And fhipt from thence to Flanders: | 
Rich.Wel gueft belecue me,for that was my meaning 
K,Ed. Stanley, will requite thy forwardneffe, 
Rich. Bur wherefore flay we?’tis no time totalke. 
K.£d, Hunt{man, what fay’ft thou? 

Wilt thou go along ? 

Huntf, Better do fo,then tarry and be hang’d. 
Rich, Come then away,lets ha no more adoo, 
K.Ed, Bifhop farwell, jhadS 

Sheeld thee from warwickes frowne, 

And pray that I may re-poffeffethe Crowne, — exetent 
Flonrifhb. Enter King Henry the fixt, Clarence, Warwicke, 
Somer fet, young Henry, Oxford, Mountagne, 

and Liestenant. 


K.Hen. M.Lieutenant,now that God and Friends 
Haue fhaken Edward from the Regall feate, ; 
And turn’d my captiue ftate to libertie, 

My feareto hope,my forrowes ynto ioyes, 
Atour enlargement what are thy due Fees ? 

Lieu Subie&s may challenge nothing of their Sou’rains 
Bur,ifan humble prayer may preuaile, 
I then craue pardon of your Maieftie, 

K.Hen, For what, Lieutenant ? For well vfing me? 

Nay, be thou fure,lle well requite thy kindneffe. 
For that it made my imprifonment,a pleafure: 
I, fuch a pleafure,as incaged Birds 


~ Conceiue; when after many moody Thoughts, 


At laft, by Notes of Houfhold harmonie, 
They quite forget their loffe of Libertie. 
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168 The third Part 


But Marwicke after God,thou fer'ft me free, - 
‘And chiefely therefore,I thanke God ,and thee, 
‘He was the Author,thou the Inftrument, . 
"Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes fpighr, 
‘By liuing low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
‘And that the people of this bleffed Land 
May not be punifht with my thwarting ftarres, 
| warwicke,although my Head ftill weare the Crowne, 
‘Lhere refigne my Gouernment to thee, 
‘For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. Nicsr ce ¥ 
-- warw. Your Grace hath till beene fam’d for vertuous, 
“And now may feemeas wile as vertuous, 
By {pying and. avoiding Fortunes malice, ; 
‘Bor few men rightly temper withthe Srarres : 
: Yer in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
‘For chufing me,when Clarence isin place. - ; 
 Clar. No Warwicke,thou art worthy of the {way, 
‘To whom the Heauw’ns in thy.Natiuitie, 
\Adiudg’d an Oliue Branch,and Lawrell Crowne, 
As likelyto.be bleftin Peace and Warre:: | 
‘And therefore I yeeld thee my free confent. ° 
warm, And I chufe Clarence onely for — 
King Warwick and Clarence give me both your Hands: 
' Now ioyne your Hands, & with your Hands your Hearts, 
| That no diffention hinder Government : 
I make you both Proteétors of this Land, _.. 
While I my felfe will lead a private Life, 
And in deuotion fpend my latter dayes, 
To finnies rebuke,and my. Creators prayfe, 
Wary. What anfweres Clareuce to his. Soueraignes 
will? 4 a9s00) t ; 
Clar. That-he confents, if Warwicke yeeld confent; 
For on thy forcune-I repofe my felfe, isionsue’ 
Warw. Why then,though loth,yet muft J be content : 
Wec'le yoake together, like a double fhadow 
To Henries Body,and fupply; his place ; . - 
Emeane,in bearing weight of Gouernment, 
While he enioyes the Honor,agd his cafe. 
And.Clarence,now then it.is more then need full, 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’da Traytor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confifcate. 
Clar, What elfe ? and-that Succeffion.-be determined, 
Warw, I,therein Clarence fhall not want his part. 
King. But with the firtt,of all your chiefe affaires, 
Let me entreat (for I command no more) ; 
That Margaret your Queene, and my Senne Edward, . . 
Be fent for,to returne from France with fpeed: © 
Forsill I feethem here; by doubrfull feare, 
My ioy of libertie is halfeeclips'd. eee? 
_Clar. Ic fhall bee done, my Soueraigne ,- with all 
fpeede, ‘ 
i King. My Lord of Somerfet,what Youth is that, 
Of whom you feeme to haue fo.tender care? 
Somer{. My Liege, itis-yeung Henry, Earle of Rich- 
| mond. ee 
King. Come hither,Englands Hope :, 
SMini fe? it Layes bis Hand on bis Head, 
If fecret Powers fuggeft buc truth 
‘To my diuining thoughts, » 
This prettie Lad will proue our Countries bliffe. 
‘His Lookes are full of: peacefull Maieftie, 
His Head by nature fram’d to weare a Crowne, 
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himfelfe 
Likely in time to bleffe a Regall Throne : 
~ | Make much of him,my Lords ; for this is hee 
Muft helpe you more,then you are hurt by mee, 





of King Henry the Sixt: 


| Yet Edward,av the leaft,is Duke of Yorke. 


OE EE es ee EE 58 | 








Enter a Pofte. 


warw, What newes, my friend ? 

Pofte. That Edward is efcaped from your B 
And fled (as hee heares fince) to Burgundie. 

Warw. Vafauorie newes: but how made he fen ? 

Po/fe. He was conuey’d by Richard,Dukeof Clon } 
And the Lord. Haftngs,who attendedhim . sy) 
In fecret ambufh,on the Forreft fide, : 
And fromthe Bifhops Hunefmen refcu’d him: 
For Hunting was his dayly Exercife. 

Warw. My Brother was too careleflé of his ch 
But let vs hence,my Soueraigne,to prouide 
A falue for any fore,that may-betide,......> 


es, 
rother, 


age 
Exo, 
Manet Somerfet,Rishmond and-Oxford, 


~ Som.My Lord,1 like not-of this flight.of Edwards: 
For doubtlefle, Burgundie will yeeld himhelpe, | 
And we fhallhaue more Warres befor'tbe long. 
As Henries late prefaging Prophecie 
Did glad my heart,with hopeof this young Richmond; 
So doth my heart mif-giue me, in thefe Conflias, 
What may befall him,to his harme and ours, 
Therefore, Lord Oxford,to prevent the worft, 
Forthwith wee'le fend him hence to Brittanie, 
Till ftlormes be paft of Ciuill Enmitie,.. 
Oxf, 1: for if Edward re-poffeffe the Crowne, 
Tis like that Richmond,with the reft, thall downe. 
Som. It fhall be fo: he thall to Brittanie, 
Come therefore,let’s about.it {peedily. Exedut 
Flosrifo. Enter Edward, Richard, Haflings, 
and Senidierse 


Edw.Now Brother Richard,Lord Haftingsand the rth, 
Yet thus farre Fortane maketh vs ameiids, 
And fayes,that once more I fhall enterchange 
My wained ftate,for Henries Regall Crowne. 
Well have we pafs’d, and now re-pafs’d the Seas, 
And brought defired helpe from Burgundie. 
What then remaines,we being thas arriu’d. _ 
From Rauenfpurre Hauen, before the Gates of Yorke, 
But that we enter,as into our Dukedome ? 
Rich, The Gates made: faft? - 
Brother, I likenotthis. ; 
Formany men that ftumble at the Threfhold, 
Are well.fore-told,that danger lurkes within. | 
Edw.Tuth man,aboadments muft not now affright¥s! 
By faire or foule meanes we muft enter in, © 
For hither will-our friends repaire to vs. Be 
Hast, My Liege, He-knocke once more,t® {urn 
them, M as 
Enter on the Walls, the (Maior of Yorke, 
and bis Brethren. 
eMaior, My Lords, . 
We were fore-warned of your comming, 
And fhut the Gates, for fafetie of our felucs3 
For now we owe allegeance ynto Hesry. 
Edw: But,Mafter Maior,if Henry be yout Kings 
een True, my good Lord, 1 know yo e : 
leffe. 
Edw. Why,and I challenge nothing but my Dukedo 
As being well content with thatalone. hich: Bt 


ne, 
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Rich. But when the Fox hath once got in his Nofe, Edw, Thankes braue ALonntgomery, 
Hee'le foone finde meanes to make the Body follow, And thankes vnto you all : fA ies: 
pee; Why ,Mafter Maior,why ftand you in a doubt ? If fortune ferue me, He requite'this kindneffe, 
Ope. che Gates, we are King Henrses friends, Now for this Night,let’s harbor here in Yorke: 
maior. 1, fay you fo ? the Gates fhall then be opened. | And when the Morning Sunne thall rayfe his Carre 
He defends. Aboue the Sorder of this Horizon, 
ich. A wife ftout Captaine,and foone perfwaded. Wee'le forward towards Warwicke,and his Mates; 
Haft.The good old man would faine that all were wel, | Ferwell I wot,that Henry is no Souldier. 
sotwere not long‘of him: but being entred, Ah froward Clarence how euill.it befeemes thee, 
[doubt not Isbut we fhall foone perfwade , To flatter Heary,and forfakethy Brother? = 2.0 suo 4! 
Both him,anid all hisBrothers,vitoreafon, | ‘Yet as wee may,wee'le meet bothithee and yarwickey 4 | 
a WERENT OTE HOY 39 bs ‘Come on braue Souldiors : doubt not of theDay,) oo} | 
Enter the (Maior, and two sAldermen; > °° || And that once gotten,doube not ofvlarge Pay. | Excants 
ie, So,Mafter Maior: thefe Gates muftnot’be fhur, |. 
But in the Night, or itr the time of Warre. svil] Floarifh. \ Enter the King Warwicke, Mountague, ibaAl} 
What, feare not man, but yeéld mie vp the Keyes, : Clarence, Oxford awd Somerferyario9 or 
(OBE) YATE : Takes bis Keyess PHONE ION Vang 


For Edward will defend the Towne,and thee, * war. Whit countaile, Lords? Edward from Belgia,: 


Andall thofe friends,that deine to follow mee. | With haftie Germanes,and blunt Hollandersy @. ca. 


acl’ s'1\) Hath pafs’din fafetie chrough the Narrow Seas, 5) <1 bo / 
March: Enter Mountgomerie,with Drémme _ And with his troupes doth march:amaine.to: London, \. 
gro 73 and Souldiers. And many giddie people flock to him. 
Rich, Brotherjthis is Sit Zohw AZountgomerie, © ~ King. Let’s leuie men,and beat him backe againe, 
Our t#uftie friend vnleffe I be deceiu’d, “9 29 2-28 Clare A little fire is quickly. wodden outjs 10 | 
Edw, Welcome Sir Jobe : but why come you in | Which being fuffer’dyRiaers:cannor quench 
Armes?” AN sae War. In Warwickfhire I haue true-hearted friends, 
Mount. To helpe King Edward in his time of (torme, | Notmutinousin'peace, yet boldim Warre, 1-5 
Asevery loyall Subieét ought to doe. Thofe will Imiflervp : and.thow Sonne Clarence wolf, 
Edw, Thankes good (Mount gomerie : aA Sie Shale ftirre vp in Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent; 
But we now forget our Title to the Crowne, The Knights and Gentlemen,to come with thee, 
And onely clayme our Dukedome, Thou Brother Afoantague,in Backitygham, ©<9 ¢) s1or' V7 
TillGod pleafe to fend the reff. : Norchampton,and in Leicefterfhire,fhale find .¢°\ 01 
Mount, Then fare you well;fot Twill henceagaine, © | Men well enclin’d to heare whatthou command ’ft. 
Icame to ferue a King and nota Duke: And thou, brane Oxford,wondrous well belou’d, . 
Drummer firike vp and let vs march away, In Oxfordthire fhalt mufter vp thy friends, 
The Drumme bevins to march. My Soueraigne,with the louing Citizens, 
Edw. Nay ftay,Sir Johx,a while, and wee'le debate Like to his Hand,gyrt in with the Ocean, 
By what fafe meanes the Crowne may be recouer’d, Or modeft Dyan, circled with ber Nymphs, ©. 
Mount. What talke you of debating? in few words, {| Shall reftin London,till we comme to him; 
fyou'le not here proclaime your felfe our King,” Faire Lords take leaue,and ftand not to reply. 
Ileleaue you to your fortune,and be gone, Farewell my Soueraigne. 
Tokeepe them back,that come to fuccour you.» ” King, Farewell my Hettor,and my Troyes true hope. 
Why hall we fight,if you pretend no Title > | Clar. In figne of cruth,] kiffe your Highneffe Hand, 
Rich, Why Brother, wherefore ftand you on nice Kung. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate. 
points ? _ Mont, Comfort,my Lord,snd fo I take my leaue. 
Edw. When wee grow ftronger, Oxf. And thus I feale my truth,and bidadieu.  * 
Then wee'le make our Clayme : King. Sweet Oxford,and my louing Afountague, 
Till then,’tis wifdome to concéale our meaning, And all at once,once more a happy farewell. 
* Away with {crupulous Wit, now Armes muft War. Farewell,{weet Lords, let’s meet at Couentry, 
ty | Exeunt. 
Rich And feareleffe minds clyme fooneft vnto Crowns. King. Here at the Pallace will J reft a while. 
Brother, we will proclaime you out of hand, Coulin of Exerer,what thinkes your Lordthip ? 
Thebruit thereof will bring you'many friends, Me thinkes,tite Pawer that Edward hath infield, 
Edw. Then be it as you will: for ‘tis my righe, Should not be ableto encountermine. *« - 
And Henry but vfurpes the Diademe. Exet, The doubc is,that he will feduce the reft, 
Monat. 1 now my Soueraigne fpeaketh like himfelfe, King. That's not my feare,my meed hath got me famé? 
And now will I be Edward: Champion. Ihaue not ftopt mine eates to their dematids, » 0° 
Haft.Sound Trumpet,Edward fhal behete proclaim’d: | Nor pofted off their faites with flow delayess) 
ome, fellow Souldior, make thou proclamation, My pittie hath beene balme to heale their wounds, 
Flourifh. >. Sonnd. >. My mildneffe hath allay’d their,fwelling griefes, 
; Soul. Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of My mercie dry’d their water-flowing teares. 
ngland and Franse,and Lord of Ireland, ec. I haue not been defirous of their wealth, : 
; Hono whofoe’re gainfayes King Edwards right, | Nor much oppreft them with great Subfidies, 
y this J challenge himtofinetle fight. Nor forward of revenge,though they much ett’ds.. 
bis Stink Throwes dovone bis Gauntlet. Then why fhould they loue Edward more then me? 
» Long liue Edward the Fourth. No Exeter,thefe Graces challengeGrace # 
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And when the Lyon fawnes vpon the Lambe,. 

Pre Lambe will neuer ceafe to follow him. . 

: Shout within, .A Lancafter,.A Lancafter. 

' Exet. Hearke, hearke, my Lord, what Shouts are 
thefe? 





Enter Edward and his Souldiers. 


| xdw, Seize onthe fhamefac’d Henry,beare him hence, 
nd once againe proclaime vs King of England, 
Y ou are the Fount,that makes fmail Brookes te flow, 


‘And {well {6 much the higher, by their ebbe, 
Hence with him to the Tower,let him not fpeake. 
: : Exit with King Henry. 
And Lords,towards Couentry bend we our courfes 
Where peremptorie Warmicke now remaines : 
he Sunne fhines hot,and if we vfe delay, 
oldbiting Winter martes our hop’d-for Hay. 
|) Rich. Away betimes,before his forces ioyne, 
And take thegreat-growne Traytor ynawares: 
Braug Warriors,march ainaine towards:Couentry. 
. ff 09 2 Exeunt. 
Enter warwicke, the Adaior of Conentry, two 
Meffengers and others vpon the Walis, 


es 


| war, Where isthe Poftithat ceme from valiant Oxford 2 
ow farre henée is thy Lord,mine honeft fellow? 
| Meff.x:: By this at Dunfmore, matching hitherward. 
War. How farre off is our Brother Mountagne? 
Whereis the Poft chat came from Adountagne ? 
|) Meff.2. By this at Daintry,witha puiffant troope, 
i Vhei >. Enter Someruile. 

: War. Say Somerule,what {ayes my louing Sonne ? 
And by thy gueffe,how nigh is Clarence now ? 

. Somers, At Southam I did leaue him with his forces, 
And doe expeét him here forme two howres hence. 

War, Then Clarence is at hand, heare his Drumme. 
Somers, \t isnot his,my Lord,here Southam lyes : 
The Drum your Honor heares,marcheth ftom Warwicke. 
_ war. Who fhould that be?belike vnlook’d for friends, 
= Somserss: They areat hand,and you fhall quickly know. 


a os ees 


~ March. Flosrifh. Enter Edward,Richard, 
and, Sonldiers. 

- Edw, Goe;Trumpet,tothe Walls,and found a Parle. 
Rich. See how the furly Warwicke mans the Wall. 
war. Oh vobid fpight,is fportfull Edward come? 
| Where fleptour Scouts,or how are they feduc’d, 

‘That we could heare no newes of his repayre. 
| Edw. Now Warwicke,wilt thou ope the Citie Gates, 
)Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Knee, 
‘Call Edward King,and at his hands begge Mercy, 
)And he fhall pardon thee thefe Outrages? 
> ~WKar. Nay'rather,wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confelfe who fet thee vp;and pluckt thee downe, 
‘Call Warwicke Patron,and be penitent, 
' And thou fhale ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke, 
| Rich. Ithought at leaft he would haue faid the King, 
Or did hemake the Ieaft againft his will ? 
|. War, Is nota Dukedome,Sir, a goodly gift? 
Rieh. 1,by my faith,fora poore Earleto giue, 
Ie doe thee feruige for fo good a gift, 

: War. “Twas I that gaue the Kingdome to thy Bro- 
ther. 13s 

Edw. Why then’tis mine,if but by Warwickes gifts 
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ow/tops thy Spring my Sea fhall fuck them dry, os 55 












war, Thou art no-Arlas for fo great a weight) o> 


And Weakeling, Warwicke takes his gift againe 

And Henry is my King, Warwicke his Subiea, : . 
Edw, But Warwickes King is Edwards Prifoner: pen 

And gallant arwicke,doe but anfwer this, i 
What is the Body,when the Head is off? 

Rich, Alas,that Warwicke had no more fore-caft, 
But whiles he thought to fteale the fingle Ten, : 
The King was flyly finger’d from the Deck; 

You left poore Hesry at the Bifhops Pallace, 
And tenneto one you'le meet himinthe Tower, _ 
Edw. ’Tiseuen fo,yet you are Warwicke fill, 

| Rich. Come Warwicke,\... “Ra ads 

Take thetime, kneele downe, kneele downe; 

Nay when? ftrikenow,or elfethe Iron cooles, 

War. Lhad rather chop this Hand off atablow, _. 
And withthe other, fling it at thy face, oe 
Then beare fo low afayle,to ftrike to thee, 

Edw. Sayle how thou canft, 

Haue Winde and Tyde thy friend, 

' This Hand,faft wound about thy coale-black hayre, 

Shall, whiles thy Head is;warme, and new cut off, 

Write in the duft this Sentence with thy-blood, |. 
Wind-changing Warwicke now can change no mote, 


Enter Oxford,with Drumme and Coloars, ca 


war. Oh chearefull Colours, fee where Oxford comes 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancafter.. . 
Rich, The Gates are open,let vs enter too. 
Edw. So other foes may fet vpon our backs, 
Stand we in good array: for they nodoubt.. 
Will iffue out againe, and bid ys bateaile; 
If not,the Citie being but of {mall defence; 
Wee'le quickly rowze the Traitors in the fame. 
War. Oh welcome Oxford,for we want thy helpe, 


Enter Mountague with Drumme and Colowrs. 





Mount. Mountague, Mountague for Lancaper. 

Rich. Thou and thy Brother both hall buy this Treafon 
Euen with the deareft blood your bodies beare. 

Edw. The harder matcht,the greater Vidorie, 
My minde prefageth happy gaine,and Conqueft 





Enter Somerfet,with Drunsme and Colors. 


Som, Somerfet,Somerfet,for Lancafter. 

Rich. Two of thy Name,both Dukes of Somerlet, 
Haue fold their Liues vnto the Houfe of Yorke, 
And thou fhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. 


Enter Clarence,with Dransme and C alonrss 


War And loe,where George of Clarence {weeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battaile ¢ 
With whom, in vpright zeale to right,preuailes 
More then the nature of a Brothers Loue. 
Come Clarence,come: thou wilt,if Warwicke call. 
(lar Father of Warwick,know you what this mea 
Looke here,I throw my infamie at thees ~ 
I will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe, 
Who gaue his blood co lyme the ftones together, 
And fet vp Lancafter, Wisy,trowelt thou,” arwitke; 
That Clarence is {o harth,fo blunt, vanaturall, 
To bend the fatall Inftruments of Warre 


ra 
m. 
—~ 





Againf 
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his Brother,aind his lawfull-King. - 
ou wilt obie& my holy Oath: 

e that Oath,were more impietie, 
4, sphabswhen he facrific'd his Daughter. 

9 forry for my Trefpas made, ; 
That to deferue well at my Brothers hands, 
There proclayme my felfe thy mortall foe : 
With refolution,;whérefoe’re I meet thee, 
As[ will meet thee, if thou ftirre abroad ) 
Toplague thee,for'thy foule mis-leading me. 
And {oyprowd-hearted wWarwicke,I defie thee, 
And to my Brother turne my blufhing Checkes, 
Pardon me Edward,I will make amends : 
And Richard, doe not frowne vpon my faults, 
For] will henceforth be no more ynconftant. 

Edo, Now welcome more,and ten times more belou’d, 

Then if thou never hadft deferu’d our hate. 


Rich. Welcome good Clarézce this is Brother-like, 


Varw, Ob paffing Traytor,p erjur’d aid yniuft, 

Edw. What Warwicke, ibe 
Wilt thou leaue the Towne,and fight 2 
Orfhall we beat che Stones about thine Eares? 

warw, Alas,l am not coop’d here for defence : 
Iwillaway towards Barnet prefently, 
Andbid thee Battaile, Edward,if thou dar'ft.. 

hd. Yes warwicke,Edward dares,and leads the way: 
Lords to the field: Saint George,and Victorie. Exewat. 

march. Warwicks and his compante folowes. 


eAlaruns, and Excurfions. Enter Edward bringing 
forth Warwicks wonnded, 


Edw. So,lye thou there: dye thou,atd dye our feare, 

For Warwicke wasa Bugge that feat’d vs all. 

Now Afonneague fit fatt, 1 feeke for thee, 

That Warwickes Bones may keepe thine companie. 

: Exit. 
Warw, ‘Ah,who is nigh? cometo me,friend,or foe, 

And tell me who is’ Vidtor,7orke,or Warwicke ? 

Whyaske I that ? my mangled body fhewes, 

My bloodjmy-want of ftrength, my ficke heart fhewes, 

That Tanalt yeeld my body tothe Earth, 

And by.my fall,the conqueft to my foe. 

Thus yeeldsthe Cedartothe Axesedge, 

Whofe Armes gaue {heltet tothe Princely Eagle, 
Vaderwwhofe fhade the ramping Lyon flept, ti 
Whofe top-branch ouer-peer’d Jones {preading Tree, 
And képt‘low Shrubs:from Winters pow’rfull Winde. 
ThefeEyes,that now are dim’d with Deaths black Veyle, 
|Hauebeene as piercing as the Mid-day Sunne, 

Tofearch the fecrer Treafons of the World: ~ 

The Wrinckles inmy Browes now fill'd with blood, 
| Weretlik’ned oft to'Xingly Sepulehets ¢ 

For who liu'd King, but'l ‘could digge hisGraue? 

And who durft fanilewheri Warwicke bent his Brow ?- 
Loe now my Glory faréar’d ini duftandbloddy °% 
My Parkes,my Walltes,my Mannors that Thad, 

Euen iow forfake mes and of all my Lands, ~ 

Is nothing left me,but my bodies length. * 
Why,whae is PompejRule,Reigne;bud Earth and Duft? 
And line we howewe eanyyet dye we muft, _ 


a \ Beter Orford aud Somer{et. . 


— omnis Ah Warwick, Warwicke wert thot as we are, 
Yemipht recoucr.allour Loffeagaine: 9 9! 


The Queene from France hath brought a puiflant power. 
Euen now we heard the newes : ah,could’ft thou flye, 
Warw, Why then I would not flye. Ah AZonntague, 


| Tf thou be there,fweet Brother,take my Hand, 


And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule a while. 
Thou low ft me not: for,Brother,if thou didft, 
Thy teares would wath this cold congealed blood, 


| Thar glewes my Lippes,and will not let me fpeake. 


Come quickly AfLountague,or am dead, 
Som. AhWarwicke, Mountague hath breath’d his laft, 

And to the lateft gafpe,cry d out for Warwick : 

And {aid,Commend me to my valiant Brother. 

And more lie would hane {aid,and more he fpoke, 

Which founded like a Cannon ina Vault, 

That mought not be diftinguifhe : but at laft, 

I well might heare, deliuered with a groane, 

Oh farewell Warwicke. 

 warw. Sweet reft his Soule : 

Flye Lords, and faue-your felues, 

For #arwicke bids you all farewel!,to meet in Heauen, 
Oxf. Away,away,to meet the Queenes great power. 

Here they beare away his Body. Exeunt. 


Flourifh. Enter King Edward in triumph, with 
Richard,Clarence,and the refee 
King. Ths farre our fortune keepes ar. vpward courfe, 
And we are grac’d with wreaths of Victorie : 
But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day, 
I {py a black fufpicious threarning Cloud, 
That wil] encounter with our glorious Sunne, 
Erc he attaine his eafefuli Wefterne Bed: 
I meane,my Lords,thofe powers that the Queene 
Hath rays’d in Gallia,haue arriued our a1 Rail es 
And,as we heare,march on to fight with vs. . 
Clar. A little gale will foone difperfe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source fromwhence it came, * 
Thy very Beames will dry thofe Vapoursvp, | 
For every Cloud engenders not.aStorme, © 
Rich. The Queeneis valued thirtie thoufand ftrong, 
And Somerfet ,with Oxford, fled to het : deine: 
If fhe haue tithe to breathe, be well affur'd 
Her fation will be full as ftrong 4s ours. penny 
King, Weare aduertis’d by ourlouitig friends, 
That they doe hold their courfe toward Tewksbury. 
Wehauing now the BéfPat Barnet field,’ °° 
Will thither ftraight; for willingneffe rids way, °” 
And as we march,our ftirength will be augmented : 
In every Countie as we goe along, 
Strike vp the Drumme,cry courage,andaway. Exxenwt. | 


Flourifo. March, Enter the Queene, young 
Edward, Somerfet, Oxford, ana 
Soldiers. a? cits 
Qu, Great Lords, wife men ner Gt and waile theirloffe, |. 
But chearely feeke how to redreffe theirharmes. 
What though the Matt be now blowne over-boord, ’ 
The Cable broke,the holding-Anchor loft, 
And halfe our Saylors {wallow’d inthe flood? -- 


| Yet liues our Pilot fill: ‘Is'emeetjthat hee 


Should leaue the Helme,and like a fearefull Lad, 
With tearefull Eyes adde Waterto theSea, © 
And gite thore firength to that which hath toomuch, 


| Whiles im hismoane,the Ship {plits on the Rock, ’ 


Which Induftrie and Courage might haue fau'd? 
Ah what a fhame,ah what'a fault were this. 
Say Warwicke was-our Anchor: what of that #<" 


And/\ 






























































































































































































































































179 
And MJountague our Top-Maft: what of him? 

Our flaught’red friends,the Tackles : what of thefe 2 
Why is not Oxford here,another Auchor ? ’ 
And Somerfer, another goodly Maft? 

| The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings? 

And though vaskilfull,why not Ned and I, 

For once allow’d the skilful! Pilots Charge? 

Wewill not from the Helme,to fit and weepe, 

But keepe our Courfe (though the rough Winde fay no) 
From Shelves and Rocks,that threaten vs with Wrack, 
As good to chide the Waues,as {peake them faire, 

And what is Edward,but a ruthleffe Sea? 

What Clarence,buta Quick-fand of Deceit ? 

And Richard, buca raged fatall Rocke? 

All thefe,the Enemies ro our poore Barke. 

Say you can {wim,alas’tis but awhile: 

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, 
Beftride the Rock,the Tyde wil! wath you off, 

Or elfe you famifh,thar’s a three-fold Death, 

This {peake [( Lords) to let you vnderftand, 

If cafe fome one of you would flye fromvs, 

| That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More then with ruthleffe Waues,with Sands and Rocks, 
_ Why courage then, what cannot be auoided, 

*Twere childith weakeneffe to lament,or feare, 

Prince, Methinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should,if a Cowardrheard her {peake thefe words, 
Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimitie, 

And make him, naked, foyle a man at Armes. 
I {peake not this,as doubting any here: 
For did I but fufpeéta fearefull man, 
He thould haue leaue to goe away betimes, 
Leaft in our needjhe might infeét anocher, 
} And make him of like {pirit to himfelfe. 
‘It any,juchbe here,asGod forbid, 

"| Let him depart, beforewe neede bis helpe, 

Oxf Womenand. Children of fo higha courage, 
And Warriors faint,wiy twere perpetuall thame. 
Oh brane young Prince: thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live againe in thee; long may’ft thou liue, 
To beare his Image,and renew his Glories. 

Som, And he thas will not fight for fuch a hope, . 
Goe home to Bed,and like the Owle by day, 
‘If he arife, be mock’d.and wondred at, iz seedT 
| Qe, Thankes gentle Somerfer,{weet Oxford thankes, 
tage And take his chankes, that yet bath nothin g 
elfes=.,.ij5 a 















Enter.a Meffenger, 

® “Hoff Prepare you Lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Readie tofight: therefore berefolutes: =. 

| Oxf-Ithoughtno leffe zit is his Policie, 

To hafte thus faft,to fide vs vnprouided, . 

9 Born. Buc hee’s deceiu’d, we are in readineffe, 

| Qu. This cheares my heart,to fee your forwardneffe, 
_ OxfHere pitch our Batcaile,hence wewill not bud ge 







Clarence, and. Souldiers,.. tia 


Whiel bythe Heavens affiftance,and,yqur Arengch, 
Muft by the Roors-be-hew’ne yp hide rat 
{Lnced not adde more fuell to yourfirg,..: 5), 
For well! wot, yeblaze,toburnethem outs __ 
Giue fignall go the fight,and to it Lords. 
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diol rors A <6 aibior ont, oly | And thou viurp’&t my Fathers right and mine, 1a 
Flourifh,and march: Enter Edward, Richard, dbad | 


__ Ed» Braue followers yonder fands she thomie Wood, 


















Qu.Lords,Knights,and Gentlemen, whee yo 
My teares Ree aoe oe word1 rat ould fy, 
Ye fee I drinke the water of my.eye, py 
Therefore no more.but this: Henry your Soucraighy 
Is Prifoner to the Foe,his State vfurp’d, me 
His Realme a flaughter-houfe,bis Subiegs flaine, 
His Statutes cancell’d,and his Treafure fpent;.” 
And yonder is the Wolfe,that makes this fpoyle 
You fight in Iuftice: then in Gods Name, Lords 
Be valiant,and giue fignall to the fight, i 

Alarum Retreat, Excurfions. Exenp 
Flonrifo. Enter Edward, Richard, ene, 
Oxford, ome Clee 

Edw. Now here a period of tumultuous Broyles 
Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle Rraight: 
For Somerfet,off with his guiltie Head, ‘ 
Goe beare them hence,] will not hearethem fpeake, 
Oxf. For my part,Ile not trouble thee with words, 
Som. Nor },but.ftoupe with patience to my fortuie, 
Fs -)  Cxemnt. 
2u. So part we fadly in this troublous World 
To meet with Toy inf{weet Ierufalem, Be 
Edw. Is Proclamation made,That who finds Edw 
Shall hauea high Reward,and he his Life? 
Kuch. Itis,and loe where youthfull Edward comes, 


Enter the Prince, 


Edw, Bring forth the Gallant,letys heare him fpeake 
What? can fo young a Thorne begin to prick? 
Edward, what fariefagtion canftthou make, >. 

Por bearing Armes, for ftirring vp my Subietts, 
And all the trouble thou haft,tusn'dme to? nh 

Prince. Speake like a Subie&tsprowd ambitions Ze 
Suppole that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 

Refigne thy Chayre, and whereil fland,kneele thou, 

Whil'ft I propofe the felfe-fame words to thee, 

Which(Traytor),thou would’R haue me anfwer to, 
Qu. bb, that chy Father had beenefo refolu'd. 

Rich. That youmight fill haue worne the Petticos, 
And ne’re haue ftolag the Breech. from Lancaffer, 

Prince. LetcA/op, fable in a Winters Night, 
His Currith Riddles {ores not withthisplaces.4 

Rich. By Heauen,Brat, le plague yefor that words 

ale, T,thou waftborne tobea plague to mene 

Rich. For Gods fake,talke, awity this Captine Sold, 

. Petts Nay, takeaway this fcalding Crookesbackt, 
rather, 1 vabel: d2*s 2maI9ig 
Edw. Peace wilfall Boy, or Iwillicharme yoursoogit 

Clar. Votutor’d‘Lad,thou arts ance i tein V1 os 

Prince. 1 know my’ dutie,you argiall vn ucifulliss ' 
Lafcivious Edward,and thou periur’d George: 00 
Andthou mif-fhapen Dicke,] telliye all, 0s). 
Tam your better, Traytors as years) (210% 


eoryod 


Edw, Take that,the likeneffe of his Rayler here 
inns esibod ya ruc, oSidee bia 
« Rich: Sprawl ft thou? cake thar;recend chy agonee 


Clar. And ther’s for twitting me with periurie. 


S\N Rus Clara fabs him. 
Lu. Oh, kill me too. Dee, 
Rich, -Marry,and fhall.’ s:~», Offers tokihbets me 
Edw, Hold, Richard bold, for we hanedene s 9%, 
10): 
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Rich. Why fhould thee live, to fill. che World with 


Se “ 

ope What 2 doth fhee fwowne? vie meanes for her 

ouerie. rAd 

an Clarence excufe me to the King my Brother : 

Ilehence to London ona ferious matter, 

Ere ye come theres be fure to heare fomenewes, 

Cla. What? what ? 

Rich Tower,the Tower. Exit. 

Qu, Oh Ned,fweet Ned, {peake tothy Mother Boy, 
Can't thou not fpeake? O Traitors, Murtheters! 

They that ftabb’d Caefar,fhed ne blood arall : 

\pidnot offend, nor were not-worthy Blame, 

Ifthisfoule deed were by, to equall ir. 

He was a Man; this (in refpedt)a Childe - 

And Men, ne’ré- {pend their fury.on:a Childe. 

What’s worfe then Murcherer, that Imay name it ? 

No,no, my heart will burft,and if I fpeake, 

And Ewvill Speake, chat fo my heart may burft, 
Butchers and Villaines, bloudy Caniballes, 

How fweet a Planthaue you vnrimely cropt: 

You haue no childien-(Butchers) if you had, 
Thethought of them would haue ftirr’d vp remorfe, 
But if you ever chance to haue a Childe, 

Looke ia his youthto haue him fo cur off. 

{Asdeath{men you hauerid this fweet yong Prince. 
King. Away with her,go beare her hence perforce. 
2u, Nay, neuer beare me hence;difpatch me heeie : 

| Here fheath thy Sword,lle pardon thee my death: 

| What? wilt thou not? Then Clarence do it thous, 

(la. By heauen,I will not.do thee fo much eafe. 


Qu. Good Clarence do:{weet (arence do thou do it. | 


Cla.Did ft thou not heare me {weare I would not do it? 

Qa. 1, but thou vfeit to forfweare thy felfes 
"Twas Sin before, but now “tis Charity. 

What wile Y not? Where is that divels butcher Richard? 
Hard fauor’d Richard? Richard,where art thou? 
Thou art not heere; Murther is thy Almef-deed : 
- {Petitioners for Blood, thou ne’re put ft backe. 
| Ed. Away fay,I charge ye beare her hence, 
2u, Socome to you,and yours,as to this Prince. 
Exit. Ducene. 
- Ed. Where's Richard gone. 
(la. To London all in poft,and as 1 gueffe,| 
jTo make a bloody Supper in the Tower. 
| &d. He's fodaine if athing comes in his head. 

Now march we hence, difcharge the common'fort” 
{With Pay and Thankes,and let's away to London, 
{And fee our gentle Queene how well the fares, 
{By this (I hope) fhe hath aSonne for me,’ 


| Enter Henry the fizet, and Richard with the Lieutenant 
q onthe Walles. Fe 


Rich, Good day, my Lord, what at your Boke fo.. 
hard ? we Lite 

Hen, I my good Lord: my Lord I thouldfayzather, 

| Tis finne to flatter, Good was little better 2% ats 
| 900d Glofter,and good Deuill, werealike, wus’ 45 


6 jG 

} And both prepofterous: therefore, not Good Lord. «| 
Rich, Sirra, leaue vs to our felues, we mutt confertess 
Hen, So flies the wreakleffe fhepherd from ¥ Wolfe : 

{So fir he harmleffe Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, 

And next his Throate, vnto the Butchers Knife. 

hat Scene of death hath Rofsine now to Aéte ? 
Rich. Sufpition alwayes haunts the guilty minde, 


P 
“a 


‘ = \* Exit, 


| Tahar have neyther pitty ,loue,nor feare, 
}Asdeed ‘tis true that Hexrée told me of : 


eer 


The Theefe doth feare cach bufh-an Officer; ; 
Hen. The Bird,that hath bin timed ina buth,” 
Wich trembling wings mifdoubrech every bufh; 
And I the hapleffe Male to:one {weet Bird, si. 
Haue now the fatal Obiectin my eye,* i 
Wheremy poore yong was lim’d,was caught,and kill'd, 
Rich, Why what a peeuifh Foole wasthatiof Creet;! 
That caught his Sonne the office ofaFowle;: »: » HAS 
And yet for all his wings, the Foole was.drown d> 
Hex. 1 Dedains, my poore Boy Icarus, 
Thy Father AZinos, that dent'de our courfe, 
The Sunne that fear'd che wings of my fweet Boy. 
Thy Brother Edward, and thy Selfe, the Seas: 
Whofe enuious Gulfe did {wallow yp his life: 
Ab, kill me withchy, Weapon, norwith words, 
My breft can better brookethy Daggers point, 
Then can my eares that. Tragicke Hiftorys ys. 
But whereforedoft thou come?Is't for my Life.? 
Rich. Think’ thou I am an Executioner? 
Hen. A Perfecutor lamfurethouart, 
Ifmurthering Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thou art an Executioner. 
Rich. Thy SonTkilld forhis prefumption, oc 
Hen. Hadft thou bin kill’d,whenfirtty didft prefume, 
Thou had’ft not liu’d to killaSonne of mines) 
And thus I prophefie, that many a thoufandy «: 
Which now miftruft no parcell of my feare, fo (0 so0/T 
And many an old mans fighe, and many a Widdoweésy" - 
And many an Orphans water-ftanding-eye, ) \2 ow T > 
Men for their Sonnes, Wiues for their Husbands, cA 
Orphans, for their Parents .timeles death, ugisrsVi4 
Shall rue thehourecthat-euerthon'was't bornes 1) ii 
The Owle fhrick’d at thy bitth,an euill fignegds cise !T | 
The Night-Crow ery'de, aboding‘luckléffetime,y: hi | 
Dogs howl'd,and hiddeous Tempeft fhoek down Trees?’ 
The Rauen rook’dher onthe Chimniestopy 
And chatt’ring Pies in difmall Difcords fung : ‘ 
_Thy Mother felt morethen a Mothers paine, 


| Aad yet brought forth Jeffe then a Mothers hope, 


To wit,an indigefted and deformed lumpe, 
Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth had’ft thou in thy head, when thou was’t borne, 
To fignifie, thou cam’ft to bite the world: 
And if che reft be true, which [haue heard, 
‘Thou cam*fta———_—__—r 
~ Rich. llehearenomore: ~ 


Dye Prophet in thy fpeech, Stabbes hime 


~} For this (among’@ the reft) was I ordain’d, 


: Hea. I,and for much moreflaughter after this, 
© God forgine my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes: 
Rich What?will the afpiring blood ofLancafter =~ 
Sinke in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted, | 
Seehow my {word weepes for the pooreKings death, | 


_\ Ounay fuch purple teares be alway fhed 
|) Feom thofe that with the downfall of our houfe, 


“Ifany fparke of Life be yet remaining, 
Downie, downe to hell,and fay I fent thee thither, 
{ry Stabs him againe. 


or I haue often heatd my Mother fay, 
‘I came into the world with my Legges forward. 
Had I not reafon (thinke ye)co make haft, 
And fecke their Ruine, that vfurp’d our Right ? 
The Midwife wonder’d, and the Women cride 
O Iefus bleffe vs,he is borne with teeth, 
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And fo I was,which plainly fignified, 

ThatI fhould fnarle, and bite,and play thedogge: © 

Then fince the Heauens haue fhap'd my Body fo, 

| Let Hell make crook’d my Minde to anfwer it. 

I haueno Brother, Iam like no Brother: 

And this word [Loue] which Gray-beards call 

Be refident in men like one another, 

And not in me: lammy felfealone. 

Clarence beware, thou'‘keept’ft me from the Light, 

But I will fore apitchy day for thee : 

’ 4 For I will buzze abroad {uch Prophefies, 

That Edward fhall be fearefall of his life, 

And then topurge bis feare, Ie be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son aretgone, 

| Clarence thy turne is next, and then the reft, 

| Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. 
Ilethrow thy body in another roome, 

| And Triumph Heary,inthy day of Doome. 





Diving; 


Exit. 


Plonrifh. Enter King,Querne,Clarence Richard, Haftings, 
; Nurfesand eAttendants. 


| King. Once more we fitin Englands Royall Throne, 

{ Re-purchac’d with the Blood of Enemies : 

{ What valianeFoe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 

| Haue we mow'd downe intops of all their pride ? 

‘| Three Dukesof Somerfet, threefold Renowne, 

For hardy atid vndoubted Champions : 

| Two Cliffords,as the Father and the Sonne, 

| And two Northumberlands: two brauer men, 

| Ne’re fpurt’d their Courfersiat the Trumpets found. 

| With them, the two braue Beares arwick & Montague, 
That in their Chaines fetrer'd the Kingly Lyon, 

4 And made the Forrefttremble when they roard, | 
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Thus haue we fwept Sufpition from our Seate, 


And made our Footftoole of Security. 

Come hither Befe, and let me kifle my Boy: 
Yong Wed, for thee, thine Vnckles,and my felfe 
Haue in our Armors watcht the Winters night, : 
Went all afoote in Summers {calding heate, 

That thou might’ft repoffeffe the Crowne in peace, 
And of our Labours thou fhalt reape the gaine, : 

Rich, Me blaft his Harueft, if your head were laid 
For yet I am not look’d on in the world. d 
This fhoulder was ordain’d fo thicke, to heaue, 

And heaue it fhall fome waight, or breake my backe,. 
Workethouthe way,andthatfhaltexecute, ©. ‘ 

King. Clarence and Glofter,loue my louely Queene, ' 
And kis your Princely Nephew Broshers both, 

Cla. The duty that Towe ynto your Maiefty, ’ 

I Seale ¢pon the lips of this fweet Babe, 

Cla., Thanke Noble Clarence, worthy brother thanks, 

Rich. And that I loue the tree frd whence} fprang’t 
Witneffe the louing kiffe I giue the Fruite, 
To fay thetruth,fo Avdas kift his mater, 

And cried all haile,when as he meant all harme. 

King, Nowaim I feated as my foule delights, « 
Having my Countries peace,and Brothers loues, 

Cla, What will yourGrace hanedone with Adargan, 
Reynard her Father,to the King of France 
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Ierufalem, 

And hither have they fentit for her ranfome. 

King. Away with her, and waft her hence to Frances 
And now what re@s, but that we fpend the time 
With ftately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke fhewes; | 
Such as befits the pleafure of the Court.’ uf 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farwell fowre annoy, 
For heere I hope begins our lafting ioy. | Exsant ommus 
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with the Latiding of Earle Richmond, and the 
Battell at Bofworth Field, | 
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eAttus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Richard Duke of Glofter,folzs. 


aint? Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 
6 Made glorious Summer by this Son of Yorke: 
And all the clouds that lows'd vpon our houfe 
» In the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried. 
Now ate our browes bound with Vigtorious Wreathes, 
Our bruifed armes hung vp for Monuments ; 
Our fterne Alarums chang’d to merry Meetings ; 
Our dreadfull Marches, to delightfull Meafures. $ 
Grim-vifag’d Warre, hath fmooth’d his wrinkled Front: 
Andnow, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 
To fright the Soules of fearfull Aduerfaries, 
He capers nimbly ina Ladies Chamber, ., 
Tothe lafciuious pleafing ofa Lute, 
But], that am not fhap’d for fportiue trickes, 
Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glaffe: 
I, thatam Rudely ftampt, and want loues Maiclty,, 
To frut before a wonton ambling Nymph : 
I,thatam curtail’d of this faire Proportion, 


That dogges barke at me, as I haltby them. 
Why I (in this weake pipiag time of Peace) 
Haueno delight to paffe away thetime, 

Valeffe to fee my Shadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne Deformity. 

And therefore, fince I cannot proue a Louer, 
Toentertaine thefe faire well fpoken dayes, 
Iam determined to proue a Villaine, 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe dayes, 
Plots haue laide, Inductions dangerous, 

By drunken Prophefies, Libels,and Dreames, 
To fet my Brother Clarence and the King 
Indeadly hate, the one againft the other : 

And ifKing Edward be as true and iuft, 

AsL am Subtle, Falfe,and Treacherous, 

This day fhould Clarence clafely be mew’d vp: 
Abouta Prophefie,which fayes that G, 

Of Edwards heyres the murthierer (hall be. 
Diue thoughts downe to my foule, here Clarence comes. 


Eater Clarence, and Brakenbury puarded, 
Brothet,good day : What meanes this armed guard 


et 
ee ee 


That waites vpon your Grace? 
Cla, His Maiecfty tendring my perfons fafety, . 
Hath appointed this Conduét,to conuey me to th’ Tower 
Rich. Vpon what caufe ? 
Cla, Becaufe my name is George. 
Rich. Alacke my Loid,that fault is none of yours: 
He fhould for that commit your Godfathers, 
O belike, his Maiefty hath fome intent, » oo! | 
That you fhould be new Chriftned, inthe Tower, 
But what’s the matter Clareace,may [know ? 
Cla. Yea Richard,when | know ; but I proteft, 
As yetI donot: BatasI canlearne, ; 
He hearkens after Prophefies and Dreames, 
And from the Croffe-row pluckes the letter G : 
Arid fayes,a Wizard told him,that by G, 
His iffue difinherited fhould be. 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
It followes in his thought,that Iam he. 
Thefe (as I learne)and fuch liketoyes as thefe, 
Hath moou’d his Highneffe to commit me now. 
Rich. Why this it is,when men are rul’d by Women : 
*Tis not the King that fends youl tothe Tower, 
My Lady Grey his Wife, Clarence’tis thee; 
That tempts him co this harfh Extremity. 
Was it not fhee, and that good man of Worlhip, 
Authony Woodeulle her Brother there, 
Thatmade him fend Lord Hafings to the Tower ? 
From whence this prefent day he is deliuered ? 
We asrenot fafe (Yarence, wearenotfafe 
Cla, By heauen,I thinke there is no man fecure 
But the Queenes Kindred, and night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King,ana Miftris Shore, 
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Haftings was, for her delivery ? | 
Rich, Humbly complaining to her Deitie, 
Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie. 
Ile tell you what,] chinke itis onr way, 
If we will keepein fauour withthe King, 
To beher men,and weare her Livery. 
The iealous ore-worne Widdow,and her felfe, 
Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomeny 
Are mighty Gofsips ini our Monarchy. 
Bra. I befeech your Graces bothio pardon me, 
His Maiéfty hath ftraightly giuen in charge, 
That no man fhall haue priuate Conference 
(Of what degree foeuer) with your Brother. 


Rich. 
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Rich. Euen fo,and pleafe your Worlhip Brakenbary, 

You may partake ofahy thing we fay: 

We fpeakeno Treafon man ; We fay the King 

Is wife and vertuous, and his Noble Queene 

Well ftrooke in yeares, faire,and not iealious. 

Wefay, that Shores Wife hath a pretty Foot, 

A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a pafsing pleafing tongue: 

And that the Queenes Kindred are made gentle Folkes, 

| How fay you fir? can you deny all this ? 3 
Bra. With this (my Lord) may felfe haue nought to 

doo. Dp 

| Riche Naught to do with Miftris Shere? 

tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her. 

| (Excepting one) were beft to do it tecretly alone. 

Bra, What one, my Lord ? 


Bra. Vdobefeech yourGrace 
To pardon me, and withall forbeare 
Your Conference with the Noble Duke. _ = 
Cia. We know thy charge Brakenbury and wil obey. 
Rich, Weare the Queenes abiects,and muft obey. 
Brother farewell, I will vntotheKing, 
And whatfoe’re you will imploy mein, 
Wereit to call King Edwards Widdow,Sifter, 
I will performe it to infranchife you- 
Mearietime, this deepe difgrace in Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine, — 
(la. Uknow it pleafeth neither of vs well. 
1 Rick Well,yout imprifonment fhall not belong, 
Iwill deliver you, orelfelyeforyous = 
} Meane time: haue patience. 
Cla. Imuft perforce: Farewell. Exit Clar. 
Rich Go ttéade the path that thou fhalt ne’re return; 
Simple plaine (Zarence, I do loue thee fo, 
4 That I will fhortly fend thy Soule to Heauen, 
4 1f Heauen will take the prefent at our hands. 
4 But who comes heere? the new deliuered Haftings ? 


Enter Lord Haftings. 


Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 
| Rich. As much ynto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
- || Well are you welcome tothis open Ayre, 
4 How hath your Lordfhip brook’d imprifonment? 
Haft. With patience(Noble Lord )as prifoners muft: 
But I {hall liue (my Lord) to giue them thankes 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 
Rich. Nodoubt,no doubt,and fo fhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemies,are his, 
1 And haue preuail’d as much on him,as you, 
Haft, More pitty,that the Eagles fhould be mew’d, 
| Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty, 
Rich. Whatnewesabroad? , 
Haft. No newes fo bad abroad,as this at home: 
The King is fickly,weake,and melancholly, 
And his Phyfitians feare him mightily. 
Rich. Now by S.Iobn,that Newes is bad indeed. 
Ohe hath kept aneuill Diet long, 
And ouer-much confum’d his Royall Perfon: 
Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon. 
{ Where is he, in his bed? 
a Heit... 
Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you. 
ers Exit Haftings. 
{He cannot live I hope, and muft not dye, 
Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe vp to Heauen. 


- 


Rich. Her Husbarid Knaue,would’ft thou betray me? © 


Enter the Coar fe of Henrie the fixt with Halberds tink 

















lle > - vrge his hatred more to Clarence, > 
Wit es well fteel’d with weighty Arcumerre. 
And if Haile not in my deepe fie an ii 
Clarencehath not another daytoliue:. 
Which done, God take King Edward to his merc 
And leaue the worldefor metobufslein, 2 — Ys 
For then, lle marry Warwickes yongeft daughter. 
What though I killed her Husband,and her Father, 7 
The readieft way tomakethe Wench amends. |? 
fs to become her Husband,and her Father: 7? 
The which will I,nor all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muft reach vato; 

But yet I run before my horfe to Marker; 

Clarence (till breathes, Edward ftill liues and Taignes, 
When they are gone, then muftI count my gaines, Es 


oer 





Scena Secunda, 


oe 








cee 


Lady Anne being the Mourne. 


eAnne. Set downe,fer downe your honourableload, 
IfHonor may be fhrowded in a Herfe; i 
Wohil't I a-while obfequioufly lament 
Th’vntimely fall of Vertuous Lancafter, 

Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 

Pale Athes of the Houfe of Lancafter; 

Thou bloodlefle Remnant of that Royall Blood, 
Be it lawfull that I intuocate thy Ghoft, é 
Toheare the Lamentations of poore Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Sonne, 
Stab’d by the felfefame hand that made thefe wounds, 
Loe,in thefe windowes that let forth thy life, — 

I powre the helpleffe Balme of my poore eyes, 

O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes: 
Curfed the Heart, that had the heart to do it: 
Cnrfed the Blood, that let this blood from hence: 
More direfull hap betide that hated Wretch 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee, 
Then I can with to Wolues,to Spiders, Toades, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that liues. 

Tfeuer he haue Childe, Abortiue be it, 
Prodigeous, and vntimely brought to light, 
Whofe vgly and vnnaturall Afpect 

May fright the hopefull Mother at the view, 

And that be Heyre to his vnhappineffe. 

If euer he haue Wife, let her be made 

More miferable by the death of him, 
Then I am made by my young Lord,and thee. 
Come now towards Chertfey with your holy Loa, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 
And ftill as you are weary of this waight, 
Reft you,whiles I lament King Henries Coatle. 


Enter Richard Duke of Glofter. 


Rich. Stay you that beare the Coarfe, & fet sik 

An, What blacke Magitian coniures vp this Fiend, 
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? Paul 

Rich. Villaines {et downe the Coarfe,or by 5.2 
Ile make a Coarfe ofhim that difobeyes. rf 
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Gen. My Lord ftand backe,and let the Coffin paffe, 
Rich, Vnmanner’d Dogge, pitts 
stand’ft thou when I commaund: | 
aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft,” * 
Orby S.Paul Ile ftrike thee to my Foote, 
And {purne vpon thee Begger for thy boldnefie. 
‘Anne, What do you tremble? areyowall aficaid:? 
Alas, I blame you not, for yowate Mortall, © 
And Mortall eyes.cannet endufe the Diuell. 
Avant thou dreadfull minifter of Hell ; 
Thou had’ft but power ouer his Mortall body, 
His Soule thou canftnot haue: Therefore be gone, 
Rich. Sweet Saint, for Charity,be not fo curft. 
An, Foule Diuell, 
For Gods fake hence, and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy Hell = 
fill'dit with cutfing cries,and deepe exclaimes 2 
Ifthou delight ce view thy heynous deeds; °° 
Behold chis patterne of tby Butcheries. 
OhGentlemen, fee, fee dead Hearies wounds, 
Open their congeal'd mouthes; and bleed afrefh, 
Bluth, bluth, thou lumpe of fowle Deformitie: 
For’tis thy prefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty Veines where'no blood dwels. 
Thy Deeds inhumane and vnnaturall, 
Prouokes this Deluge moft vnnaturall. 
0God! which this Blood mad’ft, reuenge his death: 
O Earth! which this Blood drink’ft, reuenge his death, 
Bither Heau’n with Lightning ftrike the murth’rer dead : | 
Or Earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 
Asthou doft {wallow vp this good Kings blood, 
Which his Hell-gouern’d arme hath butchered, 
| Rich, Lady,you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which renders good for bad, Bleffings for Curfes. 
An, Villaine,thou know’ft nor law of God nor Man, 
NoBeaft fo fierce,but knowes fome touch of pitty. 
' Rich. But know none,and therefore am no Beaft. ° _ 
As, Owonderfull,when diuels tell the truth ! 
Rich. More wonderfull,when Angels are fo angry : 
Vouch{afe (diuine perfeétion of a Woman) 
Ofthefe fuppofed Crimes,to giue me leaue 
By circcumftance, but to acquit my felfe. 
An. Vouchfafe (defus'd infection of man) 
Ofthefe knowne evils; but to giue me leaue 
By circumftance, to curfe thy curfed Selfe. 
Rich, Fairer then tongue can name thee,let me haue 
Some patient leyfure to excufe my felfe. 
Ax, Fouler then heart can thinke thee, 
Thou can’ft make no excufe currant, 
‘ [Butto hang thy felfe. . 
Rich. By {uch difpaire, } fhould accufe my felfe. 
An. Andby difpairing fhalethou ftand excufed, 
For doing werthy Vengeance on thy felfe, 
That did’@ vnaworthy flaughter vpon others. 
Rich, Say that | flew them not. 
4n, Then fay they were not flaine ; 
But dead they are, and diuellifh flaue by thee. 
Rich. 1 did not kill your Husband. 
An. Why then he is aliue. 


Rich, Nay,he is dead, and {laine by Edwards hands. . 


An, Inthy foule throatthou Ly’ft, 
Queene (Margaret {aw 
Thy murd’rous Faulchion fmoaking in his blood : 
The which, thou once didd’ft bend againfther breft, 
But that thy Brothers beateafide the point. 

Rich. 1 was prouoked by her fland’rous fongue, 
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That laid their guilt, vpon my guilcleffe Shoulders, 


4o 


An. Thou was’t prouoked by thy bloody minde, —__ 


That never dream’ft on ought bur Batcheriés: 
Did’ thou not kill this King ? 
Rich. I grauntye. ‘wit 
An, Do’ft grant me Hedge-hogee, 
Then God graunt metoo: ** “ { cher ' 
Thou may'ft be damned for'that wicked decdep” ' 
O he was gentle, milde,and vertuouss 960 oF) 


Rich; Fhe better for the:ing of heauerthathath him, | 


An, He isiwheaueo,wherethou fhaletiener come, 


Rich, Levhimthanke me; thatholpeto'fend him thi- 


thersiv abel sheer ht 
For he was fitter for thatplacethen earth: 
An, Aud thou vofit for any place, but hell. 


Rich. Yes one place elfe;if you will heare mename it, | 


An. Someduigeon. ni 
Rich. YoutBed-chamber. 
e4n. Ubreft betide the chamber wherethoulyeft, 
Rich. So willit Madamptill lye with you." 
An. Thope {oig a) sonrns.2m LE 
Rich. know fo. But gentle Lady Anne, 
To leaue thiskeene encounter of our wittes, © 
And fallfomething intoaflower method.’ 
Isnot the caufer of thetimeleffe deaths 
Of thefe Plantagenets ,Henrieand Edward, < ° 
As blamefull asthe Executioner, ASK 
An. Thouwas’t the caufeandmott accurft effect, 
Rich. Your beauty wasthecaufe of that effedt : 
Your beauty, that did haunt mein my fleepe, 
To wndertake the death ofall the world, 
So I might live one houre in your fweet bofome, 
An, IfIthought chat, Itell chee Homicide, 
Thefe Nailes fhould rent that beauty from my Cheekes. 


Rich. Thefe eyes couldnot endure y beauties wrack, 


You fhould not blemifhic, if [ ftood by ; 
Asall the world is cheared by the Sunne, 
So I by that : It is my day, my life. 


t 


Ax. Blacke night ore-fhade thy day,8¢ death tiny life | 


Rich. Curfe not thy felfe faire Creatures: 
Thou art both, A359 ‘ 
Am 1would I were, to bereueng’d onthee, 
Rich. Iris a quarrell wok vonaturall,' 
To be reueng’d on him that loueth thee. - 
An, Iisa quarrell iuft and reafonable, 
To be reueng’d on him that kill'd my Husband. 
Rich, He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 
Did it tohelpe theeto a better Husband, *- 
An, His better doth not breath ypon the earth. 


Rich, He liues,that loues thee becterthervhe could, | 


An, Name him. 
Rich, Plantagenet. 
An, Why that was he, vf 
Rich, Thefeltefame name, but one of betrer Nacure. 
An. Whereishe? a ciod smh 
ich. Heere: Spitsat bim. ' 
Why doft thou {pit at'me. sist 
Ax, Would it were mortall poyfon, for-thy fakes: + 
Rich, Neuer came poyfon from fo fweetaplace; 
An, Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toade. 
Out of my fight, thou doft infe& mineeyes. 
Rich, Thine eyes (fweet Lady)haue infected mine. - 
An, Would they were Bafiliskes,toftrike thee dead. 


Rich, I would they were,that I might dye atonces” | 


For now they kill me witha liuing death. ~ 
Thofe eyes of thine; from'mine haue drawne fale Teares ; 
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| Sham’d their Afpects with tore of childifh drops: 

| Thefe eyes,which neuer {hed remorfefull teare, 
No,when my Father Yorke,and Edward wept, 

To heare the pictious moane that Rutland made 

| When black-fac’d Clifford fhooke his fword at him. 
{| ‘Nor when thy warlike Father like a Childe, 

1 Told the fad Gorie of my Fathers death, 
1 Aadtweney titnes, made paute to fob and weepe: 

| Thatall the ftanders by had wet their checkes 


= _ Like Trees bedafh’d withraine. In that fad time, ; 


| My-manily eyes did {cornean humble teare : 

1 And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale, 

Thy Beauty hath,and made them blinde with weeping. | 
| Ineuer fued to Friend, nor Enemy : 

My Tongue could neuer learne {weet fmoothing word. 
4.But now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee, 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to {peake, 
She lookes fcornfully as bim, . 
| Teachnarthy lip fuch Score; for it was made 
_ | For kiffing Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

| 1f thy reuengefull heare cannot forgiue, 

Loe heere I lend thee this fharpe-pointed Sword, 
| Which ifthou pleafe to hide inthis true breft, 
And let the Soule forth that adoreth thee, 
{ I lay itnaked to the deadly ftroke, 
| And humbly begge the death vpon my knee, 
_ Helayes his breft open. fhe offers at with his faord, 
| Nay do not paufe: For I did kill King Henrie, 
But twas thy Beauty that prouoked me. : 
Nay now difpatch : "TwasI that ftabb’d yong Edward, 
4 But twas thy Heauenly face that fet me on. 
She fals the Sword. 

Take vp the Sword againe,or take yp me, 

An. Arife Diffembler, though I with thy death, 

I will not be thy Executioner. 

{ Rich, Then bid me kill my {elfe,and I will do it. 

An. Thaucalready. 

Rich. That was inthy rage: 

Speake it againe,and euen with the word, 

This hand, which for thy loue, did killthy Loue, 

Shall for thy loue, kill a farre trues Loue, 

| To both their deaths fhalt thou be agceffary. 
edn. I would I knew thy heart, 

Rich. ’Tis figur’d in my tongue. 

An. I feare me,beoth are falfe, 

Rich, Then neuer Man was true, 

An, Well,well,put vp your Sword. 

Rich, Say then my Peace is made, 

edn. Thatthale thou know heereafter, 

Rich, But-thall Lliue in hope. 

Aa, Allmen hope liue fo. 

Vouchfafe to weare this Ring. 

Rich. Looke how my Ring incompaffeth thy Finger, 
Euen fo thy Breft inclofeth my poore heart: 
Weare both of them, for both ofthem are thine, 
Andifthy poore deuoted Seruant may 
But beg one fauour atchy gracious hand, 

Thou doft confirme his happineffe for euer. 

An. Whatisir? 

Rich. That it may pleafe you leauethefe faddefignes, 
To him that hath moft caufe to be a Mourner, 
And prefently repayre to Crosbie Houfe ; 
Where (after I have folemnly interr’d 
At Chertfey Monaft’ry this Noble King, 

And wet his Grave with my Repentant Teares) 
I will with allexpedient duty fee you, 





_ But ince youteach me how to flatter you, 


'| That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince, 


| That Imay feemy Shadow as I paffe. 














For diuers ynknowne Reafons, I befeech yoy, 
GrantmethisBoon. * 
An, With all my heart,aod much it 
To fee you are become fo penitent, 
Treffel and Barkley,go along with me, 
Rich, Bidmefarwell. ; 
An, ’Tis more then you deferue : 


1oyes me too, 


Imagine I haue faide farewell already, 
Exit two mw; 
Gent. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord > — 
Rich, Not to White Friars, there attend My commin, 

Was eter woman in this humour woo'd? Pit ba 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne? 
Me haue her,but I will not keepe her long, 
What? I cha kill’d her Husband, and his Father, 

To take her in her hearts extreameft hate, 
“With curfes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes, 

The blecding witneffe of my hatred by, 

Hauing God, her Confcience,and thefe bars aainttme 
And I, no Friends to backe my fuite withall, 
But the plaine Diuell,and diffembling lookes ? 

And yet to winne her? All the world to nothing, 
Hah! 

Hath the forgot alreadie that braue Prince, 
Edward,her ord, whom I(fome three monthes fince) 
Stab din my angry mood, at Tewkesbury? 

A fweeter, and a louelier Gentleman, 

Fram’din the prodigallity of Nature: 

Yong, Valiant, Wife,and (no doubt)right Royal, 
The fpacious World cannot againeaffoord: 
And will fhe yet abafe het eyes on me, 


And made her Widdow to a wofull Bed? 
On me, whofe All not equals Edwards Moytie? 
On me, that halts,and am mifhapen thus? 
My Dukedome, to a Beggerly denier! 

I do miftake my perfon all this while: 

V pon my life the findes(alchough I cannot) 
My felfetobea maru’llous proper man. 
Ile be at Charges for a Looking-glaffe, 
And entertaine a {core or two of Taylors, 
To fludy fafbions to adorne my body : 
Since Iam crept in fauour with my felfe, 

I will maintaine it with fome little coft. 
But firft Ile turne yon Fellow in his Graue, 
And then returne lamenting tomy Loue. 


Shine out faire Sunne, till I haue bought a olaffe, ig 


Pentel 





| 


Scena T ertia. 


ene 








Enter the Queene Mother,Lord Rinerss 
and Lord Gray. 


Riz. Haue patience Madam, ther’s nodoubt his Maiely 
Will foone recouer his accuftom’d health. ; ‘ 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill,it makes himwon't 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 
And cheere his Grace with quicke and metry ey 

Qu, Ifhe were dead,what would betideonme 


” Lhe Life and Death of Richard the T hird. 


Ifhe were dead, what would betide on me #5". 
Gray. No otber harme; but loffe of fuch a Lord. 
Qu, Thelaffe of fucha Lord, includesall hatmes. 
Grays The Heauens haue blef you witha goodly Son, | 

Tobe yout Comforter, when’heis gone. 

Qn, Abi he isyong 5 and his minority 

is put vato the truft of Richard Gloufeer, 

Aman that loves not me, nor none of youn 
Rin. Isit concluded he thall be Protector? 
Da. Ivis derermin’d,not concluded yet : 

But fo it muft be, ifthe King miflcatry. 


| 
| 


| 

Enter Buckingham and Derby. | 
Gray Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby: | 
Buc, Goodtime of day vntoyour Royall Grace. 

| Der, God make your Maiefty ioyful,as you haue bin 
Qu. The Counteffe Richmond,good my L.of Derby. 

Toyour good prayer, will fearfely fay, Amen. 

Yet Derby notwithftanding fhee’s your wife, 

Andloues not me, be you good Lord affur’d, 

Thate not yu for her prond arrogance. 
Der, 1 do befeech you,eithernot beleeue 

Theenuious {landers of her falfe Accufers: 

Orif fhe be accus d on true report, 

Beare with her weaknefle, which I thinke proceeds 

from way ward fickneffe,and no grounded malice. 
Qu, Saw you the King to day my Lord of Derby. 
Der. Butnow the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Atecome from vifiting his Maiefty. 

Que, What likelyhood of his amendment Lerds. 

Madam good hope,his Grace {peaks chearfully. 


Bucs 
Qu, God grant him health,did you confer with him? 
Buc. 1 Madam,he defires tomake attonement; 
Betweene the Duke of Gloufter,and your Brothers, 
And betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 
And fent to warne them to his Royall prefence. 
Qu. Would all were well,but that will neuer be, 
Ifeare our happineffe is atthe height. 


Enter Richard, 


Rich They do me wrongsand I will not indure it, 

|Who isit that complaines vntothe King, 
_ Thar 1(forfooth) am fterne,and loue themnot ? 

\By holy Paul; they loue his Grace but lightly, 
{That fill his eares with fuch diffentious Rumors. 

Becaufe I cannot flatter,and looke faire, 

Smile in mens faces,{mooth,deceiue,and cogge, 

Ducke with French nods, arid Apifh curtefie, 
{Imuft be held arancorous Enemy. 

Cannot a plaine man liue,and thinke no harme, 

But thu s his fimple truth muft be abus'd, 

With filkenjflye,infinuating Ieckes? logis 
| Grey. TFowho in all this prefence {peaks your Grace? 

» Riche Tothee, that haftnor Honefty,norGrace : 
When haue Laniur’d thee? When done thee wrong ? 
}Or thee? or thee? or any of your Faétion ? 
{Aplaguevpotiyou all. His Royall Grace 
|(Whom God preferue better then you would with) 
Cannot be quiet fearfe a breathing while, 

But you mafttrouble him with lewd complaints. 

2n, Brother of Gloufter,you miftake the matter = 

The King on his.owne Royall difpofition, 

(And not prouok’d by any Sutor elfe) 

Ayming (belike)at your interiour hatred, 


| That in you 


God grant wenewer 


| 


\ 3 ‘ nee 
| Then a great Queene, with this'condition, «. 


To be fo baited, fcorn’dy and flarmed ats. «- 
Small ioy have] in being Englands Queene. 


mAh sae 
t outward action fhewes it felfe 
Againft my Children, Brothers;and my Selfe, 

Makes him to fend, that he may learnethe ground. 

Rich. Ecannot tell,the world is growne fo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles darenot pearch, 
Since euerie lacke became a Gentleman, 

There’s many agentle perfon madea lacke: 

Qu, Come, come,we know your meaning Brother 
You enuy my adnancement,and my friends: (Glofter | 
may haue nzede of you. . 

Rich, Meanetime,God grantsthat I hawe need of you. 
Our Brother isimprifon’d by your meanes, 

My felfe difgrac’d, and the Nobilitie 


| Held incontempt, while great Promotions 


Are daily giuen to ennoble thofe 
That {carte {ome two dayesfince were worth a Noble. 
Qa. By him that rais’d me to this carefull height, 
From that contented hap which Linioy’d, 
| Theuer did incenfe his Maieftie 
Againft the Duke of Clarence,but haue bin 
_ Anearneft aduocate to plead for him. 
| My Lord you do me fhamefull iniurie, 
Falfely ta draw mein thefe vile fulpects. 
Rich! Youmay deny tharyou were not the meane 
Of my Lord Haffings lace imprifonment. : 
Ria. She may my Lord, fore— 
Rich, She may Lord Riners, why who knowesnot 
She may do more fir then denying that: 
She may helpe you to many faire preferments, 
And then deny her ayding hand therein, 
And lay thofe Honors on your high defertss 11: 
What may fhe not, fhe may, marry may fhe, 
Riv. What marry may fhe? 728i nf 
Ric, What marrie may fhe? Matrie witha King, </y | 
A Batcheller, and a handiome {tripling tae, } 73 
I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. ‘2 
Qu, My LordofGloufter;I haue toolong borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings,and your bitter {cofkes : 
By heauen, I will acquaint his Maieftie. >: 
Of thofe groffe taunts chat oft Ihaue endurd. 
Thad rather bea Countrie feruant maide 


fo? 


Eater old Queene Margarets. 


Mar, Andlefned be that fall, God I befeech him, 
Thy honor; ftatejand feate,is due to me ; Hsdw 
Rich. What? threat you me with telling of the King @ 
I will auouch’s in prefence of the King : A: 
I dare aduenture to be fent to th’T owre. 
Tis time to fpeake, 
My paines are quite forgot. .. 
Margaret, Out Divell; 
I doremember them too well : Jaf 
Thou killd’f my Husband Henriein the Tower, 
And Edward my poore Son,at Tewkesburie. « 
Rich. Ere you were Queene, 
I,or your Husband King =» 
I was a packe-horfein his great affaires : 
A weeder out of his proud Aduerfaries, 
A liberall rewarder of his Friends, 
Toroyalize his blood,] {pent mine owue. 
Margaret. E and much better blood 
Then his,or thine. 
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\ Rich. In all which time,youand your Hasband Grey 
' | Were factious,for the Houfe of Lawcaffer; 
| And Rivers,fo were you: Was not yourHusband, 
Io Margarets Battailejat Saint A/bons {laine ? 
‘Let me put in your. mindes, if you forget: 
) What you haue beene ere this, and what you are: 
Withall, what T haue beene,and what lam. 
| «9,44. Amurth’rous Villaine, and fo ftill chou art. 
-\ Rich. Poore (larence did forfake his Father Warwieke, 
Land forfwore himfelfe (which Iefu pardons) 
| 5 O.M. Which God reuenge. 
Rich. To fight on Edwards partie, forthe Crowne, 
And for his mecde,poore Lord,he is mewed vp: 
‘I would to God my heart were Flint, like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pictifull like mine ; 
Jam too childith foolith for this World. 
{| Q.MHightheeto Hell for fhanre,& Ieaue this World 

‘Thou Cacodemon,there thy Kingdome is. 
| Rin. My Lord of Glofter: in thofe bufie dayes, 
‘Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies, 
| We follow'd then our Lord, our Soucraigne King, 
'So fhould we you, if you fhould be our King. 
| Rich, If 1 fhould be? I had rather be a Pedler: 
| Farre be it froprmy hearz,the thoughr thereof. 
._ Ou, Aslittleioy (my Lord) as you fippote 
You fhould enioy,were you this Countries King, 
As littleioy:you may iuppofe inme, ' 
That I enioy, being the Queene thereof. ‘ 

Q.M. A little ioy enioyes the Queene thereof, 
For Lam fhee,and altogether ioyleffe : 

T can no longer hold me patient. 
Heare me,you wraneling Pyrates,that fall our, 
In fharing that which youhatie pill’d from me: 
Which off you trembles not,that lookes on.mie ? 
If not,that [am Queene, you bow like Subiedts ; 
Yet that by you depos’d,youquake like Rebells. 
Ah gentle Villaine,doe noteurneaway. | (fight ? 
Rich; Foule wrinckled Wiech what mak’ thou in my 
2.M. But repetition of what thou haft marr’d, 
That will Janake,before I lee thee goe. 
Rich. Wert thou not banithed, on paine of death? 
-M. 1 was:but'l doe find more paine in banithment, 
Then death can yeeld me here,by my abode. 
_{A Husband ahd a Sonne thou ow’ft to me, 
And thouaKingdome; all of you, allegeance: 
This Sorrow that I haue, by right is yours, 
And all the Pleafures you vfurpe,are mine. 

Rich. TheCarfe my Noble Father layd on thee,» °. 
When thou didf Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 
Aad with thy fcornesdrew’ft Rivers from his eyes, 
| fAndthento dry them,gau’ft the Duke a Clowr, 

Steep’d in the faultlefle blood of prettie Rutland ; 

{His Curfes then, from bitterneffe of Soule; 

Denounc'd againft thee, are all falne vponthee: 

_ | And God,not we,hath plagu’d thy bloody deed, ~ 

{ 2#. Soiuttis God,to right the innocent. >» 

| Haft. Oyewasthe fouleftdeed to flay that Babe, 

_ And the moft mercileffe, that ere was heard. of, 

Riu. Tyrants them{clues wept whenit was reported, 
Dorf. No man but prophecied reuenge forit. 
Buck, Northumberland, then prefent,wept to fee it. 
ot. M4. What? were youfnarling ali before came,” / 
| Ready to catch each other bythe throat; ice.33 !ls:ci! 
And turne you all: yourhatred now on me?! - 


That Henries death, my touely Edwards death, 
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— Olet them keepeit,till thy finnes be ripe, 


_ The day will come, that thou fhalt wifh forme, 


Did Yorkes dread Curfe preuaile fo much withHeauen, | 














Their Kingdomes loffe,ymy wofull Banifhme. 

Should sibut anfwer for ch at peeuith hg, 

Can Curfes pierce the Clouds,and enter Heauen? 

Why then giue way dull'Clouds to My quick Curt 

Though not by Warre,by Surfet dye your King. 

As ours by Murther,to make hima King. Br 

Edward thy Sonne,that now is Prince of Wales 

For Edward our Sonne,that was Prince of Wales 

Dyeiin his youth,by like vntimely violence, ” 

Thy felfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene 

Out-liue thy glory,like my wretched felfe: ” 

Long may’ft thou liue,to wayle thy Childrens death 

And fee another, as I feetheenow, : 

Deck’d in thy Rights,as thou art ftall’d in mine, 

Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death, 

And aftermany length'ned howres of griefe, 

Dye neyther Mother, Wife,nor En glands Queene, 

‘Rewers and Dorfer, you were ftanders by, 

And fo waftthou, Lord Hafings, when my Sonne’ 

Was ftab'd with bloody Daggers:God,1 pray him, 

That none of you may live his naturall age, 

But by fome vnlook’d accident cut off, f 
Rich.Haue done thy Charme, hateful wither'd Hager, 
Q.M. And leaue out thee? ftay Dog, for} halt heareme 

If Heauen haue any grieuous plague in ftore, 

Exceeding thofe that I can with vpon thee, 


And then hurle downe their indignation » 

On thee, the troubler of the poore Worlds peace, 

The Worme of Confcience ftill begnaw thy Soule,, 

Thy Friends fufpect for Traytors while thou liu’, 

And take deepe Traytors for thy deareft Friends ; 

No fleepe clofe vp that deadly‘Eye of thine, 

Voleffe it be while fome tormenting Dreane 

Affrights thee witha Hell ofiougly Deuills.:!: 

Thou eluith mark’d, abortive rooting Hogge, 

Thou that waft feal’din thy Nativicie 220 

The flaueof Nature sand the Sonne of Hells: 

Thou flander of thy-heanie-Mothers Wombe, 

Thou loathed Iffue of thy Fathers Loynes, 

Thou Ragge of Honos, thou detefted-- 

Rich. ‘Margaret, 
OM. Richard. 
Q.M. Tcall thee not. 
Rich, Yery thee metcie then: for I did thinke, 
That thou hadft call’d meall thefe bitter names, 
0.44. Why fo did, butlook’d for.no reply, 

Oh let memake the Periodto my Curfesouss 9! 
Rich.’ Tis done by me,and ends in eMargaret. f 
Qu.Thus haue you breath'd your Curfeagainft yout fel 
Q.M.Poore painted Queenjvain flourish ofmy fortunt, 

Why ftrew'ftthou Sugar on that Bottel’dSpidery 

Whofe deadly Web enfnareth thee about? 

Foole,foole thou wher'ftaKnifeto kill chy/felfe: 


Rich. Ha. 


To helpethee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-backt Toade, 
Hoaft.Falfe boding Woman,end thy frantick Curle, ‘ 
Leaft to thy harme,thow moue our patience; 9 
2.M.Foule fhame vpon you, you haueallmon mine. 
Ri. Were you wel feru'd, you would be taught your ay 
2.M To ferue me well,you all fhould do me duty, 


| Teach me tobe your Queene,and youmy Subiedts: | 


O ferue me well,and teach your felues that duty. 
Dorf: Dispute not with her, thee is lunaticke. 
M4, Peace Mafter Marqueffe,you are malapetty 


Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is fcatee currant. 
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What twere tolofe ic,atid be miferable.--* 












‘QGod that fceft it; do riot fuffer it, iu e . 
Avitis wore With blood loft beit fo. wee 
| Buc. Peace,peace for fhame? Ifnor, for Charity. 
Mar. Vige neither charity;hor fhanie tome 2° "* "+ 
Vacharitably with me haue you'deale, 

‘And fhamefully my hopes (by you) areburcher’d. 
My Charity is outrage, Life my fhame, Sabu Sie 
Andin that (hame, (till Tiue my forrowes rage. ~ 
“Bue, Haue done;haue done, : 


Infigne of League and amity with thee : : 
Now faire befall thee,and thy Noble houfe + 
Thy Garments ate hot {potted with our blood : 
Nor thou within the eompaffe of my curfe. 
Buc. Norno one heere : for Curles neuer paffe 
The lips of thofe'that breath them in the ayre.« Bid 
“er! Twill’ not thinke but they afcend the sky, 
And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. ‘°° 
O Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogee: *’ 
Looke when he fawnies, he bites; and when he bites, 
His venom tooth willrankle tothe death, © °°“ 
Hauenot to do with him, beware of him, 
Sinne, death,and hell haue fer cheir niarkes on him, 
Andall their Minifters attend on him, 
Rich, What doth the fay my Lord of Buckingham, 
Buc, Nothing that I refpeét my gracious Lord, 
Mar: What doft thou feorne me 
For my gentle counfell ? 
And footh the divtell thac I warne thee from. 
Obut remember this another day : 
When he fhall fplic thy very heart with forrow: 
And fay(poore Afargaret )was a Propheteffe : 
liueeach of you the fubiedtsto his hate, : 
Andhe to yours,and all of youtoGods, Exit. 
Bc, My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curfes. 
Ris. And fo doth mise, I mufe why fhe’s at libertie, 
Rich, I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 
Shehath had too much wrong,and I repent 
My part thereof, that I haue done to her. 
Mar. neuer did her any to my knowledge. 
Rich. Yet you haue all the vantage of her wrong: 
Iwas too hot, todo fomebody good, 
lat is too cold in thinking of itnows: 
atry as for Clarence, be is well re payed: 
tis frank’d vp to fatting for his paines, 
God pardon them, that are the caufe thereof. 
Rig. A vertuous,and a Chriftian-like conclufion 
° pray for them that haue done {cath to vs, 
Rich. So do I cuer, being well aduis'd. 
, Speakes to himfelfe. 


For had I curft now, Ihad curft my felfe. 















“|i On. Catesby Teome, Lofdsowill youigo with meep?s 
om_biod 


‘and dallies with the winde, aa Teérnesthe Susitie. |) The fecret Mifcheefes thae Tevabroath;’ J 23 gdony SM 
ae? NA tubhes the Sun's fHadevalassalds, | ~~ |\ Tlay vnto the greewdus clidig ¢df other‘! ome — 5. 
Wirneffe my Sonne, now in the fhade of deathy’'"' °°! || Clarence, who Lindeede hale eatindarkneffe, !o 222b9\ 


|| Now thoy Belééue it} and witha whet mies! sot 
' |}! And thus I cloath my naked Willahie! >'oci7 noqy escQ0% 


Mar, O Pritcely Buckingham, He kiffe thy hand, a 
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Cated Madani, his Maieny doth eall For yous" 2) 
|) And for youX Grice, and folks ily praciotiy Bord, ° 20027 

Rins Wewaltyponydit'Grice, 9. "39m ot 
Bh 20789 20h OL 1238 "Exam all bie ClO 
| Rich, Ido the wrongiantarR bévinte brawtey280°V 


Ory 


| L do beweepe to many fimpleGallés,.< 207? side mifton 
| Namely to Derby, Hoftings Backinghaw,: Gi bsisiest WA 
| And tell chet*tis the Queene, and her Alteep 0! yolome: 
| That irre the’King again thé Dukeiny Brother; a1od\ 

75 2A 
| Tobe reucng’d an Riner?, Dov PsGrey. oni b’oow ged" 
| Butthen P'figh? and-with apeece of Scriprarép 220m be 
| Tell chemthatGod bids vs do goodforenilba oA 


LA 


_ With odde old ends; ftolne forth of holy: Write \0 
_ And feeme a Saint, when molt Tiplay the deuill,? 22X90 : 


| “°° Enter tive wnurtherers. 902 2 
But foft, heere come my Executisnets, 7 2! > © 
How now my hardy ftour refolued Mares, Bony 
_ Are you now going to difpatch this thing gewA oto 


‘ 


Vil. We are my Lord,and comme to'haue thie Warrant, 
That we may be admitted wherehe is, 1) 18 29° S903 6 
Rec. Well thought ypon} Ihave it heareabout nies | 
When you hiaue done, repayre to Crosby places °°). 2! 
But firs be fodaine in the execation, gta * 
Withall obdurate, do not heare Him pleades °°" ’ 
For Clarence is well fpoken; and perhappes 
May moue your hearts to pitty, if you marke him, . 

Vil. Tut,tut,my Lord, we will nor ftand'to prate, 
Talkers are no good dooers, beaffur'd: (°° ’ 
We goto vfe our hands, and not our tengues. es) || 

Rich, Your eyes drop Mill-ftones, whien Fooles eyes | 
fall Teares : ; mF 
Thke you Lads,about 
Go,go,difpatch, 

Vil, Wewillmy Noble Lord. 


v 


" 
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your bufineffe ftraights 
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‘Scena Quarta, 





oe a 





Enter Clarence and Keeper. A... 22 
Keep. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to 
Cla, O,Uhaue paft a miferable night, 

So full of fearefull Dreames, of vgly fights, 

That as I ama Chriftian faithfull man, 

I would not {pend another fuch 2 night a3u38%% 137 

Though ’twere to buy a world of happy daitss « 

So fall of difmall terror was the time. yid | 9q2 AE 

Keep. What was your dream my Lord;I prayyoutel me} 
Cla.Me thoughts that [ had broken fromthe Tower, 

And was embark’d te croffe to Burgundy, 

And in my company my Brother Gloufter, » 

Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke, 

Vpon the Hatches ; There we look’d toward England, 

And cited vp athowfand heauy times, © ©9790 oy 

r3 


day, Le 


During/: 




































































































































































































































































































ee 





18 0; 
uring the wartes of Yorke and Lancafter — 
That had befalne vs.As.we pa¢'dalong 
V pon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
Me thought chat Gloufter ftumbled,and.in falling...» 
crooke me(thar thoughtto.ftay him)ouer-boord, 
ntoshewumbling billowesofghe maine i) 0 
Lord, me thought what paine it was.to drowne, .. : 
sdreadfullnoi feof water in mine eares, ; 
hat fights of vgly.death,within mine cyes,,), 
e thoughts, I faw athoufand fearfull wrackess. 
thoufand men that spe pene FAO 97 o3zi7 ¥ 
edges of Gpjd,great Anchors; heapes of Pearle, ..... 
neftimable Stones, vavalewed Jewels, sas lobT 
I fcattred in the bortome.of the Sea, aR ncaa 
omelay in deademens Seulles, andin theholes bef 


~~ 


here eyes digionce inhabit, there were crept 


ho almoft burft, to belch iin the Sear. 
Keep. Awak’d younot in this fore Agony? 


then, began the Tempeft to my Soule. 
paft-(me thought) the Melancholly Floods 
AWith that fowre Ferry-man which Pets write of, 
Vv nto the Kingdome of perpetuall Night. 
The firft thac chere did greet my Stranger-foule, 

Was my great Father-in-Law,renowned Warwicke, 
Who {pake alowd: What fcourge for Periurie, 
Can,this darke Monarchy affoord falle (Varence? 
lAnd fo he vanith’d, Then.came wand’sing by, 
1A Shadow like an Angell,with bright hayre . 
‘Dabbel’d.imblood,and he {hriek'd out alowd 
Clarence is come, falle,fleeting,periur'd Clarence, 
‘That tabb’d me in the field by Tewkesbury : 

Seize on him Faries, take him vato Torment. 
{With that (me thought)a Legion of foule Fiends 
Inuiron’d me, and howled in mine eares 
Such-hiddeous-eries that with the very Noife, 
I (trembling) wak’d, and for a feafon after, 
Could not beleeue, but chat was in Hell, 
Such terrible Imprefsion made my Dreame. 
r Keep. No maruell Lord,though it affrighted you, 
Lam affraid (me thinkes) to heare you tell it. 

Cla. Ah Keeper,Keeper,I haue done thefe things 
(Thar now give evidence againft my Soule) 
For Edwards fake, and fee how he requits mee, 
O God! if my deepe prayres. cannot appeafe thee, 
‘Bur thou wilt be aueng’d on my mifdeeds, 
i Yet execute thy wrath in me.alone : 
'O {pare my guiltleffe Wifc,and my poore children, 
‘Keeper, I prythee fic by me a-while, 
“My Soule.is heauy,and I faine would fleepe, 


Enter Brakenbury the Lientenant. 


Bra. Sorrow breakes Seafons,and repofing houres, 
Makes the Night Morning,and the Noon-tide night : 


ea 


~ Lhe Life and Death of Richard the Third. 








(. Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
_ An outward Honor, foraninwardToyle, 






5 | thou hither,,. 


| ther on my Legges. 5 4:5)! 

-|) Let him fee our Commiffion,and talke no more, Reni 
| The Noble Duke of Clarence co your hands. 

- IT will not reafon what is, meant heereby, .. 

_ |) Meto the King,and figni 


| Far you well. 


} oGlar;;Noyno,my Dreame was lengthen’d afcer lifes |) 





Keep.l will my Lord, God giue your Grace goodreft. | 





















| 


1.Mur, Hoswho'sheete? | 
Bra. What would {tthou Fellow?.And how camnm' 
2: Mur. would {peak with Clerevce, andl came} 
Bra. What {o breefe?.... dahlia’ ot. ae 
1. Tis better (Sir) then.to be tedious: 


Bra. 1am in this, commanded to deliuer 


Becaufel will be guildeffe from the meaning. 
There lies the Duke afleepe,and there the Keyes, : 
fe tohim,. , 
That chus I haue refign’d to you my charge, 
1 You may fir,’tis a point of wifedome; 


Exit, 


2 What, fhall we ftab him as he fleepes. 

1 No: hee'l fay twas done cowardly, when he wakes 

2 Why he fhall neuer. wake, yntill the great ludge. 
ment day. . 

1 Why then hee’l fay, we ftab’d him fleeping. 

2 The vrging of that word Judgement, hath breds 
kinde of remorfe in me... “4 

1 What? art thou affraid P 

2 Nortokillhim, having a Warrant, 
But to be damn’d for killing him, from the which | 
No Warrant can defend me. 

1 thought thou had'ft bin refolute, 

3 Solam, to let him liue. 

1 Ile backeto the Duke of Gloufter,and tell him{o, 

e Nay, I prythee flay alitele: 
Thope this paffionate humor of mine, will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty. 

1 How do’ftthou feele thy felfe now? ahh 

2 Some certaine dregges of confcience are yet with. 
in mee. 

z Remember our Reward,when the deed’s done. 

2 Come,he dies: I had forgotthe Rewatde 

x Where’s thy confcience now. 

2 O, in the Duke of Gloufters purfe. 

1 When hee opens his purfe to giue vs out Reward, 
thy Confcience flyes out. ml 

2 ’Tisno matter,let it goe : There's few of nonew 
entertaine ic. nail 

1 What ifit come to thee againe ? Si 

a Ienot meddle withit, itmakes a manaCowwt 
A mancannot fteale, but it accuferh him: A man ry 
Sweare, but it Checkes him: A man cannot lye with bi 
Tis a bluthing 


fhamefac’d fpirit, chat mutinies in 2 mans Bolas in 
Purffe of Gold that (by chance) I found: It begs 
man that keepes it : [tis turn’d out of Townes an “ 
ties for a dangerous thing, and ecuery man that ne 
liue well, endeuours to truft to himfelfe, and line WV 

out it. : Asif 


“The Life and Death 


— Tis cuen now at my elbow, perfwading me not to 
ie kue. 

ee che diuvell in thy minde,and belecue him not: 
He would infinuate with thee but tormake thee figh, 

1 Lem ftrong fram‘d,he cannot preuaile with me, 
"Spoke likea tall man,that refpeéts thy repuration, 
Come, {hall we fall to worke? 

1 Takehim onthe Coftard, withthe hiltes of thy 
Sword,aid'then throw himinto the Malmefey-Butte in 
thenext roome. 

4 Oexcellentdeuice; and makea fop ofhim. 

- 4 Soft,he wakes; 

 Senke. Ss 

1 No,wee'l reafon with him. 

Cl. Where art thou Keeper? Giue mea cup of wine, 

2 You fhall haue Wine enough my Lord anon, 

Cla. InGods name, what art thou ? 

1 Aman,as you are. 

Cla, But no¢as I am Royall, 

‘y Nor you as we are, Loyall. | 

Cla Thy voice is Thunder,but thy looks are humble. 

: My voice is now the Kings,my lookes mine owne, 

Cla, How darkly,and how deadly doft thou fpeake? 
Your eyes do menace me : why looke you pale ?_ 

Who fent you hither? Wherefore do you come ? 

2 T0,t0,t0e———= 

cla, To murther me ? 

Both. 1,1. ‘ 

Cla, Youfcarfely haue the hearts to tell me fo, 

‘{ And therefore cannot haue the hearts todoit.  / 
Wherein my Friends haue I offended you ? 

1 Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

Cla, \fhall be reconcil’d to him againe. 

a Neuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

Cla. Are you drawne forth among a world of men 

Toflay the innocent? What is my offence ? 
Where is the Euidence that doth accufe me ? 
What lawfull Queft haue giuen their Verdict vp 
Vato the frowning Iudge? Or who pronoune’d 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death, 
Before Tbe conuidt by courfe of Law ? 
Tothreaten me with death, is moft vnlawftill. 
Icharge you, as you hope for any goodneffe , 
That you depart,and lay no hands on me: 

The deed you vndertake is damnable, 

t What we will do, we do vpon command, 

2 Andhe that hath commanded,is our King. 

Cla, Erroneous Vaffals,the great King of Kings 

Hathin the Table of bis Law commanded 
Thatthou fhale dono murther. Willyouthen 
Spurne at his Edict,and fulfill a Mans? 
Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand, 
Tohurle vpon their heads that breake his Law. 
2 And that fame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
For falfe Forfwearing,and for murther too: 
Thou did't receiue the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrell of the Houfe of Lancafter, 

1 Andlike a Traitor to the name of God, 

Did’ breake shat Vow,and with thy treacherous blade, 
Vorip'ft the Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne. 

2 Whom thou was’t {worne to cherifh and defend. 

* How canftthou vrge Gods dreadfull Law to vs, 
When thou haft broke it in fuch deete degree ? 

|. Cla, Alas! for whofe fake did I that ill deede? 
For Edward, for my Brotlier, for his fake. 
He fends yownot'to murcther me for this: 


of Richard the Third. i8t 
For inthat finne, heisasdeepeasI. 
IfGod will be auenged for the deed, 
© know you yet,he doth it publiquely, 
Take nor the quarrell from his powrefull arme : 
He needs no indireé, or lawleffe courfe, 
To cut off chofe that haue offended him, —— 
1 Who made theethen a bloudy miniffer, © 
When gallant {pringing bratie Plantagenet, 
That Princely Nouice. was ftrucke dead by thee ? 
Cla. My Brothers loue,the Diuell,and my Rage, 
1 Thy Brothers Loue,ourDaty, and thy Faults, 
Prouoke vs hither now,to flaughter thee, 
. Cla. If you do loue my Brother,hate not me: 
Tam his Brother, and J loge him well, 
If you are hyr’d for meed; go backe againe, 
And'f will fend you te my Brother Gloutter: 
Who fhall reward you better for my life,” 
Then Edward will for tydings of my fleath. 
2 You are deceiw'd, 
Your Brother Glonfter hates you. 
Cla. Ohno,he loues me, and he holds me deere : 
Go youto him from me, 
x Ifowewill. Setihea 
Cla. Tell him,when that our Princely Father Yorke, 
Bleft his three Sonnes with his viGtorious Arme, 
He little thought ofthis diuided Friendthip : 
Bid Glouftet thinke on this, and he will weepes 
1 I Milftones,as he leffoned vs to weepe. 
Cla. O donot flander hich, for lie is kinde, 
1 Right,as Snow in Harueft: ie 
Come, you deceiue your felfe, 
’Tishe that fends vs to deftroy you heere, 
Cla, Itcannotbe, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And huge’d me in his armés,and {wore with fobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 
1 Why fohedoth, when he delitiers you 
From this earths thraldome, to the ioyes ofheauen, 
2 Make'peace with God,for you mult diemy Lord. 
Cla. Haue you that holy feeling in your foules, 
To courifaile me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your owne fatiles fo blinde, 
That you will warre with God, by murd’ring me. 
O firs confider, they that fet you on 
To do this deede, will hate you for the deede, 
2. What fhallwedo? 
Clar, Relenc,and faye your foules : 
Which of you, if you were a Princes Sonne, 
Being pent from Liberty,as ] am now, 
If two fuch murtherers as your felues came to you, 
Would notintreat for life, as you would begge 
Were you in my-diftreffe. 
1 Relent? no: ’Tis cowardly atid womanifh. 
Cla. Notto relent, is beaftly,fauage, dinellifh : 
My Friend, I {py fome pitty in thy lookés : . 
O, if thine eye be nota Flatteter, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreate for mee, 
A begging Prince what beg pet pitties not, 
2 LookeBehinde you,my Lord. 
1 Take that,and that,ifail this will not do, Stabs bim. 
Ie drowne you in the Malmefey-But within, Exit. } 
2 A bloody deed,and defperately difpatche : 
How faine (like Ps/ate)would I wath my hands 
Of this moft greeuous murther. Enter 1. Murtherer 
1 How now? what mean’{tthou that thou help’ft me 
not? By Heauen the Duke hall knew how flacke: you | 
haue beene, ; ; 
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2.<Mur 1 would he knew that] had fau'd his brother, 
Take thouthe Fee,and tell hin what I fay, 
For I repent me that the Duke is flaine, 

1.Mur. Sodo not: go Coward as thou art. 
Well, Ile go hide the body in fome hole, 
Till that the Dake give order for his buriall: ~ 
And when [haue my meede,I willaway, 


For this will out,and then I muft not ftay. Exit 





Aélus Secundus. Scena‘Prima. 





Flourifh. 
Enter the King ficke the Queene, Lord eMarqueffe 
‘Dorfee, Riners, Haftings, Catesby, : 
Buckingham, Wooduill, 


 Kiag. Why fo: now haue I donea good daies work. 
You Peeres,continue this vnited League: 
I, euery day expect an Embaffage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence, 
And more to peace my foule fhall part'to heauen, 
Since I haue made my Friends at peace on earth. 
Dorfet'and Rivers, take each others hand, 
Diffemble not your hatred, Sweare your loue. 
- Rin.By heauen,my foule is purg’d from grudging hate 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts Loue. 
Haft, So thrive I,as L truly fweare che like. 
King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Left he that is the fupreme King of Kings 
Confound yourhidden falfhood, and award 
Either of youto be the others end. xs 
Haft, So profper I,as I {weare perfectloue, 
‘Ri. And [as [loue Haftings with my heart, 
King. Madam, your felfe is not exempt from this : 
Nor you Sonne Dorfet, Buckingham nor you ; 
You haue bene factious one againft the other. 
Wife,loue Lord Ha/fings,let him kiffe your hand, 
And what you do,do it vafeignedly. 
Qu. There Haftings I willneuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue I,and mine. 
King. Dorfet,imbracehim: 
Haftings,loue Lord Marqueffe. 
Dor. This interchange of loue,I heere proteft 
Vpon my pare, fhall be inuiolable, 
Haft, Aad fo {weare I. 
King. Now Princely Buckingham,feale) this league 
With chy embracements to my wiues Allies, 
And make me happy in your vnity, 
Bue. When ever Buckingham doth turne his hate 
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious loue, 
Doth cherifh you,and yours, God punifh me 
With hate in thofe where expect moftlouc, . 
When I haue moft need ta imploy a Friend, 
And moft affured chat he is a Friend, 
Deepe, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Behe voto me: This do I begge of heauen, 
When I am cold in loue,to you,or yours. Emorace 
King. Apleafing Cordial, Princely Buckingham. - 
Is this thy Vow, vnto my fickely heart: 
‘There wanteth now our Brother Glofter heere, 
To make the bleffed period of this peace, 
4» Buc. Andin good time, 
Heere comes Sir Richard Rarcliffe,and the Duke, 


Exit. | 


a 


| *Tis death to me to be at enmitie: 


| And yet his punifhment was bitter death. 





















Enter Ratcliffe, aud Glofer, \ 


Rich,Good morrow to my Soueraigne Kj uh 
And Pyincely Peeres,a happy time of ae 18 8 Queen 
__ King, Happy indeed,as we haue (pent the 
Glofter, we haue done deeds of Charity, 
Made peace of enmity, faire loue of hate, 
Betweene thefe {welling wrong incenfed Peeres 

Rich. A bleffed labour my moft Soueraigne Lord 
Among this Princely heape, ifany heere : 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmize 
HoldmeaFoe: If] vnwillingly,or in my rage 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne, : 
To any in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his Friendly peace ; 


days f 


T hate it,and defire all good mens loue, 
Firft Madam, I intreate true peace of you, 
Which J will purchafe with my dutious feruice, 
Of you my Noble Cofin Buckingham, ? 
If euer any grudge were lodged betweeneys, 
Of you and you, Lord Riwers and of Dorfés, 
That all without defert haue frown’d on me: 
Of you Lord Woedsill, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentlemen,indeed ofall, 
I do not know that Englifhman aliue, 
With whom my foule is any iot at oddes, 
More thenthe Infant that is borne tonight: 
Ithanke my God for my Humility. 
Qu. A holy day thall this be kept heereafter: 
I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 
My Soueraigne Lord, I do befeech your Highnefle 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace, 
Rich, Why Madam,haue I oftred loue for this, 
To be fo flowted in this Royall prefence? 
Who knowes not thatthe gentle Duke is dead? Tiy 
You dohim iniurie to fcorne his Coarfe. ab fa, 
King, Who knowes not he is dead ¢ 
Who knowes he is ? 
Qx, All-feeing heauen, what a world is this? 
Buc, Looke Ifopale Lord Dorfet,as thereft? 
Dor. I my good Lord,and no man in the prefenct, | 
But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 
King. 1s Clarence dead 2 The Order was reverft, 
Rich. But he (poore man) by your firft order dyed, 
And that a winged Mercurie did beare: Alen 
Some tardie Cripple bare the Ceuntermand, 
That came too lagge to fee him buried. 
God grant, that fome leffe Noble,and leffe Loyall, 
Neerer in bloody thoughts,and notinblood, 
Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go currant from Sufpition. 


Enter Earle of Derby. 
Der, A boone my Soucraigne for my feruice donee 
King. 1 prethee peace, my foule is full of fortow: e 
Der. Lwillnotrife, vnleffe your Highnes hearem 
King. Then fay at once,what is it thou reque ‘ : 
Der. The forfeit (Soueraigne)of my ferwants ils 
Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolkes death 
King. HaueI atongue to doome my Brothers 
And fhall that tongue giue pardon to a flaue? fe 
My Brother kill’ no man, his faule was Thoug ia 


whe 
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vedo me for him? Who (in my wrath 
tee and my feet, and bid me be adais'd> ) 
Who {poke ot Brother-hood? who fpoks of loue? 
Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me? 
Who told mein.che field at Tewkesbury, 
When Oxford bad me downe, he refched me? 
And faid deare Brother liue,and beaKing? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the Field, 
Frozeti(almoft)to death, how he did lap me 
Euen in his Garments,and did giue hirnfelfe 
Allthin and naked) to the numbe cold night ? 
All this from my Remembrance, brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt, and not aman of you 
Had'fo much graceto put it in my minde. 
But when your Carters,or your wayting Vaffalls 
Haue done a drunken Slaughaer,and detac’d 
The precious Image of our deere Redeemer, : 
You ftraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 
AndI (vniuftly too) muft grant it you. 
Butfor my: Brother, nota man would {peake, 
Nor I(vngracious) fpeake vnto my felfe 
Forhim poore Soule, Theproudeft ofyouall, 
Haue bin beholding to him in his life : 
Yetnone of you, would once begge for his life. 
0 God! I feare thy iuftice will take hold 
Onme, and yous and mine,and yours for this. 
Come Haftings helpe me to my Cloffer, 
Ah poore Clarence. Exeunt fomewith KG Queen. 
Rich. This is the fruits of rafhnes: Marke you not, | 
How thatthe guilcy Kindred of the Queene 
Look’d pale, when they did heare of Clarence death. 
O!they did vrgeat ftill vnto the King, 
God will reuengeit. Come Lords will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company. 
Buc. Wewait vpon your Graces 


event. 


Scena Secunda. 


——$ 


Enter the old Dutcheffe of Yorke, with the two 
children of Clarence. 


Edw,. Good Grandam tell vs,is our Father dead ? 
Dutch, No Boy. 
‘Daugh, Why do weepe fo oft? And beate your Breft? 
And cry, O Clarence, my vnhappy Sonne. 
_ Boy, Why doyou looke on vs,and fhake your head, 
And call vs Orpbans, Wretches,Caftawayes, 
Ifthat our Noble Father were aline ? 
Dut, My pretty Cofins you miftake me both, 
Tdo lament the fickneffe of the King, 
Asloath to lofe him, not your Fathers death: 
It were lo@ forrow to waile one that’s loft. 
Boy, Then you conclude,(my Grandam) heis deads 
The King mine Vnckle is too blame for its 
od will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With earneft prayers,all to that effedt, 
Daugh, :And fo will I. 
_ Dut,Peace children peace,the King doth loue you wel. 
Incapeable,and fhallow Innocents, 
ou cannot gueffe who caus’d your Fathers death. 
By. Grandam we can: for my good Vnkle Glofter 


183 
Told me,the King prouok’dto it by the Queene, 
Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him 5 °°" 
And when my Vnckle told me fo,he wept, 


| And pittied me,and kindly kift my cheeke: 


Bad merely on him, as on my Father, 

Andhe would loue me deerely as a childe, ae 
Dat. Ab! that Deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle fhape, 

And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepevice, © 


| Heis my fonne, I,and therein my fhame, 


Yet from my dugges,he drew-not this deceit. 
Boy. Thinke you my Vokledid diffemble Grandam? 
‘ Dut. I Boy. . ‘# 
Boy, U cannot thinkeit. Hearke,whatnoife is this? 


Enter the Queene with ber haire about her ears, 
Riners & Dorfee after bere °° 


Qu. Ahl whe fhall hinder me tana ae weepe 2 ? 


| To chidewny Fortune,and torment my Selfe. 


Ile ioyne with blacke difpaireagainft my Soule, 
Andto my felfe,become an enemie. 
Dut. What meanes this Scene of rude impatience 2 
Qu, Tomakeanact of Tragicke violence, 
Edward my Lord, thy Sonne;our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches,whenthe Roote is gone? 
Why wither not the leauesthat.want their fap ? 
If you will live, Lament : if dye, be breefe, 
That our fwitt-winged Soules may catch the Kings, 
Or like obedient Subieéts follow him, 
To his new Kingdome of nere-changing night, © 
Dest, Ah fo much incereft have in thy fortow, 
As Thad Title inthy Noble Husband : 
Ishaue bewepta worthy Husbands death, 
Aud liu’d wich looking on his Images: 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance, 
Are crack’d in pieces, by: malignane death, 
And I for comfort, haue but one falfe Glaffe, 
‘That greeveste, when I fee my fhame in him, 
Thou art a Widdow: yet thou art 2 Mother, 
And haft the comfort ofthy Children left; 
But death hath fuatch’d my Husband from mine Armes, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence,and Edward, O, what caufe haue], 
(Thine being but a moity of my moane) 
To ouer-go thy woes, and drowne thy cries. 
Boy. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Fathers death ; 
How can we ayce you with our Kindred teares ? 3S 
Daagh. Out fatherleffe diftrefle was lefe vamean'd, | 
Your widdow-dolour, likewife be vnwept. 
Q4. ‘Giue meno helpein Lamentation, 
Yam not barren to bring forth complaints: 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That J being goueti’d by the waterie Moone, 
May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the World. 
Ah, for my Husband,formy deere Lord Edward. 
Chil. Ah for our Father, for ourdeere Lord Clarence.) 
Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
Qu. What ftay bad | but Edward,and hee’s gone? «| 
Chil, What ftay had we but C/arence? and he’s gone. 
Dut. What ftayes had I,but they ? and they are gone. 
Qu, Was neuer widdow had fo deere alofle. 
Chil. Were neuer Orphans had fo deere a lofle. 
Dut, Wasneuer Mother had fo deere aloffe, 
Alas! { am the Mother of thefe Greefes, 
Their woes are parcell’d, mine is general. 
She for an Edward weepes,and fo dol; 

















































































































































184 
T for a Clarence weepes, fo dothnot thee : 
Thefe Babes for Clarence weepe; fo do not they. 
Alas! you three,on me threefold diftreft : 
| Power all your ceares, 1am your forrowes Nurfe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. 

‘Dor. Comfort deere Mother,Godis much dilpleas’d, 
| Thatyoutake with vothankfulneffle his doing. 
‘In common worldly things, ‘tiscall’d vngratefull, 
With dull vnwillingnefle torepay adebr, 
_ | Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent : 

'-Much more to be thus oppofite with heauen, 
For it requires the Royall debt it lent you. 

© Riners.” Madam, bethinke you likea carefull Mother 
Of the young Prince your fonne: fend ftraight for him, 
‘Let him be Crown’d, in him your comfort liues. 
Drowne defperate forrow in dead Edwards graue, 
| And plant your ioyes in liuing Edwards Throne. 

ater Richard, Backingham,Derbie,Ha- 

loo. ftings,and Ratcliffe. 


. Rich: Sifter haue comfort,all of vs haue caufe 
To waile the dimming of our fhining Starre : 
Buc none can helpe our harmes by wayling them. 
Madam,my Mother, I docry you meicie, 
I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my knee, 
Icraue your Bleffing, 

Dut, God blefle thee, and put meeknes in thy breaft, 

Loue Charity, Obedience,and true Dutie. 

Rich, Amen,and make me die a good old man, 
That is the butt-endofa Mothers blefling ; 

I maruell chat her Grace did leaue it out, 

Buc. You clowdy-Princes;& hart-forowing-Pceres, 
That beare this heauie mutuall loade of Moane, : 
Now cheere each other, in each others Loue: 

Though we haue {pent our Harueft of this King, 

} Weare to reape the Harueft of his Sonne, 

} The broken rancour of your high-fwolne hates; 

Bar lacely {plinter'd, knit,and ioyn’d together, 

Moft gently be preferu’d,cherifhrsand kept : 

Me feemeth good, that with fome little Traine, 

Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet 

Hither to London,to be crown’d our King, 
} Rivers. Why with fome little Traine, 
My Lod of Buckingham? 

. Buc. Marrie my Lord, leaft by a multitude, 

The new-heal’d wound of Malice fhould breske out, 

* | Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 

{By how much theeftate is greene,and yet vagouern’d. 

| Where cuery Horfe beares his commanding Reine, 

And may direé& his courfe as pleafe himfelfe, 

As well the feare of harme, as harme apparant, 

Jn my opinion, ought to be prevented. 
Rich, Thope the King made peace with all of ys, 

And thesompaétis firme,anderueinme. 
Kis. And{o inme,and fo (I thinke)in all, 

Yet finceitisbuzgreene,itfhouldbepuc 

To no apparant likely-hood of breach, - 

Which haply by much company might be vrg’d : 

Therefore I fay with Noble Buckingham, 

That it is meete fo few fhould ferch the Prince, 

Haft. And fo fay I. 

Rieh. Thenbeic fo, and go we to determine 
‘Who they hall be that ftrait thall pote to London. 
Madam,and you my Sifter, will you go 


To giue your cenfures in this bufineffe. Exeunt. 


_ Phe Lifeand Death of Richard the Third. 
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Manet Buckingham, and Ric, 
Bac. My Lord, who ever sien toth Pe, 
For God fake lez not vs two flay at home 
For by the way, Ile fort occafien, 
As Index tothe ftory we lace talk’d of, © 
To pare the Queenes proud Kindred from the 
Rich, My other felfe, my Counfaites Cong 
My Oracle, My Prophet,my deere Cofin, 
I,as achilde, will go by thy direétion, 
Toward London then,for wee’l not {tay behinde, Exeump 


€ Prince, 


Prince, | 
Rory, 





—— 





Sr 


Scena T ertia, 





St, 
Enter ane Citizen at one doore, and another ag 
the other, 


1.(it, Good morrow Neighbour, whether awayfy 
faft ? i 
2.Cit. I promife you, Ifcatfely know my felfe: 
Heare you the newes abroad ? 
1. Yesjthat the King is dead, ve 
2. Illnewes byrlady,feldome comies the better: 
Ifeare, I feare, twill prone a giddy world, 
Enter anather Citizen, 
3. Neighbours,God ipeed, 
1. Giue you good morrow fir. 
3- Doth the newes hold of good king Edwards deh! 
2. Ifir, it is too trae,God helpe the while, 
3. Then Mafters looketo fee 2 troublous world, 
1. No,no,by Gods good grace,his Son fhall reigne, 
3. Woetothat Land that’s gouern’d by a Childe, 
2s In himthere is ahope of Gouernment, 
Which in his nonage, counfell ynder him, 
Andin his full and ripened yeares, himfelfe 
Ne doubt fhall then,and till then gouerne well. 
1. So ftood the State, when Henry the fixs 
Was crown’d in Paris, bur at nitie months old. 
3+ Stood the State fo? No,no,goad friends, God wot 
For then this Land was famoufly enrich’d 
With politike graue Counfell; then the King 
Had vertuous Vokles to protect his Grace. 
1, Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mathes) 
3. Better it were they all came by his Father: 
Or by his Father there were none ar all : 
For emulation, who fhall now be neereft, 
Will touch ysall roo neere, if God preuent not. 
O full of danger is the Duke of Gloufter, A: 
And the Queenes Sons,and Brothers,haught and proud: 
And were they to be rul’d,and not to rule, : 
This fickly Land, might folace as before. K! 
x. Coine,come;we feare the wortt : all will be well i 
3. When Clouds are feen, wifemen put on their cokes 
When great leaues fall, then Winter is at hand 
When the Sun fers, who doth not looke for night? 
Vntimely formes, makes men expecta Dearth: 
All may be well; bucif God fort it fo, 
’Tis more then we deferue,or Lexpect. 
2, Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare: 
You cannot reafon (almoft)witha man, 
That lookes not heavily,and full of dread. 
3- Before the dayes of Change, fill is it fo, 
By a divine infting, mens mindes miftruft enfhing 


The Life and Death 
o danger 2as by proofe we fee Tad 

Pe Water feel before a boyft’rous:ftorme:t: 9: i120 

put leaue it all to God. Whither away? <ilferes 

4, Margy we were fent for.to the Iuftices. 

@ Arid fo was 1: Ile beare youcompanys oo. Exennt. 


bea 


Sent to 


Enter Arch-bifbop syong Yorke the Queenty. 9 
sing2 bie yy 1¢ andthe Dutcheffe. : 2 AND 
Arch. Laft nightd heard they-Jay:at Stony: Stratford, 
Andat Northampton they do reft to nighe : 
Tomortow, ornext day,they willbe here.” 
put. Tlong with all my heart to fee the Princes)": 
Lhopehe.is much growne fince lad faw him. vase" 
4, But I heare no, they fay my fonneof Yorke: :.° 

Hisalmoft ouertanehiminhisgrowsh, | y/ ssac 

rorke. 1 Mother,but I would not haue it fo..s:05% 

Dut. Why my good Cofin,it is good.to grows 

Yor. Grandam, one night as we did fic at Supper; 
My.Vakle-Riwerstalk’dhow Ididgrow | oi) s\o 
Morethen my Brother. J,quoth my, VokleGloufter, 
» \cmall Herbes haue grace,great Weeds do. grow apace. 
And fince,me thinkes I would not, grow fo fafty...% o> 
Becauife fweet Flowres are flow,and Weedsmake haft. 

pat. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold 
Inhim that did obiect the fame to thee. ; 
He was the wretched’(t thing when he was yongs,.«'\ 
'|Solong agrowing,and fo leyfurely, . alk at 
That ifhis rule were true,he fhould be gracious, ; 

Yor. Andfo no.doubt he is,my gracious Madams* 

Dut, Lhope heis, bur yet ler Mothers.doubr. 

Yor, Now by my troth,ifI had beene remembred, 
I could haue giuen my Vokles Grace, aflout, » .° « 
Totouch his growth, neeret then hetoucht mine. ; 

Dut, How my yong Yorke, |. 3) 
Iprythee let me-heare ite 

Yor. Marty (they.fay) my Vokle grew fo faft, . 
That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old, 
Twas fulltwo yeares ere I could get atooth. 
Grandam,this would haue beene a byting Ieft. 

Dut, I prythee pretty Yorke,who told thee this ? 

Yor, Grandam, his Nurffe. 

Dwt. His Nurfe? why fhe was dead,ere} waft borne. 

Tor. 1€’twere not the, I cannot tell who told me, 

Qu, A parlous Boy:go too,you are too fhrew'd. 

Dut. Good Madam,be not angry with the Childe. 
Quy Pitchers haue eares. 


Enter a. Meffenger, 


‘Arch. Heere comes a Meffenger: What Newes ? 
Me. Such newes my Lord,as greeues me to report. 
Qs. How doth the Prince 2. +>. : 
Mef. Well Madamyand in healtha 
Dut. What is thy Newes? 
Meff. Lord Risers,and Lord Grey, 

Are fent to Pomfret, and with them, 

Sit Thomas Uanghan,Prifoners.» : 
Dat. Who hath committed them ? rorli 
Mef. Themighty Dukes ,Gloufer and Buckingham. 


Scend Quarta, «0 0'0>°| 


of RichardtheThird. _A85 
Arch. Bor whatoffence? bisaodio’ ro insvorns) 
CMef, ThefumimeofallIican,Thauedifclosds 9) | 
Why,or forwhatsthe Nobles were committed, ©... 4 |) 
Is all vnknownesomeymy gracious Lord.y.:/ isc f 
Qu, Aye me! I {ce the ruine of my Houfe: 
The Tyger now hathieiz'd the.genrle Hinde, 
Infulcing Tiranny beginnes to Tutt 
Vponthie innocentandawieleffeFhropet >: , 
Welcome Deftruction,Blood,and Maffacre, Jbaod 
Lfee(as ina Map):theendofdlbasomos VF ose 
Dat. Accurfed,and ynquiet wrangling dayess o-0> 
How.many,of you hate mineeyes beheld? nO Aas 
My Husband loft hisjife, to.getthe Crowne, >) orf p 
And often vp andidowne:my.fonnes-wetetoft: sso on0h fF 
Forsne.to ioysand weepe, their gaine and loffes: | 
And being feated, and Domefticke broyles ; 
| Cleane-ouer-blowne, themfeliesithe Conquerorsy) 
| Make warre vpon:them{clues, Brother to Brothers « 
Blood to blood, felfe againf felfe :O prepoftorous 
And franticke outrage, end thy damned fpleene, ' 
Or let me dye,toloeke on-earthimo more, 9.00. 
Qu. Come,scome my Boyswe will to Sanctuary. 
Madamsfarwell, ) -: i).« nidondd aie ) 
Dut. Stays will go with you. « 
Qu. Youhatie no caufe. 
Arch, My gracious Lady.go, 2: ss2 ano 92) 
And thether beare your Treafure-and your Goodes, 
For my part,Ile refigne wnto your Grace 
The Seale I keepe,and fo betideto me, 
As well I tenderyou,and all of yours. 


Go, Ile condu& you.to the Sanctuary. + Exennt 


Adus Tertius. Scena Prima. 


The Ts rumpets found, ; 
Enter youg Prince,the Dukes of Glocefter, and Buckingham, 
_. Lord Cardinal, with others. ip: 


Bac. Welcome fweete Prince to London,,. 
To your Chamber. | icy brod.wM 
Rich, Welcome deere Cofin, my thoughts Soueraign 
The wearie way hath made you Melancholly. 
Prin. No Vukle; but our croffes on the way, ~ 
Haue made it tedious, wearifome,and heauies.’-. . 
I want more Vokles heere towelcome mee). = = 
Rich.Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeers 
Hath not yet diwdinto the Worlds deceits:.-» y . 
No more canyoudiftinguifh ofa man, iscsi)!» 
Then of his outward fhew, which God he: knowes, 
Seldome or never iumpeth withthe heart. _ 
Thofe Vakles which you want,weredangerouss... 
Your Grace attended totheir Sugred words; 6. 
But look’d not on the poy fon of their hearts.: 
God keepe you from them, and from fuch fa 
Prin, God keepeme from falfeFriends, > _.. 
Butthey were none, AOE ¢ maivisutt > 
Rich. My Lord,the Maior of London .comesto greet } 
Ou. 3 gras Sree ys} sgh we 
y Enter Lord Adaior. ryrarite oy 
Lo.cMaior. God bleffe your Grace, with health and |, 
happie dayess =. 2: athe ected COTS e CR a an 
Pria. I thanke you,good my Lord,and thank you all : 
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Tthought my Motheryand my Brother Yorke, J 4 Glo. I fay,without Charaéters;Fame liues long, 
) Wouldlong,ctethis,havemetysontheway, 69 Thus,like the formal Vice,Iniquities low nee | 


Fie, whaga Slug isHaftongs,thac Kecomes not. | 2OeY v I morallize two meanings in’ one Word, ©? [le San. 








To tell vs,whether they will comeéjormds oo er ek Prince. That L#lins Cafarwasa famows'tn gn, 
esiuoti-yarite edn ode sobt tom 5 Soe With what his Valourdid entich his Witgy o) 7. 
Shalt Ester bord: Haftingse Tea. | His Wir fee downe,to make his Valour lites e 
pyre alec” | Deathnakes no Conqueft of his Conqueror: 
Buck; And ingoodtimeyheere comes the fwedating | Fornowhe liues in Fame, though not in Lig: 
Lord; > qaioslisMbnagbooid solfjrifs ioals He tell you whar,my.Coulin Brbkitigham, : 
| Prince, Welcome,my Lord what, will our Mother Back, What,my gracious Lord? 
P come gesysh acilgnstwaviupay Gnebono24 and Prixce.... And if Lliuve vatill Lbeaman, —. 
Tle win our ancient Righe in France againe, 


“ : 
T% 


Haft. On what oécafion God heknowes,notT 3" 1 
The Queene your Mother,and your Brother Yorke,» <> | Or dye a Souldicr,as Tlin'd a Kings ste 
apn Glo, Short Summetsiightly hates Forward Sprig 


he 
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Haue taker Sanétuarie ¢ The tender Prince A 
- Would faifichaue come with me;to meet'your Grace,” 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. iba 
; « Bugk. Bie, what anindireQvand peevith courfe 
Is this ofthers ? “Lord Cardinall,will'your Grace ©” 
E Perfwaderhe Quyeéne,to fend the Duke of Yorke |: 
Voto his Princely Brother prefently 2: tbe 
b If fhe denie, Lord Hastings goe with him, 2 
t And froifherieslous’Armes pluck him perforce,” 
| Card,My Lord of Buckingham, if my weakeOratorie: 
§ Can from bis Mother winne the Duke of Yorke," 
; Anon expe&t him here: bucif the beobduraté - 
| ‘To milde entreaties,Gad forbid °°: : ’ 
* | Wefliouldinftinge theholy Priviledge 
Of bleffed San@Quarie «trot forall this Land, 
| Would I be guiltie of fo great a finne.« oak 
| Buck, You are too fenceleffe obftinate,my Lord, 
} Too ceremonious, and traditionalliicy 7. Ligoes 
Weigh it but with the grofleneffe of this Age, | 
eae not SanGtuarie,in feizing him : 
The benefic thereof is-alwayes granted? 
To thofe, whofe dealings haue deferwd the place, 
And thofe who haue the wit to clayme the place: 
This Prince hath neyther claym’d it,nor deferu’d it, 
And therefore,in mine opinion,cannort haue it. 
Then taking*him from thence,that is not there, 
You breake no Priviledge;nor Charter there : 
Oft haue I heard of Sanétuarie men, 
But Sanétuarie childreajre’re till now.” ‘ 
Card. My Lord,yov fhall o’re-rule my mind for once. 
“Cortie'on, Lord Hajtings will you goe with me? 
Haft, Fgoe,my Lorde Exit Cardinal and Haftings. 
Prince Good Lords,make all che {peedie haft you may. 
} Say, Vackle Gloceffer; if our Brother come, 3 
Where fhall-we foiourne;till our Coronation? wt 
“sGlosWhiere jt think’ bef vnto your Royall felfe. 
If I may counfaile you,fome day ortwo' He 
Your Highneffe thall repofe'yowat the Tower: 
| Then whetelyou pleafe;and {hall be thought moft fit 
| For your beft qealth,and recreation,» bl 
’ Princes T doe not hike the Tower,of any place: 
Hi) 2+ Be Did Lalizs Cafar build:that placeymy Lord? = 
|| « ofiw Buck, He didjmy gracious Lord,begin that place, 
_ * & Which fince fucceeding Ages haue re-edify'd. ) 
| Princes Isit vpon record? or elfe reported 
» Succeffiuely from agetoage,he builtit 2: 2 
b Back pon record my gracious Lord, y 
___ Prince. But fay,my Lord, it werenot regiftred,.0.< 
_ Me thinkes the truth fhould liue from age to age, 
| As’twere retayl’d to all pofteritie, 
. Euen tothe generallendiiedays 290 wot) 
. Glo. So wife, fo young, they fay doe neuer line lo 
i “Prince: What fay you, Vnckle POvszrsAI) 




























“Sater young Yorke, Haftings hid Cardindlj.\> 


Buck, Now in good time, heere comes the Duke r, 
Yorke.2>: 199163 1690 VOUS HW Bota 
: Prince. Richard of Yorke, how fates our NobleBiy| 
ther po2i10 4 16 BAHOL YT Vas eH STat id sn: i 
Yorke. Well,my deate Lord,fo mutt! call younoy, 
Prince. 1,Brother,to our griefé,dsit is'yours i)" | 
Too latethe dy’d,that'mi ght have kepéthat Title, 
Whith by hisdéach hath loft much Maieftie. © > 
Glo, How fares our Coufin,;Noblé Lord of Yorke? 
Torke.  thanke you,gentle Vanekle. © my Lord, 
Youfaid,that idle Weeds are faftiti giowth: 
The Prince,my Brotherjhath out-gfowne me fare, 


























Glo) He hath, my Lord. 

- Yorke. -And therefore is he idle?" 
Glo. Oh my faite Coufin,I mift not fay (0. 
Tork. Then he is'more beholding to youjthen], 
Glo, He may command me ‘as my Soueraigne, 

But you haue power inme,asina Kinfman, | 
Yorke. F pray you, Vackle,giue me this Dagger 
Glo. My Dagger, little Confin? with all my heatt 
Prigce. A Begger,Brother 2» iat 
Yorke. Of my kind Vackle,thae I know will giue, 

And being but a Toy, which is no griefe to gine, 
Glo. A greater gift then thar, lle gine my Coulit, 
Yorke. A greater gift ? O,that’s the Sword toit. 
Glo, I,gentle Coufin,wereitlightenough, 
Yorke. O then I fee,you will part but with light git, 

In weightier things you'le fay a Begger nay. 

Glo. Itistoo weightie for your Grace to weart 
Yorke. Tweighitlightly,were it heauiers 
Glo. What, would you haue my Weapon, little Lod? 
Yorke. Ywould that’ I’might thanke you, 35,45," 

call ae, 2/02 oF e2 Usst0nie3 i 
Glo. How? : 

Torke. Little, | aa 
Prince, My Lord of Yorke will ftillbe eroffein take: 

Vockle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him. 
Yorke. You meane to beare me, nor to beare with mt: 

Vnckle,my Brother mockes both you and me, 

Becaufe that I am little like an Ape, 

Héthinkes that you fhould beare me on your fhouldets 
Buck, With what a fharpe provided wit he reafons: 

| To mittigate the (éorne he giues his Vackle, 

He prettily and aptly tauncs himfelfe: 

So cunning,and fo young, is wonderfull. ‘oe 
Glo. My Lord,wilt pleafe you paffealong? 

| My felfe,and my good Coufin Buckingham, 

Willto your Mother,to entreat of her ire 

} Tomcet you at the Tower,and welcome a ; 

OrRre. 
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 LheLife and Death of Richard the Third, 18:7 


Yorke. What,will you goe vnto the Tower,my Lord? 


Prince. My Lord Protector will haue it fo. 

Yorke. 1 fhall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, what fhould you feare ? 

Yorke. Marty,my Vackle C/arence angry Ghoft; 
My Grandam told me he was murther'd there, 

prince. 1feareno Wnckles dead. 


clo. Nor none that liue,[ hope. 
Prince. And if they liue,I hope I need not feare. 
But come my Lord: and with a heauic heart, 
Thinking on them,goe | vnto the Tower. 
A Senet. Exennt Prince Yorke, Haffings and Dorfet. 


Manet Richard, Buckingham,and Catesby, 


Buck, Thinke you,my Lord,this little prating Yorke 
Was not incenfed by his fubtile Mother, 
Totaunt and f{corne you thus opprobrioufly ? 
/ Glo, No doubt,no doubc: Oh’tisa perillous Boy, 
Bold,quicke, ingenious, forward, capable: 
Hee is all the Mothers, from the top to toe. 
| Buck, Welljlet themreft: Come hither (atesby, 

Thou art f{worne as deepely to effect what we intend, 
Asclofely co conceale what we impart : 
Thou know’ft our reafons vre’d vpon the way. ; 
What think’{t thou? is ic not an eafie matter, 
To make William Lord Haftings of our minde, 
For the inftallment of this Noble Duke 
Inthe Seat Royall of this famous Ile ? ° 

Cates, He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him, 

Buck, What think’ thou then of Stanley? Wall 
not hee ? 
Cates, Hee will doc all inall as Haftings doth, 

Buck, Wellthen, no more but this ; 
Goe gentle (atesby, and as it were farre off, 
Sound thou Lord Hastings, 

How he doth ftand affected to our purpofe, 
And fummoa him to morrow to the Tower, 
Tofit about the Coronation. 

If thou do’ft finde him traétable to vs, 
Encourage him,and tell hima all our reafons : 
Ifhe be leaden, ycie,cold, vnwilling, 
Bethowfo too,and fo breake off the talke, 
And giue vs notice of his inclination: 


Buck, Good Catesby,9 oe effet this bufineffe foundly. 
Cates. My good Lords both, with all thehieed I can. 
Rich, Shall we heare from you, Catesby,ere we fleepe? 
| Cates, You fhall,my Lord. : 
Rich. At Crosby Houfe,there fhall you find vs beth. 
er Exit Catesby. 
Buck, Now, my Lord, ’ 
What thall wee doe, if wee'perceiue 
ord HafPings will not yeeld to our Complots ? 
Rich. Chop off his Head: ; 
Something wee will determine 2" : 
And looke when I am King,clayme thou of me 
The Earledome of Hereford, and all the moueables 
Whereof the King my Brother,waspoffeft, . 


Buck, We clayme that promife at your Graces hand: 
Rich, And looke to haue it yeelded with all kindneffe: 
Come, let vs {uppe betimes, that afterwards 
Wee may digeft our complots in fome forme, 


Exeant. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter a eMeffenger to the Doore of Haftings. 


(Mef. My Lord, my Lord. 

Hast, Who knockes ? 

CMe, One from the Lord Stanley. 
Haft. What is’ta Clocke ? \ 
Mef. Vpor the ftroke of foure, 


Enter Lord Haftings, °° <~ 
Hast, Cannot my Lord Stanley fleepe thefe tedious 
Nights? ahh 
Meff. So it appeares, by that I haue to fay : 
Firft,he commends him to your Noble felfe, 
Haft. What then ? : 
Meff, Then certifies yout Lordthip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Bore had rafed off his Helme: 
Befides,he fayes there are two Councels kept; 
And that may be derermin’d at the one, 
Which may make you and himto rue at th’other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhips pleafure, 
If you will prefently take Horfe with him,  “- ene 
And with all {peed poft with him toward the North,” * 
To fhun the danger that his Soule diuines. a Bae 
HaSt, Goe fellow,goe,returne vato thy Lord, 
Bid him not feare the feperated Councell’: 
His Honor and my felfe are at the one, © 


| And atthe other,is my good friend Caresby 3 /° 


Where nothing can proceede,that toucheth vs, 
Whereof I fhall not hauc intelligence: 


| Tell him his Feares are fhallow,without inflancee 


And for his Dreames,I wonder hee’s fo fitmple; 

To cruft the mock’ry of vnquiet flumbers.  “ 

To flyethe Bore,before the Bore purfues, - 

Weretoincenfe the Bore to follow vs, - 

Aud make purfuit, where he did meane no chafe, 

Goe,bid thy Mafterrife,and cometo me, , 

And we will both together tothe Tower, 

Where he fhall fee the Bore will vfevs kindly.'° (°°: 
Meff. le goe, my Lord, anid tell him what you fay." * 

Enter’ Cotesbys 0 3 (8 3meo ae 


Cates. Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord, 
Hast. Good morrow Catesby,you are early ftirring: 
What newes,what newes,in this our tott’ring Scate > 
Cates. Itisa reeling World indeed,my Lord: 
And I beleeue will newer ftandvpright,) © < © 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Reale. ° 
Haft, How weare the Garland ? 
Doeft thou meane the Crowne ?- wan ee 
Cates. I,my good Lord. a bere 
Haff.lle haue this Crown of mine cut fr6 my fhoulders, 
Before Ile fee the Crowne {6 foule mif=plac’d : | * ; 
But canft chou gueffe,that he doth aymeatit? - . 
ates. Ast 
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- Cates. Ton my life, attd hopes to find you forward, 
‘Vpon his partie,for the gaine thereof oth." 
‘And thereupon he fends you this good newes, 
That this fame very day yourenemies,-_. * 
- | The Kindred. of the Queene,muft dye at Pomfret. 
Haft. Indeed 1 am no mourner for that newes, 
Becaule they haue beene ftill my aduerfaries:: 
But,that Ile giue my voice on Richards fide, 
To barre my Mafters Heires in true Defcent, 
‘God knowes I will not doe it,to the death, 
’ Cates, God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious 
iminde. 
Hoaft.. But I fhall laugh at this.a twelue-month hence, 
{That they which brought me in my Mafters hate, 
J liue to looke vpon their Tragedie. 
“Well Catesby,ere a fort-night make me older; 
Tle fend fome packing, that yet thinke not on't. 
Cates. *Tisavilething to dye,my gracious Lord, 
When men are vnprepar’d,and looke not forit. 
Haft. O monftrous,monftrous! and fo falls it out 
“With Riners, Vanghan,Grey: and fo’twill doe 
“With fome men elfe,that thinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou and I,who(as thou know’ft) are deare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 
ates. The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head vpon the Bridge. 
Haff. Uknow they doc,and 1 haue well deferwd it. 


Enter Lord Stanley. 


Come on,come on,whete is your Bore-fpeare man? 
| Feare you the Bore,and goe fo ynprouided ? 


You may ieaft on, but by. the holy Rood, 
I doe not like thefe feuerall Councels,f. -. 

Haft... My Lord,I hold my Lifeas deare as yours, 
And neuer in my dayes,! doe proteft, 


et en 


loldat’ Bater.a Purfainant. 
Haft, Goeon before, Ile talke with this good fellow. 
Sioa Exit Lord Stanley aud Catesby. 
How now,Sirrha?,how goes the World withthee? __ 
Parf . The-better,that your Lordfhip pleafecoaske. 
Haft. cell thee man,*tis better with me now, 
| Then when thou met’ft melaft, where now.we meet : 
Then was I going Prifoner to the Tower, 
By the fuggeftion of the Queenes Allyes. 
Bur now itellthee(keepeittothyfelfe) 
This day thofe Enemies are puttodeath, .. 


? 


| 


Stan. My Lord good morrow,good morrow (atesby: 







And I in better fate then ere I-was. 
Purf. God hold it, to your Honors good conten: 
Haft, Gramercie fellow : there,drinke that fo, i 

_. Dhrowes bim bis Par(e M 
Purf. I thanke your Honor, Exit Prrfuinen 

























































Enter a Prieft. 


Prief. Well met,my Lord,I am glad to fee yourHo. 
nor. 

HaSt. Ithanke thee,good Sir Job, with al] my heat 
Iam in your debt,for your laft Exercife : 
Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you, 

Prief. Ue wait vpon your Lordhhip, 


Enter Buckingham. 


Bue. What,talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlaine? 
Your friends at Pomfret,they doe need the Prick, 
Your Honor hath no fhriuing worke in hand, 

Haft. Good faith ,and when I met this holy man, 
The men youtalke of,came into my minde, ea 
What, goe you toward the Tower? 

Buc, I doe,my Lord,but long I cannot ftay there; 

I fhall returne before your Lordfhip,thence. 

Haft. Nay \ike enough, for 1 ftay Dinner there, 

Bac. And Supper too, although thou know'ftitnot, 
Come,will you goe? 


Haft, Me wait vpon your Lordfhip. * Evawm, 








Scena T ertia. 








Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe,with Halberds,carryiog 
the Nobles to death at Pomfret. 


Riners, Sit Richard Ratcliffe.let me tell thee this, 
To day fhalt thou behold a Si bie@ die, : 
For Yruth,for Dutie,and for Loyaltie. | 

Grey. God bleffe the Prince from all the Pack of you, 
AKnot you are,of damned Blood-fuckers. | 

: Vangh. You line, that fhall cry woe for this heette 
after. .. My 
Rat. Difpatch,the limit of your Liuesi 
Riners. O Pomfret,Pomfret! Othoub 
Fatall and ominous to Noble Peeres: 
Within the guiltie Clofure of thy Walls, 
‘Richard the Second here was hackt to death: 
And for more flander to thy difmall Seat, 
Wee giue to thee our guiltleffe blood to drinke, 
Grey. Now Margarets Curfe is falne vp) out Heads, 
When thee exclaim’d on Haffings,you,anc ly, 
For ftanding by,when Richard {tab’d her Sonne. 

Riwers, Then curs’d thee Richard, 
Then curs’d fhee Buckingham, af 
Then curs’d thee Hastings. Oh remember God, 
To heare her prayer for them,as now fot ¥83., / 
And for my Sifter,and her Princely Sonnes,.., | 
Be fatisfy’d ,deare God, with our true bload, . 
Which, as thou know’ft,vninfly muft be fpilt. 

Rat. Make hafte,the houre of death isexpiai i 
Riners. Come Grey,come Vanghan,let vs here ait 
Farewell,vatill we meet againe in Heauen 


_ Exeamh 


Scena 


$ out ! 
loody Pilon! 
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Scena Quarta’ 


Enter Buickinighatw Darby, astings, Bilh op ufE i rt A, 
Norfolke, Ratclife, Lonell,with others,’ | 
uD 09° ae REP ADL: i 


Haft, Now Noble Peeresitlie caufe why we are met, 
{sto detetinine of the Coronation: 
inGods Name (peake, wher is the Royall day > 
puck, Isall'things ready for the Royall time ? 
Darbs*Iv'is,and wants but nomination. 
Eh, Totortow then'T iudge a happie day. 
Buck Whe knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? 
Who is moftinward with the Noble Dike? : 
ély, Your'Gtace,we thinke, fhould fodneft know his 
Iminde. *: : 
Buck, We know each others Faces: for our Hearts,” 
Heknowes‘no mire of mine,chen I of yours, “= 4 
{Orlof his,smy Lord,then you of minez° ~~ 
Lord Ha/tizgs,you and he ate neere in loue. 
| Haft, I thanke his Grace,I know he loues me well: 
But for his purpofe in the Coronation, 
[have not founded him,nor he deliuer’d 
His gracious pleafure any way therein: 
But you, my Honorable Lords,may name the time, 
And inthe Dukes behalfe Ile giue my Voice, 
| Which] prefume hee*le take in gentle part. 


Enter Gloucefter, 


Ely, Inhappie time,here comes the Duke himfelfe. 
Rich. My Noble Lords,and Coufins all,good morrow: 
I isue beene long a fleeper: but I truft, 
My abience doth negleét no great defigne, . 
Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded. 
Buck, Had younot come vpon yourQ my Lord, 
William,Lord Ha/fings,had pronounc’d your part; 
Imeane your Voice,for Crowning of the King. 
Rich Then my Lord Haffings,no man might be bolder, 
His Lofdfhip knowes me well,and loues me well, 
My Lord of Ely,when I was laft in Holborne, 
Ifaw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 
'[Idoe befeech you, fend for fome of them. 
ely. Mary and will,my Lord,with all my heart. 
: aa Exit Bifhop. 
Rich, Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you, 
Catesby hath founded Hrasfings in our bufineffe, 
And findes the teftie Gentleman fo hot, 
That he will lofe his Head,ere giue confent 
His Mafters Child,as worfhipfully he tearmesit, 
Shall lofe the Royaltie of Englands Throne. 
Buck, Withdraw your felfe a while, Ie goe with you. 
Exeunt. 
Darb.We laue not yet fet downe this day of Triumph: 
Tomorrow,in my iudgement,is too fudder, 
JFor I my felfe am not fo well provided, 
Aselfe 1 would be;were the day prolong’d. 


Enter the Bifbop of Ely. 
Ely, Where is cy Lord, the Duke of Glofter ? 


Thaue fent for thefe Strawberries, 
Ha.His Grace looks chearfully & {mooth this morning, 


Theté’s fome conceit orother likes hint welll, * * 


} When that he bids good morrow with‘uch fpiric. _ 


I thinke there’s neuer 2 man in Chriftendéme®' 

Can leffer hide bis love,or hate;then hee, ©" 

For by his Face &traight fhall you know his Heart. 
Darb. What of his Heart perceiue you in his Face, 


| By any lidélyRood he fhew'd to day? 


Haft. Mary,that with no man'here he is'6ffended: _ 
For were he;he had fhewne it in his Lookes. 98°. Je 


Enter Richard,and Buckingham, 


Rich, I pray youall,tell me what they deferue; 


, That doe confpire miy death with diuellifi Plots’ 


Of damned Witchcraft,and that haue prewail’d 

Vpon my Body with their Heltith Charmes. : : 
Haff, The tenderlouc I beare your Grace,my Lord, 

Makes me moft forward;in this Princely prefence, 

To doome th’Offendors, whofoe’re they be? 

I fay,my Lordjthey hanedeferued death. °°. -* 

Rich. Then be your eyes'the witneffe of their edill, 
Looke how I am bewitch’d: behold,mineAtme ©” 
Is like a blafted'Sapling,withér'd vp : . 


|. And this is Edwards Wife,that monftrous Witch, 


Conforted withthat Harlot;Strumpet Shore; — 
That by their Witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Haft. Vf they haue'done this deed, my Noble Lord. 

Rich. If? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk’{t chow to me of Ifsz thouarta Traytor, ~ 
Off with his Head; now by Saint Pax/ ‘I {weare, 
I will not dine,vatill [fee the fame, : 
Lonell and Ratcliffe,looke that it be done: Execnnt, 
The reft that loue'me, rife, and followme. 

(Manet Lonell and Ratcliffe, with the 
Lord Haftings. 


Haft. Woe,woe for England, not awhit for me, ~~ 
For I,too forid, might have preuented this: ; 
Stanley did dreame,the Bore did rowfe our Helmes, 
And I did {corne it,and difdaine to flye: : 

Three times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did tumble, 
And ftarted,when he look’d vpon the Tower, 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe. 

O now [ need the Prieft,that fpake to me ¢ 
Inowrepent Itoldthe Purfuiuant, 

As too triumphing,how mine Enemies 

To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d, _ 

And I my felfe fecure,in grace and fauour, 


| Ob Margaret, Margaret,now thy heavie Cutfe 


Is lighted on poore Hastings wretched Head, 
Ra.Come,come, difpatch,the Duke would be at dinner: 
Makea fhort Shrift,he longs to fee your Head. 
Haft, O momentarie grace of mortal! men, 
Which we more hunt for,then the grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookes, - 
Liues like a drunken Sayler on a Matt, 
Readie with euery Nod to tumble downe, 
Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepé, 
Lou. Come,come,di{patch,’tis bootleffe to éxclaime, 
Hat, O bloody Richard: miferable England, 


I prophecie the fearefull’ft time to thee, 


That ever wretched Age hath look’d vpon, 
Come, lead meto the Block, beare him my Head, 
They {mile at me, who fhortly thall be dead, 

; Exennt. 



























































































































































































190 2 
Enter Richard,aud Buckingham, in rotten Armonr, 
at  wmarmellous ill-fanoureds\<odse00 00! 
Richard.. Come Coufin,, -.. ait = 





Canft thou quake,and change thy colour, 5, :,! 

Murther.thy breath in middle ofa word, ».,9 >). 

And then againe begin;and flop.againe, . andy 

As if thou were diftraught,and mad withterror? . y.. ya 
Buck,.-Tut, L.can. counterfeit the deepe Tragediany - 

Speake,and looke backe,and prieon euery fide, q 

Tremble and ftart at wagging of a Straw: 

Intending deepe fufpition, gaftly Lookes,.. » 

Are at my feruice,like enforced Smiles ; 

And both are readie in cheir Offices, 

At any time to grace my Stratagemes, 

But what, is Cateshy gone?, |, ». 

Rich, He is,and fee he brings the Maior along. 


“A 


‘ on oy Enter the Maior,and Catesby. 
Buck, Lord Maior. .- . 
Rich, Looketo the Draw-Sridge there, 
Buck. Hearke,a Drumme. . 
Rich. Catesby,o’re-looke the Walls... . 
Buck, Lord Maior,the reafon.we haue fent. 
Rich, Looke back, defend thec,here are Enemies. 
Buck, God and our lonecencie defend,and guard ys, 


ie Enter Lonell and Ratcliffe,with Hoaftings Head. 


“Rich, Be patient,they are friends: Ratcliffe,and Louell. 
Lowell, Here:is the Head of that ignoble Trayror, 
The dangerous and vnfufpected Haffsngs. . 
Rich. So deare I lou’d the man, that I mu weepe : | 
I tooke him for the plaineft harmeleffe Creature, .. 
That breath’d vpon the Earth,a Chriftian. 
Made him my Booke,wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiftorie of all her fecret thoughts. 
So fmooth he dawb’d his Vice with fhew of Vertue, 
That his apparant open Guilt omicted, 
I meane,his Conuerfation with Shores Wife, . 
He liu’d from all attainder of fufpects. 
Buck, Well,well,he was the couertit fhelered Traytor 
That euer liu'd. 
Would you imagine,or almoft beleeue, 
Wert not,thac by great preferuation 
We liue to tell it,chat the fubrill Traytor 
This day had plotted, in the Councell-Houfe, 
To mutther me,and my good Lord of Glofter. 
Maier. Had he done fo? 
Rich, What? thinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels? 
Or that we would, againft che forme of Law, 
Proceed thus rafhly in the Villaines death, 
But that the extreme peril of the cafe, 
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafetie, 
Enforc’d vs to this Execution, 
Maior, Now faire befall you,he deferu’d his death, 
And your good Graces both haue well proceeded, 
To warne talfe Fraytors fromthe like Attempts, 
Buck, I never look’d for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miftreffe Shore : 
Yet had we not determin’d he fhould dye, 
Vatill your Lordthip came to fee his end, 
Which now the louing hafte of thefe our friends, 
Something againft our meanings, haue prevented ; 
‘Becaufe,my Lord,I wou!d hauc had you heard. 
|The Traycor {peake,and timoroufly confeffe 
‘The manner and the purpofe of his Treafons : 
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| Vnto the Citizens, who haply may. 


| T’auoid the Cenfures of the carping World, 







| And fo,my good Lord Maior,we bid farwell, 


| Onely-forfaying,he would make hisSonne: ) _ 
| Heire to the Crowne,meaning indecd his Houfe, 
| | Which,by the Signe thereof, was tearmed fo, 

| Moreouer,vrge his hatefull Luxurie, 

| And beaftiall appetite in change of Luft, 


| My Princely Father,then had Warres in France, 
\| And by true computation of the time, 

| Found,that the Iflue was riot his begot 

|’ Which:well appeared in his Lineaments, 


| Yet touch this fparingly,as’twere farre off, 
| Becaufe,my Lord,you know my Mother lives. 
















That you might well haue fignify’d the {me 
Mifconfter vs in him,and-wayle his death, | 
Ma.But,my good Lord,your Graces w 

AswellasT had feene,and heard him pee fee 
And doenot doubt,right Noble Princes both... 
But Ile acquaint, our.dutious Citizens, 
With all your iuft proceedings in this cafe; 

Rich, And to that end we with’d your Lordthip here 


Buck, Which fince you come too late of 


Fi OUF inten 
Yet witneflewhat youheare wedidintend; » ’ 


Exit Maior, 

Rich. Goce after, after, CouGin Buckingham, 

‘The Maior towards Guild-Hall hyes him inall ponte, 

There,at your meeteft vantage of thetime,... 
Inferre the Baftardie of Edwards Childrens... 


Tell them,how Edward put to death aCitizen, 


Which ftretcht vnto their Seruants,Daughters, Wiues 
Euen where his raging eye,or fauage heart, 
Without conrroll,lufed to make a prey, 

Nay, for a need,thus farre come neere my Perfon; 
Tell them, when'that my Mother went withChild 
Of that infatiate Edward; Noble Yorke, 


Being nothing like the Noble Duke,my Fathers 


Buck. Doubtnot,my Lord, lle play the Orator, 
Asif theGolden Fee,forwhich I pleady — 
Were for my felfe: and fo,my Lord, adue, 

Rich. If you thriue wel, bring them to Baynards Call, 
Where you fhall fiade me well accompanied 
With reverend Fathers and well-learned Bifhops. 

Buck. I goe,and towards three or fourea Clocke 
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affords, 

Exit Buckingham. 

Rich, Goe Lowell with all fpeed to Dogtor Sham, 
Goe thou to Fryet Penker; bid them both 
Meet me within this houre at Baynards Cafile 
Now will 1 goe to take fome priuie order, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 
And to giue order,that no manner perfon 
Haue any time recourfe vnto the Princes. 


Evi 


Exenth 


Exter a Seriuener. 

Ser. Hereis the Indiétment of the good Lord Haftng’ 
Which in a fet Hand fairely is engrofs'd, 
That it may be to day reado’re in Paules. 
And marke how well che fequell hangs togethers 
Eleuen houres I haue {pent to write it oucr, 
For yefter-night by Cateshy was it fent me, 
The Precedent was fullaslongadoing, 
And yet within thefe fiue houres Ha/fings liu d, 
Vntainted,vnexamin’d, free, at libertic.’ 
Here’s a good World the while. dewice? 
Who is fo groffe, that cannot fee this palpable ae Y 
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9 fo bold,but fayes he fees ic not? 
,and all will come to nought, 
When fuch ill dealing mutt be feene in thought, Exit, 


Enter Richard and Buckinghams at fenerall Doores. 


Rich, How now,how now,what fay the Citizens ? 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mum, fay not a word, 
Rich. Toucht you the Baftardie of Edwards Children ? 
Buck. 1did, with his Contra& with Lady Lacy, 

And his Contra& by Deputie in France, 

Th'ynfatiate ereedineffe of his defire, 

And his enforcement of the Citie Wiues, 

His Tyrannie for Trifles, his owne Battardie, 

As being got,your Father then in France, 

And his refemblance,being not likethe Duke. 

Withall,I did inferre your Lineaments, 

Being the right /dea of your Father, 

Both in your forme,and Nobleneffe of Minde ; 

Layd openvall your Victories in Scotland, 

Your Difcipline in Warre, Wifdome in Peace, ~ 

Your Bountie, Vertue, faire Humilitie : 

Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpofe, 

Vatoucht, or fleightly handled in difcourfe. 

And when my Oratorie drew toward end, 

Ibid them that did loue their Countries good, 

Cry,God faue Richard,Englands Royall King. 

‘Rich, And didthey fo? , 
Buck, No,fo God helpe me,they fpake not a word, 

But like dumbe Statues,or breathing Stones, 

Star’d each on other,and look’d deadly pale é 

Which when J {aw,I reprehended them, 

Andask’d the Maior, what meant this wilfull filence ? 

His anfwer was,the people wer@not vied 

Tobe {poke to,but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrg'd to tell my Tale againe: 

Thus fayth the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr’d, 

But nothing fpoke, in warrant from himfelfe. 

When he had done, fome followers of mine owne, 

Atlower end of the Hall, hurld vp their Caps, 

And fome tenne voyces cry’d,God faue King Richard: 

And thus I tooke the vantage of thofe few. 

Thankes gentle Citizens,and friends, quoth I, 

This generall applaufe,and chearefull fhowe, 

{Argues your wifdome,and your loue to Richard : 

And euen here brake off,and came away. _ 

Rich, What tongue-leffe Blockes were they, 
|Would they not fpeake ? 

Will not the Maier chen,and his Brethren, come ? 
Buck. The Maior is here at hand: intend fome feare, 

Benot you {poke with, but by mightie fuit : 

Andlooke you get a Prayer-Booke in your hand, ; 

{And fland betweene two Church-men,good my Lord, 

For on that ground Ile make a holy Defcant : 

And be not eafily wonne to our requefts, 

Play the Maids part, (till anfwer nay;and take it. 

Rich, I goe: and if you plead as well forthem, ‘ 

As can fay tlay to thee for my felfe, 

No doubt we bring it to a happie iffue. 


Buck; Go,go vp to the Leads,the Lord Maior knocks, | 


Enter the Maior, and Citizens. 


Welcome, my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
Ithinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. 


Enter Catesby. 


Buck, Now Catesby, what fayes your Lard to my} 


| requeft ? 


Catesby. He doth entreat your Grace,my Noble Lord, 

To vifit hiai to morrow,or next day: ' 

He is within, with two right reuerend Fathers; 

Diuinely bent to Meditation, 

And inno Worldly fuites would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy Exercife. ue 
Buck, Returne,good Catesby,to the gtacious Duke, 

Tell himymy felfe,the Maior and Aldermen, 

In deepe defignes,in matter of great moment, 

No lefie importing then our génerall good, 

Are come to haue fomeconference with his Grace. 
Catesby. Ile Ggnifie fo much vnto him ftraight, Exit. 
Buck, Ahha,my Lerd,this Prince is not an Edward, 

He is not lulling ona lewd Loue-Bed, 

But on his Knees,at Meditation : 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines: 

Not fleeping,to engroffe his idle Body, 

But praying,to enrich his watchful Soule. 

Happie were England, would this vertuous Prince 

Take on his Grace the Soueraigntie thereof, 

But fure I feare we fhall not winne him to it. 

Maior. Matry God defend his Grace fhould fay ys 

na , 


y- 
Buck, 1 feare he will: here Catesby comes againe. 


Entér Cateiby. — 
Now Catésby, what fayes his Grace? : 
Catesby. He wonders to what end you haue affembled 
Such troopes of Citizens,to come to him, 
His Grace not being warn’d thereof before: _ 
He feares,my Lord,you meane no good to him. 
Buck, Sorty I atn,my Noble Coufin fhould 
Sufpec me,that I meane no good to him: 
By Heauen,we come to him in perfit loue, 
And fo once mote returne, and tell his Grace. 
When holy and deuout Religious men 
Are at their Beades,’tis muchto draw them thence, 
So {weet is zealous Contemplation. 


Exit. 


Enter Richard alofi, berweene two Bifbops. 

Maior. See where his Grace ftands,tweene two Clergie 
men. | ; 

Buck, Two Props of Vertue,for a Chriftian Prince, |. 
To ftay him from the fall of Vanitie : ral 
And fee a Booke of Prayer in his hand, 
True Ornaments to knowaholy man. ~ 
Famous Plantagenet,moft gracious Prince, 
Lend fauourable eare to our requefts, 
And pardon ys the interruption ° 
Of thy Deuotion,and right Chriftian Zeale. 

Rich. My Lord,there needes no fuch Apologie: 


| I doe befeech your Grace to pardon me, 


Who earneft in the feruice of my God, 
Deferr’d the vifitation of my friends. 
But leauing this,what is your Graces pleafure ? 

Buck, Buen that(I hope which pleafeth God aboue, | 
And all good men,of this vngouern’d Ile. 

Rich. 1 doe fufpe& I have cone fome offence, 
That feemes difgracious in the Cities eye, 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

{4 nvm BCR, You 
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“Buck, You haue,my Lord: 
Would it might pleafe your Grace, 
On our entreaties, to amend your faulr. 
Rich. Elfe wherefore breathe lin a Chriftian Land. 
Buck, Know then,it is your fault,that you refigne 
The Supreme Seat, the Throne Maiefticall,; » 
The Sceptred Office of your Anceftors, 
4 Your State of Fortune,and your Deaw of Birth, 
The Lineall Glory of your Royall Houfe, ~ 
Tothe corruption of a blemifht Stock; 
Whiles in the mildneffe of your f{leepic thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our Countries good, 
The Noble Ie doth want his. proper Limmes : 
His Face defac'd with skarres of Infamie, 
His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, 
| And almoft fhouldred in the {wallowing Gulfe 
| Of darke Forgetfulneffe,and deepe Obliuion, 
Which to recure,we heartily folicite 
Your gracious felfe to rake on you the charge 
And Kingly Gouernment of this your Land:;: 
Not as Protector,Steward,Subfticure, 
Or lowly Factors, for anothers gaine ; 
| But as fucceffiuely,from Blood to Blood, 
Your Right of Birth,your Empyrie,your owne. 
For this,conforted with the Citizens, 
“WV Your very Worfhipfull and louing friends, 
4 And by their vehement ipftigation, 
‘An this inf Caufe come Lto moue your Grace, 
4 ‘Rich. Icannot tell ifto depart in filence, 
‘| Or bitterly to feces in-your reproofe, 
4 Belt fitteth my Degrec,or your Condition. 
‘| If not toanfwer, you might haply thinke, 
{ Tongue-ty’d Ambition,not replying, yeelded 
|| Tobeare the Golden Yoake of Soueraigntic, 
Which fondly you would here impofe on me. 
If to reproue you for this {uit of yours, 
‘| So feafon’d with your faithfull loue to me, 
| Then onthe other fide check’d my friends, 
| Therefore to fpeake,and to auoid the firft, 
| And then in {peaking,not to incurre the laft, 
| Definitiuely thus I anfwer you. 
| Your loue deferues my thankes, but my defert 
Vameritable,fhunnes your high requeft, 
Firft,if all Obftacles were cut away; 
| And that my Path were euen to the Crowne, 
As the ripe Reuenue,and due of Birth :. 
{Yet fomuch is my pouertie of fpiri, 
'{So mightie, and fo manie my defeats, 
‘VThat I would rather hide me from my Greatneffle, 
i Being a Barke to brooke no mightie Sea; 
| Then in my Greatneffe couet to be hid, » 
| And in the vapour of my-Glory fmother'd. 
| ButGod be thank’d, there is no.need of me, 
| And much I nted tohelpe you,were there need : 
] The Royall Tree Hath left vs Royall Fruit, 
* | Which mellow’d:by.the ftealing howres of time, 
| WillLwelt become the Seat of Maicftie, - - 
| And make (ao doubt) vs happy by his Reigne, 
On him I lay that,you wouldlayonme,. 
The Right and Fortune of his happie Starres, 
Which God defend thar E.fhould wring from him. 
| . Buck:My Lord,this argues Confcience in’ 
| But the refpects thereof are nice, and trivial, 
All circumftances well confidered.. 
| You fay,that Edwerd is your Brothers Sonne, 
| So fay wetoo,but not by Edwards Wife: 
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And afterward by fubftitute betroth’d | 
To Bona, Sifter to the King of France, 
Thefe both putoff,apoore Petitioner, 
A Care-cras’d Mother to a many Sonnes, 
A Beantie-waining,and diftreffed Widow, 
Euen in the after-noone.of her beft dayes, 
Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eve 
Seduc’d the pitch,and height of his degree, 
To bafe declenfion,and loath’d Bigamie. . 
By her,in his ynlawfull Bed,he got Mai 
This Edward,whom our Manners call the Prince, 
More bitterly could I expoftulate, 
Saue that for reuerence to fome aliue, 
I giue a {paring limit to my Tongue. 
Then good,my Lord,take to your Royall felfe 
This proffer'd benefit of Dignitie: 
If not to bleffe vs and the Land withall, 
Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftrie 
From the corruption of abufing times, 
Vnto.a Lineall true deriued courfe, 
Maier, Do good my Lord, your Citizens entrest you} | 
_ Back, Refufenot,mightie Lord, this proffer'd lous, 
Catesb, O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull {uit, 
Rich, Alas,why would you heape this Care onme? 
Iam vnfit forState,and Maieftie: ~ | . 
I doe befeech you take it not amiffe, 
Tcannot,nor! will not yeeld toyou. 
Buck, Jf yourefufe it,as in loue and zeale, . 
Loth to depofe the Child,your Brothers Sonne, 
As well we know your tenderneffe of heart, 
And gentle, kinde, effeminate remorfe, 
Which we haue noted in you to your Kindred, 
And egally indeede to aji Eftates : 
Yet know,where you accept our {uit,orno, 
YourBrothers Sonne fhall neuer reigne our King, 
But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 
To the difgrace and downe-fall of your Houle: 
And in this refolution here we leaue you. 
Come Citizens,we willentreatnomore,. Exewat. 
(atesb.Call him againe,fweet Prince,accept their {ult 
If you denie them, all the Land will rue it, 
Rich. Will you enforce me to a world of Cares, 
Call them againe,I am not made of Stones, _ 
But penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 
Albeit againft my Confcience and my Soule. 
Enter Buckinghams,aud the reft. 
Coufin of Buckingham, and fage graue meg, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To beare her burthen, where I will or no, « 
I muft have patience to endure the Load: ..., 
But if black Scandall,or foule-fac’'d Reproach, 
Attend the fequell of your Impofition,. y....../- 
| Your meere enforcement fhall acquittance me. 
Fromall the impure blots and ftaynes thereof 5, 
| ForGod doth know,and youmay partly fee, 
| How farrelam from thedefire of this... , n 
; Maior. God bleffe your Grace, wee fee it, and i 
ay it. 
‘Rich. In faying fo,you fhall but fay the eruithe 
‘Buck, Then I falute you with this Royall Title, 
Long live King Richard,Englands worthie King- 
Ab, Amen. ( 4. ' 
Buck,To.morrow may it pleafe you tobe Crown rm 
Rich, Euen whenmyou pleafe,for you will ae To 
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Buck. Tomorrow thes we willattend your Grace,’ - 
And fo moft joyfully wetake our leaue. oti 
ighe Come, lerysto our holy Worke againe. 
Farewell my Coufins,farewell gentle friends, © Exeunt. 


ee en, 


mene 


Actus 


nartuss Scena Prima. 


ed 


Enter the Queene, rine Ducheffe of Gloucefter, the 
Daucheffe of Yorke,and Marqueffe Dorfet. 


— ss. - 


puch.Yorke. Whe meetes vs heere? 
My Neece Plantagenet, Ey 
Led ia the hand of her kind Aunt of Glofter? 
Now, for my Life, fhee’s wandring tothe Tower, 
Onpure hearts loue;to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter,well met. | 

Anne, God giue yout Gracés both, a happie 
Andaioyfull time of day. : 

Qu, As much to you, good Sifter: whither away? 

Anne. No farther chen the Tower,and as I guefie, 
Vponthe like devotion as your felues, 
To gtatulate the gentle Princes there, 

Qs, Kind Sifterthankes, wee'le’enter all together: 


Enter the Lieutenant. 


And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Mafter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leauc, 
How doth the Priace,and my young Sonne of Yorke? 

Lies. Right well;deare Madame : by your patience, 

\I may not {uffer you to vifit them, 
The King hath ftri@tly charg’d the contrary. 

Qs. The King ? who’s that? 

Liew, Imeane,the Lord Protector. 

2a, The Lord proteét him from that Kingly Title. 
Hath he fet bounds betweene their loue,and me? 
Jamtheir Mother,who fhall barre me from them ? 

Duch. Yorke, I am their Fathers Mother, 1 will fee 
them, 

Anne. Their Aunt ] am in law,in loue their Mother: 
Then bring meto their fights, [le beare thy blame, 
Andtake thy Office from thcee,on my perill. 

Liew. No,Madame, no; I may nor leaue it fo : 
lam bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. 

Exit Liestenant, 


Enter Stanley. 


Stanley. Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence, 
And Ile falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 
And reuerend looker on of two faire Queenes, 
Come Madame,you mutt ftraight to Weftminfter, 
There to be crowned ‘Richards Royall Queene. 
Qu. Ah,cut my Lace afunder, 
That my pent heart may haue fome {cope to beat, 
Orelfe I fwoone with this dead-killing newes. 
Anne, Defpightfull tidings,O vnpleafing newes, 
sea Be. of good cheare: Mother, how fares your 
race 
Qu. O Dorfet, fpeake not to me, get thee gone, 
eath and Deitruction dogges thee at thy heeles, 
y Mothers Name is ominous to Children. 


D 


If thou wilt out-firip Death, goe croffe the Seas, 

And live with Richmond,from the reach of Hell. 

Goe hye thee, hye thee from this flaughter-houfe, 

Left thou encreafe the number of the dead, 

And make me dye the thrall of A4argarets Curfe, 

Nor Mother, Wife,nor Englands counted Queenes, 

Stanley Full of wife care,is this your counfaile, Madame: 

Take all che {wift aduantage of the howres: 

You hall haue Létters from me tomy Sone, ” 

In your behalfe,to meet youontheway: 

Be nor tane tardie by vnwile delay, «. 
Duch. Yorke. O ill difperfing Winde of Miferie, .. 

O my accurfed Wombe,the Bed of Death su: 9. 

A Cockatrice haftthou hatcht tothe World; » 

Whofe vnauoided Eye is murtherous, isfhtzOh 
Stanley, Come,Madame,come,] in all hafte'was fent. } 
Anne. And withall vawillingnefle will goe, . 

O would to God, that the inclafiue Verge © <) jiot otf 

Of Golden Mettall,chat muft round my Brow, >* - 

Were red hot Stecle,to feare metothe Braines, .’: 

Anoynted let me be with deadly Venome, dud 

And dye ere men can fay ,God faue the Queene, _) »: 

Qus Goe,goe,poore foule,I envie not thy glory, 

To feed my humor, wifh thy felfenoharmes:t (.. 

_ Anne. No:why? When he that is my Husband now, |) 

Came to me,as I follow’d Henries Corfe, © ees. s0d SY 

When {carce the blood was well. wafht from hisinands, 

Which iffued from my other Angell Hasband,: 9° 1). 2h 

And that deare Saint, which then I weeping follow’d: «4] 

O,when I fay I look’d on Richards Face, + sed W 

This was my With: Sethou (quoth I) aceurft, 

For making me,fo young, fo olda Widow: . | A 

Arid when thou wed’ft,let forrow haunt thy Beds «. 

And be thy Wife,ifany be fo mad, 

More miferable, by the Life of thee, ited} sieiodl 

Then thou haft made me, by my deare Lords death, > 

Loe, ere I can repeat this Curfe againe, . ) 

Within fo fmall atime, my Womans heart 

Groffely grew captiue to his honey words, 90 }- 355) 

And prou’d the fubieé of mine owne Soules Gurley 

Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft :) 

For neuer yet one howre in bis Bed 

Did I enioy the golden deaw of fleepe, 

But with his timorous Dreames was ftill awak’de 

Befides,he hates me for my Father Warwiekey >=. | 

And will (no doubr) fhortly berid of me, : 

Qs. Poore heart adieu, pittie thy complaining. 
eune. Nomore, then with my foule I mourne for 
ours. bad 

- Dorf: Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of glory. 

? edune. Adieu, poore foule, that cak’ft thy leaue 

of it. 

Du.7.Go thou to Richmond ,& good fortune guide thee; } 

Gothouto Richard,aad good Angels tend thee, - 4 

Go thou t6 Sanétuarie,and good thoughts poffeffe thee, | 

Ito my Graue,where peace and reft lye with mee. 

Fightie odde yeeres of forrow haue I feene, 

And each howres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

Qu. Stay,yet looke backe with me vnto the Tower. 

Picty,you ancient Stones, thofe tender Babes, 

Whom Enuie hath immur’d within your Walls, 

Rough Cradle for {uch little prettie ones, 

Rude ragged Nurfe,old fullen Play-fellow, 

For tender Princes: vfe my Babies well ; 

So foolith Sorrowes bids your Stones farewells 

: ; Exess. : 
{3 : Sound, 
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Scena Secunda: 


—— 





¢ 


Sound a Senuet. Enter Richard in pompe,Buc= | 
7 kingham,Catesby Ratclsffe, Lonel. 


Rich. Stand all apart. Coufin of Buckingham, — 

Buck, My gracious Soueraigne. 

| Rich, Giue methy hand, Sound. 

‘Thus high,by thy aduice,and thy affiftance, 

‘Is King Richard {eated: OW 

‘But fhall we weare thefe Glories foraday? ~ 

Or fhall they laft,and we reioyce in them? 

* Bucks Still live they,and for euer let them laft. 

Rich. Ah Buckinghamow doc play the Touch, 

‘Totric if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

Young Edward lives,thinke now what I would fpeake. 

‘ Buck, Say on my loving Lord. 

| Rich. Why Buckinghans,\ fay Ikvould be King. 

' Buck, Why fo'you are,my thrice-tenowned Lord. 

+ Rich Ha? am 1 King ?’tis fo: but Edward liues. 
Buck, True, Noble Prince. — 

| Rich. O bitter confequence ! 

That Edward ftill fhould line true Noble Prince. 

Coufinthou waft not wont to be fo dull. 

‘Shall I be plaine? I with the Baftards dead, 

| And I would haue it fuddenly perfornvd. 

“What fay’ft ghounow ? {peake {uddenly,be briefe. 

‘Buck, Your Grace may doe your pleafure. 

| Rich, Tur,cut,thou art all Icesthy kindnefle freezes : 

Say, hauel thy confent,that they fhall dye? J 

- Buc.Giue me fome litle breath,fome pawfe,deare Lord, 


















Before | pofitiuely fpeake in this: 
I will refolue-you herein prefently. Exit Backs 
 Catesby. The King is angry, fee he gnawes his Lippe. 
| = Rich, Iwillconuerfe with Iron-witted Fooles, 
And vnre(pedtiue Boyes: none are for me, 
That looke'into me with confiderate eyes, 
High-reaching Buckingham growes citcum|pect. 
‘Boy. 

Paps My Lord. 

Rich. Know’ft thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt vnto a clofe exploit of Death? * 

Page. [know a difcontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie fpirit : 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 
And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing. 

Rich, What is his Name ? 
| Pages His Name,my Lord, is Tirrell. 
| ‘Rich, Ipartly know the man : goe call him hither, 
Boy, its 
The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 
No more fhall be the neighbor to my counfailes. 
Hath he folong held out with me,vntyr'd, 
And ftops he now for breath? Well,be it fo. 


Enter Stanley. 


How now,Lord Stanley what's the newes? 
Stanley. Know my louing Lord,the Marquefle Dorfet 
As Iheare, is fled to Richmsond, 
In the parts.where he abides, 
Rich. Come hither Catesby, rumor it abroad, 
That Anne my Wife is very grieuous ficke, 
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hof Richard the T bird. 
I will take order forher keeping clofe......_ >| 
Inquire me out fome meane poore Gentleman atc 
Whom I will marry firaight to- Clarence Daughter 
The Boy is foolifh,and J featenot-him, “aes 
- Looke how thou dream’ft: I fay againe, giue our, 
That Anne,my Queene,is ficke,and like to dye, ; 
_ About it,for it Rands me much ypon 
To ftop all hopes whofe growth may. dammage me 
I muft be marryed to my Brothers Daughter, . 
_ Or elfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle Glaffe: 
Murther her Brothers,andthen marryher, 
Vicertaine way of gaine. But Tam in: 
So farre in blood, that finne will pluck on finge 
Teareefalling Pittie dwells not in this Eye, : 





Enter Tyrrel. 


Is thy Name Tyrrel ? acl ‘elas 
Tyr. Lames Tyrvel,and your moft obedient fubiedt 
Rich, Artthou indeed? ah 
Tyr. Proueme,my gracious Lord, wot 
Rich. Dac’tt thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 
Tyr. Pleafe you: 

But I had rather kill two enemies. 

Rich, Why thenthou haft it: twodeepe enemies, 
Foes to my Reft,and my {weet fleepes difturbers, 
Are théy that I would haue chee deale vpon; ° 
Tyrrel,\ meane thofe Baftards in the Tower, 

T3r. Letme haueopen meanes to come tothem, 
And foone He rid you from the feare of them. 

Rich. Thou fing’ fweet Mufique: 
Hearke,come hither Trre/, / 
Goe by this token: rife,and lend thine Eare, Whips, 
There is nomore but fo: fay itis done, 

And I will loue thee,and preferre thee for it, 

Tyr. Iwill difpatch it ftraight, Exit, | 


Enter Buckingham. 


Buck, My Lord,1 haue confides’d in my minde, 
The late requeft that you did found mein. . 
Rich. Well,let thacreft : Dor/et is fled to Richmond 
Buck, J heare the newes,my Lord. 
Rich. Stanley, hee is your Wiues Sonne: well, locke 
ynto it. : 3H 
Buck. My Lord,I clayme the gift,my due by promil 
For which your Honor and your Faithis pawn'd, 
Th’Earledome of Hertford,and the moueables, 
Which you haue promifed I {hall poffeffe. 
Rich. Stanley looke to your Wife : ifthe conuey 
Letters to Richmond, you fhall anfwer it. 
Buck, What fayes your Highneffe to my int requeft? 
Rich. 1 doe remember me, Henry the Sixt 
Did prophecie,that Richmond fhould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peeuifh Boys 
A King perhaps. An 
Buck, May it pleafe you to refolue me in my fuite 
Rich, Thoutroubleft me,] am not in the vaine, Bath 
Back, Andis it thus? repayes he my deepe feruice 
With fuch contempt? made I him King for this ? 
O let me thinke on Hafings and be gone do 
To Breenock, while my fearefull Headis one Ext 
Enter Tyrrel. ely 
Tyr. Thetyrannous and bloodie Actis donts, 


The moft arch deed of pittious maffacre Tht 
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 eyer yet this Land was guilty of : tris 
hii Forreftywho I did fuborne 
Todo this p cece of ruthfull Butchery, 
‘albeitthey were flefht Villaines, bloody Dogges, 
Melted with cenderneffe,and milde compaffion, 
\Weptlike to Children, in their deaths fad Story. 
O thus (quoth Dighton) lay the gentle Babes : 
Thus,thus (quoth Forreft) girdling one another 
‘Within theit Alablafter innocent Armes: 
Their lips were foute ted Rofesona ftalke, 
Andin theix Sumumer Beauty kift each other. 
ABooke of Prayersion their pillow lay, — 
Which one'(quoth Forrelt) almoft chang’d my minde : 
But oh the Dinell, there the Villaine Gopt : 
When Dighton thus told on, we {mothered 
The moft replenifhed {weet worke of Nature, 
That from the prime Creation ere fhe framed, 
Hence both afe.gone.with Confcience and Remorfe, 
They could norfpeake, and fo I left them both, 
Tobeare this tydings to the bloody King. 


Exter Richard. 


Andheere he comes: All health my Soueraigne Lord. 

Ric. Kinde Tirrel, am I happy inthy Newes, 

Tir, Ifto haue done the ching yu gaue in charge, 
Beget your happineffe, be happy then, 

For itis done. 

Rich. Bur did’ftthou fee them dead. 

Tir, [did my Lord. 

Rich, Andburied gentle Tirrell, 

Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where (to fay the truth) I donot know. 

Rich, Come to me Tirre/ foone,and after Supper, 
When thou fhalt tell che proceffe of their death, 
Meane time,but thinke how I may dothe good, 

And be inhericor of thy defire. 
Farewell till chen. 

Tir, Lhumbly take my leaue. 

Rich, The Sonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe, 
His daughter meanly haue I matcht in marriage, 

The Sonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrabams bofome, 
And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night, 
Now for I know the Britaise Richnsond aymes 

At yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
Toher go I,aiolly thriuing wooer, 


ry 


Enter Ratcliffe. 


Rat, My Lord, = 

Rich. Good or bad newes;that thou com’ftin fo 
bluntly 2 

Rat.Bad news my Lord, (Mourtor is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welfhmen 
sin thefield,and {till his power encreafeth, 

Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere, 
Then Buckingham and his rath leuied Strength. 
Come, I haue learn’d, that fearfull commentin g 
Isleaden feruitor to dull delay. 

Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac’d Beggery: 
Then fietie expedition be my wing, 

Toues Mercury,and Herald for a King: 

20 mufter men : My counfaileis my Sheeld, 
Wemuft be breefe, when Traitors braue the Field. 


"Exeunt, 


Scena T ertia. 


ce ET 


by tr, SS 


Enter old Queene Margaret. 


Mar. Sonow profperity beginstomellow,-. 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 
Heere in thefe'Confines flily have I lurkt, 

To watch the waining of mine enemies. - 

A dire indu@tion,am I witneffe to, 

And will to France,hoping the confequence. 
Will proue as bitter,blacke, and Tragicall, 
Withdraw thee wretched atargaret, who comesheere > , 


rr 


Enter Datcheffe and Queene. 


Qu, Ah my poore Princes! ah my tender Babes #, ° 
My vnblowed Flowres, new appearing fweets:, 
If yet your gentle foules flye inthe Ayre, — 

And be not fixt in doome perpetuall, 
Houer about me with your ayery wings, 
And heare your mothers Lamentation. ore 

Mar. Houer ebouther, fay that right for right 
Hath dim’d your Infant morne,to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miferies haue craz’d my voyce, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Mar, Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward, payesadying debt. | 

fu. Wilt thou,O God, flye from {uch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the intrailesofthe Wolfe? - 
When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 

Afar. When holy Harry dyed,and my {weet Sonne. 

Dut.Dead life,blind fight, poore mortall living ghoft, 
Woes Scene, Worlds fhame,Graues due, by life viurpt, 
Breefe abftract and record of tedious dayes, * 

Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 
Vnlawfully made drunke with innocent blood. 

Qu. Ah that thou would’ft affoone affoord a Graue,,. 
As thou canft yeeld a melancholly feate: 
Then would] hide my bones,not reft them heerey 
Ah who hath any canfe to mourne but wee ? 

(Mar. If ancient forrow be moft reucrent, 
Give mine the benefit of figneurie, 

And let my greefes frowne on the vpper hand 
If forrow can admit Society. 

Thad an Edward,tilla Richard kill'd him: 

I had a Husband, tilla Richard kill’d him: 
Thou had’ft an Edward, tilla Richard kill’d him : 
Thou had’ft a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 

‘Dat. Thad a Richard too,and thou did’ kill bisa; 
Thad a Ratland too, thou hop’ft to kill him., 

Mar. Thouhad’fta Clarence too, 

And Richard kill'd him. 

From forth the kennell of chy wombe hath crepe 
A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death: 
That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood : 
That foule defacerofGods handyworke: 
That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping foules : 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth, 

Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues: 
O vpright,iuft,and true-difpofing God, 

How do I thanke thee,that chis carnall Curre 


: = . Prayes 
nner a? 


=f 













































































































































































































































































196 
Prayes on the iffue of bis Mothers body, 
1 And makes her Pue-fellow with ochers mone. 

Dut, Oh Harries wife, teiumph not in my woes : 
God witneffe with me, I haue wept for thine. = 
Mary, Beare with me: 1am hungry for reuenge; 
And now I cloy me with beholding ic. 
| Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edward, 

The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward:, 
Yong Yorke,he is but boote, becaufe’borh they 
| Matchenot the high perfection of myJoffe. 
| Thy Clarence hé is dead, that ftab’d my Edward, 
And the beholdets of this frantickeplay, 
Thadulterate Hafings Risers ,Vanghas,Gray, 
Vntimely fmother’d in their dusky Graves. 
Richard yet lites, Hels blacke Intelli Boars 
4 Onely referu’d their Factor, to buy foules, 
And fend them thither : But at hand,at hand 
1 Infues his pittious and vnpictied end. | 
} Earth gapes,Hell burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray, 
} To haue him fodainly conuey’d from hence : ; 
| Cancell his bond of life, deere God I pray, 
| That I may live and fay, The Dogge is dead. 
{ 2%. Othou did't prophefie,rhe time would come; : 
_ | That [fhould with for thee to helpe me curfe 
4 That bottel’d Spider,that foule bunch-back’d Toad. 
; Mar, \call’d thee then,vaive flourifbh of my fortune: 
4 Icall’d thee then,poore Shadow,painted Queen, 
‘| The prefentation of but what I was; 
{ The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant; 
| One heau’da high, to be hurl’d downe below: 
A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes ; 
| Adreame of what thou waft, 9 garifh Flagge 
{ To be the ayme of euery dangerous Shot; 
| A Gigneof Dignity, a Breath,a Bubble; 
4 A Queene in ieaft, onely to fill the Scene, 
| Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers? 
_ | Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft thou Toy ? 
| Who fues,and kneeles,and fayes,God fauethe Queene ? 
| Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee? 
| Where be the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
4 Decline all this,and fee what now thou art. 
|For happy Wife,a moft diftrefled Widdow : 
For ioyfull Mother, one that wailes the name: 
/) For one being {ued too,one that humbly fues: . 
| For Queene, a very Caycifte, crown’d with care; 
For fhe that feorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me; 
{For fhe being feared of all,now fearing one: 
{For fhe commanding all, obey’d of none. 
Thus hath the courfe of Iuftice whirl’d about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time, 
Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waft. 
4 To torture thee the more,being what thou art, 
Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doft thou net 
Viurpe the iuft proportion of my Sorrow? 
Now thy proud Necke,beares halfe my burthen’d yoke, 
From which,cuen heere I {lip my wearied head, 
And leaue the burthen of it all,on thee. 
Farwell Yorkes wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 
Thefe Englith woes, fhall make me {mile in France. 
2a, O thou well skill’din Curfes,ftay a-while, 
Andteach me howtocurfe mine enemies. _ . 

Dtar. Forbeare to fleepe the night, and faft the day : 
Compare dead happineffe, with liuing woe: 

Thinke thae thy Babes were {weeter then they were, 
And hethat flew them fowler then he is: 
Bett’ring thy loffe, makes the bad caufer worfe, 








The Lifeand Death of Rithard the Third. 


| Where’ fhould be branded, if that right were right? 


‘| That euer grac’d me with thy company ? 


| | —— 






Reuoluing this, will teachthee howto Curfe,), 
ot, My wordsare dull, O quicken'them 
Mar. Thy woes willmakethem tharpe, 

And piercelike nine.” Exit Mayen, 
Dut. Whyfhould calamity be full of words Re ' 
Qa. Windy Attirnies to their Clients Wroeaiils« 

Ayery fuceeeders ofinteftineioyesy so a.,2 

Poore breathing Orators of mifeties, \ i005)... 

Let them haue {cope, though what they will im ai 

Helpe nothing els, yet dothey eafethe hart, sei 
Det. Ifforhen, benot Tongue-ty'digo withm 

And in the breath of bitter words,lec’s {mother 

My damned Son,that thy two {weet Sonnes fraother'd ' 

The Trumpet founds; be copious inexclaimes, 














Enter King Richard ,and his Traine, 
Rich. Who intercepts mein my Expedition? 
Dat. O the, that might haveintercepted thee. 
By ftrangling thee in her aceurfed wombe, 
From all the {laughters(Wretch)that thou hat done, 
, Q#. Hid’ft thou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne 


The laughter of the Prince that ow’d that Crowne 
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes,and Brothers, 
Tell me thou Villaine-flaue,whereare my Children? 
Dut. Thou Toad, thou Toade, 
Where is thy Brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet his Sonne ? 
Lu. Whereis the gentle Rimers,anghan, Gray 3 
Dut. Where is kinde Haftings? ' 
Rich. A flourith Trumpets, ftrike Alarum Drumme 
Let not the Heauens heare the(e Tell-tale women 
Raile on the Lords Anointed, Strike Hay, 
Flourifh. eAlarums, 
Either be patient,and intreat me fayre, 
Or with the clamorous report of Warre, 
Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 
Det. Art thou my Sonne? 
Rich, 1,1 thanke Gad,my Father,and your felfe, 
Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience, 
Rich, Madam, haue a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 
Dut. O lec me fpeake. 
Rich, Dothen,but Ile not heare, 
Dut: Iwill bemilde, and gentle in my words. 
Rich. And breefe (good Mother)far J amin haft 
Dut. Art thou fo hafty? I haue ftaid for thee 
(God knowes)in torment and in agony. 
Rich, And came] not at laft to comfort you? 
Dat. Noby the holy Rood,thou know’ftit well, 
Thou cam’ft on earth, to make the earth my Hell. 
A greeuous burthen was thy Birth tome, 
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancie. 
Thy School-daies frightfull,de(p’rate,wilde,and fri 
Thy prime of Manhood, daring,bold,and venturous: 
Thy Ageconfirm’d, proud, fubtle,{lyeand bloody, 
More milde, but yet more harmfull ; Kinde in hatred ; 
What comfortable houre canft thou name, 


Rich, Faith none,but Hunsfrey Hower, 
That call'd your Grace 
To Breakefaft once, forth of my company: 
If be fo difgracious in your eye, poset 
Letme march on,andnot offend you Madan» 
Strike vp the Drumme, 


Dat, I prytheeheare me {peake. Rich 
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Rich, You fpeake roo bitterly. 
Dat. Hearemeaword: = 
For I thal] neuer fpeake ta thee againe, 
Rich $0. ' ; 
Dut. Eicher thou wilt dyesby Godsiuft ordinance 
Ere from this warre thou turne aConqueror: 
Or I with greefe and extreame Age fhall perifh, 
And neuer more behold thy faceagaine. » 
Therefore take with thee my moft greetous Curfe, 
Which in the day of Batrelltyre thee more 
Then all the compleat Armour that chou wear ft. 
My Prayers on the aduerfe party fight, . ; 
And there the little foules of Edwards Children, 
Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemies, 
And promife them Succefle and Victory: 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end =: 
Shame ferues thy life, and doth chy death attend, Exit. 
Qu.Though fat more caufe,yet much leffe {pirit to curfe 
Abides in. me, I fay Amen toher.: 
Rich, Stay Madam,I muft talke a word with you, 
Qu, I haueno more fonnes of the Royall Blood 
Forthee to flaughrer. For my Daughters( Richard) 
They fhall be praying Nunnes,not weeping Queenes: 
And therefore leuell not to hit their lives. 
Rich, You haue a daughter call’d Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and Faire, Royall and Gracious? 
Qu, Andmuft fhe dye for this? O let her liue,' 
And Ile corrupt her Manners, ftaine her Beauty, 
Slander my Selfe,as falfe to Edwards bed :. 
Throw ouer her the vaile of Infamy, 
So fhe may liue vnfcarr'd of bleeding flaughter, 
Iwill confeffe fhe was not Edwards daughter. 
Rich. Wrong not her Byrth, fhe is a Royall Princeffe, 
Qu. To faue her life, le fay fhe is not fo. ( 
Rich, Her life is fafeft onely in her byrth. 
Qu. And onely in that fafety,dyed her Brothers. 
Rich, Loe at their Birth,good ftarres were oppofite. 
Qu, Nojto their liues,ill friends were contrary; 
Rich! All vnauoyded is the doome of Deftiny.:: 
Qx. True: when auoyded grace makes Dettiny.. 
|My Babes were deftin'd toa fairer death, 
If grace had bleft chee with a fairer life. 
Rich, You {peake as if that J had {laine my Cofins? 
Qu. Cofins indeed, and by their Vnckle couzend, 
{OfComfort,Kingdome,Kindred,Freedome, Life, 
Whofe hand feeuer lanch’d their tender hearts, 
Thy head (all indire@tly) gaue direétion. 
No doubt the murd’rous Knife wasdull and blunt, 
{Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart, 
Toreuell in the Intrailes of my Lambes. 
, {Bur that fill vfe of greefe, makes wilde greefe tame, 
My tongue fhould to thy eares not name my Boyes, 
{Tillthat my. Nayles were anchor’din thine eyes : 
{And Tin fucha defp’rate Bay of death, 
|Likea poore Barke, of failes and tackling reft, 
[Ruth all to peeces on thy Rocky bofome. 
Rich, Madam,fo thrive I in my enterprize 
And dangerous fucceffe of bloody warres, 
| As lintend more good toyou.and yours, 
1 Then ever youand yours by me were harm’d. 


M4. What good is couet'd with the face of heauen, 


Tobe difcouered,that can dome good. 
Rich, Th’aduancemenvof your children,gentle Lady 
%. Vp tofome Scaffold,there to lofe their heads. 
. Rech. Vato the dignity and height ofFortune, 


The high Impetiall Fype of this earths glory. 
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Qu. Flatter my forrow with report of it: 
Tell me, what State,what Dignity, what Honor, 

Canft thou demifeto any childe of mine. > - 
Rich, Euen all I haue; Iyand my felfe and all, 

Will I withall indow a childe of thine: 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 


| Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs, 
_ Which thou fuppofeft I haue done tothee, |. 


2x. Be breefe,leaft thatthe proceffe of thy kindsedle 


| Lat longer telling then thy kindneffe date. 


Rich. Then know, 

That from my Soule, I louethy Daughter, 
Qu, My daughters Mother thinkes it with her foule, 
Rich. What do you thinke? . 

Qu. Thatthou doft lone my daughter from thy foule 
So from thy Soules louedidft thou loue her Brothers, 
And from my hearts loue, I do thanke chee for it. 

Rich, Be not fo hafty to confound my meanings - 

I meane that with my Soule I loue thy daughter, 

And do intend to make her Queene of England, 

Qu Wellthen,who dofty meane fhallbe her King. 

Rich, Euen he that makesher Queene: 

Who elfe fhould bee? 

Ly: What,thou ? 

Rich. Euen fo: How thinke you ofit?» 

Qu, How cantt thou woo her? 

Rich, That I would learne of you, 

As one being beft acquainted with her humour. 

Qx, And wilt thoulearne of me? 

Rich, Madam,with all my heart. 

#. Send toher by the man that flew her Brothers, ° 

A paire of bleeding hearts: thereon ingraue 

Edward and Yorke, then haply will fhe weepe : 


| Therefore prefent to her,as fometime AZargaret 
| Didto thy Father, feeptia Rutlands blood, 


Ahand-kercheefe, which fay to her did dreyne 
The purple fappe from her fweet Brothers body, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall:' 
If this inducement moue her not to loue, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 
Tell her,chou mad’ftaway her Wnckle Clarence, 
Her Wnckle Riwers, 1 (and for her fake) 
Mad’ft quicke conueyance with her good Aunt Anne, 
Risb, Youmocke me Madam, this not the way. 
To win your daughter, 
2. There isno other way, 5 
Voleffe thou could’ft put on fome other fhape, \ . 


| And notbe Richard, that hath done all this. 


Kic, Say that I did all this for loue ofher. > ae 

Qu, Naythen indeed fhecannor choofe but hate thee. 
Hauing bought loue, with fucha bloody fpoyle. 

Rich. Lookewhat is done, cannet be now amended : 


| Men fhall deale ynaduifedly fometimes, 


Which after-houres giues leyfure to repent. ’ 


| IfI didtakéthe Kingdome from your Sonnes, © 


Tomakeamends, Ile giue it to your daughter: 
If haue-kill’d theiffue of your wombe, | 
To quicken your encreafe, I will beget 

Mine yflue of your blood, vpon your Daughter: 
A-Grandams nameis little leffe in loue, 

Then is the doting Title ofa Mother ; 

They are as Children butone fteppe below, 
Euen of your mettall,of your very blood :: 


- Of all one paine, faue for'a night of groanes:. 


Endur’dof her, for whom you bid like forrow- 
Your Children were yexation to your youth,:-: 









































































































































































































































798 ‘The Lifean 
But mine fhall be a comfort to your Age, 
The loffe you haue, is buta Sonne being King, 
And by that loffe,your Daughter is made Queene. 

I cannot miake you what amends I would, 

Therefore accept fuch kindneffe as I can. 

Dor{et your Sonne, that with a fearfull foule 
Leads difcontented fteppes in Forraine foyle, 

This faire Alliance, quickly fhall call home 
To high Promotions,and great Dignity. 

The King that calles your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Familiarly thal! call thy Dor/et,Brother : 

Againe fhall you be MothertoaKing: . 

And all the Ruines of diftreffefull Times, 

Repayr'd with double Riches of Content, 

What? we have many goodly dayes to fee : 

Theliquid drops of Teares that you haue thed, 
| Shall come againe, transform’d to Orient Pearle, 
Aduantaging their Loue,with intereft 
 Often-times double gaine of happineffe, 

Go then (my Mother) to thy Daughter go, 

Make bold her bafhfull yeares, with your experience, 
| Prepare her eares to heare a Woers Tale. 

Put in her tender heart, th’afpiring Flame 
OfGolden Soueraignty : Acquaiat the Princeffe 

With the {weet filent houres of Marriage ioyes: 

And when this Arme of mine hath chattifed 
The petty Rebell,dull-brain’d Buckingham, 
| Bound with Triumphant Garlands will I come, 

And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed : 
To whom L will retaile my Conqueft wonne, 

And the fhalbe fole Victorefle,Ce/ars Cafar. 
| Qu, What were I beft to fay, ber Fathers Brother 
Would be her Lord ? Or fhall I fay her Vokle ? 

Or he chat flew her Brothers,and her Vakles? 

Vader what Title fhall I woo for thee, 

That God,the Law,my Honor,and her Loue, 
| Can make feeme pleafing to her tender yeares? 

Rich, \nferre faire Englands peace by this Alliance. 
Qu Which bhe fhall purchafe with fil lafting warre. 
Rich. Tellher,the King thar may command, intreats. 
Qu, That at her hands, which the kings King forbids, 
| Rich, Say the floali be a High and Mighty Queene. 
| 4&9. Fovailethe Title,as her Mothex doth. 

} Rich. Say Uwillloue her everlaftingly. 

Qa. But how long fhall that title euer laft? 

Rich. Sweetly in force,vnto her faire liues end. 

Qu, But how long fairely thall her {weet life laft ? 
Rich. As long as Heauenand Nature lengthens it. 
{| Qs. As long as Hell and Richardlikes of it. 

1... Rich. Say her Squeraigne,am her Subiect low. 

| Qs, But the your Subied,lothes fuch Soueraignty. 
| Rich, Beeloquent in my behalfeto her. 

Qx. Anhoneft tale {fpeeds belt, being plainly told. 

Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my louing tale. 

Qa, Plaine and not honeft,istoo harfh a ftyle, 

Rich, Your Reafons are too fhallow,and to quicke. 

Lu, Ono, my Reafons are too deepe and dead, 
Too deepe and dead (poore Infants )in their greues,: 
te on it (till fhall I,till heart-ftrings breake. 


Rich, Harpe noton that ftring Madam, that is paft. 
ow by my George,my Garter,and my Crowne. 
Qu. Prophan’d, difhonor'd,and the third vfurpr. 
Rich. 1 {weate qh 

2x. By nothing, for this isno Oath : : 
| Thy George prophan’d, hath loft his Lordly Honor; 
Thy Garter blemifh’d, pawn‘d his Knightly Vertue ;. . 


\ 
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 Sweare then by fomething, that thou haft no 


| Of hoftile Armes ; My felfe, my felfe confound: 

















Thy Crowne vfurp’d, difgrac’d his Kinoly Gin. 
If thunething thou would’ft (weare to side 

Rich, Then by my Selfe, ~ reg 
Qu. Thy Selfe,is felfe-mifvs'd, 

. Rich, Now bythe Worlds 

2. *Tis full ofthy foule wrongs. 

Rich, My Fathers death, 

Qu, Thylifehath it difhonor'd, 

Rich. Why then,by Heauen. 

#, Heanens wrong is moft ofall: 

If thou didd ft feare to breake an Oath with hj 
The vnity the King my husband made, 
Thou had’ft not broken, nor my Brothers died, 
If thou had’@ fear'd to breake an oath by him, 
Th'Imperiall mettall, circling now thy head, 
Had grac‘d the tender temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had bene breathing heere 
Which now two tender Bed-fellowes for duft, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes, 
What can’ft thou fweareby now, 

Rich, Thetimeto come. . 

Qu, That thou haft wronged in the time ore-paft; 
For I my felfe haue many teares to wath 
Hereafter time, for time paft,wrong’d by thee, 
The Children line, whofe Fathers thou haft laughter4, 
Vingouern’d youth, to waile it with theirage:, 
The Parents live, whofe Children thowhaft butcher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age, 
Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mitvs’d ere vs’, by times ill-ws'd repaft, 

Rich. As 1 entend to profper,and repent: 
So thriue I in my dangerous Affayres 


m, 


Heauen, and Fortune barre me happy houres: © 
Day,yeeld me not thy light; nor Night, thy ref, 
Be oppofite all Planets of good lucke . 
Tomy proceeding, if with deere hearts loue, 
Immaculate deuorion,holy thoughts, ' 
I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter. 
In her, confifts my Happineffe,and thine ; 
Without her, followes to my felfe, and thee 

Her felfe, the Land,and many a Chriftian foule, 

Death, Defolation,Ruine,and Decay : 

Tt cannot be auo yded, but by this: 

Tt will not be anoyded, but by this, 

Therefore deare Mother (I muft call you fo) 

Be the Atturney of my loue toher: 

Pleade what I willbe, not what I haue beene; 

Not my deferts, but what I will deferue: 

Vrge the Neceffity and ftate of simes, 

And benot peeuifh found, in great Defignes: 
Qu, Shall I be tempted of he Diucl chus? 
Rich. 1.ifthe Diuell tempt you to do good. 
£#, Shall 1 forget my felfe,to be my {elfe. tf 
Rich, 1,if your felfes remembrance wrong yours 
2x. Yer thou didft kit my Children. 
Rich, Butin your daughtcrs wombe Tbury them. 

Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed 

Selues of themfelues, to your recomfortures 
Qu. Shalil go win my daughter to thy will? - 
Rich. And beahappy Mother by thedeed, 
Qu. Lgo,write tome very fhortly, Exit Qy 

And you fhal vnderftand from me her mind. ‘ : r 
Rich. Beare her my trueloues kiffesand fo farewt™ 

Relenting Foole,and fhallow-changing West: ral 
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w now, What newes ? 














Ho 
Enter Ratcliffe. 


Rat. Moft mightie Soueraigne,on the Wefterne Ooat 
Ridetha puiffanc Nauie: toourShores: | 
Throng many doubrfall hollow-hearted friends, 
ynatm’dand vorefolu’d to beat them backe. 
risthought,that Richmond istheir Admirall: 
And there they -bull,expecting but the aide 
Of Buckingham ,to welcome them afhore. 
“Rich.Some light-foot friend poft to ¥ Duke of Norfolk: 
Ratcliffe thy felfe, or Catesby;where is hee ? 
(at. Here,my good Lord. : 
Rich. Catesby, flye to the Duke. 
cat. 1 will, my Lord,with all conuenient hafte. 
Rich. Caresby come hither,pofte to Salisbury: 
When thou com'ft thither; Dull vnmindfull Villaine, 
Why ftay’ft thou here,and go’ft not to the Duke ? 
Cas Firft,mighty Liege,tell me your Highneffe pleafure, 
What from your Grace I fhall deliuerto him. 
Rich. Otrue,good (utesby,bid him leuie ftraight 

|The greateft (trength and power that he can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. 
Cat, I goe. Exit. 
Rat, What,-may it pleafe you, *fhall [doe at Salis- 
bury ? 
Bich Why, what would’ft thou dde'there, befgre I 

oe? . 
i Rat. Your Highneffe told mei fhould pofte before, 
Rich. My minde is chang’d: ; 


Ester Lord Stanley, 


Stanley, what newes with you ? 
Sta.None,good my Liege,to pleafe you with ¥ hearing, 
Nornone fo bad, but well may be reported. 
Rich, Hoyday,a Riddle,neither good nor bad: 
What need’ft thou runne fo many miles about, 
When thou mayeft tell thy Tale the neereft way ? 
Once more,what newes ? 
Stan, Richmond is onthe Seas, 
_ Rich, There let him finkeyand be the Seas on him, 
White-liuer’d Runnagate,what doth he there ? 
Stan, 1 know not,mightie Soucraigne,but by gueffe, 
Rich. Well,as you gueffe. 
_ Stan. Stirr’d vp by Dorfet,Buckinghans,and Morton, 
He makes for England,here toclayme the Crowne. 
Rich, Is the Chayre emptie? is the Sword vnfway’d? 
Isthe King dead? the Empire vnpoffeft? 
What Heire of Yorke is there aliue,but wee ? 
‘And who is Englands King,but great Yorkes Heire? 
Then tell me,what makes he vpon the Seas ? 
Stan, Voleffe for that,my Liege,I cannot gueffe, 
Rich, Voleffe for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot gueffe wherefore the Welchman comes, 
Thou wile reuolt,and Aye to him, | feare. 
Stan. No,my good Lord,therefore miftruft me not. 
Rich. Where is thy Power then,to beat him back ¢ 
Where be thy Tenants,and thy followers ? 
Arethey not now vpon the Wefterne Shore, 
Safe-condudting the Rebels from their Shippes? — 
_ Stan. No, my. good Lord, my friends are in the 
North. 
Rich, Cold friends to me: what do they in the North, 
When they fhoutd fertecheir Soueraigne in the Welt? 
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That is the beft newes : thatthe Earle of Richmond 


Is 
Presale i AS na a Ror 






Stan. They haue not been'commanded,mighty King: | 

Pleafeth your Maieftie to gitemeleaue, 

Hlemufter vp my friends,and meet your Grace, 

Where,and what time your Maieftie fhall pleafe. 
Rich. I,thou would’ft be gone,to ioyne with Richmond: 

But [le not truft thee. Y 

Stan. Moft mightie Soueraigne, 

You haue no canfe to hold my friendfhip doubefull, 

{ neuer was,nor neuer will be falfe. 

Rich. Goethen,and mufter men: but leaue behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart be firme, 
Or elfe his Heads affurance is but fraile. 

Stan. So deale with him,as I proue true to you. 

Exit Stanley. 








Enter a Meffenger. 


Meff. My gracious Soueraighe,now in Deuonhhire, 
As I by friends am well aduertifed, 

Sir Edward (ourtney,and the haughtie Prelate, 

Bifhop of Exeter,his elder Brother, 

With many moe Confederates, are in Armes, 








Enter another CMeffenger. 


Meff. In Kent,my Liege,the Gnilfords are in Armes, 
And euery houre more Competitors 
Flocke to the Rebels,and their power growes ftrong, 





Enter another -Meffenger, 








Meff. My Lord,the Armie of great Buckingham. 

Rich, Out on ye,Owles,nothing but Songs of Death 
: He ftriketh him. 

There,take thou that,till chou bring better newes, 

Meff. The newes I haue to tell your Maieftie; 

Is, that by fudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 

Buckinghams Armie is difpers’d and {cacter'd, 

And he himfelfe wandred away alone, 

Noman knowes whither, _ 

Rich. cry thee mercie: 

There is my Purfe,to cure that Blow of thine, 

Hath any well-aduifed friend proclaym’d 

Reward to him that brings the Traytor in ? 

Mef. Such Proclamation hath been made,my Lord, 


I 


Exter another Meffenger. 


Meff. Sir Thomas Louell,and Lord Marqueffe Dorfet, 

Tis faid my Liege,in Yorkefhire are in Armes : 

Butthis good comfort bring I to your Highneffe, 

The Brittaine Nauie is difpers’d by Tempeft. 

Richmond in Dorfetthire fent out a Boat 

Voto the fhore,to aske thofé onthe Banks, 

If they were his Affiftants, yea,orno? 

Who anfwer'd him,they came from Buckingham, 

Vpon his partie: he miftrufting them, 

Hoys’d fayle,and made his courfe againe for Brittaine, 
Rich, March.on,march on,fince we are vp in Armes, 

If not to fight with forraine Enemies, . 

Yet to beat downe thefe Rebels here at home. 





Enter Catesby. 
Cat, My Liege,the Duke of Buckinghamis taken, . 
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Is with a mighty. power Landed at Milford, 

Is colder Newes, but yetthey muftbe told, 
| Rich. Away towards Salsbury,while we reafon here, 
A Royall batreil might be wonne and loft: iV 
| Some one take order Buckingham be brought 





SOIR 


Scena Ohearta:" 








rey 


43% Cater, Derby sand Sir Chriftopher. 


Der, Sit Chriftopher,tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ftye of the moft deadly Bore, 
My Sonne George Stanley is frankt vp in hold: 
If Lreuole, off goes yong Georges head, 
The feare of that,holds off my prefent ayde. 
| So get thee gone: commend me to thy Lord. 
Withall fay, thar the Queene hath heartily confented 
He fhould efpoufe Elizabeth hit daughter. 
But tell me,where is Princely Richmond now ? 

Chri. At Penbroke,or at Hertford Weft in Wales, 
- Dere What men of Name refort to him. 

Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldiezs 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sit William Stanley, ; 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Six Lames Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, witha valiant Crew, 
And many other ofgreatname and worth: » 
And towards London do they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Der. Wellhyetheeto thy Lord: Ikiffe his hand, 
My Letter will refolue him of my minde. 
Farewell, sis yd % 








Exeunt 





Aétus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


een eee —_—_—_—— 


Ester Buckingham with Balberds led 


to Execution. / 


Buc, Will not King Richard let me {peake with him? 

Sher, No my good Lord,therefore be patient. 

Buc, Haftings, and Edwards children,Gray & Riners, 
Holy King Heury, and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vaughaa, and all that have mifcarried ; 

By vnder-hand corrupted foule iniuftice, 

Ifthat your moody difcontensted foules, 

‘Do through the clowds behold this prefent houre , 

 Euen for revenge mocke my deftrudtion. 

This is All-foules.day (Fellow)is it not? 
Sher. Itis. ‘ 
Buc:Why then Al-foules day,is my bodies deomfday 

This is the day,which in King Edwards time 

I wifh’d might fall on me,when I was found 

Falfe to his Children,and his Wiues Allies,. 

This is che day,wherein I witht to fall 

By the falfe Faith of himwhom moft I trufted. 

This, this All-foules day to my fearful Soule, 

Is the derermin’d refpit of my wrongs : », 

Thathigh All-feer,which I dallied with, 
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| Toturne their owne points in their Mafter 
| _ | Thus Adargarets-curfe falles heauy on ny necke : 
To Salsbury, the reft march on withme. ) Florifh.Exeunt - : 

: | Remember, AZargaret wasa,Propheteffes, ,.. 


-) Wrong hath but wrong,and blame the die ofldaae 





_ My Lord of Surrey, why looke youfo fad? 


| Befides,the Kings nameis.a Tower of ftrengt™) 
- Which they vpon the aduerfe Faétion want. 
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Hath turn’d my fained Prayer onmy head, > 
And giuen in earneft,what Ibego’dinieQ; 9 
Thusdoth he force the {wards of wicked men 


$ bofomes, 
When he (quoth fhe)fhall fplit thy heart Withfortoy, ; 
TOW, 


uit 


Come leade. me. Officers tothe blocke of fhame,, 


i 


, Exeunt Buckingham with Officers 
ees a" 0 





ain | 


Scena Secunda: wi 






of \ i VeVi t'} 
_ Enter Richmond, Oxford,Blant, Herbert, and A 
‘others ,with drum and colours, Last 


; Richm Fellowes in Armes,and my mof louing Frend; 
Bruis’d vnderneath the yoake of Tyranny,} a 
Thus fatre into the bowels of the Land, ahh, 
Haue we marcht on without impediment; 
And heere receiue we from our Father Stanley 
Lines of faire comfort and encouragements, ” 
The wretched, bloody,and vfurping Boare, 
(That fpoyl’'d your Summer Fields, and fruitful Vines)’ 
Swilles your warm blood like wath, & makes his trough 
In your embowel’d bofomes : This foule Swine 
Is now'even in the Centry of this Ile, +)» 
Ne'reto the Towne of Leicefter,as we learne; | 
From Tamworth thither,is but one dayes march, 
In Gods name cheerely on, couragious Friends, . 
To reape the Harueft of perpetuall peace 
By this one bloody tryallof fhiatpe Warte, 

Oxf. Every mans Confcience is a thowland men, 
To fight againft this guilty Homicide. 

Her, doube not but his Friends will tume to vs: 

Blunt.He hath no friends, but what are friends for fea, 
Whichin his deereft necde will flye frombim 

Richm. All for our vantage,then in Gods name march, 
True Hope is fwift, and flyes with Swalloweswings, | 
Kings ic makes Gods,and meaner creatures Kings, 

Exeunt Owness 


Enter King Richard in eArmes,with Norfolke, Ratelfe, 
andthe Earle of S: HIT eye 


Rich. Hete pitch our Tent,cuen here in Bofworth fl 


Sar, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes, 
Rich. My Lord. of Norfolke. i 
Nor, Heere moft gracious Liege. 

Rich, Norfolke,we mult haue knockes : 

Ha, muft we not ? ; 4 
Nor. We muft both give and take my louing Lott 
Rich. Vp with my Tent,heere wil I lyeto nighty 

But where to morrow ? Well,all’s one for that. . 

Who hath defcried the number of the Traitors? 
Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their vemoft powe® 
Rich. Why our Battalia trebbles that account 


Vp with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlemen, 
Let vs furuey the vantage of the ground. 
Call for fome men of found direétion 
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Let’s lackeno Difcipline, make no delay, 
For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. Exennt 
Eater Richmond, Sir William Brandon ,O x- 
ford, and Dorfet. 
Richm. The Bats Sune, hath madea Golden fer, 
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Carre, 
Giues token of a goodly day tomorrow, 
Sir Wiliam Brandon, you {hall beare my Standard : 
Giue me fome Inke and Paper in my Tent: 
Iiedraw the Forme and Modell of our Battaile, 
Limit each Leader to his feuerall Charge, 
And part in iuft proportion our fmall Power. 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir William Brandors, 
And your Sir Walter Herbert tay with me : 
{The Earle of Pembroke keepes his Regiment ; 
Good Captaine Blunt, beare my goodnight to him, 
And by the fecond houre in the Morning, 
Defire the Earle to fee mein my Tent: 
Yet one thing more (good Captaine) do forme: 
{Whereis Lord Stauley quarter’d, do you know? 
Blunt. Volefle I haue miftane his Colours much, 
(Which well I am affur’d I haue not done) 
His Regiment lies halfe a Mile at leaft 
South, from the mighty Power of the King. 
Richm. If without perill it be poffible, 
Sweet Blunt make {ome good meanes to {peak with him 
And giue him from me, this moft needfull Note. 
Blunt, Vpon my life, my Lord, lle vndertake it, 
And fo God giue you quiet reft to night. 
Richm. Good night good Captaine Blunt : 
Come Gentlemen, 
Let ys confule vpon to morrowes Bufineffe ; 
Intomy Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold. 
They withdraw into the Tent. 


Enter Richard, Ratcliffe, Norfolke & (atesby. 


Rich, What is’ a Clocke ? 
Cat. It’s Supper time my Lord, it’s nine a clocke, 
Kmg. J willnot fup to mghe, 

Giuemefome Inkeand Paper: 

What, is my Beauer eafier chen it was? 

And all my Armour laidinto my Tent ? 
Cat. Itis my Liege: and all things are in readineffe. 
Rich. Good Norfolke,hye thee to thy charge, 

Vie carefull Watch, choofe trufty Centinels, 
Nor. 1go my Lord. 

Rich, Scit withthe Larke to morrow, gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. Exit 
Rich. Ratcliffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 
Rich, Send out a Purfuiuane at Armes 
To Stanieys Regiment : bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing, leaft his Sonne Geerge fall 
Into the blinde Caue of eternall night.” 
Fill me a Bowle of Wine: Giue me a Watch, 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to motrow: 
Look that my Staues be found,& not too heauy.Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord, 
Rich Saw’ ft the melancholly Lord Northumberland? 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himfelfe, 
Much about Cockfhut time, from Troope to Troope 
ent through the Army, chearing vp the Souldiers. 
King. So, Yam fatisfied : GiuemeaBowle of Wine, 
Thaue not that Alacrity of Spirie, ; 
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Nor cheere of Minde that I was wont to haue. | 
Set it downe. Is Inke and Paper teady ? 

Rat. Itis my Lord. 

Rich, Bid my Guard watch, Leaueme, 
Ratcliffe, about the mid of night come comy Tent 
Andhelpetoarmeme. Leauemel fay. Exit Ratclif. 


Enter Derby to Rechmond in his Tent. 


Der, Fortune,and ViGtory fironthy Helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can aftoord, 
Be to thy Perfon, Noble Father in Law. 

Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother ? 

Der, Iby Attourney, bleffe thee frorathy Mother, 
Who prayes continually for Richmonds good: 
Somuch forthat. The filent houres fteale on, 

And flakie darkeneffe breakes within the Eaft. 
In breefe, for fo the feafon bids vs be, 


| Prepare thy Battell early in the Morning, 


And put thy Fortune to th’Arbitrement 
Of bloody Rroakes,and mortall ftaring Warre: 
I,as I may, that which would, Icannot, 
Wich beft 2duancage'will deceive therime, 
Andayde thee in this doubrfull fhocke of Armes, 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Leaft being feene, thy Brother, tender George 
Be executed in his Fathers fight, 
Farewell: che leyfure, and the fearfull time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vowes of Loue, 
And ample enterchange of fweet Difcourfe, 
Which fo long fundred Friends fhould dwell vpon: 
God gite vs leyfure forthefe rites of Loue, 
Once more Adieu, be valiant,and {peed well. 

Riehm. Good Lords conduct him to his Regiment: 
Ile {triue with troubled noife, to take a Nap, 
Left leaden fiumber peize me downe to morrow, 
When I fhould mount with wings of Vigtory : 
Once more, goodnight kinde Lords and Gentlemen. 

' Exennt. Manet Richmond, 
O thou, whofe CaptaineI account my felfe, 
Looke on my Forces with a gracious eye : 
Pat in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath, 
That they may crofh downe with a heauy fall, 
Th'vfurping Helmets of our Aduerfaries ; 
Makevs thy minifters of Chafticement, 
That we may praife thee in chy victory : 
To thee Ido commend my watchfull foule, 
Ere] let fall the windowes of mineeves : 
Sleeping,and waking, h defend me fill. 
Enter the Ghoft of Prince Edward, Sonue to 
Henry the fixt. 

Gh.to Ri. Let me fic heavy on thy foule tomorrow : . 
Thinke how thou ftab’ft mein my prime of youth 
At Teukesbury ; Difpaire therefore,and dye. 

Ghoft to Richm. Be chearefull Richmond, 


Sleeps. 


-Forthe wronged Soules 


Of butcher’d Princes, fight in thy behalfe : 
King Henries iffue Richmond.camforts thee« 
Enter the Ghoft of Henry the fixe. 

Ghoft. When I was mortall, my Annointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes ; 

Thinke onthe Tower, and me: Difpaire,and dye, 
Harry the fixt, bids thee difpaire,and dye. 

ToRichm. Vertuousand holy be thou Conqueror ; 
Harry that prophefied thou fhould’ft be King, 
Doth comfort theein fleepe : Liue,and flourifh, 

t Enter 
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~~ Enter the Ghoff of Clarence. 
Ghoff. Let me fit heavy in thy foule to morrow. 
I thac was wafh’d to death with Fulfome Wine: 
Poore (Jareace by thy guile betray’d to death: 
To marrow in the barrell thinke on me, 
And fail chy edgctelle Sword, difpaire and dye. 















The wronged heyres of Yorke do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy battell, Liue and Flourifh, 
Enter tive Ghefts of Riners,Gray,and V aughan. 
Ria Lec me fit heavy in thy foule to morrow, 
Rivers ,that dy’de at Pomfret : difpaire,and dye. 
Grey. Thinke vpon Grey, and let thy foule difpaire. 
Vaugh. Thinke vpon Vesghan.and with guilty feare 
Let fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye. 
\ Alto Richm. Awake, 
And thinke our wrongs in Richards Bofome, 
Will conquer him. Awake,and win the day. 
Enter the Ghoft of Lord Haftings. 
Gho. Bloody and guilty: guiltily awake, 
And ina bloody Battell end thy dayes. 
Thiake on Lord Haftings: difpaire,and dye. 
Haft. to Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, 
Awake, awake : 
Arme, fight,and conquer, for faire Engiands fake. 
Enter t he Ghosts of the two yong Princes. 
Ghofts. Dreame on thy Coufins 
Smothered in the Tower : 
Let vs be laid within chy bofome Richard, 
And weigh thee downe to ruine,fhame,and death, 
Thy Nephewes foule bids thee difpaire and dye. 
Ghofts to Richms.-Sleepe Richmond, 
Sleepe in Peace,and wake in Ioy, 
{| Good Angels guard thee fromthe Boares annoy, 
Liue, and beget ahappyraceofKings, —- 
Edwards vahappy Sonnes, do bid thee flourifh. 
Enter the Ghost of sAune bus Wife. 
Gheft to Rich. Richard, thy Wife, 
1 That wretched Azne thy Wife, 
That neuer flept a quiet houre with thee, 
Now filles thy fleepe with percarbations, 


' 1 To morrow in the Bariaile, thinke enme, 


And fall thy edgsieffe Sword, difpaire and dye, 
Ghoft to Richa. Thou qrict foule, 
Sleepe thou a quiet fleepe: 
Dreame of Succeffe, and Happy Vidtory, 
Thy Aduerfaries Wife doth pray torthee, 
Exter the Ghost of Buckingham, 
Ghoff to Rich. The firft was I- 
That help’d chee to the Crowne : 
The laft was I that fel: thy Tyranny. 
O, in the Batraile think os Buckingham, 
And dyein terror of thy gniitineffe. 
Dreameon, dreame oa, of bloody deeds and death, 
-Fainting difpaire ; difpairing yeeld thy breath. 
Ghoft to Rich, 1 dyed for hope 
Ere I could lendihee Aydes 
Buc cheere thyhneartyand be thou not difmayde: 
God,and good Angels fight on Richniionds fide, 
And Rieéard fall in heighs ofall his pride. 
- Richard farts ont of his dreame. 


| Haue mercy lef. Soft, hdid bucdreame. 

O coward: Gonfcience! how doft thou afflidt me? 
The Lights buimeblew. Ivisnotdead midnight. 

j Cold fearefaiidrops and onmy trembling ficth. 
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To Richm. Thou off-ipring of the houfe of Lancafter 


Rich. Giue me another Horfe; bind vp my Wounds: 









ee nee 





ete! 


What? do I feare my Selfe ? There’s none elfeby > 
Richard \oues Richard, that is,.l am I, ae 
Isthere a Murtherer heere? No; Yes, lam: _ 
Then flye; What from my Selfe ? Great reafon : whys 
Left 1 Reuerige. What? my Selfe vpon my Selfes 
Alacke, Iloue my Selfe. Wherefore ? For any good 
That I my Selfe, haue done vnto my Selfe? 9° 
Ono. Alas, I rather hate my Selfe, 

For hatefuli Deeds committed by my Selfe. 
Tama Villaine: yet I Lye, lam not, 
Foole, of thy Selfe {peake well : Foole, donot fatter 
My Confcience hath a thoufand feuerall Tongues 
And euery Tongue bringsina feuerail Tale, ’ 
And euerie Tale condemneg me for a Villaine ; 
Periurie, in the high’{t Degree, 

Marther, flerne murther, in the dyr’ft degree, 

All {enerall finnes, all vs d in each degree, 
Throngall to’th’Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 
I fhail difpaire, there isne Creature loues mes 
And ifI die, no foule fhall pittie me. 

Nay, wherefore fhould they ? Since that I my Self, / 
Finde in my Selfe, no pittie to my Selfe. 
Me thoughe, the Soules of all that I had murther’d 
Cameto my Tent, and euery one did threat 

To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard, 





Enter Ratcliffe. 


Rat, My Lord. 
King. Who’sthere? 
Rat, Rateliffe my Lord, tis I : the early Village Cock 
Hath twice done falutation to the Morne, 
Your Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour, 
King. O Ratcliffe,1 feare,} feare, 
Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows, 
King. By the Apoftle Paw/,fhadowes tomght 
Haue ftroke more terror to the foule of Richard, 
Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by thallow Richmond. 
"Tis notyetneere day. Come go with me, 
Voder our Tents Ile play the Eafe-dropper, 
To heare ifany meaneto fhrinke fromme.  *’ 
Exeunt Richard & Rai, 










Enter the Lords to Richmond firting| 
3 in bis Tent. es 


Ricbm. Good morrow Richmond, 
kich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemet, | 
That you haue cane atardic (luggard heer? 
Lords, How haue you flept my Lord? 
Rich, The {weereti fleepe, 
And faireft boading Dreames, 
That euer entred ina drewfie head, 
Haue I fince your departure had my Lords. , 
Me thought their Soules, whofe bodies Rich.mnurther'd, 
Came to my Tent,and cried on Victory : 
I promife you my Heart is very iecond, 
In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame, 
How farre into che Morning isit Lords? 
- Lor. Vponthe ftroke of foure. + efit 
Rich. Why then ’tis time to Arme,and gine diretsiol 
His Oration tobes Souldsers., 
More then! haue faid, louing Countrymen, 
The leyfure and inforcement ofthe time 
Forbidsto dwell vpon: yet remember this, 







God 
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God, and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 
The Prayers of holy Saints and eile foules, 
Like high rear’d Bulwarkes, and betore our Faces, 
Ricbard except) thofe whom wefight againft, 
fad rather haue vs win, then him they follow. 
For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 
abloudy Tyrant, and a Homicide: 
Qnerais din blood, and one in blood eftablifh’d ; 
One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 
And flaughter’d thofe chae were the meanes to help him; 
Abafe foule Stone, made precious by the foyle 
OfEnglands Chaire, where he is faliely fers 
One that hath euer beene Gods Enemy. | 
Then if you fight againft Gods Enemy, 
God will in iuftice ward you as his Soldiers. 
ifyoudo fweare to puta Tyrant downe, 
You ficepe in peace, the Tyrant being flaine : 
fyou do fight again{t your Countries Fors, 
Your Countries Fat fhall pay your paines the hyre. 
Ifyou do fight in fafegard of your wiues, 
{Your wiues fhall welcome home the Conquerors. 
Ifyou do free your Children from the Sword, 
Your Childrens Children quits itin your Age. 
Then in thename of God and all chefe rights, 
Aduance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
Forme, the ranfome of my bold attempt, 
Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth’s cold face. 
Burif I thrive, the gaine of my attempt, 
The leat of you (hall fhare his part thereof. 
Sound Drummes and Trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 
God,and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory. 


Enter King Richard, Ratcliffe and Catesby. 


K.What faid Northumberlandias touching Richmond? 
Rat. That he was neuer trained vp in Armes. 
King, We faid the truth; and what faid Surrey then? 
Rat, He {mil’d and (aid, the becter for our purpofe. 
King, He was in the right, and fo indeed itis. 
Tellthe clocke there. (locke firskes. 
Giue me a Kalender; Who faw the Sunne to day? 
Rat. N tI my Lord, 
King. Then he difdaines to fhine: for by the Booke 
He fhould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre ago, 
Ablacke day willit be to fomebody, Ratcliffe. 
Rat. My Lord. 
King. The Sun will not be feene to day, 
The sky doth frowne, and lowre vpon our Army. 
Iwould thefe dewy teares were from the ground. 
Not fhine to day ? Why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ? For the felfe-fame Heauen 
That frownes on me, lookes fadly ypon him. 


Enter Norfolke. 


Nor, Arme,arme,my Lord: the foe vaunts in the field, 
King, Come,buftle, buftle. Caparifon my horfe, 
Call vp Lord Stan/ey, bid hira bring his power, 
Iwillleade forth my Soldiers co the plaine, 
And thus my Battell fhal be ordred. 
My Foreward fhall be drawne in length, 
Confifting equally of Horfe and Foot: 
Our Archers fhall be placed inthe mid’ft ; 
Tohn Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 
Shall haue the leading of the Foot and Horfe. 
They thus dizegted, we will fllow 
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| In the maine Battell, whofe puiffance on either fide 
Shall be wellewinged with our cheefeft Horfe : 
| This, and Saint George to boote. 
What think’t thou Norfolke, 
Nor, A good direction warlike Soueraigne, 
| Thisfound Ion my Tent this Morning. 
Tockey of Norfolke, be not fa bold, 
For Dickon thy maiffer ta = and fold. 
King. A thing devifed by the Enemy. 
| Go Gentlemen, euery man to his Charge, 
| Let not our babling Dreames affright our foules: 
\ For Confcience is a word that Cowards vie, 
| Deuis’d at firtt to keepe the firong in awe, 
| Our {trong armes be our Confcience, Swords our Law. 
: March on, ioyne brauely, let vs coo’t pell mell, 
If not to heauen, then handin hand to Hell: 
What thall I fay more then T haue inferr'd? 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
{ A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals,and Run-awayes, 
‘ Afcum of Brittaines,and bafe Lackey Pezants, 
Whom their o’re-cloyed Country vomits forth 
| To defperate Aduentures,and aflur'd Deftruction. 
| You fleeping fafe,they bring youto vnreft: 
You hauing Lands, and bleft with beaureous wives, 
| They would reftraine the one, diftaine the other, 
And who doth leade them, but a paltry Fellow ? 
Long kept in Britaine at our Mothers coft, 
A Milke-fop, one that never in his life 
Felc fo much cold, as ouer fhoces in Snow: 
Let’s whip thefe ftraglers o’re the Seas againe, 
Lath hence thefe ouer-weening Rag ges of France, 
Thefe famith’d Beggers, weary of their lives, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of meanes (poore Rats )had hang’d themtelues, 
I fwe be conquered, Jet men conquer vs, 
And not thefe baftard Britaines, whom our Fathers 
Haue in their owne Land beaten, bobb’d,and chump’d, 
And on Record, left them the heires of fhame. 
Shall chefe enioy our Lands? lye with our Wiues ? 
Rauifh our daughters? Drum afarre off 
Hearke, I hearetheir Drumme, ; 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers draw your Arrowes to the head, 
Spurre your proud Horfes hard,and ride in blood, 
Amaze the welkio with vour broken flaues, 
Enter a Meffenger. 
What fayes Lord Stan/ey, willhe bring his power? 
Mef. My Lord,he doth deny to come. 
Kung. Off with his fonne Georges head. 
Nor. My Lord,the Enemy is paft the Marfh : 
After the battaile, let George Seauley dye. 
| Kixg. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom, 
Aduance our Standards, fet vponour Foes, 
Our Ancient word of Courage, faire S.George 
Infpire vs with che {pleene of fiery Dragons: 
Vponthem, Viorie fits on our helpes. 


Alarum,excurfions. Enter Catesby. 


Cat. Refcue my Lord of Norfolke, 
Refcue, Refcue: 
The King enaéts more wonders then.a man, 
Daring an oppofite to cuery danger : 
His horfe is flaine, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death 3 
Refcue faire Lord ,orelfe the day isloft. 

Alarums. t2 
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Enter Richard. 
Rich. AHorfe, a Horfe, my Kingdome fora Horfe. 
Cates. Withdraw my Lord, Ile helpe youto a Horfe 
| Rich, Slaue, thane fet my life vpona caft, 
‘And I will ftandche hazard ofthe Dye: 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 
Fiuehaue I flaine to day,in feadofhims >. 
A Horle,a Horfe, my Kingdome fora Horfe. 










Alatum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Richard 
ts flaive. 


| Retreat,and Flourifo.. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 
= Crowne, with diuers other Lords, 


Richm. God,and your Armes 
Be prais’d Victorious Friends ; 
| The day is ours, the bloudy Degge is dead. 

Der. Couragious Richmond, 
Well haft chouacquit thee; Loe, 
Heere thefe long vfurped Royalties, 
Fronithe dead Temples of this blondy Wretch, 
Haue I pluck’d off, to grace thy Browes withall. 
Weare itjand make much ofit. « 
| Rickm. Great-God of Heauen, fay Amen to all. 

Butcell me,is yong George Stanley living ? 

“| Der. Heismy Lord, and fafe in Leicefter Towne, 
| Whither (if you pleafe) we may withdraw vs. * 
Richm. What men of name are flaine on either fide? 
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Der, Tokn Duke. of Norfolke, Walter Lord Rac 
Sir Robert Brokenbury, and Sis Wilkiam ore Ferris 

Richm. [nterre their Bodies, as become thei Ai 
Proclaime a pardon tothe Soldiers fled, it Binh, 
That in fubmifsion will returneto WS, 
And then as. we hauetanethe Sacrament, 
Wewill vnite the White Rofe,and the Red, 
Smile Heauen ypon this faire ConiunGtion 
Thaz long hane frown’d vpon their Enmity ; 
What Traitor heares me, and fayes not Amen? 
England hath long beene mad, and fcarr’d her felfe., 
The Brother blindely fhed the Brothers blood. : 
The Father, rathly flaughtered his owne Sonne: 
The Sonne compell’d, beene Butcher io the Siing 
All this divided Yorke and Lancafter, ‘ 
Diuided, in their dire Dinifion., 
O now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true Succeeders of each Royall Houfe,’ 
By Gods faire ordinance, conioyne together : 
And let thy Heires (Godif thy will be fo) . 
Enrich the time to come, with Smooth-fac’d Peace 
With {miling Plenty, and faire Profperous dayes, 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce thefe bloudy dayes againe, 
And make poore England weepe in Streames of Blood: 
Let them not hue to cafte this Lands increafe, 
That would with Treafon, wound this faire Lands peace, 
Now Ciuill wounds are ftopp’d, Peace lings agen; 
That fhe may long line heere, God fay, Amen, Exemp 
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Comtno nore to make you langh, Things now, a Willbe deceyn'd.. Fer gentle Hearers, ‘brow * 


Tuat beare aWeizhty.awd a Ser tous Br ow; 
Sad ,highand working, fall of State andwoe: 

Such Noble Scanes, as draw the Eyeto flow 

Wenow prefewts Thofe that can Pitty beere 

May (if they thinke it well) let falla Teare, 

The Subiect will defer we it. Such as gine 

Their Money ont of bope they may belecie, 

May heere finde Truth too. Thofe that come to fee 

Ouely a fhow or two, and [04 gree, 

The Play may paffe : If they beftill,and willing 

Ne undertake may fee away their hilling 

Richly in two fhort bowres, Onely they 

That come to hearea Merry, Bawdy Play, 

Anoyle of Targets : Or to fee'a Felow 

Inalong Motcey Coate, garded with Yellow, 


en epee 


? 


Enter the Duke of Ni infolke a atone doore. At the other, 
the Duke of Buckingham, and the oid} 
: A burganthny. 


Buckingham. 
Ood morrow,anid well met. Howhaue a done 
Since laft we faw in France ? 
Norf. Ithanke your Grace: 


Healthfull, and ever Cinch fretit Admirer 
Of what Ifaw recd: 


Buck, An vntimely Aud . 
Staid me a Prifoner in my C Waiuben,vihdtie maa 
Thofe Sunnes of Glory, thofeewo Lights sa, 
Metin the vale of Andren. 

Nor. *Tawixe Guynes and Arde, ay 
Twas then prelent, fawthem faluteon Faglalbanloe xc 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they: cling» 
In their Enipraceini én tyas they grew bag etek 
Which had they; 
What foure Throii’d ones could have weigh'd 
Such a compounded one? 

Buck, Allthe whole time 
Iwas my Chambers Prifoners >>" 


eA élus Piionk. 


< 
a 


=. 
| 
= 
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| 
i 


aA | TheNoble Spiritsto Armes; ~ did performe - 


To rankeour chofen Truth with [ach a foo > 
As Foole, and Fight is, befide forfevting::. 2... ; 
Oar owne Braines, and the Opimonthatse, bri Hg ob oF | 
To make that onely true, wemowintend, > «; 
Will leane us nener an onder taniding Friend,:: 
Therefore, for Goodacffe fake ind as s0iPare emo Be 
Tue Firft and Happiest Hearers of the T: owne, a | 
Be fad, as.we would make: Heo. oe hinkey eye fie. 

Tae very Perfons of our, Noble Story... -- ae 
As they were Lining : Ehiwke youfee thew Great, . i 
And follow'd withthe general sharon gsAWa free me 4 
Of thoufand Friends : Then, in aimoments fee. is 5)! 
How foone this Mig htinelfe, mietts-Mr dst a 10 927¢' 
And if you can be merey thei, Fle fay, 808 18° 
A Man may es we his wet oe 


Scena Prima, pert 


Nor. Then you loA Ga 
The viewof earthly glery:: ame mighs fay: is q¥ 
Till chis time Pompe was fingle; burnow matried (> 
To one aboucicfelfe.. Eachifollowing days |! 
Became the next dayes matter; till the laft.: 
Made formertWonders, it’s.2 Today the French, 
All Clinquanratbhia Gold slike Heathen Gods 
Shone downe the Enghithi yan to morrow; they 
Made Britaine, {ndia : Euery:man that Roods: nf 
Shew'dlikea Mine, Their Dwarfith Pages were. 
As Cherubins,al hgilr :'the Madams too, 
Not vs"dto toyle, “did-almoft fweat to beare 
The Pride vpon them, that their very labour! 
Was to them,asa Painting. Now this Maske 
Wascry" ‘deincompareable's sand th’enfuing night 
Made ita Foole,and Begger. The two Kings 
Equal in lufire, werenow beft; now wort, 
As prefence did prefent them : Himineyey: 
Still him in praife, and being prefent both,, 
"Twas faid they faw but oneand no Difcerner 4 91 T} 
Durft wagge his Tongue in cenfure, when thefe Sunnes; 
(For fo they phrafe’em) by their Heralds challeng’d> 
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Beyond thoughts Compaffe, that former fabulous Storie | 
Being now feene, poflible cnough, got ctedit: 
That Bews wasbeleew’d. 2 













Bac, Ohyou gofarre.. row ese 
Nor. Asi belong to worlhipsand affect 
In Honor, Honefty;the tract of ewry thing, “= 
Would by a good Difcourfer loofe fome life, 
Which A tions {elfe;wastonguc too, 
| Bucs AllwaSRoyall,e “36 


To the difpofing ofit nought rébell’d, 


fake yp thieRayeso’th’beneficiall Sun;.> 


cy 
not 


ia fete that put’s him to thefe ends: 


PY Wea 


efour. Icannortell ~*~ ie ape 
What Heauen hath given him: let fome Grauer eye 
Pierce into that, but I can fee his Pride 
Peepe through each part of him ; whenceha’shethat, 
Tnot from Hell ? The Divell is a Niggard, 

‘Or ha’s giuen all before, andhe begins _ 
‘A new Hell in himfelfe. 
» Buc. Why the Diuell, fol way 4 
Vpon this Frengh going out) cooke he vpon him 
(Without thepriuity:o’th'King) Vappoint |: 

{Who fhould attend on him? Hemakes vp the File 
‘Of all the Gentrys for the moftpart fuch 
'To whomas pteata Charge, ds little Hottor >: 

‘He meant to lay vpon : and his,owne Letter «: 

‘The Honourable Boord of Gouncell, out) 9: 
‘Matt fetch himin, hePaperssiond | 

' Aburs Téoknow on Cron. : 

‘Kinfmen of mine,threesr tlie leaft, that haue 

‘By rhis,{o ficken’d their Eftatesythat never © 

They thallabound as'formerly. ogy 


| Buc. Omheiyizids wo .gaugie’ ¢esaied: 07 22 
‘Haue brokexheir backes with laying Mannors on’em 
{For this great'‘lourney: “Whardid this vanity: : 
‘But minifter communication of o% 8 2 
iA moft pooreiffues of] 
| Nor, Greeuingly Ithinke; °° 1g t 
‘The Peacébetweene the French and ys, not-valewes 
| The Coft that did conclude it. °° a 
| Buco Buery man, © 
| After the hideous ftorme that 


rik 


ollow’dywas Fst 
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S , ~ The fodaine breach on’r, . ” 

























A thing Infpir’d, and not confulting broke 
Into.a generall Prophefie; That this Tempe 
“Dafhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded’ 


* 


Nor. Whichis budded out, - KO: 
For France hath flaw’d the League,and Hathattach'g 
Our Merchants goods at Burdeux, 
_ MAbnr. Is ittherefore} 
“‘Th’Ambaffador is filenc'd?: - 
Nor, Marry is’t. 
Abur. A proper Title of a Peace,and purchas'g} 
Aca fuperfluous rate. eth 
Buc. Why all this Bufineffe 
Our Reuerend Cardinal! carried. 
Nor, Like it your Grace, 
The Stare takes notice ofthe private difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I aduifeyou 
(And take it from a heart, that wifhes towards you 
Honor, and plenteous fafety) that you reade 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency _ 
Together 3 To confider further, that 
What his high Hatred would effect, wantsnor 
A Minifter in his Power. Youknow his Nature, 
That he’s Reuengefull; and 1 know, his Sword 
Hath a fharpeedge : It’s long, and’t may be faide 
It reaches farre, and where “twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it. Bofome vp my counfell, 
You'l finde it wholeforae. Loc,where comes that Rock 
That I aduice your fhansing. 


Enter Cardinal Welfey, the Psrfz borne before bim, certain 
of the Guard, and two Secretaries with Papers: The 
Cardinall in his paffage, fixerb bis eye on Buck- 
ham,aud Buckingham ow bim, 
both full of difdaine. 


Car. The Duke of Backingbams Surueyor? Ha? 
Where’s his Examination? 

Secr. Heere fo pleafe you. 

Car. Ishe in perfon,ready ? 

Secr. J, pleafe vour Grace, 

_ Car. Well,we fhall chen knowumore,& Buckingham | 

Shall leffen this bigge looke. 
~ ys 3 Excestnt Cardinail,and bis Traits | 
Buc. This Butchers Gurre is venom’d-mouth’d, andl 
Haue not the power tomuzzie him, therefore beft 
Net wake himin his flumber. A Beggersbooke, 
Onot-worths a Nobles blood.” 

Nor. Whatare you chaff'd? y 
Aske God for Temp’rance, that’s th’appliance ontly 
Which your difeafe requires. / VAS a 

Bucs J read in’s looks ine 
Matter againft me, and his eye reuil’d 
Meas his abie& obiect, atthisinftant: © °° 
He bores me with fome tricke; He's gone ro’th’King 
Ile follow }and out-ftare him. : 

Nor. Stay my Lord, ne 
And let your Reafon with your Choller queftion. 
Whart’tis yougs about :to climbe fteepehilles 
Requires flow pace at firtt. Anger is like’ 

A full hot Hotfe, who being allow'd his way" 
Selfe-mettle tyres him: Not amanin England : 
Can aduifeme like you: Beto your felfe; 

As you would to your Friend. ° 

Bac. Iletothe King, 

And from a mouth of Honor, quite cry 
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This /p/wich fellowes infolences or proclaime, 
There’s difference in no perfons. 
Norf. Be aduif'ds 
geat not 4 Furnace for your foe fo hat 
That it do findge your felfe. We may out-runne 
py violent fwittnefle that ‘which we run ats 
Andlofe by ouer-running: know you nots 
The fire that mounts the liquorcil’crun ore, -) » 
jn feeming toaugmencit, waltsic: be aduif'd; 
[fay againe thereis no Englifh Soule 
More ftronger to.diredt you chen your fel fe ;. 
ifwith the fap of reafon you would quench, 
Orbut allay thefire of pafitons 
Buck. Sir. 1 : 
[am thankfull to you,and Ile goe along 
By your prefcription : but chis top-proud fellow, 
Whom from the fow.of gail I name not, but 
From fincere motions, by Intelligence, 
And proofes ascleere.as Founts in Judy, when 
Weeleeeact graine of grauell;, [doe know 
Tobe corrupt and treafenous, 
Norf. Say not treafonous. 
Buck, Toth’King Ile fay’t,8¢ makemy vouch as ftrong 
Asfhore of Rocke: attend, This holy Foxe, 
Or Wolfe, or both (for heis equall rau’nous 
Asheisfubtile, and as prone to mifchiefe, 
Asable toperform’t) his minde, and place 
Infecting one another, yea reciprocally, 
Only to fhew his pompe, as well in France, 
As here at home, fuggefts the King our Mafter 
To this lat coflly Treaty: Th’enterview, 
That fwallowed fo ntuch treafure,and like a glaffe 
\Did breakeith’wrenching. 
Norf. Faith and fo it did, 
Buck, Pray giue me favour Sir: This cunning Cardinal 
The Articles o'ch’ Combination drew 
Ashimfelfe pleas’d;and they were ratified 
Ashe cride thus let be, to as much end, 
AsgiueaCrutth to th’dead. But our Count-Cardinall 
Has done this,and tis well: for worthy Holey 
(Who cannoterre) he did it. Now this.followes, 
(Which as Ptakeit, isa kinde of Puppie 
Toth’old dam Treafon) Charles the Emperour, 
Vander pretence to {ee the Queene his Aunt, 
(For twas indced his colour, but he came 
Towhifper Wolfey) here makes vifitation, 
His feares were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him {ome preiudice; for from this League, 
Peep’d harmes that menac’d him. Priuily 
Deales with our Cardinal, andas I troa 
Which I doe well; for I am fure the Emperour 
Paid ere he promis’d, whereby his Suit was granted 
Ere it wasask’d. “But wher the way wasmade - 
And pau’d with gold : the Emperor thus defir'd, 
| That. he would pleaferto alterthe Kings courfe, 
And breake théforefaid peace,’ Let the King know | 
| (As foone he (hall by me) that thus the Cardinall 
Does buy and fell his tonour.as he pleafes, 
| And for histowneaduantage, 
Norf. Lamforry 
‘To hearethisof him; » and:could wifh he were: - 
Somthing miftakeén in’e. 
Back,” Nojnota fillable: 
I doe pronounce himinthavvery fhape 
He fhall appeareinproofe. 


the Eight. 


Enter Brandon ,a Sergeant at Armes before hitn,,and te 
two or theee of the Guard, \,. ... sate 
Brandon. Your Office Sergeant: executeit, » 0a | | 
Sergeant. Sir, a Hegre 
My Lord the Duke of Backingham,and Earle: 
Of Hertford, Stafford and, Northampton, 1b _ 
Arreft thee of High Treafon, in thename _; 
Of our moft Soneraigne King, ; 
Buck, Loyou my Lord, AS 
The net has falne vpon me, I fhall perifh |. 
Vader deuice, and practifes ee 
Bran, Lam forry, “ 
To fee youtane from liberty,tolookeon _ . 
The bufines prefent. Tishis Highnes pleafure . 
You fhalito th’ Tower. see he 
Buck, It willhelpe me nothing : 
Toplead mine Innocence; for that dyessonme)} | 
Which makes my whic’ ft part,black. The will of Heau’n} — 
Be done in this and all things: I obey. Pr S| 
O my Lord Absrgany : Fare you well. ita @ at 
Bran. Nay, he mutt beare you company. TheKing ‘| ° 
"Is pleas’d you fhallto th’Tower, till youknow. __ me 
How he determines further. , 
Absr. As the Duke faid, ie ont 
The will of Heauen be done, and the Kings pleafure. __-| ; 
By me obey’d. pat ee 


tii 


Bran. Here isa warrant from i 
The King,t’actach Lord AZonmtacute, and the Bodies . 
Of the Dukes Confeffor, John dela Car, 
One Gilbert Pecke his Councellour, 

Buck, So, fo; 
Thefe are the limbs 


4 ner 
nid 
welt 
TEN 


o’th’ Plot: no more Lbope. 


Bra. A Monkeo’th’ Chartrenx. 
Buck; O Michaell Hopkins? 

Bra, He. - Sahara 
Buck. My Surueyor is falcez The ore-great Cardinal 


Hath fhew’d him gold; my lifeis fpand already: 
J am the fhadow of poore Buckingham, oi ; 
Whofe Figure even this infant Clowd puts.on, y 

By Darkning ty cleere Sunae.My Lords farewell. Exes | 


Scena.Secunda.,»...... 
Cornets. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals ‘hotile 
der, the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lonel: the Cardinal - 
places himfelfe under the Kings feete on... 
bit VERE PMl« 9) 0: 526 ornact + 


King, My life it felfe, and che beft heart of it, — 
Thankes you for this great care: J ftoodi’th” leuell ~ 
Of 4 full-charg’d eonfederacie, and giuethankes. 
Toyouthat Roald it. Let be cald before ys" ¥ 
That Gentleman of Backinghams, in Scie ee 
Ile heare him his confeflions iuftifie, © 
And point by point the Treafons of his Maifter, 

He fhallagainerelate.  _ ‘ 


A noyfe within crying rooms for the Oucene, ufher'd by the. 

Duke of Norfolke. Enter the Queene, Norfolke and’ 

Snffolkesfhe kneels. .King-rifeth from bis State, 
takes her vp, kiffes and placeth 

2 Seer 
Queen, Nay, we muft longer kneele;I am a Suitor. 
King. Arife,and take placeby vs; halfe your Suit 
Neuer name to,vs; you have halfe our power: es 
: — Se ee The 


Ween eae 
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he othér moity ere you askeis'giuen, Card, And forme, isk Gt 
epeat your will,andtakeit, °° ~< °° I haueno further gone inthis, then by © 92°) ¥ 

Queen, Thanke your Maicity A fingie voice,and that not paft me,bur ! shes > 
hat you would loue your felfe,andin that loue By learned approbation of the ltidges: Ifliai!. 
ot vnconfidéred leaue your Honour,nor ~ | Traduc’d byignorant' Tongues;which neither kn | 
“he dignity of your Office; isthe poynt My faculties nor perfon,yet'will be fe a hg: 
my Petitions 5 2% 0 <A >| The Chronicles of my doing : ‘Let me fay) 
| Kin. Lady mine proceeds ‘| ?Tis but the fateof Place,and the rough Brake: ¥ 
_ Queen, Lam folicited not by afew, That Vertue muft goe through: wemuftnor Bin Bit 
And thofe of true Condition; That your Sabiects: Our neceflary ations, inthefeare © is 35, pak 
re in great griewance: Theré have beené Commiffions’ | To cope malicious Cenfurets, whichever, 
Sent downe among ’em, which hath flaw’d the heart ‘Asrau'nous Fifhes doe a Veffell follow - 
, That is new trim’d ; but benefit no further 


Of all their Layaltiess wherein, although 
My good Lodtd Cardinal, they vent reproche || Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beft 
By ficke Interpreters (once weake ones) is i 


Moft bitterly on you,as putreron ors 
Ofthefeexactions: yet the Kingjour Maifter * ““(aot_| Not ours,or not allow’d; what'worftas oft © 
Whole Hotior Héaueh fhield from foile;euet he efcapes | | Hitting a groffer quality, is cridevp >” 
co ee prune hg which breakes ’ |) For our beft A@: ifwe fhall itand fill, 
‘In feare our motion will be mock’d,or carp’d ato 


he fides of loyalty,and almoft appeares 
pte | We fhould take roote here, where we fir; 


In lowd Rebellion. 
Norf. Notalinoft appeares, Or fit State- Statues onely. 
f Kin. Things done well, 


t doch appeate; for, vpon thefe Taxations, 
And wirh a caré, exempt themfelues from feare; 


he Clothiers all not able to maintaine 

he many to them longing, haue put off Things done.withoutexample,in their iffue 

he Spitters, Carders, Fullers, Weauers,who Are to be fear'd. Haue you a Prefident 
Ofthis Commiffion? I beleeue,not any, 


Vnfit for other life,compeld by hunger 
nd lack of other meanes, in defperate manner We muft not rend our Subieés from our Lawes, 
And fticke them in our Will. Sixt part of each? 


aririg th’enent too th’ceeth, are all in vprore, : 
Atrembling Contribution; why we take 


nd danger ferues among them. 
Kia, Taxation? From euery Tree, lop, barke,and pare o’ch’ Timber: 
herein?and vehat Taxation? My Lord Cardinall, And though we leave ir with a roove thus hackt, 
ou that are blam’d for it alike with vs, The Ayre will drinke the Sap. To euery County 
iaeed Where this is queftion’d, fend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny’de 
The force ofthis Commiffion: pray looketoo's; 
T put it to your care. 
Card, A werd with you, 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire, 
Of the Kings grace and pardon : the greeued Commons 
Hardly conceive of me, Letirbe nois’d, 
That through our Interceffion, this Reuokement 
































rad 





iKnow you of this Taxation? ae 
Card, PleafeyouSir, ““-  * 3 doeX 
[know but of a fingle part in ought ee 
| |}Pereaines to th’Stace; and front bucin chat File * 
Where othersteéll fteps with me. 

Queen, No,my Lord? | 
You know?fd ihore then others? But you frame 
Things that ate knowne alike, which are not-wholfome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft 














Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe exactions And pardon comes: I fhall anon aduife you 
‘(Whereof my Soiteraigne would have note) they are Further inthe proceeding, Exit Secrtts 
Moft peftilentto th’hearing;and to beare ‘em, . 
ten is oe Ae toth'lead ; They fay Enter, Sarueyor. 
ley: até deis’d by ‘you; er'elfe you fuffer Queen. Lam forty, thatthe Duke of Buckingham 
Too hate anexclamattony* Ae ' | Isrun in your difpleafure. 
Kin SURE Es Fi Kin. It grievesmany : | 
The nature of it, in what kindelet’s know, The Gentleman ‘is Learn’d,and a moft rare Speaker, 
Is this Exadtion?. ¢ 4 4. 4: ee To Nature none morebound ; histrayningfuch, 
Queen. f lam much too venttirous : ‘That he may furnifh and inftrué great Teachers, 
} In tempting of your patience; but am boldned And neuer feeke for aydout of himfelfes yet fee, 
Vander your promis’d pardon, The Subiedts griefe When thefe fo Noble benefits fhall proue 
Comes through Commiffions,which compels fromeach | Not well difpos’d, the minde growing once corrupts 
The fixt part of his Subftance,to belevied They turne to vicious formes, ten times more vgly 
Without delay; and the pretence forthis Then euer they were faire. “This man fo compleat, 
4 Is nam’d,your warres vabeaddetchi¢ makes bold mouths, | Who was enrold’mong {t wonders; and when we 
| Tongues {pit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze Almoft with rauith’d liftning,conld not finde 
a Aleasmneg ieee j their curfesnow - | His hoare of {peech;a minute: He, (my Eady) 
| Liue where theit prayers did: and it’s come to paffe, Hath into monftrous habirs put theGraces 
This tfactable obec jence isa Slaue That’énce were his,andis become as blacke, 
1| To each incenfed Will: I would your Highneffe | As if befmear’d in hell.. Sit by Vs,you thal heate 
Would giue it quicke confderation; for (This was his Gentleman in truft) of him 
i| TRere isng pri ier bafeneffe, | Things to trike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
Kin. By m) | SASbE cata io The fore-recited pradtifes, whereof 


ay <5) ; 7 = 
+ hist ToAe Ms tie DARI ORE LOY 2:2 : : ; 
pris is apni our pleafure. ve We cannot feele too little, heare too much. 
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Card. Stand forth, & with bold fpirit relate what you 
Moft like a carefull Subject have colle&ted 
lout ofthe Duke of Backingham, 
Km. Speake freely. : 
Ser. Firft,it was vfuall with him; every day 
Ic would infect his Speech: Thatifthe King 
Should without ifiue dye} hee'lcarryit fo 
To makethe Sceprerihis. Thelewery words 
[ucheard him viter-to his'Sonne inLaw, 
Lord Aburgany,to wham by ethihe menac’d 
Reuenge vpon the Cardinal. 
Card. Pleafe your Highneffe note 
This dangerous conception in chis point, 
Not frended by hiswith to your High perfon; 
His willis mot malignant,and irftrerches 
Beyond yonto your friends, 
Queen» My learit'chLord Cardinal, 
Deliver.all with Charity. 
Kia, Speake on; 3 : 
How grounded hee his Fitle to the Crowne 
Vpon eur faile; co this poyne hatt'thou heard hit, 
Atany time fpeake ought? 
Sur, Fe was brought to this, 
By avaine Prophefie of Nicholas Hentos. 
Kis. What wasthat fenton? 
Sur. Sit, a Chartrenx Fryer, 
His Confeflor, whe ted:bim cuery-minute 
With words ofSoueraignty. 
Kiz. How know’ ft theu this ? 
Sar, Not long before your Higneffe iped to France, 
|The Dukebeing atthe Rofe, within the Parifh 
Saint Lasrence Poultney, did of medemand 
What was the {peech among the Londoners, 
Concerning the French: lourney. °I replide, 
Men feare the French would proue perfidious °. 
To the Kings danger: prefently, the Duke 
Saidtwas the feare indeed, and thathe doubted 
‘Twould proue the verity of certaine words 
Spoke bya holy Monke, that oft,fayes he, 
Hath {ent to me, withing me topermit 
Tobn de.la Car, my Chaplaine,a choyce howre 
Toheare from him a matter of fomemoment: - 
Whom after ynder the Commiffions Seale, 
Hefollemnly had {worne, that wHathe {poke 
My Chaplaine to.no Creature living but 
Tome, fhould vecer, with demure Confidence; 
This paufinely enfu'de; neither the King ,nor's Heyes 
(Tell you the Dake) {hall profper, bid him ftriue 
To the loue o’th’Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall gouerne England, 
Queen, If know you well, 
You were the Dukes Surucy or,and loft your Office 
Onthe complaint o’th’ Tenants;take good heed 
You charge not in your {pleene a Noble pesfon, 
And fpoyle your nobler Soules Ifay,take heed; 
Yes, heartily befeech you. 
Kin, Lethimon: Goe forward. 
Sar, Ou my Soule, Te fpeake but truth, 
Ttold:my Lord the Duke, by th’Diwels illufions 5 
The Monke mightbedeceiu’d, and that ‘twas dangerous 
For this tortiminate-on this fo farre, vntill 
Itfore’d him fome defigne, which being beleeu’d 
It was much like to doe: He anfwer’d ,Tuth, 
| Itcan doemeno damage; adding-further, 
That had the King in his laftSickneffe faild, 
The Cardinals and Sir'Tbomas Louelihieads \ is. see 


Should haue gone off. unl gets 
Kin, Ha? What,forancke? Ahsha, 
There’s mifchiefe in this man; canftthou fay-turther? 
Sur, Tcanmy Liedge. eo. 
Kin. Proceed, 
Sar. Being at Greenwich, 
After your Highneffe had reprou’dthe Duke 000 § 0 
About Sir ¥illiam Blumer. (uant, 
Kin. Lremember of {uch atime, being my fworn fer- 
The Duke retein’d him his, Buton: what hence? 
Sur. If (quoth he) I for this had beene committed, 
Astothe Tower, } thought; I would haue plaid: 


| The Part my Fathermeant toadtvpon 


Th’ V furpes Richard,who being auSalsbary,.c) s 

Made {uit to come in’s prefence; which if granted; 

(As he made femblance of his duty would 5-1); 

Hate puthisknifeinto him, |” fiat 
Kin, A Gyaow Traytor. 
Card. Now Madam,may his Hi 

And thisman cuciof Prifon. . 5. ent 
ucen. Godmendall. : 7 (fay? } 
Kia, Thet’s fomthing more would out of shee; what 
Sur. After the Duke bis Father, with the knife. > 

He ftretch’d him,and with one hand on his dagger,’ |'.7 


ghnesline in freedome,} 


| Another fpread on’s breait, mounting bis.eyes,' 


He did difcharge a horrible Oath,whofe tenor) , 
Was, were he euill vs'd,he would outgoe . ' 
His Father, by as.mvach as a performance 

Do’s an irrefolute purpofe. 

Kin, There’shisperiod, 
To theath his kuife in ws: heis attach’d, 
Callhim to prefenttryall: if Hemay 
Finde mercy in the Law, tis his; if none; 

Let him not feek’tof vs: By day and night 
iee’s Traytorcto th’ heighr. Exennts: 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter L. Chamberlaine and L. Sandys. 

L. Ch, ist poffible the {pels of France fhould inggle 

Men into fuch ftrange myfteries? 
L.San. New euftomes, 

Though they be neuer fo ridiculous, = 
(Nay ler ‘em be vumanly) yet are follow’d. »-, 

L.Ch. As farre as I fee, all the good our Englifh 
Haue got by the late Voyage; is but meerely 
A fit or two o'th’ face, (but they ate fhrewd ones) 
For when they hold “em, you. would {weare direly, ..,) | 
Their very nofes had been Councellours 
To Pepin or Clotharius,chey keepe State fo) «ic 

L. Sat, They haue all new legs, 
And lame ones sone would take ir, 
Thatneuer fee’empace before, the Spaue 
A Spring-halt rain'd among’em. 

L. Ch. Death my Lord, 
Their cloathes are after fuch'a Pagan cuttod't, > . | 
That fure th’haue worneoutCh iftendome:hownow?® 
What newes,Sir Thomas Louell? Mi: 


n 


Enter Sir Thomas Louell; 
Louell, Faith my Lord, Og) 
I heare of none but the new'Proclamation,: 
That's clape Mpa she Court Gate. 
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L. Cham, What is’t for? 

Louw. The reformation of our trauel’d Gallants, 
That fillthe Court with quarrels, talke,and Taylors. 

L.Cham. I’m glad’tis there; 

Now I would pray our Monfieurs 
To thinkean Englifh Courtier may be wile, 
And neuer fee the Lenure. 
Low: They moft either 

For fo tun the Conditions) leaue thofe remnants 
Of Foole and Feather,that they got in France, 
With all cheir honourable points ofignorance 
Pertaining thereunto; as Fights and Fire-workes, 
Abuling better men then they can be 
Out of a forreigne wifedome, renouncing cleane 
] The faith they haue in Tennis and tall Stockings, 
Short bliftzed Breeches, and thofe types of Trauell ; 
And ynderftand againe like honeft men, 
Orpack to their old Playfellowes;there, Ttake it, 
They may Crm Praitlegio, wee away ' 
The lag end of their lewdneffe,and be lau ch’d at. 
“LL. San. Tis time to giue’em Phyficke, their difeafes 
Are growne fo catching. 
| L.Cham Whataloffe our Ladies 
Will haue of thefe trim vanities? 

Lonel, Tmarry, 
There will be woe indeed Lords, the flye whorfons 
Haue got a {peeding tricke to lay downe Ladies. 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha’s no Fellow. 

L. San. The Diuell fiddle em, 
Tam glad they are going, 
For {ure there's no conuerting of’em: now 
An honeft Country Lord as I am, beaten ‘ 
Along time out of play, may bring his plaine fong, 
And haue an houre of hearing,and by’: Lady 
Held currant Muficke too, 

L. Cham, Well said Lord Sands, 
Your Colts tooth is not caft yet? 
_ 'L,San.. No my Lord, 
Nor fhall not while I hauea ftumpe. 

L, Cham. Six Thomas, 
Whither were you a going? 

Low. Tothe Cardinals ; 
Your Lordthip is a gueft too. 

L. Cham, O,'tis true; 
This night he makes a Supper,and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies; there willbe 
| The Beauty of this Kingdome Ile affure you. 
| Low, Thac Churchman 

Beares a bounteous minde.indeed, 

Ahandas fruitfull as che Land that feeds vs, 
| His dewes fall euery where. 
1 ZL. Cham. No doubrchee’s Noble ; 
Mechad ablacke mouth that faid other of him, 

L. Sas. He may my Lord, 
Ha’s wherewithallinhim; 
Sparing would fhew a worfe finne,then ill Do&rine, 
Men of his way, fhould be mof liberall, 
They are fer heere for examples. 

L. Cham. ‘True, they are fo; 

Bic few now piuc fo great ones: 
My Barge flayes ; 
Your Lordfhip {hall along : Come, good Sit Thomas, 
We hall be late elie, which I would not be, 
For I was {poke to, with Sir Henry Guilford 
This night to. be Comptrollerss 
- L.San, 1 am your Losdfhips. 





Exeunt. 
.* ' 
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Scena Quarta, 








Hoboiess A {mall Table under a State for the Carding) 
longer Table for the Guefts, Then Enter Anne Bully e 
and diners other Ladies, Gentlemen,as Guefts : 
at one Deore; at an other Doore enter 
Sir Henry Guilford, 


S. Hen, Guilf. Ladyes, 
A generall welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all; This Night he dedicates 
To faire content,and you: None heere he hopes 
In allthis Noble Beuy, has brought with her 
One care abroad: hee would haue all as merry: 
As firft, good Company, good winte,pood welcome 
Can make good people, : 


Enter L. Chamberlaine L, Sands and Lonel, 
O my Lord, y’are tardy; 
The very thought of this faire Company, 
Clapt wings to me, 

Cham. You are young Sit Harry Guilford, 

San. Sit Thomas Lowell, had the Cardinall 
But halfe my Lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should finde a running Banket,ere they refted, 

I thinke would better pleafe’em: by mylife, 
They are a fweet fociety of faire ones, 

Low, Othat your Lordthip were batnow Confeffor, 
To one or two of thefe. 

San. 1 would I were, 

They thould finde eafie pennance. 
Low. Faith how eafie? 
San. Aseafie as adowne bed would affoordit. 

Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleafe you fit; Sir Hary 
Place you that fide, He take the charge of this: 

His Grace is entring. Nay,you muft not freeze, 
Two women plac’d together,makes cold weather: 
My Lord Sands,you are one will keepe’em waking: 
Pray fic becweene thefe Ladies. 

San. By-my faith, 
And thanke your Lordfhip : by your leaue {weet Lait 
If I chance to calke a litle wilde, forgiue me: 

Thad it fron my Father. 

An. Bul. Was he mad Sir ? 

San, Overy mad, exceeding mad, in loue too; 
But he would bite none, iuft as I doe now, 

He would Kiffe you Twenty with a breath. 
Cham, Wellfaid my Lord: 
So now y’are faisely feaced : Gntlemen, 
The pennance lyes on you; if thele faire Ladies 
Paffe away frowning. 
San. Formy little Cure, 
Let me alone. 


Hoboyes. Enter Cardinall wolfey, andtakes bis State 4 
Card Y’are wel ome my faire Guefts;shacnoble la} 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Friend. This to confirmemy welcomes 
And to youall good kealcth. ; 
Sas. Your Graceis Noble, 
Let me haue fuch a Bowle may hold my thankes 
_And faue me fo much talking. ; 
Card, My Lord Sands, capes j 
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jam beholding to you ; cheere your neighbours : 
Ladies you are not merry 5 Gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is this? : 

San, The red wine fic mutt rife | 
Jn their faire cheekes my Lord, zhen wee fhallhaue’em, 
| Talke vs to filence. 

An. B. You area merry Gamfter 
My Lord Sands, 

San. Yes, if [make my play: 

Heer’s toyour Ladifhip, and pledgeit Madams 
For tisto fuchathing, ~° 
AaB, You cannot fhew oie. 
Drum and Trumpet, Chamber's difchargd. 
- $an. Ltold your Grace, they would talke anon, 

Card. What's that? 

Cham. Looke out there,fome of yee ‘ 

Card. What warlike voyce, i 
Andto whatendisthis? Nay, Ladies, feare not 5 
By all che lawes of Warte y'are priuiledg’d. 


Enter a Sernant. 

(ham. How now,what is’t ? 

Sers. Anobletroupe of Strangers, 3 
For fo they feeme; th’haueleft their Barge and landed, 
And hither make, as great Embaffadors 
From forraigne Princes, 

Card. Good Lord Charnberlaine, é 
Go,giue em welcome;you can fpeake the Feench congue 
And pray receiue ‘em Nobly, and conduc ‘em 
Into our prefence, where this heauen of beaury 
Shall thine at full vpon them. Some atrend him. 

. Allrife, and Tables remow'd. 

You haue now a broken Banket,but wee’l mend it. 
Agood digeftion to youall; and once more 
|I{howre a welcome on yee; welcomeall. 


Hoboyes. Enter King and others as Mdaskers, babited like | 


Shepheards, vfber'd by the Lord Chamberlaine. They 
pale direttly before the Cardinal, and gracefully fa- 
lute him. 
A noble Company ; what are their pleafures? 
Cham. Becaule they fpeak no Englifh,thus they praid 
Totell your Grace: That hauing heard by fame 
\Of this-fo Noble and fo faire affembly, 
|This nightto meet heere they could doe nolefle, 
\(Out of the great refpect they beare to beauty) 
{Butleaue their Flockes,and vnder your faire Condu& 
Craue leaue co view thefe Ladies,and entreat 
Auhoure of Rewels with ’em. 
(ard. Say, Lord Chamberlaine, 
They haue done my poore houfe grace: 
For which I pay’em a thoufand thankes, 
And pray ‘em taketheir pleafures. 
* -Choofe Ladies, King and An Bullen 
King, The faireft hand 1 euer touch’d: O Beauty, 
Till now Pnewer knew'thee: 
allt VuMMuficke; Dance. 
Card. My Lord. © : 
Cham, Y out Gracey 
Card, Pray tell’emthus much fromme: 
There Mould be one among {t’em by his perfon 
More worthy this place then my felfe,co whom - 
(If buckdew him) with my loue aud duty 
I would furrenderits > * 220" 9). Whifper. 
Cham. Twill my Lord. « 
Card, What fay they 2?) 


Cham. Such a one, they all confefle 
There is indeed, which they would haue your Grace 
Find out,and he will cake it, - 

Card. Letme feethen, ‘ : 
By all your good leaues Gentlemens heereilemake 
My royall choyce. ‘ 

Kin, Ye haue found him Cardinall, 

Youhold a faire Aflembly; you doe well'Lord: ~ 
You are a Churchmanyor Ile tell you Catdinall, 
I fhouldindge now vnhappily. Re 

Card. 1am glad 


| Your Grace is growne fo pleafant. 


Kin. My Lord Chamberlaine, 
Prethee come hither, what faire Ladie’s that ? ’ 

Cham, Au’ pleafe your Grace, ey 
Sir Thomas Bullens Davehter,the Vifcount Rochford, 
One of her Highneffe women. 

Kin. By Heauen fhe is adainty one, Sweetheart, 
I were vamannerly to take you out, » 
Andnot-tokiffe you, Ahealth Gentlemen, 
Let it goe round. 

Card. Sit Thomas Loucit,is the Banket ready 
Ich’ Privy Cha nber ? 

Lo#, Yes,my Lord. 

Card. Your Grace 
I feare, with dancing is a little heated, 

Kis. | feare too much. 

Card. There’s frefher ayre my Lord, ' ee 
In thencext Chamber. Bi 

Kin, Leadin your Ladies eu’ry one : Sweet Partner, 
I mutt not yet forfake you: Let’s: be metry, aay 
Good my Lord Cardinal! Thaue halfea dozen healths, 
To drinke to thefe faire Eadies,and a meafure 


‘| Tolead’em once againe,and then let’s dreame 


Whio’s beft in fauour. Let the Maficke knock it. 
| Exeunt with Trumpets. 


Adlus Secundus.. Scena‘Prima. 


f 


Enter two Gentlemen at feucrall Doores.”’ 

1. Whether away fo faft? 

2. O, God fae yes ool 
Eu'n to the Hall, to heare what thall become 
Ofthe great Duke of Bickingham, |“ 

y. Tle fane yo © Layicd = 
That labour Sir, All's how done bar the Ceremony 
Of bringing backe the Prifoner, ; 
2. Were you there? 

1. Yes indeed was!. 

2, Pray fpeake-what ha’s happen’d? ° 
1. You may guefle quickly what. 

2. Is he found guilty ? 

x. Yestruclyishe, 

And condemn’d vponi't. 

2, lam forry fort, 

1. Soatea number more, 

2+ Buc pray how paft ie? 

x. Ile cell you ina little. The great Duke 
Came to the Barswhere, to his accufiions 
He pleaded ftill not guilty, and alleadged 
Many fharpe reafons t6 defeacthe Law. *” 

The Kings Atturney on the contrary, 
Vrg don the Examinations, proofes,confeffions 


Ste S| 
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| Ofdiuers witneffes, which the Duke defir'd 
| Tohimbrought visa voce to his face ; 
At which appear’d agaiaft him, his Surueyor 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellour,and Jobs Car, 
Confeffor to him, with that Diuell Monke, 
Hopkins, that ade this mifchiefe, 
2. That was hee 
That fed him with his Prophecies. 
1- Thefame, 
Allthefe accus’d him ftrongly, which be faine 
Would haue flung from him; but indeed he couldnot; 
And fo his Peeres vpon this. evidence, 
Haue found him guilty of high Treafon. Much 
He fpoke, andlearnedly for life: But all 
‘| Was either pittied i in him, or forgotten. 
2. After allthis, how did he beare himfelfe ? 
1. When he was bronght agen to th’ Bar, to heare 
His Knell rung out, his ludgemenc, he was ftir'd 
Wich fuch an “Agony,he {weatextreamly, 
And fomthing {poke in choller, ill and hafty: 
| But he fell to himfelfe againe, and {weerly, 
‘J tn all the reft thew’damott Noble patience, 
2. I doenot thinke he feares death, 
1. Sure he does not, 
| He neuer was fo womanith, the caufe 
| He may alittle grieue at. 
2. Certainly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 
1. Tis likely, 
By all coniectures : Firft Kildares Attendure; 
Then Deputy of Ireland,whoremou‘d 
‘| Barle Surrey,was fent thither, and in haft too, 
Leaft he fhould helpe his Father. 
‘2, Thattricke of State 
| Was a deepe enuious one, 
1. Athis returne, 
No doubt he will requiteit; this is noted 
(And generally) who euer the King fauours, 
The Cardnall inftantly will finde imployment, 
‘| And farre enough from Court too. 
2. “Allthe Commons 
Hate him petnicioufly,ando’ my Confcience 
With him ten faddom deepe: This Duke asmuch 
They loue and doate on:call him bounteous Buckingham, 
|) The Mirror of all couriefie. 








Enter Buckingham y sie his Arraignment, Tipftanes before 
| bins, the Axe with the edge towards him, Halberds on each 
fide, "asconspanied with Sir Thomaé Louell, Sir Nicholas 
Vi sie Sir Walter Sands, and common people ic. 


x. Stay there Sir, 
| And fee the noble rain’d.man you fpeake of. 
2. Let’s ftand clofe and behold him, 
| Buck, Allgood people, 
} You that thus farre have cometo pitty me; 
4 Heare whar i fay,and then goe home and lofe me, 
} Thaue this day receiu'daT Traitors iudgement, 
} And by that name muft dyes yet Heauen beare witnes, 
| And if I haue a Confcience, let it fincke me, 
j Euenas the Axe falls, if] be not faithfull. 
The Law I beare no,mallice for my death, ~ 
T’has done yponthe preinifes but luftice: ; 
| Buc thofe chat fought it, I could with more Chriftians: 
(Be what they will) Theartily. forgiue’ em; 
‘Yet let emlooke they glory notinmifchiefe; 









Nor build their euils on the graues of; ; 
For then,my guiltleffe lean muft cry eae ie 
Por further life in this world I ne’re hope, 

Nor will I fue,although the King haue mercies 
More then I dare make faults, 

You few that lou’dme, 

And dare be bold to weepe for Buckingham, 

His Noble Friends and Fellowes; whom to leaye 

Is only bitter co him, only dying : 

Goe with me like good Angels tomy end, 

Andas the long divorce of Steele falson me 

Make of your Prayers one fweet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soule to Heaven, 

Lead onaGods name, 

Lowell. 1 doe befeech your Grace, for charity 
If euer any malice in your heart 
Were hid agaiaft me, now to forgiue me frankly, 

Back, Sit Thomas Loneil, \ as tree forgiue you 
As] would be forgiuen : I forgiue all. 
There cannot be thofe numberieffe offences 
Gainft me, that I cannot take peace with: 
No blacke Enuy fhall make my Graue, 
Commend mee to his Grace: 
And ifhe fpeake of Buckingham ; 3 pray tell him, 
You met him halfe in Heauen: my vowes and prayers 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule forfake, 
Shall cry for bleffi ingson him. May heliue 
Longer then I hane time to tell his yeares; 
Euer belou’d and louing, may his Rule be; 
And when old Time fhall lead him tohis end, 
Goodneffe and he, fill vp one Monument, 

Low. Toth’ water fide I muft condu& your Grace 
Then giue my Charge vp to Sir Nicholas Vana, 
Who vndertakes you to your-end. 

Vaux, Prepare there, 

The Duke is comming: See the Barge be seat 
And fir it with fuch furniture as fuites 
The Greatneffe ofhis Perfon, 
Buck, Nay, Sit Nicholas, 
Let it alone; my State now will but mockeme. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Conftable, 
And Duke of Buckingbain : now,poore Eainard Bolan 
Yet] amricher.then my bafe Accufers, 
That never knew what Truth meant: J now fealeits 
And with that blond will make ’em one day groante for', 
My noble Father Heary of Buckingham, 
Who firft rais’d head againft Viurping Richard, 
Flying for fuccour to his Servant Bamiffer, 
Being diftreft; was by that wretch betraid, 
And without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be withhim, 
Henry the Seauenth fucceeding, truly pictying 
| My Fathers loffe; like a moft Royall Prince 
Reftor’d me to my Honours : and out of rt. nes 
Made my Name once more Neble. Now hys Sonne, 
Henry the Eight, Life, Honour,Name and all 
That made me happy; at one ftroake ha’s taken 
For euer from the World, I had my Tryall, 
And muft needs fay a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier then my wretched Father: 
Yet thus farre we are one in Fortunes;both 
Fell by our Seruants, by chofe Men we lou 'd moh: 
A moft ynnaturall and faithleffe Serwice. 
Heauen ha’s an ena inall ; yet, you thatheare me 
This from a dying manreceiueas certaine: 
Where you are liberall of your lous and Coun 
Be fure ee benotloofe; for thofe you make frie 
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And giue your hearts to; when they once perceiue 
The leaftrub in'your forcunes, fall away 
‘|Like water from ye, neuer found againe 
But where they meane co finkepe: all good people 
Pray forme, Pmuftnow forfake ye;the laft houre 
Of my long weary life iscomevponme: ~~ 
\Farewell; and when you would fay fomthing that isfad, 
|Speakehowl fellvon cov) 
| [have done;and God forgiue mey ” 
Exeunt Duke and Traine, 
1. O,this tsfukt of pitty; Siryivicals 
\{feare,too many curfes on their heads 
| Thatwererthe Authors. : 
| 2, Ifthe Duke be guiltlefle, 
\'Tis fall of woe: yet 1 can giue you incklinig 
Ofancenfuing ewill, if it fall, 
\Greatecthemthis. ©! : 
ywiGood Angels keepe it fromvs: 
| What may ic be? you doe nor doube my faith Sir? 
| 2 This Secret is fo weighty, ‘twill require 
{A ftcong faith to concealeit, 
| 1: Lecmehave ite 
Idoe not talke mach. 
| 3, lamconfidents 
| You fhall Sir : Did you hot of Jate dayes heare 
| A buzzing of aSeparation 
|Betweene the King and Katherine? 
1. °Yesj;butiit held not; 
|For when the King once heard it,out of anger 
He fent command tothe Lord Mayor ftraight 
To Rop the rumorsand allay thofe tongues 
That durft difperfeic. 
| 2. Butthat flander Sir, > q 
Is found a truth now: for it growes agen 
Frefher'then e’reit was; and held for certaine 
The King will venture ac it. Either the Cardinal, 
Or fome about him neere, haue out of malice 
Tothe good Queene, poffeft him witha fcruple 
That will yndoe her: Jo confirme this too, 
Cardinall Campeivs is arriu’d, and lately, 
Asall thinke for this bufines. 
1. Tis the Cardinall; 
And meerely to retenge him on the Emperour, 
For not beftowing on him zt his asking, : 
The Archbifhopricke of To/edo,chis is purpos’d, 
2 Ithinke 
Youhaue hit che marke; but is’t not cruell, 
That the fhould feele the {martofthis : the Cardinall 
Will haue his will,and the muft fall. 
1. Tis wofull. 
Wee are too open heere to argue this : 
Let’s thinke in priuate more. Exeunt. 


cena Secunda. 


Enter Lord Chamberlaine reading thes Letter. 


Ma Lord, the Horfes your Lordfhip fent for, with all the 
care I had, I faw wel chofen, ridden,.and farnifbd. 
They were young and handfome, and of the bef? breed in the 
North. When they were ready to fetour for London, a man 
of my Lord Cardinalls,by C ommiffion, and maine power tooke 
tm from me, with thisreafon:hes waifter would bee feru dbe- 
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Health to your Lordthips. 
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fovea Subielt, sf uot before the King, which frop’d our mouthes 
Sir. 

I feare he willindeede ; well, lethim haue them; hee 
will have all Ithinke. 


Enter to the Lord (bamberlaine, the Dukes of Nor- 
fotke ana Suffolke. 

Norf. Well met my Lord Chamberlaine, 

Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 

Saff. How is the King imployd ? 

Cham. J left hit priuate, 

Foll of fad thoughts and troubles, 

Norf. What's the caufe ? 

Cham, it feemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Ha’s crept tooncere his Confcience. 

Suff. No, his Confcience 
Ha’s crept tooneere anosher Ladié. 

Worf. Tis fos 
This is the Cardinals doing; The King-Cardinall, 
That blinde Prieft, like the eldeft Senne of Fortune, 
Turnes what helitt, The King will know,him one day. 

Suff. Pray Gedhe doe, 

Hee'l never know himfelfe elfe. 

Norf. How holily he workes in all his bufineffe, 
And with what zeale? Fer now be has crackt the League 
Between vs & the Emperor (the Queens preat Nephew) 
He diues into the Kings Soule, and there fcatrers 
Dangers,doubts, wringing of the Confcience, 

Feares, and defpaires, and all thefe for his Marriage, 
And out ofall thefe,to reftore the King, 

He counfels a Diuorce,aloffe of her 

That likea Jewell, ha’s hung twenty yeares 

About his necke, yet never loft her luftre; 

Of her that loves him with that excellence, 

That Angels loue goodmen with: Euen of her, 
That when the greateft ftroake of Fortune falls 

Willi bleffe the King : and isnot this courfe.pious ? 

Cham,Heauen keep me from {uch councel:tis moft true 

Thefe newes are every where, every tongue {peaks ’em, 
And euery true heart weepes for’t. Allthat dare 
Lookeiinto theie affaires, fee this maine end, 

The Frensh Kings Sifter. Heaven will one day open 
The Kings eyes, that fo long haue flept vpon 

This bold bad man, 

Suff. And free vs from his flauery, 
Norf. We had need pray, 

And heartily, for our delinerance; 

Or this imperious man will worke vs all 

From Princes into Pages: allmens honours 

Lie like one lumpe before him,to be fafhion’d 

Inco what pitch he pleafe. 

Suff. For me,my, Lords, 

I loue him not,nor feare him,there’s my Creede: 

As Lam made without him, fo Jle ftand, 

Ifthe King pleafe : his Curfes and his bleffings 
Touch me alike: th’are breach I not beleeue in, 
Tknew him,and | knowhim: fo I leaue him 

To him that made him proud; the Pope. 

_ Norf.. Let’sin; 
And with fome other bufines, put the King 
From thefeiad thoughts,that work too much vpon him: 
My Lord, youle beare vs company? 

Cham. Excufe me, 

The King ha’sfent me otherwhere: Befides 

You'l finde amoft vnfit time to ditturbe him: 
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Norfolke. Thankes my. good Lord Chamberlaine. 
Exit Lord Chamberlaine, andthe King drawes the Curtaine 
and fits reading penfinely. 
Suff. How fad he lookes; ture heis much afflicted. 
Kin, Who'sthere? Ha? 
Norff. Pray God he be not angry. 
Kin. Who's there] fay? How dare youthruft your 
Into my priuate Meditations ? 
Whoam I? Ha? 
Norff. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne’re meant: Our breach of Duty this way, - 
Is bufineffe of Eftare; in which, we come 
1 To know your Royall pleafure, 
Kin, Ye are too bold: 
Go too; lle make ye know your times of bufineffe : 
Is this an howre for ten»porall affaires ? Ha ? 
Enter Wolfey and Campeius with a ( ommiffion. 
Who's there? my good Lord Cardinall? O my Wolfey, 
The quiet of my wounded Confcience ; 
Thou art acure fit for a King; you'r welcome 
Moft learned Reuerend Sir,into our Kingdome, 
Vie vs,and it: My good Lord, haue great care, 
I be not founda Talker. 
Wol. Sir, you cannot; 
I would your Grace would giue vs but an houre 
Of priuate conference. 
Kin. Weare bufies goe, 
Norff. This Prieft ha’s no pride in him ? 
Suff. Not to {peake of : 
I would not be fo ficke though for his place: 
But this cannot continue,’ 
Norff. Ifit doe, le venture one; haue at him. 
Saf. Tanother. 
Exennt Norfolke and Suffolke. 
Wel. Your Grace ha’s gitien a Prefident of wifedome 
Aboue all Princes,in committing freely 
Your {cruple to the voyce of Chriftendome: 
Who canbe angry now? What Enuy reach you? 
The Spaniard tide by blood and fauour to her, 
Muft now confeffe, ifthey haue any goodneffe, 
The Tryall,iuftand Noble. All the Clerkes, 
(I meane the learned ones in Chriflian Kingdomes) 
Haue their free voyces. Rome (the Nurfe of ludgement) 
Inuiced by your Noble felfe,hath fent 
One gencrall Tongue vito ys, This good man, 
This iuft and learned Prieft, Cardnall Campeins, 
| Whom once more,| prefent vnto your Highneffe, 

Kin. And once more in minearmes i bid him welcome, 
And thanke the holy Conclaue for their loues, - 

They haue fent me fuch a Man, I would haue with’d for, 
Cam.¥ our Grace muft needs deferue all ftrangers loues, 

Youare fo Noble: To your Highneffe hand 

Itender my Commiffion; by whofe vertue, 

The Court of Rome commanding. Youmy Lord 

Cardinal of Yorke, are ioyn'd with me their Seruant, 

In the vnpartiall iudging of this Bufineffe, (ted 

Kis. Twoequall men; The Queene fhall be acquain- 
Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiner? 

Wel. 1 knovy your Maiefty,ha’s alwayes lou’d her 
-So deare in heart, not to deny her that 
A. Woman of leffe Place might aske by Law; 
Schollers allov'd freely to argue for her. 

Kiz. J, and the beft fhe fhallhaue ; and my fauour 
To him that does beft, Ged forbid els: Cardinall, 
Prethee call Gardiner to me,tny new Secretary. 

Ifind him a fir fellow. 


| You are the Kings now. 
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Enter Gardiner... 


Wel. Giue me your hand: much io 
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Gard. But to be commanded ee 
For euer by your Grace, whofe hand ha’s rais’dme, 
Kin. Comehither Gardiner. > ae 
Walkes and whifpers, 
Camp. My Lord of Yorke, was not one DoGorp,, 
Inthis mans place before him? ti 
Wol. Yes,he was. jes: 
Camp. Was he nothelda learned man? 
Wol. Yes furely. sae 
Camp. Beleeue me,there’s an ill opinion fpread then 
Euen ee felfe Lord Cardinall. uae — 
Wol, How? ofme? 4 
Camp They will not fticke to fay, you enuidehimy 
And fearing he would rife (he was fo vertuous 
Kept him a forraigne man ftill, which fo greeu'd him, 
That he ran mad, and dide, 
Wol, Hean’ns peace be with him: re ae 
That’s Chriftian care enough: for liuing Murmurers, 
There’s places of rebuke. He was a Foole; 
Fer he would needs be vertuous. That good Fellow, 
If] command him followes my appointment, 
J will have none foneere els. Leatne this Brother, 
Weliue nocto be grip’d by meaner perfons. 
Kin. Deliuer this with modefty toch’ Queene, 
Ex st Garduer, 
The moft conuenient place, that I can thinke of 
For fuch receipt of Learning, is Black~Fryers : 
There ye fhall meee about this waighry bufines. 
My Welfey , fee it furnifh’d, O my Lord, 
Would it not grieve an able manto leave 
So {weet a Bedfellow? Buc Confcience;Confciences 
O ’tisa tender place, andi muftleauehber, > Exewmt. 


if 





Scena T ertia. 





Enter Anse Bullen, and an old Lady. 


4x, Not for that neither;here’s the pang that pinches. 
His Highneffe,hauing liu’d fo long with her, and fhe 
So good a Lady, that no Tongue could ener 
Pronounce difhonour of her ; by my life, 

She neuer knew harme-doing : Oh,now after 
So many courfes of the Sunenthroaned, 
Still growing ina Maiefty and pompe,the which 
To leaue, a thoufand fold more bitter, rhen 
Tis {weet at firft ’acquire, After this Proceffe. 
To giue her the auaunt, it is a pitty 

Would mouea Monfter. 

Old La, Hearts of moft hard temper 
Melt and lament for her, 

An. Oh Gods will, much better i 
Shene’re had knowne pompe; though’t be tempor”, 
Yecif that quarrel. Fortune, do diuorce 
Ic from the bearer, ’tis a fufferance, panging 
As foule and bodies feuering. 

OlaL. Alas poore Lady, 

Shee’s a ftranger now againe. 

An, So mach the more 

Muft pitty drop vpon her; verily 


I f{weare, tis better to be lowly borne, And 
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| \thento be perk’d vp ina gliftring griefe, . 
and weare a golden forrow. 
OldL. Our content 
 beft hauing. E 
oe By my troth; and Maidenhead, 
{ would net bea Queene. >: 1’ 
Old. L. Befhrew me, I would, 
And venture Maidénhead for’t,andfo would you 
For all this {pice of your: Hipoctifies 
Youthat haue fo fairé partsof Wonsanon you, 
Haue (too) a Womans heart, whichever yet 
Affected En.inence, Wealth Soucraignty; 
Which, to fay footh,are Bleffings; ‘and which guifts | 
(Sauing your mincing) the capacity 
Ofyourtoft Chiderell Confcience,would receive, 
Ifyou might pleafetoftrercch ic. 
Anse, Nay, good troth. 
Old Ly-Xes trotii, & troth;you would not be a°Queen? 
Anne, No,not forall theriches ynder Heaven. 
Old. Tis Aran gesa threepence bow’d would hire me 
Oldasd.am, to Queeneit: but Ipray you, 
What thinke you of aDurcheffe ? Haue you limbs 
Tobearetharload of Title? 
An, Nointruth. 
Old.L. Thenyou are weakly made;plucke off a little, 
I would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more then blufhing comes to: If your backe 
Cannat vouchfafe this burthen, tis too weake 
|Euer to get a Boy, 
un, “How you doe talke; 
I{weare againe, I would not be a Queene, 
For all the world: 
Old. L. In faith, for httle England 
You'ld venture an emballing : my felfe 
Would for Caruaruanfbire, although there long’d 
Nomoreto th’ Crowne but that: Lo, who comes here ? 
° Exter Lord (bamberlaine, (know 
L.Cham. Good morrow Ladies; what wer’t worth to. 
Thefecret of your conference? 
An. My good Lord, 
Not your demand; it values not yourasking : 
Our Miftris Sorrowes we were pittying, 
Cham. 1c was.a gentle bufinefle,and becomming 
The action of good ‘wemen, there is hope 
All will be well. 
An. Now I pray God, Amen. 


: 
| 
: 
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Cham. Y ou beare a gentle minde,& heav’nly bleffings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, faire Lady 
Perceiue I fpeake fincerely, and higtnotes 
Tane of your many vertues; the Kings Maiefty 
Commends-his good opivion of you,to you; and 
Doe’s purpofe honour-to you no leffe flowing, 
Then Marchioneflerof Pembroke; to which Title, 
A Thoufand pound ayeare; Anouall tupport, 4 
Out ofhisGrace,he addess: | 
An, sTedde hor Know 

Whatkinde-of myobedience, Lfhould tender: 
More then my All,is Nothing :» Nor my Prayers 
Are not words dyelyitiallowed; nor my Withes 

ore worth, then empty:wanities: yet Prayers & Wifhes 
Are all Ican recurneo“Befeech your Lordfhip, 
Vouchfafe to fpedke ny thankes andy obedience, 
As ftom a blufh-ng Handmaid, roihis Highnefle; 07! 
Whofehealshaiid Reyaltp'Ispray fore) > 


Heury the Eight. 


Cham. Lady 5 LETTE 
I fhall not faile Vapprouethe faireconceic 
The King hath of you. I have perus’d her well, 
Beauty and Honour ither are fomingled, 
That they haue caught the King =: and who knowes yer 
But from this Lady,may proceed a lemme, 
Tolightenall this Ile. Ile to the King, 
And fay I fpoke-with you. 
Exit Lord Chamberlaine: 
An. My honour d Lord. 
Old. L. Why thisitis : See, fee, 
] haue beene begging fixteene yeares in Court * 
(Am yet aCourtier beg gerly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For any {utc of pounds: and you, (oh fate) 
A very frefh Fifh heere; fye,fye,fye vpon 
This compel’d fortune: haue your mouth fild yp, 
Before you openit. 
An. Thisis frange to me. 
Old L. How tafts it? Is it bitter? Forty pence,nio: 
There was a Lady once (tis an eld Story) 
That would oot be a Quieenc, that would fhe not 
For allthe mudin Eoype; have you heard it? 
An, Come you are pleafant. 
Old. L. With your Theame,! could 
O’re-mount the Larke: The Marchioneffe of Fembrooke? 
A thoufand pounds ayeare, forpurerefpedt? ~ 
Nother obligation ? by my Life, 
That promifes mo thoufands: Honours trainé 
Is longer then his fore-skirt ; by this time 
I know your backe will beare a Dutcheffe, Say, 
Are you not ftronger then you were? 
An, Good Lady, 
Make your felfe mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leaue me out on’t. Would I had no being 
if this faluce my blood aiot; it faints me 
Tochinke what fellowes. 
The Queene is comfortleffe, and wee forgetful 
In our long abfence: pray doe not deliuer, 
What heere y haue heard to her, 
Old L. What doe you thinke me 


Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Trampets,Sennet, and Cornets. . 

Enter two Vergers, with [hort filner wands; next them two 
Scribes in the habite of Dottors; after them, the Bifoop of 
Canterbury alone; after him, the Bilbops of Lincolne, Ely, 
Rochefter, ana S, Afaph: Next them, with fome fmall 
diftance, followes a Gentleman bearing the Pure, with the 
great Seale, and a Cardinals Hat: Then two Prie/ts,bea- 
ring each a Silver Croffe: Then a Gentleman Vfher bare-| 
headed accompanyed with a Sergeant at Armes, bearing a 
Siluer Mace : Then two Gentlemen bearing two great 
Siluer Pillers ; After them, fide by fide, the two Cardinals, 
two Noblemsen with the Sword and Mace. The K ing takes 
place under the Cloth of State. The two Cardinalls [it 
under himas Indges, 1 he, Queene takes place fome di- 

france from the King. The Bifbops place themfelues on 
each fide the Court in manner of a Confiftory: Below them 
the Scribes. The Lords fit next the Bifbops. The reft of the 
Attendants ftand in conuenient order about the S. tages 
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Car, Whil R our Commiffion from Rome is read,* 
Let filence be commanded. stages joa fl 
King. What'sthe need? . 
It hath already publiquely bene read;. 
| And on all fides th’Authority allow'd, 
You may then {pare that time. 
Car. Bee’t fo, proceed. 
Scri. Say, Heary K. of England, comeinto the Court. 
Crier. Henry King of England, &c, 
King. Heere. 
| Scribe. Say, Katherine Queene of England, 
Come intothe Court. 
Crier. Katherine Queene of England,&c. 

The Queene makes uo anfwer ,rifes out of her (haire, 
oes about the Court, comes tothe King ana kneeles at 
is Feete. Then fheakes. 

Sir, I defire you do me Right and Iuftice, 
And to beftow your pitty on me; for 
| Lama moft poore Woman, and a Stranger, 
| Borne out of your Dominions : having heere 
No ludge indifferent, nor no more affurance 
Ofequall Friendthip and Proceeding. Alas Sir: 
In what haueI offended you? What caufe 
Hath my behauiour giuen to your difpleafure, 
That thus you fhould proceede co put me off, 
And take your good Grace from me? Heauen witneffe, 
Thaue beneto you, a true and humble Wife, 
} Acall times to your will conformable; 
Euer in feare to kindle your Diflike, 
Yea,fubie& to your Countenance: Glad,or forry, 
As I faw it inclin’d? When was the houre 
I cuer contradicted your Defire? 
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 
Haue I not ftroue' to Joue, alchough I knew 
He were mine Enemy ? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him deriu’d your Anger,did I 
Continue in my Liking? Nay,gauenotice | 
He was from thence difcharg’d ? Sir, call to minde, 
That I haue beene your Wife, in this Obedience, 
Vpward of twenty yeares, and haue bene bleft. . 
Withmany Children by you, If inthe courfe 
And proceffe of this time, you can report, 
And proucit too, againit mine Honor, aught; 
My bond to Wedlocke, or my Loue and Dutie 
Againft your Sacred Perfon; in Gods‘name 
Turne me away: and let the fowl'ft Contempe 
Shut doore vpon me, and fo giue me vp 
Tothe fharp'ft kinde of Iuftice. Pleafe you, Sir, 
The King your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moft Prudent; of an excellent 
And vnmarch’d Wit, and Iudgement. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spaine, wasreckon’d one 
The wifett Prince, that there had reign’d, by many 
| Ayeare before. Itis not to be queftion’d, 
That they had gather’d a wife Councell to them. . 
Of every Realme, that did debate this Bufinefle, 
| Who deem’d our Marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 
Befeech you Sir, to {pare me, till I may . 
Be by my Friends in Spaine,aduis’d ; whofe Counfaile 
I witlimplore. Ifnot,i’th’name of God 
Your pleafurebe fulfill'd, | 

Wol, You haue heere Lady, 
(And of your choice) thefe Reuerend Fathers, men 
Of fingular Integrity and Learning ; . 
Yea, the eleét o’th’Land, who are affembled 
To pleade your Caufe, It fhall be therefore boetleffe, 





That longer you: defire the Courts:as well. : 
For your owne quiet,as to rectifie: | B 
What is ynfetled in the King. 

Camp. His Grace 1032003 ‘ 
Hath fpoken well; and iuflly: Therefore Madam ; 
It’s fit this Royall Seffion do proceed,. : ‘ 
And that (without delay ) their Argoments 
Be now produc’d,andheard. > 

Qu. Lord Cardinall, to you I fpeake, 

Wol, Your pleafure, Madam, 

2a, Sir, I amaboutto weepe; but thinking thr 
Weare a Queene (or long hauedream’d {0} certaine 
The daughter ofa King, my drops of teares, 
Ile turne to {parkes of fire. 

Wol, Be patient yer. 

#; Iwill, when youare humble Nay before. 
ores will punifh a Ido beleeue ss: 
(Indue’d by potent Circumftances) that 
You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge, 
You fhall not bemy Iudge. Foriris you | 
Haue blownechis Coale, betwixt my Lord,andme. 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I fay againe 
Ivtterly abhorre; yea,from my Soule i 
Refute you for my Judge, whom yet once mote 
T hold my moft malicious Foe,and thinkenot 
Acalla Friend co truth, 

Wol. Ido profeffe si 

You fpeake not like your felfe : who euer yer 

Haue ftood to Chariry,and difplayd th’effects 

Of difpofition gentle, and of wifedome, 
Ore-topping womans powre. Madam you domewiong 
I haue no Spleene againft you, nor iniuftice 

For you, or any : how farre I haue proceeded, 

Or how farre turther (Shall) is warranted 

By a Commiffion from the Confiftorie, 

Yea,the whole Confifterie of Rome, You chargemt, 
That I haue blowne this Coale: I dodeiy it, 

The King is prefent : Ifit be knowne ro him, 

ThacI gainfay my Deed, how may he wound, + 
And worthily my Falfehood, yea,as much 
Asyou haue done my Truth, Ifhe know 
That I am free of your Report, he knowes 
‘Tam not of your wrong, Therefore in him 
It lies to cure me, and the Cure is to 
Remoue thefe Thoughts from you, The which before 
His Highneffe fhall tpeake in, I dobefeech 
You(gracious Madam) to ynthinke your fpesking, 
And to fay fo no more. 

Queen. My Lord, my Lord, 

Iam a fimple woman, much too weake yi 
T’oppofe your eunning. Y’are meck,& humble-eot 
You figne your Place, and Calling, in full feeming, 
Wirth Meekeneffe and Humilitie; but your Heatt 
Is cramm’d with Arrogancie, Spleene,and Pride. 
You haue by Fortune, snd his Highneffe fauors, , 
Gone flightly o’re lowe fteppesjand now are mount 
Where Powres are your Retainers, and-yout wo! $ 
(Domeftickes to you) ferue your will, as*t pleafe 
Your felfe pronounce their Office: I mufttell you 
You tender more your perfons Honor, then” ie 
Your high profeffion Spirituall. Thacagen 
Ido refufe you for my Indge, and heere 

Before youall, Appeale vntothePope, 
To bring my whole Caufe fore his Holinefie, 
Andto beiudg’d by him, >| haga 

She Curtfies. to the King; and offers to — in 
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ueene is obftinate, The bolome of my Confcience, enter'd me; 
estate apt to accufe itjand Yea, with a {pitting power,and made coveewls 
Difdainfull tobe tide by’ts tis not well. ‘ The tegion ofmy Breaft, which fore d fuch way, 
5 going away. «s That many maz d confiderings, did throng | 
Pe Cal her againe. -|. And preftin with this Caution, Firft,me thought 
eae: Katherine. Q of England,come into the Court,:| 1 ftood not inthe {mile of Heaven, who had 
Gent. Uh. Madam you are cald backe, Commanded Nature, thiac my Ladies wombe 
Que. What need you note it?pray you keep your way, | ifit conceiu’d a male-éhild by me, fhould 
When you are caldreturne. Now the Lord helpe, -| Doe no more Offices of life coo’t; then i 
They vexe me paft my patience.pray you paile on; The Grave doestoth dead; For her Male Iffue, 
[will not tarry: Vo, hor ever more, Or di de where they were made, or fhortly after 
Vpon this bufincfle my appearance, make, :) This world had ayr’d them. Hencel rooke a thought, 
Inany oftheir Courts. 7 This was a ludgement on me,thar my Kingdome: ‘, 
‘ued Exit Queene, and her.Attendants. (Well worthy the beft Heyre o’ch’ World) fhould not 
in, Goeth wayes Kate, Be cladded in’t by me. Then followes,that 
ristwnas i'chy’ sg {hall report he ha’s =! weigh’d the danger which my Realmes fteed in. * 
Abetter Wife,let him in naught be trufted, By this my flues faile,and that gane to me 
For (peaking falfe inthat; thou art alone Many @ groaning throw : thus hulling in 
([fthy rare qualities, {weer ventlenefie, . The wild Sea of my Conf{cience,] did fteere 
Thy mecknefic Saint-like, Wite-like Gouersment, Toward this remedy, Whereupon we are 
Obeying in commanding ,and thy parts ; Now prelent heere together:that sto fay, 
Souttaigne atid Pious els,could {peake thee out) I meant to rectifie my Conicience, which 
The Queene of earthly Queenes Shee’s Noble borne; |. I then did feels full ficke,and yetnot well, 
And like her true Nobility, fhe ha’s By. all the Renerend Fathers of the Land, 
Carried her felfe cowards me, And Doétors Jearn’d. Firft Tbegan in priuate, 
wol. Moft gracious Sir, ; ; With you my Lerd of Lincolne; you remember 
Inhumbleft mannex I require your Highnes, How vader my oppreflion I didreeke 
Thatit {hall pleafe you to declare in hearing When |! firft mou’d you, : 
Ofall thefe eares(for where lamrob’d and bound, B. Lin . Very well my Liedge. renal 
Theremuft I be vnloos’d, althoug!i not there Kin. [haue {poke loag, be pleas’d your felfe tofay 
Aonce,and fully fatisfide) whether ener 1 How farre you fatisfide me.. 
Did broach this bufines to your Highnés,or Lin. So pleafe your Highnes, 
Laid any feruple in your way, whi-h might The queftion did at fir ft fo ftageet mé, 
Induce you to the queftion on’tzor euer Bearing a Staté of mighty momentin’t, 
Have to you, but with thankes to God for fuch And confequence of dready that I committed 
ARoyall Lady, {pake one, the leat word that might The daring Counfaile which I hadto doubr, 
Beto the preiudice of her prefent State, And did entreate your Highnes to this courfe, 
Ortouch of her good Perfon? Which you are running heere. 
Kia. My Lord Cardinall, Kia, Ithen mou’d you, 
[doe excufe you ; yea, vpon mine Honour, My Lord of Canterbury and got your leaue 
Ifree you from’t: You are notto be taughe To make this prefent Summons ynfoliciteds 
That you haue many enemies,that know not I left no Reverend Perfon in this Court; 
Why they are fo; but like to Village Curres, But by particular confent proceeded 
Barke when their fellowes doe. By fome of thefe Vader your hands and Seales; therefore goe on, 
The Queene is put in anger; y’are excus’d: For no diflike i’th’ world againft the perfon 
But will you be mare iufifvdee You euer Ofthe good Queene ; bur the fharpe thorny points 
Haute with’d the fleeping of this bufines neuer defir'd Of my alleadged reafons, driues this forward: 
Itto be ftir’d; but oft hane hindred,oft Proue but our Marriage lawfull, by my Life 
Thepaflages made toward it; on my Honour, ‘ Aud Kingly Dignity,we are contented 
Ifpeake my goad Lord Cardaall, to this points. To weare our mortall Stare to come, with her, 
And thus farre cleare him, (Katherine our Queenc) before the primeft Creatare 
(|Now, what mou’dme.too’r, That’s Parragon’d oth’ World 
Iwill be bold with timeand your attention : (too’r: Camp. So pleale your Highnes, 
Then marke th’inducement. Thusitcame; give heede | The Queene being abfent,’tis aneedfull ficneffe; 
My Confcience firft recein’d a teadernes, That we adiourne chis Court tll further day; 
Scruple,and pricke,om.certaine Speeches veter’d Meane while,muftibe an earneft motion - 
By th’ Bifhop of Bayon,then French Embaflador, _ | Macetothe Queene to call backeher Appeale 
Who had beene hither fent on the debating She intends ynco his Holinefle. 
And Marriage ’twixt the Duke of Orleance,and Kin. I may perceiue 
Our. Daughter AZazy ; l’'th’ Progreffe of this bufines, Thete Cardinals trifle with me: I abhorre 
Erea determinate refolution, hee This dilatory floth, and trickes of Rome. 
(I meane the Bifhop) didrequire arelpite, sa My leara’d and welbeloued Seruant Cranmer, 
Wherein he might che King his Lard aduertife, Prechee returne,with thy approch: Ikrow, 
Whether our Dayghcer were legitimate, » My comforc comes along ; breake vp the Court 5 
Refpecting this our Marriage withthe Dowager, I {ay, fet on. 
Sometimes our Brothers. Wife.. Thisre{pine fhooke . Exeunt, in manner as they enter ’d. 
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Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. — 





Enter Queene and her Women as at worke. ii 
Queen > Takethy Lute wench, 
‘My Soule growes fad with troubles, 
Sing, and difperfe’em if thou canft; leaue working: 






SONG, 
Rpbeus with his Lute made Trees, 
And the Mountaine tops that freeze, 
Bow themfelues when he did fing. 
Johis Muficke, Plants and Flowers 
Exner fprang; as Sunue and Showers, 
There had made alafting Spring. 
Enery thing that heard bim play, 
Euen the Billowes of the Sea, 
Hung their heads, e then lay by. 
In foocet Muficke ts fuch Art, 
Rilling care, & griefe of beart, 
Fall afleepe, or heaving dye, 


Ester a Gentleman. 
Queen. How now? 
Gent, And't pleafe your Grace,the two great Cardinals 
| Waitin the prefence. 
Queen, Would they fpeake with me? 
‘Gent, They wil’d me fay fo Madam, 
Queen. Pray their Graces 
To comeneere: what can be their bufines 
With me, a poore weake woman, faine from fauour ? 
I doe not like their comming; now I thinke on’t, 
They fhould bee good men, their affaires as righteous i 
| But all Hoods,make not Monkes. 
Exter.the two Cardinals, Wolfley Caspian. 
‘Woif. Peace to your Highnefle, eae 
Queen. ¥ ous Graces find me heere part ofa Hout wife, 
(L would beall) again{t the worft may happen: 
| What are your pleafures with me,reuerent Lords ? 
Wol. May it pleafe you Ncble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber; we thall giue you 
| The full caufe ofour comming. . 
Queen. Speake it heere. 
There’s nothing I haue done yet o’ my Confcience 
Deferues a Corner : would all other Women 
Could {peake this with as free a Soule as I doe. 
My Lords,I care not (fo much I amhappy 
| Abonea number) ifmy actions 
Were tri’de by cu’ry tongue, eu’ry eye faw’em, 
Enuy ond bafe opinion {ct again{t’em, 
Iknow my life fo euen, If your bufines 
Seeke me out, and that way Iam Wife in; 
Out with ic boldly: Truth loues open dealing. © 
(ard. Tanta eft erga te ments integritas Regina fereniffima. 
Queen. O 2000 my Losd,no Latin; 
Jam not fucha Truant Gnee my comming, 
As not to know the Language I haueliu’d in : (ous: 
A ftrange Tongue makes my caufe more ftrange,fufpiti- 
Pray {peake in Englith ; heere are fome will thanke you, 
If you fpeake'trath, for their poore Miftris fake; 
/Beleeueme fhe ha’s had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
The willing’ft fnnel ever yer committed, 
May be abfolu’din Englith. 
Card. Noble Lady, 
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j 1am forry my integrity fhoulbreed) > 


- Mend’em forfhamemy Lords: Is this your comfort? 










(And feruice to his Maiefty and you) 1 9? oimoddl, 
So deepe fufpition, where all faith was Meanty * 
We comennot by the way of Accufation, ‘ray 
To taint that honour every good Tonguebleffee: 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow; K sri 
You haue too much good Lady : Buttoknow'-\.. 
How you ftand minded in the waighty difference” 
Betweene the King and you, and to deliver 
(Like free and honeit men) our iuft Opinions 
And comforts to our caufe, ; 
Camp. Moft honour’d Madam, 
My Lord of Yorke, out ofhis Noble nature, 
Zeale and obedience he ftill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenfire 
Both of his truth and him (which was too farre) 
Offers, as I doe,ina figne of peace, 
His Seruice, and his Counfell, 
Queen. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thanke you both for your good wills 
Ye {peake like honeft men, (pray God ye prove!) 
But how to make ye fodainly an Anfwere 
In fuch a poynt of weight, fo neere mine Honour, 
(More neere my Life I feare) with my weake wit, 
And to fuch men of grauity and learning; 
In truth Iknow not. I was fet at worke, 
Among my Maids, full little (God knowes)looking 
Either for fuch men, or fuch butinefle; 
‘For her fake that I haue beene, for] feele 
The laft fit of my Greatneffe ; good your Graces 
Let me haue time and Councell for my Caufe; 
Alas, Tama Woman frendlefie, hopeleffe. 
Wel. Madam, 
You wrong theKings loue with thefe feares, 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 
Queen. In England, 
But litcle for my profit can you thinke Lords, 
That any Englifh man dare giue me Councell? 
Or bea knowne friend’ gainft his Highnes pleafure, 
(Though he be growne fo defperate to be honeft) © 
And liueaSubie&? Nay forfooth, my Friends, 
They that maft weigh out my a(fllictions, 
They that my truftmuft grow to, liue not here, 
They are (as all my other comforts) far hence 
In mine owne Countrey Lords. 
Camp. 1 would your Grace 
Would leaue your greefes,and take my Counfell, 
Queen. How Sir ? 
* Camp, Pat your maine caufe into the Kings protediot 
Hee’s louing and moft gracious. ‘Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better,and your Caufe: 
For if the tryall of the Law o’retake ye, 
You'l part away difgrac’d. 
Wol. Hetels yourightly. at 
Queen. Yevell me what ye with for both,my mune: 
Is this your Chriftian Councell? Out vpon ye 
Heauen is aboueall yet; there fits aJudge. 
That no King can corrupt. 
Camp. Your rage miftakes vs. ieee 
Queen. The more fhame for yesholy men I thoughts 
V pon my Soule ewo reverend Cardinall V ertues: 
But Cardinall Sins,and hollow hearts I feare y¢* 


The Cordiall that ye bring a wretched Lady? 
A woman loft among ye, laugh’t at, fcornd? 
I will not with yehalfe my miferies, 1 
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{haue more Charity. But fay I warn’dye;* 
Take heed, for heauens fake take heed, leaft at once 
The burthen of my forrowes, fall vpon ye. 

Car. Madam, this is a meere diftraGion, 
Youturne the good we offer, into enuy. 

Ouec. Yeturne me into nothing. Woevponye, 
And all fuch falfe Profeffors. Would you haue me 
(Ifyou haue any Luftice,any Pitty; 

Ifye be any thing bat Churchmens habits) 

Put my ficke caufe into his hands, that hates me? 
Alas,ha’s banifh’d me his Bed already, 

His Loue, too long.ago, Tamold my Lords, 

And allche Fellowfhip I hold now with him 
Jsonely my Obedience. What can happen 
To me, aboue this wretchednefle ? All your Studies 
Make me a Carfe,like this. 

Camp. Your feares are worfe. 

Je Haue I liu’d thus long (lerme ipeake my felfe, 
Since Vertue findes no friends)a Wife,a true one? 
AWoman (I dare fay without Vainglory) 

Neuer yet branded with Sufpition? 

Have], with all my foll Affections 

Still met the King ? Lou'd him next Heau’n?Obey’d him? 
Bin (out of fondneffe) fuperftitious to him ? 

Almoft forgot my Prayres.to content him ? 

Andam I thus rewarded ?’ Tis not well Lords, 

Bring mea conftant woman to her Husband, 

\One chat ne’re dream’d a Loy, beyond his pleafure; 
Andto that Woman (when fhe has done moft) 

Yet will I adde an Honor; a great Patience, 

Car, Madam,you wander from the good 
Weayme ar. 

Qu, My Lord, 

Idare not make my felfe fo guiltie, 

To giue vp willingly that Noble Title 

Your Mafter wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e’re diuorce my Dignities, 

Car. Pray heareme. 

26, Would Thad neuer trod this Englifh Earth, 
Orfelt the Flatteries that grow vpon it: 
Yehaue Angels Faces; bur Heauen knowes your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched Lady? 
Tam the moft vahappy Woman living. 
Alas (poore Wenches) where are now your Fortunes ? 
Shipwrack’d ypon a Kingdome, where no Pitty, 
No Friends, no Hope,no Kindred weepe for me ? 
Almoft no Graue allow’d me ? Like the Lilly 
That onee was Miftris of the Field,and floursih’d, 
Ilehang my head, and perifh. 

(ar. If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know, our Ends are honeft, 
Youl’d feele more comfort. Why fhold we(good Lady) 
Vpon what caufe wrong you ?Alas,our Places, 

The way of our Profeffion is againft ir; 
Weare to Cure fuch forrowes, net to fowe’em. 
For Goodneffe fake, confider what youdo, 
How you may hurt your felfe: I, veterly 
| Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
The hearts of Princes kiffe Obedience, 
Somuchthey loue it. But to Aubborae Spirits, 
They {welland grow, as terrible as ftormes. 
Tknow you haue a Gentle, Noble temper, 
ASoule as euen as a Calme; Pray chinke vs, 
Thofe we profeffe,P eace-makers Friends, and Seruants. 
Camp, Madam,you'l finde it fo: 
You wrong your Vertues 


With thefe weake Womens feares.’ A Noble Spirit 
As yours was, put into you, ever cafts 
Such doubts as falfe Coine fromit. The King loues you, 
Beware youloofe it not : For vs(if you pleafe 
To truft vs in your bufineffe) we are ready 
To vfe our vtmoft Studies,in your feruice. 
Qu. Do what ye will, my Lords : 
And pray forgiue me; 
If I have vs'd my felfe vnamannerly, 
You know Iam a Woman, lacking wit 
To make a feemely anfwer to fuch perfons. 
Pray do my feruice to his Maieftie, 
He ha’s my heart yet, and fhall haue my Prayers | 
While I hall haue my life. Come reverend Fathers, 
Beftow your Councels on me. She now begges 
That liztle thoughe when the fet footing heere, 
She fhould have bought her Dignities fo deere. Exeunt 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolke, Duke of Suffolke, Lord Surrey, 


ana Lord Chamberlaine. 


Norfe Ifyou will now ynite in your Complaints, 
And force them with a Conftancy,the Cardinall 
Cannot ftand vnderthem, Ifyouomie 
The offer of this time, I cannot promife, 

But that you hall fuftaine moe new difpraces, 
With thefe you beare alreadie. 

Sar. Iam ioyfull 
To meete the leaft occafion, that may giue me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law, the Duke, 

To be reueng’d on him, ; 

Swf. Which of the Peeres 
Haue vncontemn’d gone by him, or atleaft 
Strangely neglected? When did he regard 
The ftampe of Nobleneffe in any perfon 
Out of himfelfe? 

Cham. My Lords,you {peake your pleafures 

What he deferues of you and me, I know: 
What we can do tohim (though nowthe time 
Guues way to vs) [much feare. Ifyoucannet 
Barre lis acceffe co’th’King, neuer attempt 
Any thing on hina ; for he hath a Witchcrafe 
Ouer the King in’s Tongue. 

Nor. O feare himnot, 

His fpellin that is out : the King hath found 
Matter againft him, that for ever marres 
The Hony of his Language. No, he’s fetled 
(Not to canmie off) in his difpleafure. 

Sar. Sir, 

I fhould be glad to hearé fuch Newes as this 
Once euery houre. 

Nor. Beleeuc it,this is true. 

In the Diuorce, his contrarie proceedings 
Are all vnfolded: wherein he appeares, 
As I would wifh mine Enemy. 

Sar. How came 
His practifes to light ? 

Suf. Mott ftrangely, 

Sar. Ohow? how 2 . 

Swf. The Cardinals Letters tothe Pope mifcarried, ; 

. An 


ce ; : 
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1 Andlikea Mountaine Cedar, 'reathi big branch a 
She fhall belou’d and fear’d, Her owne fhall bleffe her; | To all the Plaines aboutchim: Our Childien ie 
Her Foes fhake like a Field of beatenCorne, Shall fee this,and blefle Heanen, ooPS Children 
And hang their heads with forrow : Km, Thoufpeakeft wonders. 

Good growes with her. : ' Cran, She fhallbeto the happineffe of E, land 

In her dayes, Euery Man flall cate in fafety, Anaged Princefle; many dayes fhali {eg fie nd, 


Vinder his owne Vine what he plants; and fing And yetno day without adeed to Crowne ‘é 
The merry Songs of Peace to allhis Neighbours. «°"“ Would I hadknowneno more: But fhe mua d 
God fhail be truely knowne, and thofe about her, She muft, the Saints muff haucher: 4 


3 YetaVirom ? 
A moft vafpotted Lilly fhall the ratfe 7 Hein, 


To th’ grounds andall the World fhall 
tO Lord Archbifbop bah. 

Thou haft nyade me now aman, neiier before 

This happy Child, did] get any thing. 

This Oracle of comfort, ha’s fo pleas'd me 

That when Jam in Heaven, 1 thal defite: 

To fee what this.Child does, and praife my Maker 

Ithanke ye all. ‘To youmy good LordMaio:. 

And you good Brethren, I am much beholdin i 


From her fhall read the perfeét way of Honout, 
And by thofe claimetheir greatneffe;not by Blood. 
Nor fhall this peace fleepe with her: But as when 
The Birdof. Wonder dyes, the Mayden Phoenix, 
Her Afhes new create another Heyre, 

As greatin admiration ¢s her felfe. 

| So hall the leaue her Blefednefle ro One, 

(When Heauen fhal call her from this.clowd of darknes) 
Wha, from the facred Athes of her Honour 
Shall Star-like rife,as great in fame as the was, 
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Andfo fland fix’d. Peace, Plenty,Loue, Truth, Terror, Thattereceiu’d much Honour by your prefence 
That were the Seruants'to this chofen Infant, And ye fhall find me thankfull. Lead the way ait 
| Shall chen be his, and likea Vine crowto him; Ye muft all fee the Queene, and fhe ning thanke ye, 
Where ever the bright Sunne of Heaven hall fhine; - She will be ficke els. This day, nomanthinke 
His Honour,and the greatnefle-ofhis Name, ’Has bufineffe at his houfe; for all thall flay: 
Shall be;andmakenew Nations. He thall Aourith, This Little~-One fhall make it Holy-day.  Exeup, 
Tus Epriroeve. 
Ts tent one, this Play can nener pleafe Alitheexpetted good ware like to heare. 
Altthar are leere : Some come totake their eafe, For this Play at this time; ts. onely in 
| And fleepe an Att or two; but thafe we feare | The merciful confPruttion of good wames, 
| Whane/righted with oar Tumpets: (o’tis cleare, | For fich a one we foew'd em: Lf they fmsile, © 
| They'l fay tis naught. Otherstobeare the City | And faytwill does I know within awhile, > | 


| Abus d extreamly and to.cry that’s witty, 


All the bef? men are ours; for’ tis iil hap, 
Which wes have not done neither; that I feare 


If they hold, when iheiv Ladies bid ’em clap. 
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“Ff MIEN Tioy thire Wes she Scends F; ‘0m wes Greece 
LS \ A The Princes-Orcious, t high blood chaf’a™ 
Hae tothe Brot def hes i 
Fraught with themotifters and inftruments « 
Of cruell Warre: Sixty. and-nine-that wore 7 
Their (rownets. -egall, fronp tly Athenian bay? . 
Put forth toward hrygia, and their vow is made 
~ Toranfacke Troy, within whofe ftrong emures 
“Therauifl'd Helen, Menélaus Queene, 
With spanton Paris fleepesy and that’s the Quarrell. 
vob Lo-Venedostheyeome, 99) esraperpditey 
__ And the deepe-drawing Barke-do there difgorge is. s.54 re Tk 
1 heir warlike frautage : nowon'Dardan Dhinigrootema elegant Gee 
A Eis feline yet'ronbruifed Greekes do pitch) . ® " 
Theirbrawe Pauillions.Priams fixegated Coty ittisies8.g0 
Dardanand Titnbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, |" notin 
And Antenonidus with mafsie S taples 
And correfponfine and fulfilling Bolts 
| Stirre op the Somes of Troy. i iitee 
. (Now Expetation tickling skittifh fpirits;)) 
On one and ‘other ‘fide, Troian and Greeke, 
Sets allon- hazard s.nd hither am F come, 
A Prologne'arm'd, bat notin confidence 
” Of Authors pen, or Aétors voyce ; but fuited 
«\ Iatike conditions, asour Argument; “ik 
1, To tellyou (faire Bebolders\ thatour Play. sic. 
o Leapesioret ervaunt and firing of thofe broylés,. 
* Beginning inthe middle : farting thence away, 








od ud 


. > Towhat may be digeftedina Play: 
So Lake, o Pade fault, do as Sour pleafures are, coated aut capac 
Now good,or bad, “tis but the-chance of Warres2i2.\ oie xmes 





The Trapedieof Troylus and (refsida, 


tis too Raru’d a fubied for my Sword; ss 
But Pandarus : O Gods | How do youplague me? 
Icannot come to Creffid but by Pandar, : 
And he’s as teachy to be woo'dto woe, 
Asthe is ftabborne,chatt again all fuite, 

Tell me Apollo for thy Daphnes Loue 

What Creffidis,what Pasdarand what we : 

Her bed is /udia,there fhelies,@ Pearle, 

Between oar liuamjand where fhee recides 

Let it be cald the wild and wandring flood, 

Our felfe the Merchant and this fayling Pandar , ean 
Our doubtful hopejour conuoy and our Barkes”* 
Alarum: Enter oLneds. 

Ene. How now Prince Troylus? 
Whereforenot a field ? 


Trey. Becaufé notthere; this womans anfwer fores.. 


For womani(h itis to be from thetice: 

What newes eZeas from the field to day? 
eAne. That Pars is returned home,and hurt. 

Troy. By whomeAmeas ? 
ne. Troylus by Adenelaus, 2a. 
Yroy. Let Pars bleed;’cis buta fear to feorne, 

Paris is gor’a with Afenelaws horne. Alaram, 
ene. Harke what good {port is out of Towne to day. 
Troy. Better'at howie,if would Pmicoht were may : 

Bur to the {port abroad, are you bouna thither ? 

ene. Inall fwift haft. i 

Troy. Come goe'wee then togither. 
Enter Créffidand ber man. 

Cre. Who were thofe went by ? 

Man, Queene Hecuba,and Hellen. 

Cre. And whecher go they? 

Man. Vp to the Eafterne Tower, 

Whofe height commands as fubie& all the vaile, 

Tofee the bactell: Heétor whofe pacience, 

Isasa Vertue fixt,to day was mou’d: 

He chides Andromache and (trooke his Armorer, t 

And like as there were husbandry in Warre 

| Before the Sunne rofe,hee was harneft lyte, 

And to the field yoe’s he; where euery flower 

Didasa Prophet weepe what it forfaw, 

In Heétors wrath. 

Cre. What was his caufe of anger? 
Man, The noife goe’s this ; 

Thereis among the Greekes, 

ALord of Troian blood Nephewto Helter, 

They call him ian. 

Cre. Good; and what of him? 
Man, They fay heisa very manper fe and ftands alone. 
Cre. Sodo alimen, vniefle they are drunke, ficke,or 
hae io legges, 
Man. This man'Lady, hath rob’d many beafls of their 
particular additions,he is as valiant as the Lyon,churlifh 
\as the Beare, flow asthe Elephant: a man into whcm 
nature hath fo crowded humors,that his valour is¢rufht 
into folly, his folly fauced with difcretion : there is no 

manhathavertue, that he hathnoca glimpfe of, nor a- 

by man an attaint, but he carries fome Caine of ir. Heis 

melancholy without ’caufc, and Merry againft the haire, 
hee hath the ioyiits of every thing, but euery thing fo 
out ot ioyne, that heéis a cowtie Briarews, many hards 
and no vfe; or purblinded Arges,all eyes and no fight. 

Cre. But how fhould-chis man that makes me finile, 
make Heitor angty? © 


Exeunt. 


Min, They faysheyefterdaycop’d Heller inthe bat= | 


tell and ftroke him'downejthe difdaind & fhame where= 


of,hath ever fince kept Hetfor fafting and waking, 

Enter Pandarus. ; 

Cre. Who comes here ? ous 

Man, Madam your Vaele Pandarws, 

Cre, Hettors a gallant man. ; 

Man, As may bein the world Lady. 

Pan, What's tharewhat’s thar ? 

Cre. Good moirow Vucle Pandarzs. satin 4 

Pan, Good morrow Cozen Creffid: what do youtalke 
of?good morrow Alexander: how do you Cozen ? when 
were youat Illiam? © #9 24S : 

Cre. This morning Vuele. .’’ 

Pan. What were you talking of whenT came? Was 
Hettor arm’d and gon ere yea came to Ilium? Helles was 
not vp? was fhe ? ” : oe 

Cre. Hettor was gone but Hellen was not yp? 

Pan. E’ene fo; Heétor was ftitring early, 


(ve, That were we talking of,and ofhis anger, a4 
Pan. Was he angry ? 


Cre. Sohe faies here. : 

Pan True he was fo; I know the caufe too, heele lay 
about him to day I can tell them that,and there’é Troy les 
willnot cone farre behind him, let them take heede of 
Troylus; Lcansellthem that too. ae 

Cre. Whatis he anpry too? 

Pag VhoTroylus2 eit 
Troylus is the better man of the rwo, © 

Cre, Oh Jepiter;there’s no comparifon, eet? 

Pan, What not betweene Troylus and Hebtar ? do you 
know aman ifyou fee him 2 - . 

Cre, Lif lever faw him before and knew him. 

Pan. Well I fay Troylusis Troyius, 

Cre. Then you fay asI fay, 

For I am fure he is not Hector. 

Pan. Nonot Hetlor is not Troylus in fome degrees. 

Cre. *Tisiuft,to each of chem he is himfelfe, * 

Pas. Himielfezalas poore Troy/us I would he were. 

Cre. Sohe is. 

* Pan. Condition Thad gone bare-foote to India. 

Cre. He is not Heitor. 

Pan. Hiwnfelfe ? n og hee’s not himfelfe,would a were | 
himnfelfe: well, the Gads are aboue, time muft friend or 
endwell Troy / well, | would my beare were in her bo- | 
dy; no, Hslfor is not abetter man then Treylus. 

Cre. Excufe me, 

Pan. He iselder, 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. Thothers not come too’t, you fhall tell meano- 
ther tale when th’others come toot: Heffer thall not} 
haue his will this yeare. 

‘Cre. He fhalinot neede it ifhe haue his owne, 

Pan. Not his qualities. : 

Cre, Nomatter. 

Pan. Nor his beautie. 

Cre. ’"T would not become him, his own’s better. 

Pan, You haue no iudgement Neece; Hellen her felfe 
fworeth other day, that Troy/us fora browne fauour (for 
{o7tis I mufi'confeffe ) noc browne neither, 

Cre.’ No, but browne. 

Pun. Faith to fay truth,browne and not browne. 
Cre. “Fo fay the truth, true and not true. 
Pan. She prais’d his complexion aboue Past. 

Cre. Why Paris hath colour inough. 

Pan. So.he has, os 

Cre, Then Treylus thould have too much, ifthe prasi'd | 
him aboue, his complexion is higher then his,he’hauing |, 
__colour b 
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«3 OLS 
Enter Pandarus and Troylus. ‘asi 
4 t. \' = Sal > * Serr ah F fs wor % fh 
Tropls, Sven sore WO No7y oy. Ob Bandarees VP tell thee Pandarns 





Tamer then fleepe,fonder then ignorance ; 
Leffe valiant then the Virgin in the night, 
And skilleffe as vnpractis’d Infancie. eee & 
Pan. Well, Lhauecold you enough of this: For my 
part, Ile notmeddle nor make no farther. Hee.that will 
haue a Cake outof the Wheate, muft needes tarrythe 
grinding. — 
Troy. Haue I not tarried? tO LAN 
Pan. Ithe grinding ; but you muff tarry the bolting. « 
Troy. Haue I not tarried ? ; age 
Pan, Ithebaulting; but you muft tarry the leaw’ing, 
Troy. StillhaueI tarried. * 
Pan. I, tothe leauening ; but heeres yet in ‘the word 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake ,\\the 
heating of the Quen, and the Baking ; nay,you mult (tay: a 
the cooling too,or youmay chancetoburneyourlips., | Tray. What artethou sugry Paxdarast what with ot? 
Troy. Patience her felfe, what Goddefféere the be, °~ | - Pas, Beciufe (he’s Kinne co me, therefore fhee's not 
Doch leffer blench at fufferance,then I doe: - - fo\fo faire ab Efi/en; and fheiwere nor kin tome, the ui 
At Priams Royall Table doe] fit ; —.. fibeas faire om Friday, as Felen is on'Sunday, But ' 
And when faire Crefidcomesinto fny thoughts, |" care TAL care riot.and fhe were a Black-a- Moore, 
So(Traitor) then fhe comes,when fheisthence.. (2) S toonétoimes) 8) 2 MSO 
Pan. Well: Troy. Say I fhe isnot faire? 
She look’d yefternight fairer,then euer I faw her looke, Troy. I doe not care whether you doe of No ie 
Or any womanelfe. Foole to ftay behinde her Father : Let her tothe Gree , 
Troy. I was about to tell theeywhen my heart, and fo He tell her the next time I fee her ; for my pats 
As wedged with a figh, would rine in twaine, 


meddle nor make no more i’th’matter. 
Leaft Heétor,or my Father fhould perceiue me: Trey. Pandarus? —° Pan. Nok 
Thaue (as when the Sunne doth light a-fcorne) Troy. Sweete Pandarus. : 
Buried this figh,in wrinkle of a {mile: Pan. Pray you {peake no more to mie, Iwil 
But forrow,that is couch’d in feeming gladneffe, as I found it,and there an end. Ex 
Is like that mirth,Fate turnesto fudden fadneffe. 


Sound Alarum. sefonndh 
Pan. Andher haire werenot fomewhat darkerthen} — Tro,Peace you vngraciousClamors,peace tl wi 
Helens well go too, there wereno more comparifon be- 


Fooles on both fides, Helen mutt needs be faire, 
tweenethe Women, But for my part fheis my Kinfwo- | When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. 


man, I would not (as they tearme it) praife it,buc I wold | Icannotfight vpon this Argument: | 


\ of] dard as the palme of Plough-man. This chou tel me; 
J*| As true thou tel’ft me, when I fay Lowe her: 
But faying thos,inftead 8fOyle and Balme, 

\ Thowla?Rinieuery gafhthac lowe hath giuenme, 
The Kniferhar madeiny 3, 

Pan. 1 fpeake no more then eruth,. 
“Frey Thou do’ norfpeake fomuch. 
Pax. Faith, le notmeddléin’t? Let herbeas ther 
‘if the be faire, ‘tis the better tor her and fhebenot, fh 
ha’s the meads inher owne bands, 
.. Trey. Good Pandaruss Hownow Pandara? 
_ Pan. Thaue.had.my Labour formy travellil thought 
“on of her,andiill choughe on of you : Gone betweene al 
- betweenesbar {mal chan kesfor my labour, 
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The Tragedie of Trolusand (yefsida. 
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Pan. \{weare to you, 
| Ithinke Hellezloues him berter then Pars. 
Cre. Then fhee’s a merry Greeke indeed. 
dan, Nay Lam fure the does, fhe came ro him th’orher 
| day into the compaft window,and you know he has not 
| patt three or foure haires on his chinne. 

Crefs Indeed a Tapfters Arithmetique may foone 
bring his particulars therein,to atorall. 

Pand. Whyheis very. yong, and yet will he within 
three pound litt. as much ashis brother Heétor. 
* 'Cref, 1s heisfo younga man,and foold a lifter ? 

* Pan. Butto prooue to youthat Hellen loues him, the 
_ |] came and puts me her white hand to his clouen chin, 
}  Cref. Inno hauc mercy how came it clouen ? 

a *, Why,you know ‘tis dimpled, 
- | Ithinke his {myling becomes him better then any man 
‘| in all Phrigia. 

Cre, Oh he {miles valiantly, 

_ Pas. Dooes hee not? 
Cre. Ob yes,and twereaclow din Astumne, 

Pan. Why goto then,but to proue to you that Helens 
loues Troylus. 

(ve. Troylus wil ftand to thee 
Proofe,ifyoule proone it fo. 

Pan. Troylus? why he cfteemes her no more then Ie- 
| fteemean.addle egge. 

Cre. If youloue an addleegge as well as youloue an 
idle head,y ou would eate chickens i’th’fhell. 

Pan. | cannot chufe but laugh to thinke how fhe tick- 
led his chin,indeed fhee has a maruel’s white hand J mutt 
needs confefle. 

Cre, Without the racke. 
Pan. And thee takes ypon herto {pie a white haire on 
his chinne. 

(ve. As poore chin? many a wart is richer. 

Pand. But there was fuch laughing, Queene Hecuba 
laughit that her eyes ran ore, 

Cre. With Milfiones. 

Pan. And Caffandra aught, 

Cre, But there was more temperate fire vnderthe pot 
ofher eyes ; did her eyes run ore too? 

Pan. And Heéfor jaught. 

Cre. At what wasall this laughing ? 

Pand. Marry atthe whitehaire that Hellen {pied on 

Troyls CO we’? 
|, Gref. And bad beenea greene haire, I fhould have 
‘| Taught too, : 

*|  Pand, They lavght not fo much at the haire,as at his 
'| pretty anfwere. 
| Cre. What was his anfwere 2 
Pan. Quoth fhee,heere’s but two and fifty haires on 
your chinnesand one of thein is white, 

Cre. Thisis her queftion. 

Pan d That's true,make no queftion of that, two and 
fiftie haires quoth hee,and one white,that white haire is 
my Father, and all the reft are his Sonnes. Jupiter quoth 
fhe,which of thefe haires is Parts wy husband? The for- 
ked one quothhe, pluckt out and giueit him :butrhere 
was fuchlaughing, end Hellen fo blutht, and Pars fo 
chaft,and ali the reit fo laught, that it panyaw. 

Cre. So let itnow, 

For is has beenea grcat while going by, » 
|, Pam WellCozen, 


Fp 


reesertoe 7+ 


| 


— 


well ypon him Neece,looke you how his Sword is 


Itold you a thing yefterday,think on’, 
Cre. Sol does, a 
Pand, We be fworne ’tis true, 

an’cwere a man borne in Aprill, 
Cref. And Ile {pring vp in his ceare 

again{t May. . 

Pan. Harkethey are comming from the 

ftand vp here and fee them, as te pafle ie 

goed Necce do,fweet Neece Creffida, . 
Cre. Atyour pleafure. 
Pan, Heere,heere,here’s an excellent pla 

may fee moft brauely, le te] you them alby nae 

as they paffe by but marke 74 oy/ss aboue the ret, . 

| Enter Enea. 
Cre, Speake not fo low’d, 
Pan. That’s e£neas,is not thata braue man, hee’s one 


of the flowers of Troy I can you,but merke 7} 
fhal fee anon. se roplyou 


Cre. Who’s that 2 
Exter Antenor, 

Pan. That's Antenor, hehas a tbrow'dwitl cant 
you,and hee’s.a man good inough, hee’s one o'th foun 
deft iudgement in Troy whofoeuer, anda proper mano 
perfon:when comes 7 roy/ns ? lle fhew you Troylmsagon 
ifhee fee me,you fhallfechim himnodatme, 

Cre. Willhe giue you the nod? 

Pan. You fhall fee. 

Cre. Ifhe do,the rich thall have,more, 

Enter Heétor. 

Pan. That's Hettor,that, that,looke you,thatther'ss 
flelow. Goe thy way Heétor,there’s a brave man Necce, 
O braue Helter! Looke how hee lookes ?there’sa coum 
cenance;iftnot a braue man? 

Cre..Obrane man! 

Pan. Isanot? It dooesa mans heart good,looke yan 
what hacks are onhis He!met,looke you yonder,doyor 
fee ? Looke youthere ?There’s no iefting, laying on,takt 
off, who ill as they fay,there be hacks. 

Cre, Be thofe with Swords? 

Enter Parts. 

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the diuel 
come to him, it’s all one,by Gods lid it dooes oneshear 
good, Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris: looke 
yec yonder Neece, iff nota gallant man to, ift nor? Why 
this is braue now : who faid he came hurt hometodiy? 
Hee’s not hurt, why this will do Hellens heart good} | 
now, ha? Would I could fee Tray/ms now, you fhall T19- 
das anon. : 

(res, Whole thar 

: Enter Hellenuass Pe 

Pan. That’s Hellenus,] maruell where Trois i 
Helenus, Lthinke he went not forthto day:thatsa™ 
lenus. 

Cre. Can Hellenus fight Vucle 2 welll 

Pau, Hellexws no :yes heele fight indifferent, ‘ 
maruell where Troy/us is; harke, doyou not haste 
people crie Troylus 2 Helenus isa Prieft. 

Cre. What {ncaking fellow comes yonder? 

Enter Trylns. fu 
Pan. Where? Yonder )Thav’s Daaphobis i‘ 
ius Ther’s a man Necce, hem gBraue 779! oe 
of Chiualrie, 
Cre. Peace,for fhame peace. tae 
Pand. Marke him, a him ; O brave Troll 






he will: weepe : 
RY ound Aretreate. 
$)an twere Anette 


= 


w 
diedjand his Helme more hacke then Hettors,a0 jokes; 





Troylusand Crefsida. 


Jookes, and how he goes. O admirable youth! he ne’re 
fay three and twenty. Gochy way Troyl#s,g0 thy way, 
rafter were a Grace, oF 4 daughter a Godde e, hee 
ake his choice. O-adenirable man ! Pars? Parts 
jegart tohim, and I warrant, 
give money to boot. 


Enter conemon Sculdiers. 


Cref. Heere come more, — ie ‘ : 

Pan, Affes,tooles, dolts, chaffe and bran, chaffe and 
bran; porredge after meat. I could live and dye i'th’eyes 
of Troylus, Ne’re looke,né'relooke 5 the Eagles are gon, 
Crowés and Dawes, Crowes and Dawes: I had father be 
{ych aman as Troylus, then Agamemnon,and all Greece. 

Cref. Thereis among the Greekes 4ebilles, abetter 
man then 77ay/#s. 

Pan, Achilles? a Dray-man,4 Porter,a very Camell. 

Cref, Weil,well. 

Pane Well,well ? Why haue you any difcretionthaue 
you any eyes? Do you know what amanis? is not birth, 
b:aury, good fhape, difeourfe, manbood,learning, gens 
tleneffe, vertue,youth, liberality and fo forth : the Spices 
and falt that feafons a man ? : a 

Cref. 1,a mine’d oman,and then to be bak d with no Date 
inthe pye, for then the matis dates our ~~ 

Pas. Youare fuch another woman, one knowes not 
at what ward you lye. 

(ref. Vpon my backe, to defend my belly; vponmy 
wit, to defend my wiles $ vppon my fecrecy, to detend 
mine honefty ; my Maske, to defend my beauty,and you 
todefend all thee: and at all thefe wardes I lye at, at 4 
thoufand watches. 

Pan, Say one of your watches. | 

Cref. Nay Ile watch you for that, and that’s one of 

| che cheefelt ofthem too: If 1 cannot ward what I would 

not haue hit, can watch you for telling how I took the 

blow, vitleffe it {well paft hiding, and then it’s paft wat- 
ching. 
= Enter Boy. 


Pan. You are fuch another. 
Boy. Sir, my Lord would inftantly fpeake with you. 
Pan, Where? ' 
Bay. Atyourowne houfe. 3 
Pan. Good Boy tell him] come, I doubt ke bee hurt, 
Fare ye well good Neece. — 
Cref. Adieu Vokle. 
Pan. Me be with you Neece by and by. 
Cref. To bring Vnkle. . 
Pan. T,atoken from Trey/is. : 
Cref. By the fametoken,you area Bawd, Exit Pand. 
Words, vowes, gifts, teares, & loues full facrifice, 
He offers in anothers enterprife : 
But more in Troy/ne thoufend fold I fee, 
Then in the glatfe of Pandar’s praife may be; 
Yethold I off’ Womenlaré Angels wooing, . 
Things won are'done, ioyes foule lyes inthe dooing : 
That fhe beloa’d, knowes doughe, thar knowes not this; 
Men prize the thing vngait'd, more then it is. 
That fhe'was never yet; thac ever knew 
| Loue got fo fweet, as when defice did fue + 
Therefore his maxime out floue Ireach 5 
* Atchienensent ;is command y ungain d, befeech. 
That though my’heares Contents firme louc doth beare, 
' [Nothing of thatihall from mine eyes appeare, Exit, 


Helen vo change, would . 


des, Menelaves with others. bs 
Aga. Princes: Ne Aaa ies. 
What greefe hath fet the Iatindics on your checkes? “” 
The ample propofition thathope makes _ és 
Inall defignes, begunonearth below —* 
Fayles inthe promift largeneffe: checkes and difafters — 
Grow in the veines 6factions higheft rear’ds 
As knots by the conflux of meeting fap,” Aig 
Infe@t the found Pine, and diverts his Graime " 
Tortie and erant from his coarfe of growth. 
Nor Princes; is it mattef new'to Vs, sities 
That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo farre, oe 
That after feuen yeares fiege, yet Troy walles fland; * 
Sith euery aétion thathath gonebefore, “= iy 
Whereof we haue Record, Triall did draw°*” eS 
Bias and thwart, not anfweriig theaymes | " 
And that vnbodied figure of the thought ~~ us 
Thar gane’t (urmifed fhape. Why then{yeu Princes) * | 
Do you with cheekes abafh’d, behold our workes, * 
And thiake them fhame, which ate (indeed nought elfe 
But the protractive trials ef great loue, oi ve 
To finde perfiftiue conftancie in men? 
The finenetle of which Mettall is not found «* 
In Fortunes loue: for then, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wife and Foole, the Artift and vn-read, 
The hard and foft, feeme all affin’d,and kin) * 
But in the Winde and Tempett ofherfrowne, 77°" 
Diftin@tion with alowd and powrefull fan, _ 
Poffing at all, winnowes the light away 3 © a 
And what hath maffe, or matter by it {glfe, 
Lies richin Vertue,andvomingled. * °*° 

Nestor. With duc Obferuance of thy godly feat, 
Great Agamemnon, Neffer thall apply” Abbe 
"Phy lacett words. 
Inthe reproofe of Chance, a HE. 
Lies the true proofe of men: The Sea being fmooth, - 
How many fhallow bauble Boates dare faile 
Vpon her patient breft, making their way 
With thofe of Nobler bulke? 
But lec the Ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Therss,and anon behold hac . 
The ftrong ribb’d Barke through liquid Mountaines cut, 
Boundiny betweene the two moyft Elements: 
Like Perfesw Horfe. Where’sthen the fawcy Boate, 
Whofe weake vntimber'd fides but even now 
Co-riual’d Greatneffe ? Either to harbour fled, 
Ormadea Tofte for Neptune. Euen fo, | 
Doth valours thew,and valours worth divide 


Senet. Enter Agamemuen, Neftor Viffes,Diome- 


o 


‘In formes of Fortune. 


For, iherray and brightneffe, , , 

The Heard hath more annoyance by the Brieze 

Then by the Tyger: Bur, when the fplitting winde 
Makes Slexiblethe knees of knotted Oakes, 
And Flies fled vnder thade, why then 

The thing of Courage, 

Asrewz°d with rage, with rage doth fympathize, 
And with an accent ttn d in felfe-fame key, ~ 
Retyres to chiding Fortune. 
is Vif. Agamemuon. 

Thou great Commander, Nerue, and Bone of Greece, 
Heart of our Numbers, foule, and onely {piric, 

In whom the tempers, and the mindes of all 

Should be fhut vp 3 Heare whar Iy/fes fpeakes, 
Befides the applaufe and approbation 


- 


The which moft mighty for thy place and fways 





















































































| So doubly feconded with Will, and Power) 
_| Muft make perforce an voiverfall prey, 
- | And laft, este vp himfelie. 

_ | Great Agamemnon: ' 

-'VPhis Chaos, when Degree is fuffocate, 


And thou moft reuerend for thy fretcht-out life, 

I giue to both your {peeches : which were fuch, 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece | 

Should hold vp high in Braffe: and fuch againe 
Asvenerable Weffor (hatch’din Siluer) _ 
Should with a bond of ayre, ftrong asthe Axletree 
‘In which the Heauens ride, knit all Greekes eares 
To his experienc’d tongue: yet letit pleafe both 
(Thou Great,and Wife) to heare Viy/es {peake. 


That matter needleffe ofimportleffe burthen 
Divide thy lips;then weareconfident 
When ranke Therfites opes his Mafticke iawes, 
We hall heare Muficke, Wit,and Oracle. 

Ubf. Troy yet vpon his bafis had bene downe, | 
And the great Hettors {word had lack’d a Mafter 
But for thefe inftances, 


| The fpecialty of Rule hath beene neglected ; 

1 And looke how many Grecian Tents do ftand 

| Hollow vpon this Plaine, fo many hoilow Fa@tions. 
| When that the Generall is not like the Hiue, 


To whom the Forragers fhall all repaire, 
What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, 


| Th’vaworthieft fhewes as fairely inthe Maske. 

| The Heauens themfelues, the Planets, and this Center, 
‘| Obferue degree, priority,and place, 

‘| Infifture, courfe, proportion, {cafon, forme, 

| Office, and cuftome, in all line of Order : 


And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol 
In noble eminence, enthron’d and {phear’d 
Amid’ft the other, whofe med’cinable eye 


| Corredts the ill Afpecs of Planets euill, 
| And poftes like the Command'ment of a King, 
| Sans checke, to good and bad. But when the Planets 


In euill mixture to diforder wander, 


| Whar Plagues, and what porcents, what mutiny ? 


What raging of the Sea? {haking of Earth ? 


~ | Commotion in the Windes? Frights,changes, horrors, 
1 Diuert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 


The vnity, and married calme of States 


-| Quite from their fixure?O, when Degreeis thak’d, 


(Which isthe Ladder to all high defignes) 


' | The enterprizeis ficke. How could Communities, 


Degrees in Schooles, and Brother-hoods in Cities, 


| Peacefull Commerce from diuidable fhores, 
- | The primogeniciue, and due of Byrth, 


Prerogative of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, 


| (But by Degree) ftand in Authentique place? 
_ | Take but Degree away, von-cune that firing, 


And hearke what Difcord followes : each thing meetes 
Inmeereoppugnancie, The bounded Waters, 


_ | Should life their bofomes higher then the Shores, 
- | And make a foppe ofall this folid Globe : 

_ | Strength fhould be Lord ofimbecility, 

,| And the rude Sonne fhould Arike his Father dead: 
| Force fhould be right, or rather, right and wrong, 
_ | (Betweene whofe endleffe iarre, Tuflice recides) 


Should loofe her names, and fo fhoula Luftice too. 


_ | Then euery thing includes ie felfe in Power, 
' | Power into Will, Willinto Appetite, 


And Appetite(an vniuerfall Wolfe, 


J 





Fils aul Crefsida. : | 


Aga, Speak Prince of Zthaca,and be’t of lefle expe : 


| SirValour dies ; cries,O enough Patrec/s, 


] In pleafure of my Spleene, And in this fathion 











Followes the choaking : 
And this negle&tion of Degree, is it. 
That by a pace goes backward ina purpofe 
Ichath toclimbe. The Generall’s difdaind 
By him one ftep below ; he, by the next, 
That next, by him beneah : fo euery ftep 
Exampled by the firft pace thatis ficke 

Of his Superiour, growes to an enuio 
Of pale, and bloedieffe Emulation, 
And’tis this Feauer that keepes Troy on foote 
Not her owne finewes, Toend ataleof lengrh 
Troy in our weakneffe liues, notin her ftrength, 

Nef. Moft wifcly hath Yipes heere difcouer'd 
The Feauer, whereof all our power is ficke, 

Aga. The Nature of the fickneffe found (Uhfes) 
Whatistheremedie? 

Viyf. The great Achikes, whom Opinion crownes 
The finew, and the fore-hand of our Hofte 
Hauing hiseare full ofhisayery Fame, 
Growes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent 
Lyes mocking our defignes,. With him, 
Vpon alazie Bed, the liue-long day 
Breakes fcurrill lefts, 

And with ridiculous and aukward aGion, 
(Which Slanderer, he imitation call’s) 
He Pageants vs. Sometime great Agamemnon 
Thy topleffedeputationhe putson;; 
And like a ftrutting Player, whofe conceit 

Lies in his Ham-ftring, and doth thinkeit rich 

To heare the weodden Dialogue and found 
Twixt his ftretcht footing, and the Seaffolage, 
Such to be pittied, and ore-refted feeming 

He acts thy Greatneffein: and whenhe {peakes, 
Tis likea Chime a mending. With tearmes vatquar' 
Which from the tongue of roaring Typlon dropt, 
Would feemes Hyperboles. Atthis fulty ftuff, 
The large Achilles (on I%s preft-bed lolling) 
From his deepe Cheft, Jaughes outa lowd applaufe, 
Cries excellent, ’tis Agamensnon iutt. 
Now play me Neffor ; hum, and ftroke thy Beard 
Ashe, being dreft to {ome Oration: 
That’s done, as neere as the extreameft ends 

Of paralels ; as like, as Vulcan and his wife, 

Yet god Achilles Rill cries excellent, 

"Tis Neffor right. Now play bim (me) Patroclu, 
Arming co anfwer in anight-Alarime, 

And then (forfooth) the fine defects of Age 
Muft be the Scene of myrth, to coygh, and fpit, 
And witha palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Shake in and our the Rivet; and at this {port 


Us Feayer 


Patroclys, 
















t, giue me ribs of Steele, I thall {plitall 


All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapes, 

Seuerals and generals of grace exadty 

Atchicuments, plots, orders, preuentions, 

Excitements to the field, or {peech for truce, 

Succeffe or loffe, what is,or is not, ferues 

As fuffe for thefe two, to make paradoxes. 
Neff. And in the imitation of chefe cwaine, 

Who (as Hyffes fayes) Opinion crownes 

With an Imperiall voyce, many are infect: 

Aiax is growne felfe-will’d, and beares his head 

In fuch areyne, in fullas proud a place 

As broad Achsies, and keepeshis Tentlike him; ~ 

Makes factious Feafts,railes on our ftate of Warte pall! 


{Bold as an Oracle, and fers Therfites 20 3ebps 6 
Aflaue, whofe Gall.coines:flanders likeaMints 
To match vs.in.comparifons with durty +): 

To weaken and difcredit our expoldses-, 
How ranke. foeuer rounded.in with danger, we 

Viyf. They taxe our policy, and callis Gowardice,: A 
Count Wifedome as no member of the, Warre, 
Fore-ftall prefcience, and efteeme ne acte? 

But that of hand: The ftill and mental patts, bes 
That do contriue how many-hands fhall Qrike 

When fitneffe call them on,and know-by meafure 

Of their obferuant coyle, the Enemics.waight, 

Why this hath not a fingers dignity : ia 
They call this Bed-worke, Mapp'ry, Cloffec-W arrés 
So that che Ramime that batrers downe the wall, 

For the great {wing and rudeneffe of his poize, 

They place before his hand that made the Engine, 
Orthofethat withthe fiaeneffe of their foules, 

By Reafon guide his execution. 

Nef... Levthis be granted, and Achilles horfe 
Makes many Theres fonnes. 

Agas What Trumpet? Looke Adenelazs. 

Men, From Troy. Enter «Ainedse 

Aga. What would you fore our Tent? 

ene, Isthis gteat Agamemsmons Lent,i pray yout: « 

Aga. Euenthis, 

. ene..May one that,isa Herald, and: a Prince, 
Doa faire meflage cohis Kingly eares ? 

Aga, With furety ftronger then Acbilles arme, 
Fore allthe Greekifh heads, which with ene voyce:. 
Call Agamemuon Head and Generali. 

eAnes Faire leaue, and large fecurity. How may 
A firanger co.thofe mof Imperial lookess 
Know them from.eyes of other Mortals ? 

Aga..How? . 

véne..1;laske.chatI might wakenreverence, 
Andon the cheeke be ready with a blufh 
Modeft as morning, when fhe coldly eyes 
The youthfull Phoebus + 
Which is that God in office guiding men? 

Which is the high and mighty. Agamemnon ? 
Aga. This Troyan {cornes vs, ot themenef Troy 
Are ceremonious Courtiers. - 
ene, Courtiersas free, as debonnaire 5 vnarm’d, 
As bending Angels; that’s their Fame, in peace : 
But when they would feeme Souldicrs, they haue galles, 
Good armes, ftrong ioynts, true {words,& Jowes accord, 
Nothing fo full ofheart, Butpeace einedss) 
Peace Tioyan, lay thy finger on thy.tips, 
The worthineffe of praife diftaines bis worth : 
Ifthat he prais’d himfelfe, bring the praife forth, 
But what.the repining enemy commends, ~ 
That breath Fame blowes,that praite fole pure tranfc€ds. 
Aga. Sit,you of Troy,catkyou your felfe eZseas > 

e£ne. 1 Greeke,thatis my name.’ ;,). . 

Aga, What's your affayreI prayyou?, 

c£ne. Sir pardon,’tis for Agamemnous caress 

Aga, He heares nought privacy 
That comes.from Troy.°, ... car ' 

_ ene. Nor I from Troy come not to whifper him, 
I bring a Trumpet to awake his care, ‘ 
To fet his Tence on the attentive bens,, 
-pAnd then to fpeake, ._... if asks 
| Aga. Speake frankely as che winde, | : 
Itis not Agamemmnons flecping hovres . 
That thou fhalt know. Troyan he isawake, 


Tuskét 


~ sr Hetels thee fo himfelfe,’ 


ene, Trumpet blow loud, psd anipgad) 1} 
Send thy Braffe voyce through all chefedazie Tents, ¢ ! 
And euery Greeke of mettle, lechimknows) 04 
What Troy meanesfairelyythall be fpoke alowd;: ~ 

The Trumpets fovuds 

We haue great Agamemnon heere in Troy, o761991 
A Prince calld-Hettor, Priam is his Father: 

Who in this-doll and long-continew’d Truce 

Is rufty growne. He badmetskea Frumper;t | 3 
And to this purpofe fpeake: Kings,Princés, Lords): 20. 
Ifthere be one among ftche fayr (t of Greece; bak 
That holds his Honor higher then hiseafe, b ait? 
That feekes his praife, more then he feares his peril. } 


| That knowes his Valour, and knowes not his feareji2! 


| 


| And finde the welcomeofa Noble Foe.; 5 . 


That loues his Miftris mioré then in confeffion, 

(Wich,truant vowes to her owne lips he loues) 

And dare avow her Beauty,and her Worth, 

In other arenes then hers? co-him this Challenges 

Heélor, ii view of Troyansyand of Greekes; 

Shall makeitgood, or dochis beftro doit. 

He hath aLady, wifer, fairer,truery 6! | 

Then ever Greeke did. compaflein hisarmes, 

And will co morrow with his Trumpereall, 

Midway betweene your Tenits,and walles of Troy) A) 

Torowzea Grecian that is crue in done, bad rep if 

Ifany come; -Hetlor fhalhonourhinssz2h0' “ bal 

Ifnone, heel fay in Troy whenhe feryresys: } odtoF} 

The Grecian Dames drefun-burnc,andnor worth 4-0 

The fplinter ofa Lance: Btenfominelsiecs oy 0G 
Aga. This thall berold. our Louvers Lord eZneae,o | 

Ifnone of them baue fonleinfiich akinde,-- » br A 

We left ther allat homes !But.we ate Souldiers,. «220! 

And may that,Souldiemamecte recreaniuproue;: 

That meanes not, hath noc,oris not indoue + 

ifthen.one is, or-hath,ormeanes to be, 

That one meets Heftors ifnoneelfe,llebe he. 
Nef. Tell bitn of Nejfor, one that was aman 

When Hedlors GrandGisefuckt she is oldhow;. | 

But if there be not in our Grecian mould, ! 

One Noble man, that hath ene fparkioffire » - 

To anfwer for his Louestell-him fromme, : 

He hide my Silaer beard ina Gold Beater,’ 

Andin my Vantbrace put this withe:’d'brawne, 

And meeting him, wiltell him, thaomg Lady 

Was fayrer then his Grandame, and as chafte 

As may be in the world vhis youth in flood, 

ile pawne this truth with my three drops of blood, 
eine, Now heauens forbid fuch fearfitie of youths, 
Vinf> Aen. 
Aga. Faire Lord e£nea, 

Letmetonch your hands,.: 

To ont Pauillion thal J leade you firs 

Achilles foal haue werd of this intent, 

So fhail each Lord of Greece from Tentto Tents 

Your felfe {hall Feat witti vs before you goe, . 


Exesnt.y. 


(Manet Viyffes and Neftore. 
Vif. Nestor. btn Bicr! 

Nefhy: Wibarlayes Hbyfes 25 spe ot 

Vif. 1 haueayoung conception in my braine, 
Be you my timeto-bring isto fome fhape. 

Neti Wihawié0?, nae Sctoos bs 

Viyffes. This tiss.: .. fe ee 3p ait 
Blunt wedges riuehard-knots : the feeded Prides. =i. 
That hath to this maturity blowne vp. yr! ofhseb | 

2 

































































































Or fhedding breed a Nurfery oflike evil 
To ouer-bulke ys all, 
Nef, Wel,and how? 
Ubf. This challenge that the gallam Hetfor fends, 
How euer icis {pred in general name, 
Relates in purpofe onely to chiles. 
Nef. The purpofe is perfpicuous euen as fubRance, 
Whofe groffeneffe little charracters fumme vp, 
And in the publication make no ftraine, 
But that Achilles, were his braine as barren 
As bankes of Lybia, though (Apollo knowes) 
‘Tis dry enough, wil with grear {peede ofiudgement, 
I, with celericy, finde Heétors purpofe 
Pointing on him. 
Oyj. And wake him to the anfwer, thinke you? 
Nef. Yes, ’tis moft meet; who may you elle oppofe 
Thar can from Heétor bring his Honor off,! 
If not Achilles ; though’t be a fportfull Combate, 
Yet inthis triall, much opinion dwels. 
For heere the Troyans tafte ourdeer’ftrepute 
With their fin’ft Pallate: and trutt to me Viyffes, 
Our imputation fhall be oddely poiz'd 
In this wilde action, For the fuccefle 
‘(Aithough particular) fhall giue a fcantling 
Of good or bad, ynto the Generall : 
And in fuch Indexes, alchough {mall prickes 
To their fubfequent Volumes, there is feenc 
‘The baby figure of the Gyant-maffe 
Ofthingstocome atlarge. Itis fuppos’d, 
He that meets Hettor, iflues from our choyfe ; 
And choife being mutuall aéte of all our foules, 
Makes Merit her eleGtion, and doth boyle 
As’twere, from forth vs all : aman diftill’d 
Out of our Vertues; who mifcarrying, 
“What heart from hence receyues the conqu’ring part 
To eelea trong opinion to themfelues, 
Which entertain’d, Limbes are in his inftruments, 
In no leffe working, then are Swords and Bowes 
‘Direétiue by the Limbes. 
_ Vf. Giue pardon to my fpeech: 
Therefore ’tis meet, Achites meet not Helfor ; 
Let vs (like Merchants) fhew our fowleft Wares, 
And thinke perchance they’'l fell : Ifnot, 
The lafter of the Better yet to fhew, 
‘Shall fhew the betrer. Donor confent, 
‘Thac cuer Heéfor and Achilles meete : 
For boch our Honour, and our Shame inthis, 
Are doge’d with two frange Followers. 


Viyf, What glory our Achilles thares from Hetter, 
( Were he not proud) we all fhould weare with him : 
But he already is too infolent, 
And we were better parch in Affricke Sunne, 
Then in the pride and fale {corne of his eyes 
Should he fcape Heffor faire. Ifhe were foyld, 
Why then we did our maine opinion crufh 
In taint of our beftman. No, makea Lott’ry, 
And by denice let blockith Asax draw 
The forr to fight with Hector: Among our feiues,{ 
Giue him allowance as the worthier man, 
For that will phyficke the great Myrmidon 
Who broyles in lowd applaufe, and make him fall 
His Creft, that prouder then blew Iris bends. 
If che dull brainleffe sax come fafe off, 
Wee'l dreffe him vp in voyces #ifhe faile, 


i ad * -_ 2 a 


Troylus and Crefsida. | 
inranke Achilles,muftor now becropt, - , Yet gowevnder our opinion ftill, TT 


Neff. I fee them not with my old cies: what are they? | 
























That we have better men. But hit or miffe 
Our proiedts life this thape of fence affumes 
Aiax imploy’d,pluckes downe Achilles Plintsz 

Neft. Now Viyffes, I begin to rellith thy aduic 
And I wil giue a afte of it forthwith ° 
To Agamemnon, go weto him ftraight: 

Two Curres fhal tame each other, Pride alone 
Muft tarre the Maftiffes on, ‘twere their bone 
Enter Aiax,and Therfites. 

Ais. Ther fites? 

Ther. eAgamemnon, how ifhehad Biles (ful) 
generally. 

tes Therfites ? 

Ther. And thofe Byles did runne, fay fordi 
General run, were coethiat a barchy edeee pei 

ein. Dogges 

Ther, Then there would come fome matter fromhin: 
Ifee nonenow, 
; e‘ia. Thou Bitch- Wolfes-Sonne, cant} notheite) 

ecle oo. ak Strikes him, 

Ther. The plague of Greece ypon thee t 
beefe-witted en — 

4a. Speake then you whinid’ft leauen {peake, 1 nil 
beate thee into handfomneffe, 

Ther, I thal fooner rayle thee into wit and holine(e: 
but I thinke thy Horfe wil fooner con an Oration, then 
learn a prayer without booke : Thou cantt ftrike, cant 
thou? A red Murreno’th thy fades trickes. 

Aia. Toads ftoole, learne me the Proclamation, 

Ther. DoefttheuthinkeI haue no fence thou frikf 

efia, The Proclamation, (toe thust 

Ther. Thou art proclaim’d a foole,! thinke, 

ia. Do not Porpentine,do not; my fingersitch. 

Ther, I would thou didft itch from head to foot, and 
Thad the {cratching of thee,1 would make thee theloth- 
fom’ft {cab in Greece. 

Aja. \ fay the Proclamation, : 

Ther. Thou grumbleft & raile(t euery houre on A. 
chilles, and thou art as ful ofenuy athis greatnes, Ce 
berus is at Proferpina’s beauty. I, chat thou barkftathim 

Aja. Miftreffe Therfites, 

Ther. Thou fhould’ft trike him. 

Aja. Coblofe. 

Ther. He would pun thee into fhiuers with his fila 
a Sailor breakes a bisker. 

Aisa. Youhorfon Curre. 

Aa. Thou ftoole fora Witch. 

Ther. I, do,do,thou fodden-witted Lord: thoubal 
no more braine then I haue in mine elbows: An Afiice 
may tutor thee. Thou fcuruy valiant Affe,thou artheett 
but cothrefh Troyans, and thou art bought and olde # 
mong thofe of any wit, like a Barbarian flue. Ifthow vt] 
to beat me, wil begin at thy heele. and tel what shouat 
by inches, thou thing ofno bowels thou.! 

Aia, You dogge. 

Ther. You fcuruy Lord. 

ia, You Curre. 

Ther, Mars his Ideot: do rudenes,do Carell, do, 
Enter Achilles,and Patrocins. 9 

Achil. Why how now Aiax?wheretore do yout 

How now Ther tes? what’s the matter man? 
Ther, You fee him there, do you? 
Achil, 1, what's the matter. 

| Ther. Nay looke vpon him. 

Ach. Sol do: what's the matter? rier, 


Exenut 


all ower 


Ther @ Do,do. 
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Ther. Nay bucregard him well. 
Achil. Well,why I do fo. 


Ther. Butyet youlooke not well vponhim :for who — 


{ome ever you take him to be,beis Aiax. 

Achil. 1 know that foole, ae 

Ther. 1, but that foole knowes not himfelfe. 

Asax. Therefore | beare thee. 

Ther. Lo,lo,lo,fo, what poodicums of wit he viters:his 
euafions haue eares thus long. I] haue bobb'd his Braioe 
more then he has beate my bones: 1 will buy nine Spar- 
rowes for a peny, and his Piamater isnot worth the nsnth 
part of a Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles diax who wears 
his wit in his belly, and. bis guttes in bis head, le cell you 
what] fay of him. 

Achil, What? 

Ther. Vfay this e4iaxr—~——e 

Achil. Nay good Ajax. 
Ther. Has niot fo much wit. 
Achil: Nay, i mofthold you. Mes 

Tacr. Ax will ftop the eye of Helens Needie,for whom 
hecomes to fight, 

Achill, Peace toole, 

Ther. T would hauc peace aud quietnes, but the foole 
willnot : he there, that he, looke youthere. 

Aiax, O thou damn’d Curre, | fhall——= 

Achil, Will you fet your wit toa Fooles. 

Ther. No J warrant you, for a fooles will fhame jt. 

Pat. Good words Therfites. 

Achil, What's the quarrell ? 

Aiax. I bad thee vile Owle, goe learne me the tenure 
of the Proclamation ,and he rayles vpon me, 

Ther. [ferue thee not. 

Avax, Well,go too, go too. 

Ther. I ferne heere voluntary. 

Achil, Your lat feruice was fufferance, ‘twas not vo- 
luntary, no msn is beaten voluntary ¢ Ajax was heere the 
voluntary, and youasynderanImprefle. 

Ther E’nelo, a great deale of your wit too lies in your 
finnewes, or elfe there be Liars. Heétor {hall havea great 
catch, ifhe knocke our either of your braines,he were as 
good cracke a fuftie nut with no kernell, 

Achil, What with meto Z herfites ? 

Ther, There's Vhffes,and old Nefor, whofe Wit was 
mouldy ere their Grandfires had nails on their toes,yoke 
you like deaft-Oxen,and make you plough vp the waire, 

Achil, What? whav? 

Ther, Yes good footh, to Achilles to Atax, to 

Aiax. 1 fhall cue out your tangue. 

Ther: 3F tsnomratver, I hall {peakeas much as thou 
afterwards, yt a 

Pat. Nomore words Therfites. 

Ther.J will hold my peace when Achilles Brooch bids 
me, fhall I? 

Achil, There’sforyou Patroclus. 


Tle, }willee youlang'd like Clotpoles ereT come | 
any more to yo ur Tents; I will keepe where there is wit | 


fitting, and leauethe faction of fooles. 
Pat. A goodriddance. 


Exit. 


Achil, Marry this Sit ie prociaim’d through al our hoft, | 


That Hebtor by che fift houre of the Sunne, 
Will with a Trumpety’cwixt our Tents and Troy 
0 Morrow morning callfome Knight to Armes, 
That hath a ftomacke, and fuch a one that dare 
Maintaine I knownor what: tistrath. Farewell. 
Ajze. Farewell 2 who fhallanfwer him? 
Achil.} know not, tis put to Lottry: otherwife 


Heksew his man. . yt Me 

Aiax.O meaning you,] wil go fearne more of it. Exit. 

Enter Priam,Hettor,T roylus Pare ard Helenus. 

Pri. Afcer fo many houres,liues {peeches fpent, 
Thus once againe fayes Neffor fromthe Greekes, 
Deliuer Helen, and ali damage elfe 
(As honour, loffe of time, trauaile, expence, 


’ Wounds, friends,and what els deere that ts confany'd 


In hor digeftion of this cemorant Warte) 
Shall be ftreke off. Heéter;what fay you too’t. 

Heit. Though no man lefler feares the Greeks then I, 
As farre as touches my particular: yet dtead Priam, 
There is no Lady of more fofter bowels, : 
More {pungie, to fucke in the tenfe of keare, 

More ready to cry out, who knowes what followes 
Then Hedior is : the wound of peace is furety, 
Surety fecure: but mode{t Doubs is cal’d 
The Beacon of the wife: thetent that fearches 
To'th’bottome of the worft, Let Helen go, 
Since the firft {word was diawne about this queftion, 
Euery tythe foule mong ft many thoufand difmes, 
Hath bin as deere as Helens 1 meane of ours 3 
if we haue loft fo many tenths cf ours 
To guard a thing not ours,nor worth to ys 
(Hadit our name) the valew ofone ten} 
W hat merit’s in that reafon which denies 
The yeelding of her vp. 
Troy. Fic,fie,my Brother; 
Weigh you the wortivand hcenour of a King 
(So great as our dread Father) ina Scale 
Of common Ounces? Wil you with Counters fumme 
The paft proportion of his infinire, 
Andbuckle in a wafte moft fathomleffe, 
With fpannes and inches fo diminutiue, 
As feares and reafons ? Fic for godly fhame? 

Hel, No maruel though you bite fo fharp at reafons, 
You are fo empty of ther, fhould not our Father 
Beare the great {way of his affayres with reafons, 
Becaufe your fpeech hath none that tels him fo. ' 

Troy, You are for dreames & flumbers brother Prieft 
You furre your gloues with reafon:here are your reafons 
You know an enemy intends youharme, 

You know, a fwordimploy’d is perillous, 

And reafon flyes tle obiedt of all harme. 

Who maruels then when Helenws beholds 

A Grecian and his fword, if hedo fet 

The very wings of reafon to his heeles: 

OrlikeaStarre diforb’d, Nay, if wetalke of Reafon, 
And flye like chidden Mercurie from Ioue, 

Lev’s fhut our gatesand fleepe  Manheod and Honor 
Should baue hard hearts, wold they buc fac thei thaghts 
With this cramm'dreafon : reafon and refpe@, 
Makes Liwers pale. and luflyhood deie&, 

Heit, Brother, fhe is not worth 
What fhe doth coft che holding, 

Troy. What’saught, bur as’tis valew'd? 

Heit. Bur value dwels not in particular will, 
It holds his eftimare and dignitie 
As well, wherein tis precious of it felfe, 4 
Asin the prizer:’Fis made Idolatrie, 

Tomake the feruice greaterthentheGod, 
And the wilkdotes that is inclineable 

To what infeioufly it felfe affes, 

Without fome mnage of ch’'affeGed merie, 

_ Troy, Viaketo day a Wife, and my election 
Is led on inthe condugt of my Will; 


el | | : cs ; G3 My 
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My WilLenkindled by mine eyes and eares, 

Two traded Pylots *twixc'the dangerous fhores 
Of Will, and Iudgement.. How may { auoyde 
(Although my will diftafte what it elected) 

The Wife I chofe, there can be no euafion 

To blench from this, and to ftand firme by honour, 
“Weturne not backe the Silkes vpon the Merchant 


‘We do not throw in vnrefpectiue fame, 

Becaufe we now are full. It was thought meete 

‘Paris Chould do fome vengeance on the Greekes 5 

Your breath of full confent bellied his Sailes, 

The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tooke a Truce, 
‘And did him feruice; he touch’d the Ports defir'd, 

And for anold Aunt whom the Greekes held Captiue, 


Wrinkles Apolloes, andmakes ftale the morning. 
Why keepe we her? the Grecians keepe our Aunt : 
Is fhe worth keeping? Why fheisa Pearle, 
Whofe price hath launch’d aboue a thoufand Ships, 
And turn’d Crown’d Kings to Merchants. ~ 

If you’lauouch, twas wifedome Pars went, 

(As you muft needs, for you all cride, Go, go:) 

If you'l confeffe, he brought home Noble prize, 
(As you mutt needs) for you all clapt your hands, 
And cride ineftimable ; why do younow 
Theiflue of your proper Wifedomes rate, 

And doa deed that Fortune neuer did? 

Begger the eftimation which you priz’d, 

Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft moft bafe! 
‘That we haue ftolne what we do feare to keepe. 
But Theeues vaworthy of thing fo ftolne, 

That in their Country didthem that difgrace, 

‘We feare to warrant in our Natiue place. 


Enter Calfandrawith her haire about 
ber eaves. 

Caf. Cry Troyans, crys. : 

Priam. Whatnoyfe? what threeke is this ? 

Troy. ’Tis our mad fitter, ldo know her voyce. 

Caf. Cry Troyans.. 

Hett, Itis Caffandra, 

Caf. Cry Troyans cry; lend me ten thoufand eyes, 
And I will fill chem with Propheticke teares. 

Hett. Peace fifter,peace. 

Caf. Virgins,and Boyes; mid-age & wrinkled old, 
Soft infancie, that nothing can but cry, 


. | Addeto my clamour :Jet vs pay betimes 


Amoity of that maffe of moane to come. °. 
Cry Troyans cry, praétife your eyes with teares, 
Troy muft not be, nor goodly Illion fiand, 
Our fire-brand Brother Parzs burnes ys all. 


“TCry Troyans cry;a Helen and a woe; 


Cry, cry, Troy burnes, or elfelet Helen goe, 


Of divination is our Sifter,worke ’ 
Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your bloud 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon, 
Nor feare of badtucceffein a bad caufe ,., 
Can qualifiechefame? Woxish 

Troy. Why Brother:-Heftor, --.. 
| We may not thinke the iufineffe of each ate ; 





Such, and no other then event doth forme it, 
Nor once deiedt the courage of our mindes; 
Becaufe Caffandra’s mad,her brainficke raptures 
Cannot diftafte the goodneffe of a quarrel , 


Troylus an 


When we haue fpoyl’d them; nor the remainder Viands 


He brought a Grecian Queen, whole youth & frefhneffe 


Exit. 
Heit, Now youthfull Troylws, do nor thefe hie ftrains 


SS ee 


d Crefsida, 


lam.no more touch’d, then all Priams ¢ 


_ But Latteft the gods, your fu 









Which hath our feuerall Honours al} engag’d : 
Tomakeit gracious. For my priuatepart, 
onnes, 
amone'tt ys 
ft fpleene, 


And Ioue forbid there fhould be done 
Such things as might offend the weake 
To fight for, and maintaine. 

Par. Elfe might the world conuince of leuiti 
As well my vnder-takings as your counfelg: i 

Tosiees 

Gaue wings to my propenfion, and.cut of 
All feares attending on fo dire a proiea. 
For what (alas) can thefe my fingle armes? 
‘W hat propugnation is in one mans valour 
To ftand the pufh and enmity of thofe 
This quarrell would excite? Yer I proteft, 
Were I alone to paffe the difficulties, 
And had as ample power, as I haue will, 
Paris fhould ne're retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the purfuice, 

Pri. Paris, you {peake 
Like one be-fotted on your {weet delights. 
You have che Hony ftill, bur thefe theGall, 
So to be valianc, is no praife at all. 

Par, Sit, 1 propofe not meerely to my felfe, 
The pleafures fucha beauty brings withit: 
But] would haue the foyle of her faire Rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
What Treafon were it to the ranfack’d Queene, | 
Difgrace to your great worths, and {hame tome, 
Now to deliuer her poffefsion vp 
On termes of bafe compulfion? Canitbe, 
Tisat fo degenerate a ftraine as this, 
Should once fet footing in your generous bofomes? 
There’s not the meaneft {piric on our partie, 
Without a heare to dare, or {word to draw, 
When Helen is defended: nor none fo Noble, . 
Whofe life were ill beftow’d, or death vnfam’d, 
Whete Helen is the fubiect, Then (I fay) 
Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large {paces cannot paralell. 

Hett. Parts and Troylus, you haue both faid well: 
And on the caufe and queftion now in hand, 
Haue gloz‘d, but fuperficielly ; not much 
Vaolike young men, whom Arifforle thought 
Vofic to heare Morall Philofophie.. 
The Reafons you alledge, do more conduce 
To the hot paffion of diftemp’red blood, 
Thento make vp a free determination 
‘Twixtright and wrong : For pleafuresand revenge 
Haue cares more deafe then Adders, to the voyce ” 
Of any true decifion. Nature craves >» 
All dues be rendred'to their Owners : now 
Whatneerer debt in all humanity, 
Then Wife is to the Husband? If this law 
Of Nature be corrupted through affection) 1) °° 
And that great mindes of partiall indulgence, 99 
To their benummed wills refitt the fame; ° : 
There is a Law in each well-ordred Nation, 
To curbe thofe raging appetites thatare Be 
Moft difobedient and refraGturie. hy yl Oe 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta’s King wif: 9 
(As it is knowne fhe is) thefeMorall Lawes: °° 
Of Nature, and of Nation, fpeake alowd 
Tohaue her backe return’d, Thus.to perfitt 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 
But makes it much more heauies Heétors opinion) 


~ Troylusand Crefsida, 


Isthis in way of truth ; yetnere the leffe, 

My fpritely brethren, | propend toyou 
Inrefolution to keepe Helew ftill ; 

| For’tis acaufe chat hath no meane dependance, 
| Vpon our ioyne and feuerall dignities. 


Wercit not glory that we more affected, 
Then the performance of our heauing {pleenes, 
1 would not with a drop of Treian blood, 
Spent more in her defence. But worthy Hector, 
Sheis a theame of honour and renowne, 
A{purre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whofe prefent courage may beate downe our foes, 
And fame in time to come canonize ys. 
For I prefume braue Hector would not loofe 
Sorich aduantage ofa promifd glory, 
As{miles ypon the fore-head of this ation, 
Forthe wide worldsreuenew. _ 

Heét. Tamyours, 
You valiant off-fpring of great Priamus, 
[haue a roifting challenge {ent among’tt 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greekes, 
Will Rrike amazement co their drowfie {pirits, ‘ 
Iwas aduertiz’d, their Great generail flept, 
Whil’ft ernulation in che armie crept: 
This I prefume will wake him. 





Exeunt.. 


Ester Therfites folus. 

How now Ther/ites ? what loftinthe Labyrinth of thy 
furie? fhall the Elephant .4zac carry it thus? he beates 
me, and Iraile achim : © worthy fatisfaction, would, it 
wereotherwife: that I could beate him, whil’tt he rail’d 
atme: Sfoote, Ile learne to coniure and raife Diuels,buc 
lle fee fome iffue of my fpitefull execrations, Then ther’s 


Achilles, arare Enginer.1f Troy be not taken till chefe two 
vadermine it, the wals will ftandtill they fall of them- 
felues. O thou great thunder-darterof Olympus, forget 
that thou art Zowe che King of gods: and( Mercury, loofe 
allthe Serpentine craft of chy Caduceus, if thoutakenoe 


that little little leffe then little wit from them that they | 


haue, which fhort-arm’dignorance it felfe knowes, is fo 
abundant fcarfe, it will not incircumuention deliner a 
Flye ftom aSpider, without drawing the maffie Irons and 
cutting the web ; after this,the vengeance on the whole 
Camp,or rather the boneeach,for that me thinkes isthe 
curfe dependant on thofe that warre fora placket. ]haue 
faid my prayers and diuell, enuie, fay Amen: What ho? 
thy Lord echilles? “ie 


Enter Patroclys, 


Patr, Who's there? Therfites, Good Therjites come 
tend taile.: pe ee : 


Ther, If {could hade ‘remembred a guile counterfeit, 


thou would’ft not haue flipt out of my contemplation, — 


but it is no matter, thy felfe vpon thy felfe. The common 
curfe of mankinde, folli¢.and ignorance be thine in great 
teuenews heauen blefle thee frotn a Tutor,and Difcipline 
tome not neere thee. Let thy bloud be thy direGtion till 
-|thy death, then ifthe that'laies thee out fayes thou arta 

faire coarfe, He be fworne and {werne ypon’t fhe neuer 
throwded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher’s Achslles? 

Patr,. What artthou deuout? waft thouin aprayer? 
- Ther, 1, the heauens heare me. 

oe Enter Achilles, 
Achsl, Who’sthere? 
Pair. Therfites,my Lord. 


Tro. Why? there you touchtthe life of our defigne: - 


vy with me Therfites. 





Achil. Where,where,art thou come? why my cheefe, 
my digeftion, why haft thou not feru’d thy felfe into my 
Table, fo many meales? Come, what’s Agamemnon? 

Ther. Thy Commander Achilles, then tell me Patro= 
clus, what's e4chilles? 

Patr. Thy Lord Therfites : then tell meI pray thee, 
what's thy felfe ? . 


Ther. Thy knower Patreciws: then tell me Parrocles} 


| what artthou? 


Patr. Thoumaift tell chat know’f. 

Achil. O tell, ell. 

Ther. Vie declin the whole queftion: Agamemnon com= 
mands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord,lam Patreclus know-| 
er,and Patrocius is a foole. 

Patro. You rafcall, 

Ter. Peace foole, I haue not done. 

Achil, Heisa priuledg’d man, proceede Therfites«:. ; 

Ther, Agamemuonis a foole, Achilles is a foole, Theré 

fites is a foole, and as aforefaid, Patroclus is a foole. 
Achil. Derive this? come? 

Ther. Agamemnon isa fooleto offer to command A- 

chiles, Achilles is a foole to be commanded of Agamemon, 


. Therfites is a foole to ferue fuch a foole: and Patroc/us isa 


foole pofitiues 


Patr. Whyamlafoole? 


Enter Agamemnon, Vigfes, Neftor, Diomedes, 


Aiax, and Chaleass 


Ther, Makethat demand tothe Creator, it fuffifes me 
thowart. Looke you,who comes here? 
Achil. Patroclas, We {peake with no body : come in 


/ Exit. 
Ther. Here is fuch patcherie, fuch ingling, and fuch 


- knauerie: all the argument is a Cuckold anid a Whore, a 


good quarrel to draw emulations, factions,and bleede to 


death ypon : Now the dry Suppeago on the Subiedt, and 
Ware and Lecherie confound all, 


Agam. Whereis Achilles ?. 
Patr. Withinhis Tene, but ill difpof’dmy Lord. 
Azam. Levit be knowne to him that we are here: 


' He fent our Meffengers, and we lay by 


Our appertainments,vifiting of him: 
Levhim be told of; fo perchance he thinke 


_ We dare not moue the queftion of our place, 


Or know nat what weare. 

Pat. | thall fo fay co him. 

Ulf, We faw him at the opening of his Tent, 
He isnot ficke.. 

Aia, Yes, Lyon ficke, ficke of proud heart; you may 
call it Melancholly if will fauour the man, but by my] 


 head,itlis prides but why, why,let him fhow vs the caufe? 
A word my Lord. 


Nef: What moues 4iax thus to bay at him ? 

Viif+ Achills hath inucigled his Foole from him. 

Nef. Who, Therfites.2 ; 

Vif. He. : ' 
Nef: Then will Aiax lacke matter, ifhe haue loft his 
Argument. 


Pf. No,youfee heis his argument that has his argu- 
ment Achilles. 

Nef. Allthe better, their fraStion is more our with 
then their factions but it wasa ftrong counfell that a 
Foole could difunite. 

Vif. The amitie that wifedome knits, not folly may} 
eafily vntie. Enter Patroclus. 

_ Here} > 

























































































Here comes Patroclis, 
Nef. No Achilles with him? 
Vif; The Elephant hath ioynts, but none for curtefie : 
His legge are legs for neceffitie,not for flight. 
Patro. Achilles bids me fay he is much forry : 
Ifary thing more then your {port and pleafure, 
Did moue your greatneffz, and this noble State, 
Tocall ypon him} he hopes it is no other, 
Bat for your health, aad your digeftion fake ; 
An after Dinners breath. 
Aga, Heare you Patroclus: 
We aretoo well acquainted with thefe anfwers: 
But his evafion winged thus fwift with fcorne, 
Cannot ourflye our apprehenfions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, 
Why weaicribeit to him, yer all his vertues, 
Not vertuoufly of his owne part beheld, 
Doe in our eyes, begin to loofe their gloffe ; 
Yea, and like faire Fruit inan ynholdiome difh, 
Are liketorot vntafted : goe and tell hitn, 
We came to fpeake with him ; and you fhall not finne, 
Ifyou doe fay, we thinke him over proud, 
Aad vnder henefts in felfe-aflumption greater 
Then in the note of iudgement:& worthier then bimfelfe 
Here tends the fauage ftrangeneffe he puts on, 
Difguife the holy trength of their command : 
And vader write in an obferuing kinde 
His humorous predominance, yea watch 
His pettith lines, his ebs, his owes, asif 
The paffageand whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tyde. Goetellhimthis, andadde, | 
That ifhe overhold his price fo much, 
Weele none of him ; but let him, like an Engin: 
Not portable, lye ynder this report. 
Bring aGtion hither, chis cannot goe to warre 
A ftirring Dwarfe, we doc allowance give, 
Before a fl-eping Gy ant: tell him fo. 
Pat. 1 fhall, and bring his anfwere prefently. 
Aga, In fecond voyce weele not be fatisfied, 
Wecometo fpeake with him, Vics enter you, 
Exit Viiffes. 
_ Aiax, Wharishe morethen another? 
- Aga. Nomoxe chen what he thinkes he is, 
: Aja, Isheforach, doe younot thinke, hethinkes 
himfeliea better man then Tam? 
» Ag. No queftion. 
| Aidx. Willyou fubfcribe his thought,and fay he is? 
_ Az. No; Noble Aiax,you areas ftrong,as valiant,as 
wife, noleffe ncble, mach more gentle, and altogether 
more tractable 
Ajax, Why fhoulda man be proud? How doth pride 
} grow? I know noc what itis. . 
: Aga. Your minde is che cleerer 4sax,and your vertues 
the fairer; hethat is proud, eates vp himfelfes Pride is his 
owneGlafic, bis owne trumpet, his owne Chronidle,and 
what euer praifesic felfe but inthe deede, deuoures the 
| deede inthe praife, 
: = “\ (Enter Objffes. ; 
Ajax, 1 do hace a proud man,as I hate the ingendring 
of Toades. 
| Weft. Yet heloues himf{elfe-is’t not trange? 
Fig. Achites will not vo the field to morrow. 
- Ag. What's bis excufe ? 
Vif. He doth reiye on none, 
But carriés on the ftreame ofhis difpofe, 
Without obferuance or refpect of ary, 


re en EN nr EE 
~ 


Troylus and Crefsida. 


in will peculiar, and in felfe admiffion, BL. 
Aga. Why,will he not vpon our faire requeft 
Votent his perfon, and fharethe ayre with yg” 
Vif; Things {mallas nothing, for requefts 
He makes impostant; poffeft he is with grea 
And fpeakes not to himfelfe, but with a pride 
That quarrels at felfe-breath. Imagin’d wroth 
Holds in his bloud fuch fwolne and hot difcourfe 
That twixt his mentall and his ative parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters gainftit felfe; what fhould I fay? 
Heis fo plaguy proud,that the death tokens ofir 
Cry norecouery. : 
Ag. Let Aiax goetohim, 
Deare Lord, goe you and greete himin his Tent: 
Tis {aid he holds you well, and will be led 
Atyour requeft a little from himfelfe. 
Vif, O Agamemnon, let it not be fo. 
Weele confecrate the fteps that 4iax makes, 
When they goe trem Achilles; thall the proud Lord 
That baftes his arrogance with his ownefeame, ; 
And neuer fuffers mater of the world, 
Enter his thoughts: faue fuch as doe reuolue 
Aud rumina:e himfelfe, Shall he be worthipt, 
Of that we hold an Idoll, more then hee? 
No, this thrice werthy and tight valiant Lord, 
Muft not fo ftaule his Palme, nobly acquir'd, 
Norby my will affubingate his merit, 
As amply titled as Achilles is: by going to Achilles, 
That were to enlard his fat already,pride, ~ 
And adde more Coles to Cancer, when he burnes 
With entertaining great Hiperiox. 
This'L.goetohim? Iupiter forbid, 
And fay in thunder, Achilles poe to him. 
Neff. O this is well, he rubs the veine of him. 
Dio. And how his filence-drinkes vp this applaule, 
ia, IfLegoe to him,with my armed fift, Le path him 
ore the face, . 
Ag. Ono,you fhall not goe. 
4ia. And abe proud with me, ile phefe his pride sie 
megoetohim, = **”’ : 
VE. Not for the worth that hangs vpen out qquattth 
4ia. A paultry infolent fellow, 
Neff, How he deferibes himfelfe. 
Alia, Can henot be fociable? 
Vif. The Rauen chides blackneffe. 
Alia. Tie let his humours bloud, 
_ Ag. Hewill be the Phyfitian that fhouldbe thept 
tient, oc 
A4ia, And all men were a my minde, 
Vif. Wit would be out ef fafhion. © i 
Aja. A fhould not beare it fo, a fhould eat Swit 
firft: fall pride carry it?” 
Neff, And*twould, you'ld carry halfe. 
Olif. A would haue ten fhares. . 


fake only 
tneffe, 


Aia. Twill knede him, Ile make hits fupple, hee’ 
et through warme, 7 ae Ge a 
Nef.Fores hin with praifes,poure in, poure insbis® 
bition is dry. . 


Vif. My L. you feede tee mitch on this diflike. nd 
Neff. Our noble General], doe not doe fo. ‘Hi, 
Diom. You muft prepare to fight without Acbilt ny 
Vif. Why, ’tis this naming of him doth hits harmiee | 
Here is aman, but tisbeforehis face, oa 
I will be filent. eee 
- Nef. Wherefore fhould you fo ? 























































































































ne 











Inftrament now fweete Qacene..: 
Hel. Why this is kindely done? 


haue fweete weenc. 9+ 


Parise 


twaine. < >! 


youa fong now. 
haft a fine fore-head. 
|. Pax. Vyoumay,youmay. - 


“| Oh Cupid, Cupid Cupid. 

i Pan, Loue? Ithatit fhall yfaith. 

_.» Par. 1,g00d now loue,loue,no thing but love. 
Pan. In good troth it begias fo. 


 Loue,loue,wothing but lone,ftill more : 
For O lauves Bow, 
Shootes Backe and Doe: 
The Shaft confounds not that st wounds, 
» ©) Buttickles ftill the fore : 
oy Thefe Loners crz,ch ho they dyes 
«. » Yet that which feémes the wound to kill, 
Doth turne ob bo,tohahahe: 
So dying lowe lines ftill, 
Oheoawhile buthaha ba; 
Obogrones out for haha ba----hey ho. 


-* Hel, Ya loue yfaith tothe very tip of thenofe. 
thoughts beget hordeedes,and Hot deedes is loue. 


generation of Vipers > ise 
Sweete Lord whole afieldto day? 


my Nell would not haue it fo. th HiiO 
How:chance my brother Troy/us went not ? 


Lord Pandarvs? 


they fpedtoday: 9+ >> 
Youleremember your brothers excufe ? 
‘|. Par. Toahayre. — 

| Pau, Farewell fweete Queene. 
Hel. Commend me to your Neece, 
1) Pan. I willfweere Queene. 


With thefe your white enchanting fingers toucht, 
hall more obeythento the‘edge of Steele, 
t force of Greekith Ginewes 2, you fhall doe more 
hen-allthe Hard Kings, difarme great Heéfor. 


‘ * bs 2 ° 
| Bele’ Twill make vs proud to be his (eruant Pare : 


Yea what he fhall receiue of vsin duetie; 

Gities\ys'tapre palnis in beautic then we haues 
ea overfhines our felfe.. 

Sweete ab 

£826; ¥ a 


ane 





» Pan You (pie, what doe you {pie :‘come, giueme an | 


Hel. Shefhall haue it my Lord, if itbe not my Lord 
Pand. Hee? no, theele none of hinv, they two are, 


Fel. Falling in after falling out,may make-them three. 
«Pas. Come, come, leheare no more ofthis, Ile fing 


\. Hel. 1, 1jpretheenow: by my troth fweet Lordthou 


Hel, Let thy fong b¢ loue : this fouc will yndoe ysl. 


ss Par. Heeates nothing but doues louesand that breeds | 
{ hot bloud, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts; and hoe 


+ Pax, Isthisthe generation of love? Hot bioud, hor 


‘thoughts, and hot deedes, why they are Vipers, is Louea 


_ Par. Hettor,Deiphabwa;Helenwus,Anthenor, and all the 
g2 lantry of Trey. J would fainchave arm’d today, but 
Hel. Hehangs the lippe at fomething; you know all 


+ Pan Not Lbony fweete Queene: long to heare how 


Soandavetreat. 
Pars They're icome.fromfielde: let vs to Priams Hall 
o grectethe Warriers, Sweet Hellen, 1 muft woe you, 

To belpeynarmtour Heffors his ftubborne Buckles, 


oue thought I loue thee. Exeunt. 


Enter Pandarus and Troylus May. > 


Pan, How now, where's thy Maifter, at my Coy 
eh 


| “| iCrefidae? 
|) Pas. MyNetceis horribléin loue witha thing you 


(Ahan. No fir,he ftayes for youto cand 
Cocina Enter Troylus, 
Pan. O here he comes: How now;ho 
Troy, Sirra walke off, 3 
Pan. Fiaue you feene my Coufin? 
Troy. No Pandarus: \ flalke about her doo 
Likea ftrange foule yponi the Stigian Sako | 
Staying for waftage.O bethou my Charon 
And giue me fwifttranfpottance to thofe fields 
Where I may wallow inthe Lilly beds’ : 
Propos'd for the deferuer. Ogentle Pandarys 
From Cupids fhoulder plucke his Painted vith 5 
And flye with me to Cré/sid, ; PY 
Pan. Walke bere ith’Orchard, Ve brin 











































uct him it, 


Wow? 


her (ty io 
ns Exit Prindorig “gh 

Troy, -Lam giddy 3 expectation whirles me round 

Th'imaginary relith is fo fweere, 

That icinchants my fence: what willit be 

When that che watry pallats tate indeede 

Loues thrice reputed Neétar? Death} feare me 

Sounding diftruction, ot foie ioy too fine, 

Too fubrile, potent, and too tharpein fweetnelle 

For the capacitie of my ruder powers; 

I feareit much, and I doe feare befides, 

That I thail loofe ditin@ion in my ioyes, 
* As doth abattaile, when they chargeon heapes 

The enemy flying. Enter Pantarwi, 

Pan, Shee’s making her ready. theele come ftraightyou 

mutt be witty now, fhe does fo bluth, &ferchesher winte 
fo fhort,as if fhe were fraid with a fprite : Ile fetch hersit 
is the pretcieft villaine; the fetches her breath fo fhortas 
new.tane Sparrow, Exit Pandy 

Troy. Euen fucha paffion dethimbrace my boleme: 
My heart beates thicker then a feanorous pulle, 

And all my powers doe their beflowing loofe, — 
Like vaff:lage at vnawares encounuing 
Theeye of Maieftie, 

Enter Pavdarus and Crefsida. 

Pan. Come,come;what neede you blufh? 
Shames a babies here the is now;fweare the oathesnov 
to her,that you haue fworne to me. What are you gone 
gaine,you muft be watchtere you be made tame, ml 
you? come your wayes,come your wayes, and yousnl 
backward weele put youi’th fils : why doe you not fpedk 
to her? Come draw this curtaine,& let’s fee yout pitt 
Alaffe the day how loath you'are to offend day lightat 
*cwere darke you'ld elofe fooner : $0,fo, rub on,andlhi 
the miftreffe; how now, akiffe in fee-farme ? build chert 
Carpenter,the ayre is fweete, Nay, you fhall fight va 
hearts ouverte} part you, The Faulcon,asthe Tercel, i 
all the Ducks ith Riuer : go too. go too. 

Troy. You haue bereft meof all words Lady. ” | 
Pan. Words pay no debrs; give her deedes: but fit 
bereaue you ‘oth’ deeds too, if thee call your actuity ® 
queftiow: whavbilling againe? here’s in witne es 
of the Parties interchan geably. Come in,comeith lls 
getafire? z 
Cref. Willyou walkein my Lord? © ) 
Troy. O Crefsida,how often haueT witht me ae 
Cref. Wifht my Lord the gods grant? ot rele 
Troy." What fhould they grant? what makes t a ‘ 
ty abruption: what too ctirioud dreg efpies my ri 
' dy in the fountaine of ourlone? i = 8! re 
Cref, Mot 
oe 


nl 


Troylusand Crefsida, 


Cref. Mose dregs then water,if my teares haue eyes. 
Troy. Feares make diuels of Cherubins,they neuer fee 
es Blinds feare,thar fecing reafon leads, findes fafe 
footing, then blinde reafon, fumbling without feare : to 
feare the worft, oft cures the worfe. 

Trey. Ohlet my Lady apprehend no feare, 

In all Cupids Pageant there ts prefented no monfter. 
Cref. Not nothing monftrons neither? 

Troy. Nothing but our vndertakings, when we vowe 
to weepe feas,liue in fire,eace rockes,came Tygers;think- 
ing it harder for our Miftreffe to deuife impofition 
jnough, then for vs to vndergoe any difficultie impofed. 
This is the monftruofitie in loue Lady, thar the will is in- 
finice,andthe execution confin’d;that the defire is bound- 
leffe, and the act a flaue co limit. 

(ref: They fay all Louers fweare more performance 
then they are able, and yet referuean ability that they 
neuer performes vowing more then the perfection of ten; 
and difcharging leffe then thetenth part of one. They 
that haue the voyce of Lyons, and the a& of Hares ; are 
they not Monfters ? 

Troy. Arethere fuch? fuch are not we: Praife ys as we 
are tafted, allow vs as we proue : our head fhall goe bare 
till merit crowne it: no perfection in reuerfion fhall have 
apraife in prefent: wee will not name defert before his 
birth, and being borne his addition fhall be homble: few 
words to faire faith. Troylws fhallbe fuchto Creffid, as 
what enuie can fay werft,fhall be amocke for. his truth; 
and what truth. can fpeake trueft, not truer then Trey- 
lus. 

Cref. Will you walke in my Lord ? 
Enter Pandarws. 
Pan, What blufhing fill? haue you not done talking 


ete 
! Cref. Well Vickle, what folly I commit, I dedicate 
to you. 
ie Ithanke you for that :ifmy Lord get a Boy of 
you, youle giue him me : betrueto my Lord, ifhe flinch, 
chide me for it. 
Tro. You know now your hoftages:your Vackles word 
and my firme faith, 
Pan, Nay, lle giue my word for her too: our kindred 
though they be long ere they are wooed , they are con. 


ftant being wonne : they are Burres I can tell you,they’le 


fticke where they are throwne. 

Cref. Boldneffe comes to mee now; and brings mee 
heart : Prince Troy/ws,I haue lou’d you night and day, for 
many weary moneths, ; 

Troy. Why was my Crefsid then fo hard to win? 

Cref; Hard to feeme won: but I was won my Lord 
With the firft.glance 5 that euer pardon me, 

IfI confeffe much you will play thetyrane : 

lloue younow,but net till now fo much 

But might maifter it; infaith Llye: 

My thoughts were like vobrideled children grow 
| Too head-ftrong for their mother: fee we focles, 

Why haue [blab’d : who fhall be true toys 

When we are fo vnfecret to our felues? 

But though I lou’d you well, 1 woed you not, 

And yet good faith I witht my felfeaman 5. 

Or that we women had mens priuiledge 

Of {peaking firft, Sweetsbid me hold my tongue, 

For in this rapture! hall furely fpeake. 

The thing I fhall repent: fee,fee,your filence 

Comming in dumbneffe, from my weakeneffe drawes 


My foute of counfellfrommé. Stopmy mouth, __ 
Trey. And fhall,albeit {weete Muficke iffues thence. 
Pan, Pretty yfaith. 

_Cref, My Lord, I doe befeech you pardon me, 

"Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kiffe: 

I am afham’d ; O Heauens, what haue J done! 

For this cime will I take my leaue my Lord. 

Troy. Your leauc {weere Creffid ? : 

Pan. Leaue: and you take leaue till to morrow more 

ning.; 

Cref. Pray you content you, 
Troy, What offends you Lady? 
Cref. Sir, mine owne company. 
Troy. You cannot fhun your felfe. 
Cref. Let me goeand try: 

I,haue a kinde of felfe recides with you : 

But an vnkinde felfe, that it felfe will leaue, 

Tobe anothers foole. Whereis my wit? 

I would be gone: I fpeake I know not what. 

; Troy. Wellknow they what they fpeake, that fpeakes 

o wilely. 
Cre. Perchance my Lord,I fhew more craft then loue, 

And fell fo roundly to a large confeffion, 

To Angle for your thoughts; but you are wife, 

Or elfe you loue not : for to be wife and loue, 

Exceedes mans might,that.dwels with gods aboue, _ 
Troy. O that [choughtit coulda be in a woman: 

As ifit can, I will prefumein you, 

To feede for aye her lampe and flames of loue. 

To keepe her conftancie in plight and youth, 

Out-liuing beauties outward, with a minde 

That doth renew {wifter then blood decaies : 

Or that perfwafion could but thus conuince me, 

That my integritie and truth to you, 

Might be affronted with the match and weight 

Of fuch a winnowed puriritie in Joue: 

How were I then vp-lifted! bucalas, . 

Tam as true,as truths fimplicitie, 

And fimpler then the infancie of truth. 

Cr f- inthat Ile warre with you. 
Trey. O vertuous fight, 

When right with right wars who fhall be moft right : 

True {waines in loue, thall in the worldtocome ~ 

Approue their truths by 7yey/us, when their simes, 

Full of proteft, of oath and big compares 

Wants fimiles, truth cis’ with iteration, 

Ascrue as ficele, as plantage to the Moone : 

As Sunne to day : as Turtle coher mate : 

AslIronto Adamant : as Earchtoth’Center: 

Yet after all comparifons of truth, 


; (Astruchs auchenticke author co be cited) 


As true as Troyls, {hall crowne vp the Verfe, 
And fanétifie the numbers, 

Cref. Prophet may yoube: 
IfI be falfe, or fwerue ahaire from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot it felfe: 
When water drops haue worne the Stones of Trey 5 
And blinde obliu:on fwellow’d Cities Vp; 
And mightie States characterleffe are grated 
To duftie nothing ; yet let memory, | 
From falfe to falte, among falfe Maids ih loue,} | 
Vpbraid my falfehood, when they*aue faid as falfe, 
As Aire,as Water as Winde,3s fandie earth; 


‘As Foxeto Lambe; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfe 


Pard to the Hinde, or Stepdame to her Sonne; 
Yea, let them fay, to fticke the heart of fal{ehoed, 
: MRE Se as 




















































































































































































































































falfe as Creffid. 
3 Pand. eesti bargaine made: fealeit, feale it, Ile 
be the witnefle here I hold your band: here my Coufins, 
ifeuer you proue falfe one to another, fince [have taken 
fuch paines to bring you together, let all pittifull gocrs 
berweene be cal’d tothe worlds end after my pame: call 
them all Pandéts ; let all conftant men be Troyluffes., sll 
falfe women Creffids, and all brokers becweene,Panders : 
fay,Amen. ' 
' Trey. Amen. 
Cref. Amen. . | 
Pan, Amen. ; 
‘1 Whereupon I will fhew you 2 Chamber, which bed, be- 
‘caufe it fhall not fpeake of your prettie encounters, preffe 
ie todeath : away. RENE 
“And Cypid grant allitong-tide Maidens heere, 
Bed,Chamber,and Pander,to prouide this gecre, Exennt, 


Enter Whifes,Diomedes, Neffor, Agamemnon, 
8h 85" “" CMenelaus and Chalcas. Florifh. 


Gal. Now Princes for the feruice f haue donc you, 
| Th’aduantage of the time promps me aloud, 

To call forrecompence: appeare it to your minde, 
That through the fight I bearc in things to loue, 
Thane abandon’d Troy, left my poffeftion, 

“Incur’d a Traitors name, expof'd myfelfe, 

From certaine and poffeft conveniences, 

To doubrfull fortunes, fequeftring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, cuftome and condition, 
Made tame, and moft familiar to my natures 

{ And here to doe you feruice am become, 

As new into the world, ftrange, vnacquainted, 

I doe befeech you, asin way of tafte, 

To giue me now a little benefit: 

Oat of thofe many regiftred in promife, 

4 Which you fay, liueto come in my behalfe. 


| demand ? 
| Cal. Youhaue a Troian prifoner, ¢al’d Anthenor, 
| Yefterday tooke : Troy holds him very decre. 
Oft haue you (often have you, thankes therefore) 
Defir'd my Creffiain right great exchange. 
Whom Troy hath fill deni’d : but this Asthenor, 
AT know is fuch a wreft in their affaires ; 
‘| That theirnegotiations all muft flacke, 
“| Wanting hisinannage: and they will almoft, 
| Giue vs Prince of blood, a Sonne of Priam, 
‘JIn change of him, Let bitn be fent great Princes, 
And he fhall buy my Daughrer : and her prefence, 
+| Shall quice Attike off all feruice 1 haue done, 
In mott accepted paine. 
Aga, Vet Diomedes beare hins, 
‘| And bring vs Creffid hither : Calcas fhall haue 
1 Whathe reqnefts ofvs: good Diomed 
| Furnith you faircly for this enterchange ; 
- | Withall bring word, if Heéfor will to morrow 
Be anfwer'd in his challenge. Jax is ready. 
4 pio. Thisfhall I vndercake, and’tis aburchen 
{Which 1 am proudto beare. 
i Giter Achilles and Patroclus in their Tent. 
Vif. Achilles ands ?th entrance ofhis Tents 
Pleafe it our Generall to pafle frangely by him, 
| Asifhe were forgot: and Princes all, - 
Lay negligent and loofe regard vpon him ; 
I will’ come laf, ‘tis like heele queftionme, 


Exit. 


Troylus and Crefsida, 


Agar. What would’ thou of vs Troian? make 


Why fuch vnplaufiue eyes are bent ? why turn’a 
if fe, Thaue dérifion scatiernaBle: YSien'd ont 
To vie betweene your ftrangeneffe and his pride’ 
Which his owne will fhall have defireto drinke. 

It may doe good, pride hath no other glaffe 

To fhow it telfe, but pride: for fupple knees, 

Feede arrogance, and are the proud mans fees, 

Agam, Weele execute your purpofe, andput on 
A forme of ftrangeneffe as we paffe along, . 
So doe each Lord, and either greete him not, 
Or elfe difdainfully, which fhall fhake him more 

‘Then ifnotlookt on, Iwillleadtheway, 

Achii, What comes the Generall to {peake withme) 
You know my minde, Ile tight no more’ gaing Troy, 
Ab she ce Achilles would he ought with ys? 

" Nef. Would you my Lord oughe with the Gener 
AIO MB Tee ri a 
Nef. Nothing my Lord,” 

Aga. Thebecter. 

Achil, Good day, good day. 

Men, How'doe you? how doe yon? 

Achi, What, do’s the Cuckold fcorne me? 
Aiax. How now Patroclus ? 

Achil, Good mortow Aiax? 

Aiax. Ha, 

Achil, Good morrow. 

Aiax. 1,and good next day too. Exennt, 
Achi!l. What meane thefe fellowes? know theynot 

Achilles ? 

Patr. They pate by ftrangely: they were vfid to bend 

To fend their {miles before them to Achilles: 

To come as humbly as they ys’d to creepetoholy Altar, 

Achil, What am I poore' of late? 7 

“'Tis certaine, greatneffe once falne out with fortune, 

Muft fall out wich mentoo; what the declin'dis, 

|? He fhall as foonereade in the eyes of others, 

As feelein his owne fall; for men like buttereflies, 

Shew not their mealie wings, but to the Summer: 

And not aman for being fimply man, 

Hath any honour; but honour’d for thofe honours 

That are without him ; as place,riches,and fauour, 

Prizes of accident, as oft as meric: — 

Which when they fall, as being flippery Mandeis; 

The loue that leand on them asflippery too, 

Doth one plucke downe another, andtogethet 

Dyeinthe fall. But‘tisnotfo with me; 

Fortune andi are friends, I doe enioy 

At ample pointe, all that I did poffefle, 

Saue thefe mens lookes: whe do me thinkesfindeot 

Something not worth in me fuch rich beholdings 

Asthey haue often giuen. Hereis Viifes, 

Hleinterruprhis reading : hownow Viger? 

Viif; Now great Therts Sonne. As 
Achil, Whatareyou reading ? 
Vif. A ftrange fellow here ' 

Writes me, that man, how dearely euer parted, 

How much in having, ot without,or in, 

Cannot make boaftto haue that which he haths 

Nor feeles not what he owes, but by reflection? 

As whenhis vertues fhining vpon others, 

‘Heate them, and they retort that heate againe 

To the firft giver. 

Achil, Thisis not ftrange Viifes : “oa 

The beautie thatis borne herein the face, 

The bearer knowes not,but commends it felfe, 

Not going fromitfelfe: buteye to eye OPP” «ts 

















































Troylusand Grefsida, 


ian 
Salutes each other with each others forme. 
For fpeculation turnes not to it felfe, 
Till it hath trauail’d, and is married chere 
Where it may fee it felfe : this is not ftrange at all, 
VU, doe not ftraine ic at the pofition, 
Ivis familiar ; buc at the Authors drift, 
Who in his circumftance, exprefly proues 
That no may is the Lord of any thing, ; 
(Though in and of him there is much confifting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himfelfe know them for ought, 
Till he behold thers formed in th’applaufe, 
Where they are extended ; who like an arch reuerb’rate 
‘The voyce againe; or likea gate of fteele, 
Fronting the Sunne, receiues and renders backe 
Hisfigure,and his heate. I was much rapt inthis, 
| And apprehended here immediately ; 
The vnknowne Ajax s ; 
Heauens what a man is there?a very Horfe, (are: 
That has he knowes not what, Nature, what things there 
Moft abie& in regard, and deare in vfe. 
What things againe moft deere in the efteeme, 
And poore in worth : now fhall we fee to morrow, 
Anaét hat very chance doth throw vpon him? 
Aiax renown'd 2? O heauens,what fome men doe, 
While fome men leave to doe! 
How fome men creepe in skictith fortunes hall, 
Whiles others play the Ideots inher eyes: 
How one man eates into andthers pride, 
While pride is feafting in his wantonneffe 
' |Tofeethefe Grecian Lords ; why,cuen already, | 
They clap the lubber Aiax on the fhoulder, 
As ifhis foote were on braue Heétors brett, 
And great Troy {hrinking, 
Achil. 1 doe belecue it : 
For they paft by me,as myers doe by beggars, 
Neither gaue to me good word, nor looke: 
What are my deedes forgot? 
Uli, Time hath(my Lord) a wallet at his backe, | 
Wherein he puts almes for obliuion : 
}A great fiz’d monfter of ingratitudes : 
Thofe {craps are good deedes paft, 
Which are deuour’d as faftas they are made, 
Forgot as foone as done: perfeuerance,decre my Lord, } 
Keepes honor bright, to haue done, is to hang 
* {Quite out of fathion, like a ruftie male, | 
In monwaentall mockrie: take the infant way, | 
For honour travels ina ftraight fo narrow, © 
Where one but goes a breaft,keepe then the paths 
Fér ¢mulation hath a thoufand Sonnes, hs 
That ote by one purfue ; if you giue way, 
|Orhedge afide from the dire& forth tight; 
{Like to an entred Tyde,they all ruth by, 
And léaue you hindmoft: 
| Orlikea gallant Horfe falne in firt ranke, 
{Lye there for pauiement to the abiedt, neere 
Ore-run and trampled on: then what they doe in prefens, 
| Though leffethen yours in paft,muft ore-top yours : 
|Fortime is like a fafhionable Hofte, 


——4 


| And with his armes out-f{tretcht,as he would lye, 

|Gralpesin the commer: the welcome ever {miles, 

| And farewels goes out fighing :O let not vertue feeke 

| \eMuneration for the thing it was :for beautie, wit, 
High birth, vigor of bone, defertin feruice, . : 


| 
: 
That lightly thakes his parting Gueft by th’hand; | | 


Loue,friendthip,charity sare fubie&s all 


To envious and calumniatingtime: 
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin: 
That all wich one confent praife new borne gaudes, 
Though they are made and moulded of things paft, 
And goe to duft,thacis a little guile, 
More laud then guilt oredufted. 
The prefent eye praifes the pref ntobiedt s 
Then maruell net thou great and compleat man, 
That all the Greekes begin to worfhip Aiax 3 
Since things in motion begin to catch the eye, 
Then what not ftits : the cry went out onthee, 
And ftillit might, and yet it may againe, 
If thou would’ft not entombe thy felfe aliue, 
And cafe thy reputation in thy Tents 
Whofe glorious deedes, but in thefe fields of late, 
Made emulous miffions ’mongft the gods themfelues, 
And draue great Afars to faction, 

Achil, Ofthis my prinacie, 
Ihaueftrongreafons, 

Vif. But’gainft your privacie 
Thereafons are more potent and heroycall : 
Tis knowne Achilles, hat you arein love 
Wich one of Priams daughters. 

Achil, Ha? knowne? 

Vf. Is that a wonder? 
The prouidence that’s in a watchfull State, 
Knowes almoft cuery graine of Plucoes gold ; 
Findes bottome in th'vscomprehenfiue deepes; 
Keepes place with thought; and almoftlike the gods, 
Doe thoughts vouaile in their dumbe cradles: 
There is amyfterie (with whom relation 
Durft neuer meddle) in the foule of States 
Which hath an operation more diuine, 
Then breath or pen can gine expreflure to: 
All the commerfe that you haue had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours,as yours,my Lord, 
And better would it tit Achilles much; 
To throw downe Heéfor chen Pohxena, 
But it muft grieue yong Pirhus now at home, — 


| When fame thallin.her [and found her trumpe; 


And all the Greekifh Girles thall tripping fing, 

Great Hettors fitter did Achilles winne ; 

But our great Aiax braucly beare downe him. 

Farewell my Lord: as your lower {peake ; 

The foole flides orethetcethat you fhould breake; 
Patr. Tothis efte& Achilleshaue { mou'd you; 

A woman impudent and mannifh grownes, 

Isnot more loth’d, then an effeminate man, 

In time of action: I Rand condemn’d for this 3 

They thinke my little Romacke to the warre, 

And your great louetome,reftraines youthus: 

Sweete,roufe your felfe;and the weake wanron Cupid | 

Shall from yournecke vnloofe his ainorous fould, | 


And like a dew drop from the Lyons mane, 
Be fhooketoayrie ayre. 
Achil. Shall Aiax fight with Heétor ? 
Patr. I, and perhaps receiue much honer by him, 
Achil. 1 {ee my reputation is at ake, 
My fame isthrowdly gored, 
Patr. © then beware: 
Thofe wounds heale ill,that men doe giue themfelues : 
Omiffion te doe whatis neceffar '; 
Seales acommiffion toa blanke of danger, 
And danger like anague fubtly raints . 
Euen then when.we litidely in the funne, 
Achil, Goe call Therfies hither fweer Patroclus, 









































































































































Troylus and Crefsida. 


lhe fend the foole to Aiax, and defire him finewes to make catlings on. 


T’inuite the Troian Lords after the Combat 

To fee vs here vnarm’d : I haue a womans longing, 
An appetite that I am ficke withall, : 
To fee great Heftor inhis weedes of peaces Ewter 7! ber fi, 
To talke with him, and to behold his vifage, 

Evento my full of view, A labour fau’d. 

Ther. A wonder. 

Achil. What? 

Ther, eAiax gocs vp and downe the field, asking for 
himfelfe. 

Achil. Howe? 

Ther, Hee muft fight fingly to morrow with Hector, 

‘ and is fo prophetically proud of anheroicall cudgelling, 
that he raves in faying nothing, 

Achil. How can that be? 

Ther. Why he ftalkes vp and downe like a Peacock,a 
firide and a ftand: ruminates like an hofleffe,that hath no 
Arithmatique but her braine to fet downe her recko- 
ning : bites his lip with a politique regard,as who fhould 
fay, there were witin his head and twoo'd out; and fo 
thereis: but itlyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flint, 
which will not fhew without knocking. The mans vn- 
done for euer;for if Heftor breake not his necke i’th’com- 

| bat, heele break’t himfelfe in vaine-glory, He knowes 
not mee I faid, good morrow Aiax ; And he replyes, 

'thankes Agamemnon, What thinke you of this man, 
that takes me for the Generall? Hee’s growne a very 
land-fith, languageleffe , 2 monfter : a plague of o- 
pinion, a man may weare it on both fides like a leather 
Jerkin. . 

Achil, Thou mutt be my Ambaffador to him Therfites. 

Ther. Who, 1: why. heele anfwer no body: hepro- 
feffes notanfwering ; {peaking is for beggers: he weares 
his tongue in’s armes : I will pucon hia pref ence; let Pa- 
troclus make his demands to me, you fhall fee the Page- 
ant of Ajax. . 

Achil. Tohim Patroclus; tell him, Vhumbly defire the 
valiant Ajax, to invite che moft valorons, Heétor,to come 
vnarm’d to my Tent, and to procure fafe conduct for his 
perfon, of the magnanimious and moftilluftrious, fixe or 
feauen times honour'd Captaine,Generall of the Grecian 
Armie Agdmsensnox 8c. doe this. age 

Patro. Lone blefle.great Aiax. 

Ther, Hum. X23 

Patr, come fromthe worthy Achilles. 

Ther, Ha? BaP Sie 

Putr. Who moft humbly defires you to inuite Heltor 
to his Tenr, stints Kos 2 

Ther, Hom. Lanil Ys 

Patr. And to procure fafe conduétfrom Agamensnon, 

Ther. Agamemnon? as menace te 

Patr. Tmy Lord. 

Ther, Ha? hess 

Patr. What fay you too’t. oe aa 

Ther. God buy you with all my heart.” 

Paty, Yourantwerfir. | °° 8 "7 2 

Ther. \fto morrow bea faite day, by eleuen a clocke 
it will goe one way or other ; howfokuer, heifhall pay for 

me ere he has me. ee 

Patr. Your anfwer Gir. ” ser ae 

Ther. Fare you well withall my heart. 

Achil. Why, but heis not in this tune, ishe? 

Ther, Ne,but he’s oura tune this: what muficke will 
bein him when Beétor has knockt out his braines,] know 
not: but Jam fure none, vnleffe the Fidler Apollo get his 


ue 





Achil. Come, thou fhalt beare: \ 
Racine » thou fhale beare a Lette 10 him 
Ther. Let me carry another to his Horfe: 
— ges ieee é ; 

chil, My minde is troubled like a Fountaineas. 
And I my felfe fee not the bottome of ie Be 
Ther. Would the Fontaine of your minde 
againe, that I might water an Affe acitsIh 
Ticke ina Sheepe, then fuch a valiant ignor 


for that’s the 


Were cleere 
ad rather be, 
ance, 


Enter at one dooreeA-neas with a Torch, at nether 
Parts, Diephabus, Anthenor,Diomed the 
Grecian with Torches, 


Par. See hoa, who is that there ? 

Dieph, It is the Lord eZneas. : 

eine. Is the Prince there in perfor? 
Had I fo good occation to lye long 


| Asyou Prince Paris nothing but heauenly bufineff, 


Should rob my bed-mate of my company, 
arn: That’s my minde too: good morrow Lex 
Par. Avaliant Greeke eZneas,take his hand, 
Witneffe the procefle of your fpeech within; 
You told how Diomed, in a whole weeke by da oy 
Did haunt yow in the Field. : 
e4ne. Health to you valiant fir, 
During al! queftion of the gentle truce: 
But when I meete you arm’d,as blacke defiance, 
Asheait can thinke,or courage execute, is 
Diom. The one and other ‘Diomed embraces, | 
Our biouds are now in calme;and fo long health: 
But when contention,and oceafion meetes, 
By Jone, Ile play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, purfiite and pollicy. | 
ene. And thou fhalt hunt a Lyonthat will fye 
With his face back ward, in humaine gentlenefle: 
Welcome to Troy ; now by Aachifes life, 
Welcome indeede ; by Vewws hand I fweare, 
- Noman aliue can loueinfuch 2 fort, | 
The thing he meanes to kill, more excellently, _, ‘ 
‘Dioms. We fimpathize, Zone let eAmeas lite . 
(Ifto my {word his fate be not the glory) 
Athonfand compleate courfes of the Sunne, 
But in mine emulous honor let him dye: ee 
Wich every ioynt a wotind, andthatro TOITOWs. 
eine. We know eachother well. . “agg 
Dio. We doe,and long to know cach other wot i 
Par. This is che molt, defpightful ft gentle greetifi 
The nobleft hatefull lone, that ere] heard of...) 
What bufineffe Lord foeatly? = onal 


hd 


eZne. 1 was fent for tothe Kingsbur why,] know 
Par. His purpofe meets you;it was to bring this ath 
To Calcha’s houfe; and there to render hiay, :.\...,) wf] 
For the enfreed Authenor the faire Crefids . 9° 
Eers have your company; or if you plealty | gui! | 
Hafte there before vs, I conftantly doe chinke ; , aie | 
(Or rather call my choughta certaine knowledge) sat 
My brother Trey/us lodges there tonight, |) wi! | 


ia) 6 ITE ae 


Roufe him, and give him note of our approach engi 0 | 


With the whole quality whereof, I feae, afovr if HOR) 
We fhall be much vnwelcome. f 

eEne. That laffureyous® sy. .jy dnid ah 
Troylushad rayher Troy were borne to Grerets 01 
Then Creffid borne from Troy. hy; par. Tet 


Anois 


ee Fal 
age 
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Par. Thereis no helpe: 
The bicter difpofition of the time wil 
On Lord, weele follow you. -# 

e£4e, Good morrow all. . Exit eAAneas 

par. Andtell me noble Diomed ; faith tell me true, 
Fuen in the foule of found good fellowship, 
Who in your thoughts merits faire Helen moft ? 
My telfe,or CALenelars®, o>: 

Dum. Bothalike. . fShier soled to 
He merits well to have herschar doth feeke her, 

Not making any {cruple of her foylure, 

Wich fuch a hell of paine,and world of charge. 

And you as wellto keepe her, that defend her, 

Not pallating the tafte of her difhonour, 

With fuch a coflly loffe of wealth qnd friends - 

He like a puling Cuckold, would drinke yp 

The lees and dregs of a flat tamed peece:. 

You like a letcher, out of whorifh loynes,>* 

Ave pleaf'd to breede out your itheritorss +5 

Both merits poyz’d, each weighs noleflenor more, 
But heas he,which heauierfor a whore. 

Par. Youaretoo bitter to your country-woman. 

Die. Shee’s bitter to her. countrey : heare me Paras, 
For every falfe drop in her baudy veines, 

AGrecians lite hach funke ; for cuery {cruple: 

Ofher contaminated carrion weight, §o4 246: 
A Troian hath beene flaine, Since the could fpeake, 
She hath nat given fo many good words breath, 
As for her, Greekes and Troians fuffred death. 

Par. Faire Diomed, you doe as chapmen doe, 
Dif praife the thing that you defire to buy's 
But we in filence hold this.vertue well ; 

Weele not commend, what we intend to fell, 
Here lyes our way. Exennt, 
Enter Troylus and Creffida. 


Troy. Deere trouble not your felfe: the morne is cold, 
Cref. Then {weet my Lord,lle call mine Vackle down; 
He thall ynbole che Gates. 
Troy, Trouble him not: 
Tobed,to bed :fleepe kill thofe pritty eyes, 
And giue as {oft attachment to thy fences, 
{As Infants empty of all thoughe. 
Cref?’ Good morrow then, 
Troy. I prithee now to bed. 
Cref. Are you a weary ofme ? 
Troy. O Creffida\ but that the bufie day 
Wak’t by the Larke,hath rouz’d the ribald Crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no Jonger : 
I would not from thee. 
Cref. Night hath beene teo briefe. (ftayes, 
Trey. Bethrew the witch! with venemous wights (he 
As hidioufly as hell 5 but flies the grafpes of loue, 
With wings more momentary ,{wift then thoughe: 
You will catch cold, and curfe me. 
Cref, Prithee tarty,youmen will newer tarry 3 
O foolith Crefid, T might haue ftill held off, 

And then you would have tarried. Harke,ther’s onev 
Pand, within, What's all the doores open here? 
Troy, It1s your Vackle, Enter Pandarus. 

Cref. A peftilence on him znew willbe be mocking: 
Tfhail hane fueh a life. i eo) ; 
. Pan. How now;how now? how goe maid 
Heare you Maide: whet’s my cozin Creffid?-) 
Cre/.Go hang your felf,you naughty mocking Vickle: 


« 
ra 
pe 


crichdads 22 


ion] 


You bring me to doo=s~-and then you floute mé too.) 
Pas. Todo what? todo what? let her fay what :.-- 
What hatie brought you to doe ?: HOLL wa 
Cref, Come,come,befhrew your hearts youle 
good,ner fuffer others. Me 
Pan, Ha,ha: alas poore wretch: a poore Chipochia,haft 
not fiept tonight? would he not (anaughty man) let it 
fleepeza bug-beare take him. i Ouxe knocks. 
(ref. DidnotItellyou? would he were knockt ‘ith’ 


riere be 


| head. Who’sthat at doore ? good Vurckle goe and fee. 


My Lord, come youagaine intomy Chamber: — 
You fmile and mocke me,as if] meant naughtily. 

Troy. Ha, ha. 

Cre.Come you are deceiw’d, I chinke of ne {uch thing. 
How earneitly they knocket pray you comein.  Kaocke, 
¥ would not for halfe Trayhave you feenehere. Exeunt 

Pan. Who's there? what’s the matrer? will you beate 
downe'the doore ? How now, what’s the matter? v6" 

eExe, Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 0 

Pana. Who's there my Lordie£neas ? by mytreth I 
knew younoc: what newes with you fo early ? 

ene isbs not Prince Troylus bere? : 

Pan. Here? what fhould lie doe here?) on 

eine. Come he is here, my Lord, doe not deny him: 
It doch import him much to fpeake withth&, * 

Pan. Is he here fay you?’tismore then I know, He be 
fworne: For my owne:part I came in lates what fhould 
he doe here ? ig 

ene, Who,nay then? Come,come; youle doe him 
wrong, ere y’are ware: youle be fotrue to him, tobe 
falfe to him : Doe not you know of him,buryet goe fetch 
him hither, goe. how 


, wer 


Enter Troyles. 
Troy, How now, what’s the matter 4 
eine. My Lord, | {carce haue leifure to 
My matter is fo rafhs there is at hand, 
Parts your brother,and Deiphebre, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Aushenor 
Deliuer’d to vs, and for him forth-with, 
Ere the firft {acrifice, within this houre, 
We mutt giue vp to Diomedphand 
The Lady Creffida. , 
Troy. Js it concluded fo? 
eine. By Priam,and the generall @ 
They are at hand,and ready to effect it 


falute you, 


atc of Troy, F 
Troy. How my atchicuements mocke me $! died 
I will goe meete them: and my Lord g£neas,: 
We met by chance; you did not finde me here. 
e#in. Good, good,my Lord,the feerets of nature 


Hauenot-more giftin taciturnitie. Exennt. 
Exter Pandarus and Creffid. 

Pan. is’t poffible? no fooner got but loft ¥ the dinell 
take Antbenor sthe yong Prince will goe mad +a plegue 
vpon Anthenors I would they had brok’snecke. >) -- 

Cref: How now ? what’s the martes 2who was here? 


Pan. At ied- . 
Creft Why-figh you fo 
gone ?’tellme fweet Vackl 
Paa. Wow 
aboue. © = E33 ; 
Cref. O the gods! whar'sthemfacter? - it 
Pan. Prythee get chee in’: would chou had'#t nere bedg 
bornes I kitew‘ thou woald’A be his deatl.O-poore Gen- 
tleman ; a plague vpon dsthenor. v2 SHES 


profoundly? wher’s my Lord?f 
e, what’s the matter ? 
ME Were as deepe vader the:earth as { am | 









































































feech you qhat’s the macter? 


his baine, he cannot beare it.. , 
“Pan, Thou muft, 


tT know no touch of contanguinitie : 

No kin, no loue, no bloud,no foule, fo neere me, 
As the {weet Troylus: O yougods diuine! 5] 
Make Creffids name the very crowne of falfhood ! 
If euer fhe leave Troylus : time,orce and death, 

' Do to this body whatextremitie you can ; 

Bur the ftrong bafe and building of my loue, 

Isas the very Cencer oftheearth, — 

Drawing allthingstoit. 1 will goein and weepe. 
Pan. Doe, doc. 


cheekes, 


Enter Paris, TroyluseAineas, Deiphebus,An- 
thenor and Diomedes. 


- Par, Itis great morning, and the houre prefixt 
Ofher deliuerie tothis valiant Greeke 
Comes fat vpon: good my brother Troy/as, 
Tell youthe Lady what fhe istodoe, 
And haft her tothe purpofe. 
Troy. Walke intoher houfe: 
Ile bring her ro the Grecian prefently ; 
And to his hand, when I deliuer her, 
‘Thinkeit an Altar, and thy brother Trey/us 
A Prieft, there offting to it his heart, 
Par. Iknow what’tistoloue, 
| And would, as I fhall pittie, I. could helpe. 





Exter Pandarus and Creffid. 
Pan. Be moderate, Be moderate. 
Cref, Why tell youme of moderation? 
The griefeistine, full perfectthat I ratte, 
Andnolefleinafenfeasftrong sd 20 
Asthat which-caufeth it, How can] moderate it? 
IfI could temporife with my affection, 
Or brew ittoaweake and.colder pallat, 
The like alaiment could] giue my gricfe: | 
My loue admits no qualifying crofle; 
-No more my griefe, in fuch a precious loffe, — 
Pan. Here,here,here,he comesya {weet ducke, 
Cref, O Troylas, Troylus 


‘Troy. Creffid: loue thecin fo ftrange a puritie ; 

That the bleft gods,a@sangry with my fanci¢ F 

More brightin zeale, then the devotion which 

Cold lips blow totheir Deities : take thee from me. 
Cref, Haue the gods enuic? . 


Troylus and Crefsida. 
(ref. Good Vnckle I befeech you, on my knees,I be- 7 


Pax, Thou muft be gone wench, thou muft be gone; 
thou art chang’dfor Anthenor: thou muft to thy Father, 
and be gone from Troylus : twill be his death = ‘twill be 

Cref. O you immortall gods! Twillnot goc. 


Cref. I willnot Vackle: I have forgot my Father ; 


> Cref. Teare vay bright heire, and {eratch my praifed 


Cracke my cleere voyce with fobs, and breake my heart 
Wich founding Troy/as.] willnot goc ftom Troy .Excunt, 





Pleafe you walke in, my Lords. Exennt, 


Enter Troylas, 


Pan. Whatapaire of {peftacles is here? let me em- 
brace toot ohhart, as the goodly faying is; O heart, hea- 
‘nie hearty why fighelt thouwithout breaking ? where he 
anfwers againe; becaufethou cant not eafethy {mart by 
-friendthip nor by {peaking : chere was neuer a truer rime; 
‘let vs caft away nothing, for we may line to haue neede 
‘of fucha Verfe: we fee it, we fee it: how now Lambs? 


Pen. 1,1,1,1, 'tistooplaineacafe, 

Cref. And is it true, chat I muft g0t from Tro , , 

Trey, Ahatefull truch, how t 

Cref; What, and from Trey/us too? 

Troy, From Troy,and Treylws, 

Cref. Ift poffible ? 

Troy. And fodainely, where iniurie of chance 
Puts backe leaue-taking, iuftles roughly by 


| Alltime of paufe ; rudely beguiles our lips 


Of all reioyndure : forcibly preuents 
Our lockt embrafures; ftrangles our deare yowes 
Euen in the birth ofour owne laboring breath, : 
Wetwo, that with fo many thoufand fighes 
Did buy each other, muft poorely fell our felues, 
With the rude breuitse and difcharee of our 
Tniurious time ; now with arobbers hafte 
Crams his rich theeuerie vp, he knowes not how, 
As many farwels as be ftars in heauen, 
With difting breath,and confign’d kiffes to them, 
He fumbles vpinto a loofe adiew ; 
And fcants vs with a fingle famifht kiffe, 
Diftafting with thefaleofbrokenteares, Evter £ven, 
eEneae within, My Lord,\s the Lady ready? 
Trey. Harke, you are call’d : ome fay the geniuslo 
Cries, come to him that inftantly muft dye. 
Bid them haue patience : fhe fhall come anon, 
Pan. Where are my teares? raine,to lay this wind, 
or my heart will be blowne vp by theroot, 
Cref. Imuft then to the Grecians?: 
Troy, No remedy, 
Cref. A wofull Crefid ’mong’ft the merry Greeks 
Trey. When thall we fee againe? 
Troy. Hereme my loue: be thou but true ofheatt, 
Cref. I true? how now? what wicked deeme is this? 
Troy. Nay, we muft vfe expoftulation kindely, 
For itis parting fromvs: 
1 fpeake not, be thou true, as fearing thee: 
For J willthrow my Gloue to death him(elfe, 
That there’snomaculation in thy heart: ' 
But be thoutrue, fay I,to fafhion in 
My fequent proteftation: be thou crue, 
And] will feethee, 
Cref, O you fhall be expof’d, my Lord to dangers 
Asinfinite, as imminent: but Ile be true. 
Troy, And Ile grow friend with danger; 
Weare this Sleeue, 
Cref. And you this Gloue. 
When fhall Ifee you? 
Troy. 1 willcorrupt the Grecian Centinels, 
To giuethee nightly vification, 
But yet betrne. 
Cref. © heauens : be true againe? 
Troy, Heare why I fpeake it; Loue: 
The Grecian youths are full of qualitie, 
Theirlouing well compos'd, with guift of nature, 
Flawing and {welling ore with Arts andexercife: 
How nouelties may moue, and parts with perfen 
Alas, akinde of godly iealoufie; Ke 
Which I befeech you call a vertuous finne> 
Makes me affraid, 
(ref Obeauens, you loue me not! 
Troy. Dye! avillaine then: ee 
In this I doe not call your faith in queftion 
So mainely.as my merit 7] cannot fing,” 
Nor heele théhigh Lavole snor fweeren talke; 


| Norplayatfubrill games faire vertues alls? 1 


en eee EEE EEE 


, Troylus and Cre/sida. | 


To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant: 

But I cari tell that in each grace of thete, 

There lurkes a till and dumb-difcourfiue diuell, 

That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted. 
Cref. Doeyou thinke [ will: . 


Troy. No, but fomething may be donethat we wil not : 
Andfomecimes we are diuels to our felues, 
When we will rempe che frailcie of our powers, . 
Prefuming on their changefull potencie. 

” Aneas within. | Nay, good my Lord? 

Trey. Comekiffe, and let vs part. 

Paris withiw. Brecher Troylus? 

Troy. Good brother come you hither, 

And bring e4neas and the Grecian with you. 

Cref. My Lord,will yoube crue? 

Troy. Who I? alas it is my vice, my fault: ,, 
Whiles others fith with craft for great opinion, 
I,with great truch, catch meerefimplicitie ; 
Whil'ft fome with cunning guild their copper crownes, 
With cruth and plainneffle I doe weare mine bare: 


Enter the Greckes. 
Feare not my truch ; the morrall of my wit 
Isplaine and true, ther’s all che reach of it. 
Welcome fir Deomed, here is the Lady 
Which fos Axntexor, we celiver you. 
Atthe port (Lord) Ile giue her to thy hand, 
And by the way poffeffe thee what fhe is. 
Entreate her faire ; and by my foute,faire Grecke, 
Ifere thou ftand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Crefid, and thy life fhall be as fafe 
As Priam is in [Slion ? 

Diom. Faire Lady Crefsid, 

So pleafe you fauethe thankes this Prince expects : 
Theluftre in youreye, heaven in your cheeke, 
Pleades your faire vifage,and to Diomed 

You fhall be miftrefle,and command him wholly. 

Troy, Grecian,thou do'fi not vfeme curteoufly, 
To fhame the feale of my petition towards, 
Ipraifing her. Itellchee Lord of Greece : , 

Shee is as farre high foaring o’re chy praifes, 
Asthouvnworthy tobecal’dherferuanc: 
Icharge thee vfe het well, euen for my charge : 
For by the dreadfull Piwto, ifthou do'ft nor, 
(Though th e great bulke efchilles be thy guard) 
Ilecutt hy throate, 

Diom, Ohbenot mou'd Prince Trey/ns ; 

Let me be priuiledg’d by myplace and meflage, 
Tobe a {peaker free? when 1 am hence, 

Ile anfwer to my luft: and know my Lord; 

lle nothing doe on charge : to her owne worth 
She fhall be priz’d: but that you fay, be’t fo ; 
‘{lefpeake it in my fpirit and honor, no. 

Trey, Come to the Port, Ile telithee Diomed, 
This braue, fhall oft make thee to hide thy head ; 
Lady. giue me your hand,and as we walke, 

To ourowne felues bend we out necdefull talke. 
| Sound Trampet. 

Par. Harke, Heftors Trumpet. 

c£ne. How haue we {pent this morning 
The Prince muft thinke me tardy and remiffe, 
| That {wore to ride before him in the field. 

Par, "Tis Troplus fault: come,come,to field with him. 


Exennt, : 


Dio. Let ysmake ready fraight. 
c£ne. Yea, witha Bridegcoomes freth alacritie 


all aR NaN EON oes a 


Exit. 


Lady. 


“Let vs addreffe to tendon Hettors hecles Ge 
The glory of our 77ey doth this day lye 
On his faire worth, and fingle Chiualrie. 


Enter Aiax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Agamemnon, 
Menelaus V liffes, Neficr,Caleas cc. : 
Aga. Here art thou in appointment freth and faire, 
Anticipating cime. With ftarting courage, 
Giue with thy Trumpet aloud note to Troy 
Thou dreadfull 4iax, that the appauled aire 
May pierce the head of the great Combatanr, 
And hale him hither. Ve 
Aia, Thou, Trumpet, ther’s my purie; 
Now cracke thy lungs, and {plit thy brafen pipe: 
Blow villaine,till chy fphered Bias cheeke 
Out-{well the collicke of puft Aguilon $ : 
Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes {pout bloud: 
Thou bloweft for Heétor. 
Vif. No Trumpet anfwers, 
Achil. ’Tis but early dayers 54 
Aga, 1s not yong Diomed with Calcas daughtes? 
Vif. "Tis he, | ken the manner of his gate, 
Herifes onthe toe : that fpirit of his 
In afpiration lifts him from the earth. 
Aga. Isthisthe Lady Creffid? 
Dre. Even fhe. 
Aga, Moft deerely welcome to the Greekes, {weete 


Neff. Our Generall doth falute you witha kiffe. 
Viif, Yeris the kindenefls but particular; *twere bet- 


| cer fhe were kift in generall. 


Neft. And very courtly counfell: [le begin, So much 


| for Neffor. 


Achil. Ve take that winter from your lips faire Lady; 
Achilles bids you welcome. 
Mene, \ had good argument for kiffing once. 
Patro, But that’s no argument for kiffing now ; 
For thus pop’t Paré in his hardiment, 
Vif, Ob deadly gall, and theame of all our {cornes, 
For which we loofe our heads, to gild his hornes. 
Patro. The fit was Menelaus kiffe his mine: 
Patroclue kiffes you. 
Mene. Ohthisis trim. 
Patr. Paris and } kiffe evermore for him. 
Mene. \ehaue my kiffe fir: ;Lady by your leaue. 
Cref. In killing doe you render,or receiue. 
Patr. Both take and gine, 
Cref. Ie make my match to live, 
es kifle you take is better thenyou giue: therefore no 
iffe. 
Mene. Me giue you boote, Ile giue you three fer one. 
Cref. You are an odde man, give euen,or giuenone. { 
Mene. Anedde man Lady, euery manis odde, 
Cref. No, Paruis not; for you know ’tis true, 
Thgt you are odde, and he is euen with you, 
Mene.. You fillip me a’th’ head. 
Crej, No, Ile be fworne. ; 
Viif. \ewereno match, your niaile againft his horie; 
May I {weete Lady beg a kiffe of you 2 
Cref. You may. 
Vf. \ doe dehre it, 
Cref’ Why begeethen? . 
Vif, Why thes for Mensa fake, gine mea kiffe ; 
When Helen is a.maide againe, and his-—— 
Cref. Tam your debtor, claime @ when’tis due, 
‘Vi.’ Neuex’s i 



































































































Ulif. Neuer’s my day, aiid the eat d hed porcine’ | 
Diom, Lady a word, Ile bring youl to your Father, 
Nef. A woman of quicke fence 28 eB | 
Pup Peet yoo httes = ou oe) ke 
Ther’s a language in her eye, her checke, her lip; 
Nay, her foote {perakes;her wanton {pitites looke out 
At cuery ioynt,and motiueofherbody: _ 
Oh thefe encounterers fo glib of tongue) 
That giuea coafting welcomecteit comes; 









Exter all of Troy, Hettor Parise weds, Helenus — 
“UC and Attendants. Florifh, — 


|Shalltotheedgeofallextremitie 
Purfue each others or fhall be diuided. = 
| By any voyce,or order of the field : Hettor' bad aske? 
Aza, Which way would Hethor haue it? 
e4ine. He cares tior, heele obey conditions, —_ 
Aga. "Tis done like Heétor, burfecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deale ditprifing 
The Knight oppos’a. © ce 
ene, Minot Achilles ir, whatis your name? 
. Achil. Uf nor Achilles nothing.’ 
eAne. Therefore Achilles: but what ere,know this, 
In the extremity of great and little : 
Valour and pride excell themfelues in Hettor ; 
The one almoft as infinite as all; : 
The other blanke as nothing: weigh him well : 
And that which lookes like pride, is curtefie : 
This Aiav is halfe made of Heéttors bloud: 
In lowe whereof, halfe Hector faies ac home: 


This blended Knight,halfe Trojan,and halfe Greeke. 
Achil. "RK mhaiden batraile then? O [perceiue you, | 
Aga, Here'is fir, Diomed: goe gentle Knight, 
Stand by our Aiav:asyouand Lorde Linea ~ 
Confent ypon the otder of their fight, 
So be it: either to the yrtermoft, 
1 Or elie’a breach: the’ Combatants beitig kin, 
Halfe ftints theif ftrife, before their ftrokes begin, 
| Vij. They ave oppos dalready. 
|) Aga, What Troiaivis that fame thatlookes fo heauy? 
P* Vii. The yongeft Sonne of Priam; °° aa 30 3 
Atrne Knight; they call him Troy us ; 
Not yerrhature, yer mitchleffe,firme of word, 
Speaking in déedes, and deedeleffein his tongue ; 
Not foone provok’s, not being prouok’t,foone calin’d 5 
His heart and hand both open,and both free : 
For what he has, he gives ; what chinkes,he fhewes ; 
Yet gities he nor till iadgement guide his bounty, 
Nordignises an impaire thought with breath 
Manly as Flector, but more dangerous; 
| Bor Heélor in his blaze of wrath fubferibes 
To tender obiedts ; but he,in heate of action, 
Is morevindecatiue theniealousloue. 
They call him Troy/ms; and on him erect, 
A fecond hope, a8 fairely buile as Hector. 
Thus faies eA:veas, one that knowes the youth, 
Euento his inches : and with priuate foule, 
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ee 


~Fraylidand Grefiida, 












Age They seatselop.( aan 
Nef. Now Ajax hold thing owe: 8° ny! 
Troy. “Hettor; thou fleep’At, awake thee.” toma 
Aga. His blowes are wel difpos’d there i, a 
Diomy Youtmuftno more. 2 the 
eine, Princes enough, fo pleafe you, Mf 
Aia. Lam not warme yet, let ys fight againg.” i] 


Did in great Tllion this tranflate hith to me 


Diom. As Hettor pléafes. 

Heit, WhythenwillT nomore: 2” 
Thou art great Lord my Fathers fifters Sonne: 
A coufen germanto great Priamsfeedes 
The obligation of our bloud forbids 
- goric emulation ’twixt vs twaine: 

ere thy commixion, Greeke and Trojan 
That thou could’ fay, this hand is Gage 
And this is Troian: the finewes of this Leoge. | 
All Greeke, and this all Troy : my Mothers bloud a 
Runs on the dexter cheeke,andthis finiftee 
Bounds inmy fathers : by Jone multipotent, 


| Thou fhould’ft not beare from me a Greekith member 


Wherein my {word had not impreffure made 
Of our ranke feud : bur the iuft gods gainfay 
That any drop thou borrwd’@ from thy mother 
My facred Aunt, fhould by my mortal] Sword 
Be drained. Let me embrace thee Aix: 

By him that thunders, thou ha@ luftie Armes: 
Hettor would haue them fall vpon him thus, 
Cozen; all honor to thee. 

Mia. Lthanke thee Hettor s 
Thou art too gentle, and too free aman: 

Icame tokillthee Cozen, and beare hence 
A great addition, earned in thy death, 

Hett. Not Neoptolymus{o mirable, 
Onwhofe bright creft,fame with her lowd'ft (Oyes) 
Cries, This is he; could’ promife to himfelfe, 
Athought of added honor, torne from Heitor. 

cine. Thete is expectance here from both the fides, 
What further you will doe’? 

Heit, Weele an(wereit: 
_The iffue is eatbracement : Aiax, farewell. 

Aja. if 1 mighit in entreaties finde faccefle, 
As feld J haue the chance 3.1 would defire 
My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tents. 

Diom. "Tis Agamemmons with,and great Achilles 
Doth long to fee ynarm'd the valiant Hello 

Heét, eAneas,call my brother Troylusto me: 
And fignifie this louing enterview ._ 

To the expecters of our Troan part; 





‘| Defirethem home, Give me thy hand,my Coufin: 


I will goe eate with thee, and fee your Knights. 
Enter Agamemnon and the reft. 
Aia. Great Agamemnon comes to mectevs heres, 
* Heft, ‘The worthicht of chem,tell me name by name 


| But for Achilles, mine owne ferching eyes 
| Shall finde him by his largeand portly fize. 


Aga. Worthy of Armes : as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of fuch an enemie... , 5 + 
But that’s no welcome: vnderftand more cleere 
What's paft,and what's to come,is Arew’d with huskes) 
And formeleffe ruine of obliujon: ui 
But in this excant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawing: 
Bids thee with moft diuineintegritie, 4 
Fromheart of very heart, great Hector welcomes, 


vee 


Heét. 1 a thee moft iene a My 





Frovins and Giefsida. 


| ae My ‘well-famd Lord of Trey, no leffe royou. 
Man. Let me confirmemyPrincely brothers greeting, 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hishers 
Het, Who mptt we ankwer?. .< lew a . 
ene. The Noble enelanse; oi: 
Hit. O; youmy Lord by ALars his secatlas, shel 
Mockenots chae,I aftect th’vntraded Oash, 
Your qdondam wife {weares {till by Vente: Meise 
Shee’s well, but bad. menos commend bento.you,! 
Men..Name her not now fir, the’sa deadly Theame. 
Hebb. O pardon, | offend. " 
Nef, Lhaue (thou gallant Troyan) feene thee nk. 
| Labouring for definy. make crucl] way, 
| Through rankes of Greekith youth:and I baye feen thee 
LAs hot as.Perfews, fpurre thy PhrygianSeeed, 
| )And feene thee {corning forfeits and fabduments, _ 
| When thou,hatt hung thy aduanced {word i’th’ ayee 
Not letting it-decline, onthe declined : . 
‘That | have faid vnto my ftanders bye vu 
| Loc Iupiter is yonder,dealing life. 
| And I haue feene thee paufe, and take thy. breath, 
When thata ring of Greekes haue henr'dtheein, 
Like an Olympian wreftling. This haue lfeene, 
But this thy countenance (Aull lockt in fteele) 
Inever faw till now. 1 knew thy Grandfire, 
And once fought with him ; he was a Souldier good, 
But by great Mars, the Captaine of vsall,, 
Neuerdike thee. Let an oldman embrace thee, 
And (worthy Warriour), welcome to our, Tents, 
ene,’ Tis the old Nefor. 
Heit. Let me embrace chee good eld Chronicle,’ 3, 
That hat fo long walk’d hand in hand with cime;,.) 
Molt reverend Neffor, I-am.glad co clafpe,thee.. 
Ne.J would my armes,could match thee in contention 
Asthey contend with thee in courtefies: 
Heét. Twould they could, 


Nef. Ha? by this white beard I'ld fight with thee to ; 


morrow. Well,welcom,welcome : I haue feen the time. 
Viyf. 5 wonder now bow yonder Ciry fiands, 
When we haue heere her Bafeand pillar by ¥s. 
Hett, Ukaow yourfauour Lord Wifes well. 
Ah fir, there’s many.a Greeke and Troyan dead, 
Since firft I faw your felfe, and Deomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekith Embaffie. 

Vif. ‘Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue, 
My prophefic is but halfe his iourney. yer; 

For yonder wals that pertly front your Towne, 
Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do buffe the clouds, 
Moft kiffe their owne feet. 

Hei. imufk not belecue you: 

There they ftand yet : and modeftly T.thinke, 
The fall ofeuery Phrygian ftone will coft 
Adrop- of Grecian blood: the end crownesiall, 
And that old commen Arbitrator, Time, 

Will one day end ir. 

Vif, Soto him weleaue it. 

Mott geatle, and moft valiant Hector, welcome; 
After the General, I befeech you next, 
To Feaft with caevand fee me at my Tent,.; 

Achil. \ fhall foreftall thee Lord VAyfes, thou: 
Now Hettor I haue fed. mine eyes on thee,! : 
Thaue wihiexa&t view perus’d thee Heéter, 

And quoted ioynt’by ioynt. 

Heét, 1s this Achilles 2, 

Achil,, Lam Achilless, ’ 

Heit. Stand faire I prythee, letmelooks ousheen 





Achil, Behold thy. fill, wa tit 

Heft. Nay,1 bane done alrendyeh 

_ Achil; Thou art to bréefe, I will, = re! cme 
As I would buy thee; view shee, limbe by limbe, ., 


ated 
its 


; 
: 


Hetts Q.likea Bookeof {porttheu’ic ae me orelt, 


But there's. more.in me then thon ynderftand A. gy 
Why doeftthou fo oppreffe me, with thine eyedion 3c 

Acbil.T ell me you Heauens,in which parent hiehod 
Shall L deftroy. him?, Whether thereyorithere,or there, 
That I may give the locall wound aname, yy ‘ 
And make difingt.the very breach, where-ont (0 
Hettors. great {pirit-A-y.. Anfwer.me heauens, 

Hetts At would difcredit the bleft Gods, Peeugenan, 
To anfwer fuch a queftion ; Stand againe ; 322 vod? 
Think*ft-thou to catch my life fo plealandy 5, eves 


Asto prenominate in pice coniecture . 


Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achil, 1 xell thee yea. 

Heth. Weert thou the Oracle to tell me eos , 

I'ld not beleeue thee: henceforth guard shee’ well, 
For Ilenot kill theethere; rorthere, northere, 
But by the forge that {tythied Mars his helme, 
Ile kill chee euery where, yea,oreand ore. 

You wifelt Grecians, pardon me this bragge, 
His infolence drawes folly from my lips, ) 
But [le endeuour deedsto match vnlenwc dy 
Or may I neuer pained At xs 

Aiax, Donotchafethee ek Bae 
And you Achilles, let thefe threats alone 
Til accident,or purpofe bring you sooiry)., 
¥ ou may euery day enough of Hettor +), 

If you haue ftomacke. The general. fate I feare, 
Can (carfe intreat youto be. odde with him. 

Heék, [pray youletys {ce youin the field, 
Wehaue had pelbidg Warres fince you ising 4 d. 

The Grecians caule. 

Achil. Doftthou intreat me Helbor? 
Tomortow-doJ meete thee fell as death, 

To night, all Priends, 

Heit, Thy hand vponthat match. 

Aga. Firft,all you Peeres of Greece goto my Tents 
There in the full conuive you: Afterwards, 
As Heétors \ey{ure, and your bounties fhall _ 
Concurretogether,feuerallyintreathim,. _ --- 
Beatelowd.the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow, 
Thatthis great Souldier may. his welcome know. Exenat 

Troy My, Lord Ubffes,cellme I befeech you, 
In whatplace.of the Field doth Calchas keepe ? 

Ob fi At Menelams Tentimott Princely Troylis, 
There Diemed doch featt,with him tonight, 
Wohoneitherlookes on heauen,noron earth, 


Bur gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 


On the faire Creffid. : 
Trays. Shall | (fweet Lord)bebound to thee fo much, 
After we part from Agamemnons Tent, 
Toe bring me thither? 
Viyfe Youthall. command me fir: 
As gence tell me, of what Honour was . 
This Creffidain Troy, had fheno Louer i. 
That wailes her abfence 2 mE 
Troy: O,fir, to fuch.as boafting thew their fcarres, 
A mocke is due: willyou walkeonmyLord? 
She was belou’d, fhe lou’d; the is,and dooth; 
But Mill Sweet Loue is food for Fortunes tooth. _Exeunt, 
_ Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 4 
Achil Ne heat his blood withGreekith v wineto night, 
Which 
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Which with my Cemitar lle cooleto morrow: > 
Patrocias,\et vs Feafthim to the hight. - ass 
Put. Heere comes Therfiter. > Enter Therfites. 
Achil. Hownow;thou coreofEnuy?, 2 
{ Thou crafty bach of Nature, what's the newes ? 
| There Why thou pidture of what thou feem’ft,& Idol 
| of Ideor-worfhippers,here’s a L etter for thee, 
<>oMebil. From whence, Fragment? 9 
Ther. Why thou fall dith of Foole, from Troy. 
Pat. Who keepes the Tent now? 
Ther. The Surgeons box,or the Patients wound, 

Patr, Well faideaduerfity,and what need thefe tricks? 

Ther, Prythee be filent boy, tprofit not by thy talke, 
thou are choughtto be Achilles male Varlot. 

Patro, Male Varlot you Rogue e What's that? 

Ther. Why his mafculine Whore. Now the rotten 
difeafes ofthe South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loades a grauell i th’backe, Lethargies, cold Palfies,and 
the like, take and take againe, fuch prepoftrous-difcoue- 
ries. 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of cnuy thou, what 
mean’ftthou to curfe thus? 

Ther. Dol curfe thee? ) 

Patr, Why to, youruinous Bur, you whorfon indi- 
ftinguifhabie Curre. ee 

Ther. No? why art thou then exafperate, thou idle, 
immaterial skiene of Sleyd filke; thou greene Sarcenet 
| flap for a fore eye, thou taffell of a Prodigals purfe thou: 
| Ahhow the poore worldis peftred with fuch water-flics, 
diminutiues of Nature. 

Pat. Out gall. 

“Ther, FinchEgge. 

Ach. My fweet Patrociss,1 ain thwarted quite 

From my gteat purpofe in to morrowes battell : 

Heere isa Letter frou) Queene Aecube, 

Atoken from her daughter,my faire Loue, 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe ; 

An Oath that Phavefworne. J will nor breake it, 

Fall Greckes, faile Fame, Honor or go,or ftay, 
| My maior vow lyes heere 5 this le obay: 
Céme,come Therfires; helpe to trim my Tent, 
This night in banquetting muft all be fpent. 
Away Patrocls. Ext. 

Ther. With tod much blovd,and too little Brain, the!s 
two may runmad : but if with coo mach braine, and too 
Tittle blood, they'do, Ile be acurer of madmen, Heere’s 
Agamemnon, a0 honeft fellow enough,and one that loues 
Quailes, buthe has not fomuch Braine as eare-wax; and 
{the goodly transformation of Jupiter there his Brother , 
the Bull, cheprimatiue Statue, and oblique memorial of 
Cuckolds,athrifty fhooing-horne inachaine, hanging 
at his Brothers legge, to what forme but that heis, (hold 
wit larded with malice, and malice forced with wit,turne 
hii too : to an Affe were nothing ; hee is both Affe and 
Oxe; to in Oxe were nothing, hecis both Oxeand Affe : 
to bea Dogge,a Mule, aCat, a Fitchew, a Toade, a Li- 
‘gard, an Owle,aPuttocke, ot a Herring withouta Roe, 
{ would not care * but to be CMenelans, Lwould confpire 
againft Deftiny. Aske me not what I would be, if I were 
not Therfites : for I care not to bee the lowfe of a Lazar, 
{o Lwere not AMenelaus. Hoy-day, {pirits and fires. 

Enter Hetbor, Aiax,A 'gamemnon,V lyffes,Ne- 
a “flor, Diomed with Lights. 
“Aga, We go wrong, we go wrong, 
Aitax. No yonder "tis, there where we fee the light. 
~ Heft, Ltrouble you. © 





Troylus and Grefsida. 






















‘Ajax. Nojnotawhit. 
Wh. “ “Enter Achilles, dy 
y{. eere comes himfelfe to puideyou >». 
Achil. Welcome brave Hiithe elie hh 5: 
Agam. Sonow faire Prince of Troy,] bide a 
Aiax commands the guard totend on you, SOodtight, 
Hetl, Thanks,and goodnight to the G 
Men. Goodnight my Lord, 
_ 5 pete fweet Lord Mewelane, 
er. Sweet draughe : f iL 
— ght: {weet quoth-a? tweet finke, 
Achil Goodni 
Feopeens mee and welcor, both ar ONCE,to thofe 
e4ga. Goodnight, ! 
Achil. Old Neftor tarties, and you too Diomed 
Keepe Hettor company an houre,or two, ; 
Dio. I cannot Lord, I haue important bufineffe 
The tide whereofis now, goodnight great Heller, 
Bett, Gine me your hand, 
UVbf. Follow his Torch;he goes to ChaleaTent 
Ile keepe you company. . 
Troy. Sweet fir,you honour me. 
- Heit. And fo good night. 
Achil. Come,come, enter my Tent, Exeans, 
Ther, That fame Diomed's a falfe-hearted Rogue, a 
moft yniuft Knaues I willno more truft him whenhee 


ceks General, 





his Tent. Te after 
incontinent Varlets. 
Enter Diamed, 
- Dio, What are you vp here ho? fpeake? 
Chal. Who cals? 
Dio. Dismed,Chalcas( I thinke) wher's you Daughter 
Chal. She comes to you, 
Enter Troylis andV lifes. 
Viif. Stand where the Torch may not difcouer vs 
Enter Crefsid. 
Troy. Crefsid comes forth to him. 
Dio. How now my charge? 
Cref. Now my {weet gardian; harke a word with you 
Trey, Yea, {fo familiar? 
Vai. She will fing any man at firft fight. 
Ther. And any man may finde her,it he can take he 
life : the’s noted. 
Dio. Will youremember? 
Cal. Remember ? yes. 
Dio. Nay, but doe then; and let your minde be col 
pled with your words, 
Troy, What fhould fhe remember? 
Vif, Lit? | 
Cref. Sweete hony Greek,tempt me no more 
Ther. Roguery. 
Die. Nay then. 
Cref, Tle tell you what. 
Die. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forfwome 
Cref. In faith I cannot : what would you hauem? 
Ther. Aiugling tricke,to be fecretly open 
Dio. What did you fweare you would beftow° 
Cref. iprethee do nothold me to mine oath, 
Bid me doenot any thing but that {weete oor x 
jo 


Nothing bur Letcherie? All 
Exesut 


ofolly. | 


fn me? 


- Lroylus and Grefsida. : 


Dio. Good nighe, 
Troy. Hold, pacience. 
Vif. How tow Troian ? 
Cref. Diomed. 
Dio. No,no, goodnight; Ile be your feoleno more. 
Troy. Thy better muft, : 
| Cref. Harke one word in your care. 
Troy, O plague and madneffe + 
Viif. Youaremoued Prince, let vs depart I pray you, 
Left your difpleafure fhould enlarge it felfe 
To wrathfull tearmes: this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly : 1 befeech you goe. 
Troy. Behold, I pray you. — 
Viif. Nay, good my Lord goc off : 
You flow to great diftraction : come my Lord? 
Troy. I pray thee ftay ? 
Vif. You haue not patience, come. 
Troy. I pray you ftay ? by hell and hell torments, 
Iwill not fpeake a word. 
Dio, And fo goed night. 
Cref. Nay, but you part in anger. 
Troy. Doththat griene thee? O withered truth! 
Vif: Why, how now Lord? 
Troy. By foue 1 will be patient. 
Cref. Gardian ? why Greeke ? 
Dio. Fo,fo, adew, you palter. 
Cref. In faith I doe not: come hither once againe, 
Vif. You (hake my Lord at fomething; will you goer 
you will breake out. 
Troy. She ftroakes his cheeke, 
Vif. Come, come, 
Troy. Nay ftay, by Jone I will not fpeake a word, 
There is becweene my will and all offences, 
A guard of patience; tay a little whilé 
Ther. How the diuell Luxury with his fat rumpe and 
potato finger, tickles thefe cogether gfrye lechery, frye, 
Dio. But willyou then? 
Cref. In faith I willlo ; never truft meelfe. 
Dio. Giue me fome token for the furety of it. 
Cref. Ile fetch you one. 
Vif. Youhaue fworne patience. 
Troy, Feare menot fweete Lord. 
Iwill not be my felfe, nor haue cognition 
Ofwhat I feele: I am all patience. 
Ther. Now the pledge,now,now,new, 
Cref, Here Diomed, keepe this Slecue. 
Troy. O beaurie! where is thy Faith? 
Vif, My Lord, 
| Trey. I willbe patient, outwardly I will. 
|‘.Cref. Youlooke vpon that Sleeue ? behold it well : 
{Helou’d me: falfe wench : giue’t me againe, 
| Dio, Whofe was’t? ie a 
Cref, itis ne matter now] haue't againes 
Iwill not meete with you to morrow night ; 
[ptythee Diomed vifice me no more. 
Ther. Now the fharpens ; well faid Whetftone. 
Dio, 1 fhall haue it. 
Cref, What, this? 
Dio, thar. | a 
Cref. O all you gods! O prettic, prettie pledge 5 
Thy Maifter now hes thinking in his bed. 
Oftheeand me, and fighes, and takes my Gloue, 
And gives memoriall daintie kiffes to.ir; 
Aslkiffervee, Secs = ae 
{ io, Nay,doe not {natch it from me, 
|. Cref. He'that cakes that, rakes my heart withall. 


Exit, 


; 


Enter Creffid. 





‘Dio, Ihad your heart before, this followes it. 
Troy. I did {wearepatience, | vines 
Cref: You fhail aoc haue it Diomed; faith youfhall not: 

Ile giue you fomething elfe../ if 

Dio. I will haue this : whofe was it? 

Cref: Icisno matter. 

Dio. Come tell me whofeit'was?, 5... > 

Cref. "Twas.one that lou'd me beteer then you will.’ 
But now you haueit, take it. 

‘Dio, Whole was it? 

Cref. By all Déanas waiting women yond : 

And by her felfe, I will not tell you whofe. 2:2 05» 
Dio, To morrow will I weare it on my Helme; :« 

And grieue his fpirit that dares not challenge it. 

Troy. Wert thou the diuell,and wor’ftit on thyhorne, 

It fhould be challeng’d. at te Si 
(ref. Well,well, ’tis done, tis paft 3 and yet it is nots: 

T willnot keepe my word. 

Dio. Why then farewell, 

Thou never fhalt mocke Diomed againe. 

Cref. You hall not goe : one cannot {fpeake a word; 

But it trait farts you, . 

Dio. I doe not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor by Piwto; but that that likes not me,plea- 
fesmebeft. ' 

Dio, What fhalll come? the houre. 

’ Cref. 1,come:O Lene! doe,come: I thall be plagu'ds 
Dio. Farewell till then. >) Bxite 
Cref. Good night: I prythee come.: 

Troylus farewells one eye yet lookes onthees. 

But with my heart, the other eye,doth fee, 

Ah poore our fexe; this faulcin ys J finde: 

* The errour of our eye, directs our minde.;. | 
What errour leads, muft erre; O then conclude, 
Mindes fwai'd by eyes, are full of turpitude, : Exit, 
Ther. A proofe of ftrength the could not publith mores 

Voleffe fhe fay, my minde is now surn’d whore, 

Wiif. Al’s done my Lord, 

Troy. Itis. , noi 

Vif. Why Ray we then? . fi 

Troy, To make a recordation to my foule 

Of every fyllable that here was fpokes 

But if[ tell how thefe two did coacts 

Shall I not lye, in publifhing a truth ? 

Sich yet thereis a credence in my heast’s 

An efperance fo obftinately ftrong, scat 

That doth inuert that teft of eyes and earess 

Asifthofe organe had deceptio us funétions, 

Created onely to calumniate. 

was Creffed here? sf 
Vif. I cannot coniure Troian. 

Troy, She was not fure, 

Viif. Moft{ure fhe was. 

Troy. Why my negationhath no tafte of madnefle? 
Vif. Normine my Lord: Crefid was here but now. 
Troy, Letit not be beleeu’d for womanhood ; 

Thinke we had mothers; doe not giue aduantage 

To fubborne Criticks,apt without a theame 

For deprauation,to {quare the general] {ex 

By Creffids vale. Rather thinke this not Creffide 

Visj, What hath fhe done Prince, that can foyle ows 
mothers?» ° eo + ore eae 
Troy. Nothing at all ynleffe that this were fhe. 
Ther. Willhe {wagger himfelfe out on’s owne eyes? - 
Trey. This fhe? no, this is Diomids Creffidas. 
If beautie hauea foule,this is not fhe: 
















































































































































{If foules guide vowes; if vowes are fanGimonie; 
4 Aft fangtimonie be the gods-delighes , ; 
{if thereberulein viiteicielfe, “ 
| Thisis not fhe: O madnefle ef difcourfe | 
4 That caufe lets vp, with, and againft thy felfe 
| By foule authorities where reafon canreuofr — 
| Without perdition, and loffe aflume all reafon, 
4 Withoucrevole.: This is, and isnot Creffid¢ 
| Within my foule,there doth conduce a fight 
{ Of this frange nature, that athing infeperate, 
+ Diuides more’wider then the skie and earth: 
And yet the {pacious bredth of this diuifion, 
Admits noOrifex for a point as fobtle, 
As Ariachaes broken woofe to enter : 
| Inftance;Oinftance! Arong as Plutoes gates : 
| Creffid is mine, tied with the bonds of heauen; 
InfisnceQinftance, firong’4s heaven it felfe : 
The bonds of heaven are flipt,diffolu’d,and loos’d, 
{ And with another knot fiue-fisger tied, : 
The fractions of her faith, ortsofher lout’: 
The fragments, feraps,the bits, and greaziereliques, _ 
Ofher ore- eaten faith, are bound to Diemed 

Viif. May worthy Troylus be halfe attached 
}-With chat which here his paffion doth exprteffe ? 
1 Troy. 1Grecke: and that fhall be divulged well. 
1 In Charagters,asted as AZars hisheart — . 
| Inflam’d with Venus: neuer did yong man fancy 
| With fo eternall,and fo fixt a foule. 
| Harke Greek : as much I doe Crefidloue ; 
| Somuch by weight, hate] her Diomed, 
| That Sleeue is mine, that hecle beare in his Helme: 
} Were it a Caske compos’d by Vulcans skill, 
| My Sword fhould bite it: Not the dreadfull{pour, © 
Which Shipmen doe the Hutricano call, a 
| Conftring’din’maffe by the almighty Benne, ©’ 
‘Shall dizzie with more clamour Neptunes care ~ 
Inhis difcent ;then fhall my prompted {word, 
Falling on Diomed. a 
{ Ther. Heeletickle it for his concupie, 
Troy. O Creffid! O falfe Creffia! falte, falfe,falfe: 
| Letall yntraths (tand by thy ftained name, 
} And theyle feeme glorious. : ; 

Vif. O containe your felfet 
Your paffion drawes cares hither 

Ester e/Envtas. bE Oy 

ene. Thaue beene fecking you this houre my Lord: 
Heitor by this is arming hitnin Troy, 
| Aiax yous Guard, flaies to conduc you home, 


| Farewell revolted faire : and Diomed, 
4 Stand faft,and weare a Cafle on thy head. 
| Vii. \lebring youto the Gates. ; 
} . Troy. Accept diftraéted thankes. 

PReeyes Pxeunt Troylas -Aneas and Uliffes, 


 divell cake them. 
Enter Hetter and Andromache. 


warres and lechery,nothing elfe holds fafhion, A burning 


Ts Rop his G4res Again adinonifhment? | ~ 
Voarme,ynariie,dnd decnotfight todays 


_ Het, Youtraine me to offend you : gét you gone, 


* En ee ee ~~ ~~ — 


= 


“Frolisand Grefiida,. 


For we would count giue much to as Violent thefts 
’ 


| Holds honor farre more precious,deere,thenlife 


; Ler grow thy Sinews till their knots be firong; . 
| ‘Andtempenor yet the bruthes of the warre, 


~ | Euenin the fanne and winde of your faire Sword: 


Troy. Haue with you Prince: my curteous Lord adew: © 
ie | The venom"d vengeance ride ypon our {words 


Ther. Wald T could meete that rosgue Diomed, I | 
would croké like a Rauen t Twould bode, would bode: © 
Patroclas will give me any thing for the ‘intelligence of | 
phis whore: the Parrot will not doe more for an Almond, — 
thea he fora commodious drab: Lechery, lechery, ftill - 


ag Satna Age ee But by my ruine. 
And Whep wasmy Lordfo much vagently temper‘d, | 


} Heis thy crutch; now ifthouloofe thy flay, , > 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee; Ful 









By the cuerlafting gods,lle goe, oe 
And, My dreames will fare pri i 
Hett. No more I fay. a sib the da 
Caffa, Where is my brother EHetfoy > “Ahem 

_ And, Hete fifter, arm’d,and bloudy in inten, 

Confort with me in loud and deere petition he 

Purfue we him on knees : for !haue dream ; 

of rae turaleness and this whole nj he 

Hath nothing beene but fha 
Caf. O, Be true, EStotbe fot af Alaughe, 
Heét, Ho? bid my Trampet found, 
Caf. Nonotes of fallie,for the heavens 
Het. Begon I fay : the gods hauehear, 
Caf) The gods are deafe to hot and pe 

They are polluted offrings, more abhord 

Then eae Livers in the {acrifice. 
Ana. Obe perlwaded, doe not countirh 

To hort by Gein iuft; it is as lawfull ean 


fweer broth, 
d me fiesta 
cuifh Vowes: 


And rob in the behbalte of charitie. 

Caf. Itisthe purpofe that makes ftrong theyowe: 
But vowes to every purpofe muft not hold: 
Vnatme {weete Heflor, 

Heti, Hold you fill I fay ; 

Mine honour keepes the weather of, my fate: 
Life euery man holds deere, but the deere man 


= Enter Troylus. 
ow now yong man? mean*ft chou to fight today? 
And, Caffandra, call ay father to Bs 
Exit Caffandra, 
Heét. No faith yong Trey/ss; doffe thy hatnelfe yout 
Tam to dayith’vajne of Chiualrie: | 


Voarme thee, goe; and doubt thou nox biaueboy, 
Tle ftand to day, for thee,and me,and Troy. 

Troy. Brother,you haue a vice of mercy in you; 
Which betrerfitsa Lyon,thenaman, 

Fett, What vice is that? good Troplzm chidemeforit 

Troy. When many times the captitie Grecian fale 


You bid them rife,and liue, 
Hett, O'tis faire play. 
Troy. Fooles play, by heauen Heftor. 
Heit, How now ? how now? ; 
Troy. For th'loue ofall the gods 
Let’s leaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 
And when we haue our Armors buckled on, _ 


Spur them to ruthfull worke,reing them frommtith. 
Heit, Fiefauage, fie. 
Troy. Hetfor, then tis warres. : 
Hett. Treylus,1 would not haue you fight to day. 
Trey. Who fhould with-holdme? 
Not fate,obedience,nor the hand of Mars, . 
Beckning with fierie trunchion my retire; __ 
Not Priamms,and Hecuba on knees; 
Their eyes ore-galled with recourfe of tearcss 
Nor you my brothet,with your true fword dawnt | 
Oppof'd to binder me,fhould ftop my way: 9) 


Enter Priam and Caffandra. saad 
‘Caff. Lay hold vpon him: Priam,hold hine fait: 


Troplus and Grefsida, ‘ 


|rogether. 
ecm Cont Hettor,come,gocbacke: 
Thy wife hath dreampe = thy mother hath had vifions 5 
Caffandra doth forefee; and | my felfe, 
Am like a Prophet fuddenly entapt, 
to tell chee that this day isominous : 
Therefore come backe. 
Het eneasisa field, 
And{ do ftand engag’d to many Greekes, 
Evenin the faith of valous, to appeare 
This morning to them, 
Priam. 1, but thou thalt not goe, 
Heft. 1 muft'noc breake my faith: 
You know me dutifall, therefore deare fir, 
Let me not fhame refpect ; but giue me leaue 
To take that courfe by your conient and voice, 
Which you doe here forbid me,Royall Priam. 
Caf. O Priam, yeelde notto him. 
And, Doe not deere father. 
He&t, Andromache | am offended with you : 
Vpon the louc you beare me, get you in. 
Exit. Andromache. 
Troy. This foolith, dreaming ,luperftitious girle, 
Makes all thefe bodemenis+ . 
Calf, O farewell deere Hedor : 
Looke how thon dieft ; looke how thy eye turnes pale: 
Looke how thy wounds doth bleede at many vents : 
Harke how Troy roares s how Heeuba cries out; 
How poore e4ndronsache {hrils her'dolour forth ; 
Behold diftraction, frenzie,and amazement, 
Like witleffe Antickes one another meete, 
Andallery Hector, Hettors dead: O Hettor ! 
Troy, AWay,awaye 
Caf, Farewell :yes,foft: Hebtor I take my leaue 5. 
|Thowdo'ft thy ielfe,and all our Troy deceiue, 
Heft. You are amaz’d.my Liege, at her exclaime: 
)Goe in and cheere the Towne, weele forth and fight: 
Doe deedes of praife, and tell youthem at night. 
Priam. Farewell; the gods. with fafetie ftand, about 
thee, Alarum.*: 
Troy. They are atit, harke: proud Diomed, beleeue 
Icome to loofe my arme, or winne myfleeuc. 


Enter Pandars. 


Pand, Doeyouheare my Lord ?.do you heare? 
Troy. Whatnow? ~! 
Pand, Here’s.a Lettercome from yond poore gitle. 
Troy. Let. me reade. 
Pand. Awhorfon-tificke, a whorfon safcally tificke, 
fo troubles me; and she foolith fortune of this girle, and 
what one thing, what anather, thac J fhallleaue you one 
Jo'th’s dayes:t and Lhauéia rheume in mine eyes toos.and 
fuch an achein my-bones.} that voleffe a. man: were'curft, 
aa tell what,tg,thinke on... What fayes thée 
there th5) susd bluow ylins $3,070 Es 
Troy.) Words, words ,meere words, no matter from 


the heart ssfy03 Ayn O3 
| Th'effeGt doth operate another, wayes \> > 
Goewinde tawinde,thereturmeand change together: 
| My loue with words and errors ftill fhe feedes ; 
But edifiés another,with her deedes. 
Pand. Why, butheate you? x 
Troy, Hence brother lackie ; ignomie and fhame 
Purfue thy life,and hue aye with«hy naine. 


; A Larum, Excetnt 3. 


Exit. 


Enter Ther fites in excurfion, 


Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another , Ile 
goelooke on : that diflembling abhominable varlet Dio- 
mede, has goc tbat fame feusuie, doting , foolifh yong 
knauesSleeuc of Troy,there in his Helme: I would taine 
fee them meet;that,that fame yong froian afle,thatloues 
the whore there, might fend that Greekifh whore-mai- 
fterly villaine, with the Sleeue, backe to the diflembling} 
luxurious drabbe,of a fleeveleffeerrant.O th’ tother fide, 
the pollicie of thole craftie {wearing r afeals 5 that ftcle 
old Moule-earen dry cheefe, Ne/for:and that fame dog- 
foxe Vises‘ is not prow’d worth a Black-berry. They fet 
me vp in pollicy, that mungrill curre sax, agrinft chat 
dogge ofas badakinde, Achilles. And now isthe cure 
Aiax prouder then the curre Achilles, and will nor arme 
to day. Whereupon, the Grecians began to proclaime 
barbarifme; and pellicie growes into an ill opinion. 

Enter Diowsed and Troylws. 
Soft,here comeySleeue,and thother, 

Troy. Flye not: for fhould ft thou take the River Stix, 
I would {wim after. : 

Diom,. Thou do'ft mifcall retire: 

I doe not flye; but aduantagious care 
Wichdrew me from the oddes of multitude = 
Haue at thee? oF AN 

ther. Holdthy whore Grecian: now for thy whore 
Troian : Now the Sleene,now the Sleeue. 

Eater Hektor. 
Heét, What art thou Greekzart thou for Hefors match? 
Arcthon ofbloud,and honour? 

Ther. No, no: Laeva rafcall :a feurnie railing knaue : 
avery filthy roague. 

Heit. J doe belecue thee, liue, 

Ther. Godamercy,that chou wilt béleenemes buca 
plague breake thy necke--—for frigbting me : what's be- 
come of the wenching rogues? I chinke they haue 
fwallowed one :anothse. 1 would: laugh at that mira. 
cle----yet ina fort,lechericeatesit felfe: Le fecke them, 

Exit. 
” Enter Diomed and Seruants, 

Dis. Goe,goe,my feruant,take thou Troylas Horfe 3 

Prefent the faire Steede to my Lady Creffid: -. 
Fellow, commend my feruice to her beauty; 
Tell her, Lhaue chaftif'd che aniorous Troyan. 
And am her Knight by proofe. 

Ser. Igoe my. Lord. Enter Agamemnon. 

Aga. Renew,renew,the fierce Polidamus 
Hath beate downe Adenon :baltard Adargarelon. 
Hath Dorems prifoner. o 
And ftands Calofliss-wife wauing his beame; 
Vpon the pathed courfes ofthe Kings: 
Epiftropus and Cedus, Polixines is flaine ; 
A mpbimacus and. Thous deadly hurt ; 
Patroc/us tane or flaine,and Palamedes.. . 
Sore burt and bruiied ; the dreadfull Sagittary 
Appauls our numbers, hafte we Déomed 
To re-enforcement, or we perifh all. 

Eater Nefter..- 

Neft. Coe beare Patrocius body to Achilles, - 
And bid the {naile-pac'deiax-arme for fhames 
There is a thoufand Heétors inthe field : 

Now here he fights on Galathe his Horfe, 
And there lacks worke: anon he’s there afoate, 
And there they flyeordye, like fealed feuls, 























































































































Troylus and Crefsida. 








Before the belching Whale ; then is he yonder, 
And there the ftraying Greekes, ripe for his edee, 


{Fall downe before him, like the mowers fwath ; 


Here,there,and euery where,be leaues and takes ; 
Dexteritie fo obaying appetite, 

That what he will,he does,and does fo much, 
That proofe is call’d impoffibility. 


Enter Viiffes. 
Vif. Oh, courage,courage Princes: great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping ,curfing wowing vengeance ; 
Patroclus wounds haue rouz’d his drowzie bloud, 
Together with his mangled Adyrmidons, 
That nofeleffe,handleffe, hackt and chipt,come to him ; 


| Crying on Hettor. Aiax hath loft a friend, 


And foames at mouth,and he is arm’d,and at it: 

Roaring for Troylus ; who bath doneto day, 

Mad and fantafticke execution ; ° 

Engaging and redeeming of himfelfe, 

With fuch a careleffe force,and forceleffe care, 

As if chat luck in very {pight of cunning,bad bim win all. 
Enter Aiax. 

Aia. Troylus,thou coward Troylus. 

Dio. 1 ,there,there, 

Nef. So,fo,we draw together, 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Whereis this Heffor? 
Come,come,thou boy-queller,fhew thy face : 
Know wharitis tomeete Achilles angry. 

| Hetbor wher’s Hettor? I will none but Hector. 
Enter Aiax, 
Aja, Troylus,thou coward Troylus,faew thy head. 
Enter Diomed. 

Diom. Troylus, Uay, wher’s Troylas? 

Aia. What would ft thou? 

Diom. I would corre& him, 

Alia, Were I the Generall, 

Thou fhould’ft have my office, 
Ere that correction : Troylus I fay, what Troylus ? 
Enter Troylus, 


Exit. 


t Troy. OhtraitourD iomed ! 


Turne thy falfe face thou traytor, 


And pay thy life thou oweft me for my horfe.. 


7. Enter Hettor. 


Dio. Ha,art thouthere ? 

Aia, Ie fight with him alone, ftand Diomed, 

Dio. Heismy prize, I willnot looke vpon, 

Troy. Come both you coging Greckes, haue at you 
». "both. Exit Troylus, 


Hett, Yea Troylas? O well fought my yongeft Brother. 
Euter Achilles. 

Achil, Now doe'l feethee; haue at thee Heior, 

Heit. Paufe if thou wilt. 

Acbjl. 1 doc difdaine thy curtefie,proud Troian ; 


| Be happy that my armesare ourof vie: 
| My reft and negligence befriends thee now, 
| Buc thou anon fhait heare of me againe : 


| 


Till when,goe feekethy fortune, Exit. 
Hett. Fare thee well 20: 


I would hae beene much more a frefher man, 


| Had I expeGted thee: how now my Brother? 





Enter Troylus. © < 
Troy. Aiax bath cane eAneas; fhall it be? 
No, by che flame of yonder glorious heauen, 
He fhallnat carry him :Ile be rane too, 
Or bring him off: Fate heare me what I fay ; 


Exit. 


Exit. 














I wreake nor, thoughthouend my lifero d3 pia. 
Enter one in Armour. Ye Eis 
Het, Stand, ftand,thou Greeke, 
Thou art a goodly marke: 
No?wilt thou not? I like thy armour wel} 
es ones it, and vnlocketherivetsall, 
ut He be maifter of it : wile thou not! . 
Why then flye on, Ile hune thee for He na 
: Enter Achilles with Myrmidons, Fei 
Achil. Come here about me you my Afwn: 
Marke what I fay ; attend me where BE hae: 
Strike not a ftroake, but keepe your felues in be h 
And when I have the bloudy Heétor found 7" 
Empale him with your weapons round about ; 
In felleft manner execute your arme. 
Follow me firs, and my proceedings eye; 
Ivis decreed, Hettor the great muft dye. 8 
Enter Ther fites, Menelaws and Paris, 
Ther. The Cuckold and the Cuckold maker are at jt: 
now bull, now dogge, lowe ; Paris lowe; now my doy 
ble hen’d fparrow; lowe Paris, lowes thebull bast 
game: warehornes ho? 


= 


Exit Paris and Menelay, 
_ Enter Baftard, 

Baft. Turne flaue and fight. 

Ther. What art thou? » 

Baft. A Baftard Sonne of Priams. 

Ther, Lama Baftard too, Toue Baftards, Tam aBh. 
Rtard begot, Baftardinftru@ted,Baftard in minde, Bafard 
in valour,in every thing illegitimate : one Beare willao 
bite another, and wherefore fhould one Bafard? ti 
heede,the quarrel’s moft ominous to vs: ifthe Sonneofs 
whore fight for a whore, he tempes iudgement sfarewel 
Baftard. . 

Baft. The divellrake thee coward, 

Enter Hettor. 


Exeint, 


| Retreat 

Harke, a retreat vpon our Grecian Pare, ge 
Gree. The Troian Trumpets founds the likemy Lord. 
Achi. The dragon wing of night ore-fpreds the cat 





Troylus and Crefsida. 


sold, Achilles, Achilles, Hettor’s laine, Achilles, _ 
Dio.’ The bruiteis, Hector’s {laine,and by Achilles, 
| Jia. Ifitbe fo,yet bragleffe lec it be: 
Great Hettor was a man as good ashe. : 

Agam. March patiently along ; let one be fent 
To pray Achilles fee vs at our Tent. 
ifinhis death the gods haue vs befrended, 

Great Troy is ours,and our (harpe wars are ended. 
Exeunt. 

- Enter Aineas,P aris Antheror and Deiphabus. 

vine. Stand hoe,yet are we mailters of the field, 
Neuer goc home ; here {tarue we ourthe night. 

Enter Troylus, 

Troy. Hettor is flaine. 

Al, Heétor? the gods forbid. 

Troy, Hee’s dead : and at the murtherers Horfes taile, 
Inbeaftly fort, drag’d through the thamefull Field. 
frowne on you heauens, effect your rage with {peede: 
Sit gods vpon your throanes,and finile at Troy. 

Ifty at once, let your briefe plagues be mercy, 
Andlinger not our {ure deftructions on. 
e4ne. My Lord, you doe difcomfort all the Hofte. 
Try, You vnderftand menot,thattell me fo: 
-|Idoenot {peake of flight, of feare,of death, 
But dare all imminence that gods and men, 
Addreffe their dangers in, Heéfer is gone: 
Who fhall tell Priam to? or Hecuba? 
Lethim that willa {creechoule aye be call’d, 
Goein to Troy, and fay there, Heécter’s dead : 
There is a word will Prians turne to (tone; 
Make wels,and Nsobes of the maides and wiues; 
Coole Rtatues of the youth : and in a word, 
Scarte Troy out of it felfe. Bur march away, 
Hetter is dead : there isno more to fay. 


Stay yet: you vile abhominable Tents, 

Thus proudly pight vpon our Phrygian plaines : 

Let Titan rifeas early as he dare, 

Ile through,and through you;& thou great fiz’d coward: 


“No fpace of Earth fhall funder our two hates, 


Ile haunt thee, like a wicked confcience ftill, 
That mouldeth goblins {wift as frenfies thoughts. 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort goe: 
Hope of reuenge, fhall hide our inward woe. 
_,_ Enter Pandarus. 

Pand. Butheareyou?heareyou? 

Troy, Hence broker, lackie,1gnomy,and fhame 
Purfue thy life,and liue aye with thy name, _ Exennt. 

Pan. A goodly medcinefor mine akingbones:oh world, 

world,world! thus is the poore agent difpifde: Oh trai- 


tours and bawdes ; how earneftly are you fet aworke,and 


how illrequited ? why fheuld our indevour be fo defir’d, 
and the performance foloath’d? What Verfe for it? what 
inftance for it? let me fee. 

Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing, 

Till he hath loft his hony,and his fting.. 

And being once fubdu’d in arméd taile, 

Sweete hony,and {weete notes together faile. 

Good tradersin the flcth, fet this in your painted cloathes; 
As many as be here of Panders hall, 

Your eyes halfe out, weepe out at Pazdar’s fall: 

Or if you cannot weepe,yet giue fome grones$ 

Though not for meyer for your akingbones : 

Brethren and fifters of the hold-dore trade, 

Some two months hence,my will fhall here be made: 

It fhould be now, but that my feare is this: 
Some galled Goofe of Winchefter would hiffe ; 
Till then, Ile fweate, and feeke about for eafes ; 
And at that time bequeath you my difeafes, 


qqq 


Exennt. 
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foes Tr wry 


of Coriol anus: 


eA tus Primus: Scoara Prima. 


Bitar a Company of Mautinous Citizens, with s fanes,, 
Clubs,and other weapons. 


I. Citizen. , 
was? E fore we proceed any further, heare'me {peake, 
All.. Speake, {peake. 
5 ..1.Cit. You arc all refolu’d rather tody then 
HUB «4 farifh:? 
‘All, Refolu’d,refolu’d, 


1,Cit. Firttyou know, Caius Martins is chiefe eneiv 71 


| |tothe people. 
All, Weknow’'t,we know’e, 
1,(st.Let vs kill him,and wee'l haue Corne at our own 
price, Ista Verdict ? 
| eAtll.No moretalking on’t;-Let it be done,away away 
2,Cit, One word, good Citizens, 
1,Cit, We areaccounted poore Citizens, the Patri- 
tians good $ what Authority {urfets one, would releeue 
vw. Ifthey would yeelde vs but rhe faper Auitie while it 
wetewholfome, wee might guefle they releeved vs hu- 
manely ; Butthey thinkeweare too deere, the leanneffe 
that affli&s vs,che obiedt of our mifery, is.as. an inuento- 
ty to particulariz¢ their abundance, 


(" hunger for Bread, nor in thirit for Reuenge. 


2.Cit. Would youproceede efpecially ageintt Cains | 


artins, 


All, Againfthim Grit; He’ savery dog 10 the Conp | 


monalty... : 


Country 2 

| 1.Cit, Very well, and pens bee content rogiue him 
| good report. forc, ‘burs they shee payes huinlglte wish bee 
ing proud, syst 

We sme Ge, a anee nos listen = 


Ih * 


“a.Cit. “What he cannot sthelpe’ in his Neteseee poyowbacs | 


count a Vice in him’ You dies inno way faye is co> 
Ustous,./, 
I Cit, ata i noty: i ae o Sc eae oo ees fa 
tions he hath faules (with furplus)soityreiin repetition.: 
Shows within. 
iis fhowes, arethele > it ‘othe fides? th sd is wilen: 
wehbe we praring heere? ToshCapivalle: 
Hl, Corhe,comes ion wear whoG uals? 


4 Fy h 


our fufferance is a | 
|gaing to them., Let vs, reuengethis with our Pikes, ere | 
|we become Rakes. Fos the Gods know, I fpeake this’ in | 


| rit. Confider you :what Sesuices heha’s oo. for his 


1 ¢t. Soft,who comes heere ? 
Enter Menenius Agrippa. 
ait. Worthy “denenius e-dgrippa, one that hath al. 
wayelou’d the peopie. 
1 Gt. He’s one honelt enoueh,wold 4] thé ret wer fo. 
Me, What work's my Couttrimen in band? 
Wher go you with Bats and Clubs? The macter 
Speake} pray you. 
© Cr, Our bufines is not'vaknowneto dt Sertae, they 
haue lad inkling this fortnight what we intendtodo, W 
now yvee'l fhew er in deeds # they fay poore Suters haue 
ftrongbreaths, they fhal know we have {trong arms too. 
Maen, Why Mattersymy good Friends, mine honeft 
Neiglbours, will you vado your felues? 
2 it. We cannot Sir,weare vndone already, 
Min, teil you Ftiedde; mo charitablecare 
Haue the Patricians of you for your wants. 
Your fuffering ia this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at rhe Heauen with your Raues,as lift chem 
Againft he Roman State,whofe courfe willon 
The way ictakes: cracking ten thoufand Curbes 
Of more frog linke affundet; therican ever 
Appeare i ip your impediment.: Fogthe Dearth, : 
The Gods, not the Patricians makeir, and 
Y our knees tothem (not armes) muft hhelpe. Mlacke, 
You arecran(ported by Calamity 4 
Thether, where mote attends you,and you flandet |" 
The Helmes o’th Stace; who cate for you like Fathers fed 
When you-curfethens,as Enemiés. ‘i 
2cit. Care for vs? Frucindeed s they nicneeavd for vs, 
yer. Suffer vs tofamifh,and their Store-honfes cram 
with Graines Make Bdias for Vfurie! , tofupport Why 
rers; repcale daily any wholfome AG stabhetapsing 
therich, andprouide more piercing Stattites daily, to 
chaine vp and reftrainethe podre: Ifthe Watres’ eate’’ 
not vppe, they wills “and shere’s allehié lowe! oem beace 
VS 
Mehen, Either: youmut © 
Confefle y our felues wotidrous Malicious, | 
Or beaceus’d of Folly, I thall tell you 
A pretty Taleyitmay be you hae heard it? © 
Burdfince ic feiuds my purpofe; T will ventufe! 
To fcale'talicele more, ne 
2 Citizen, Well, 29) coy cad supilduq 
Ne heare it Siryet you nubian 922079 31 708 
To fobbe cffour difgrace with » ale y 107! A ysw on ond 
But and’ c pleafe you deliuer, ’ dj to 30 T is91g 13 .80- 
Men There wasatime, ional cba nitaben 
Rebell’dagainft the Belly; thus: accused ie: 
That onely like a Gulfe ivdidvemaine’ © orm 
aa 
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2 Le Tragedte of (oriolanus. 
beh midd’t a th’body, idle and vna@iue, ‘Thou Rafcal), that art wort in 
{Still cubbording the Viand, neuer bearing. —. -. 4odLead‘efirt towin fomevani 
Like labour with the rfl, where eh'ocher alihends ~ \~ But make you ready your ftiffeba 
Did fee,and heare, denife, inftrudijwalk feel) 4 D.| Rome,and her Ratsate.at the po} 


i 


And mutually participate, didminifter J 69” .- 
Vato the appetites andaffectioncommon= = 

| Of the whole body, the Belly anfwer'd, 

| 2.Cét, Well fir, what anfgver made the Belly 
Men, Sit, I thal cell you with a kinde of Se, f 


| The one fidetmud haute baile,” 





































* Mar: Thatks! What's the matter youl 














ntio 
Which ne’re cane fromthe Lungs, bur euén thi: That oe poore Itch of your Opinion, 
For looke you I may make the belly Smile, Make your felues Scabs, — : 
As well as {peake, it taintingly replyed— 2.Cit. We have euer your good word, | 
To'th'difcontented Members, the mutinous pat... Mare that Will giue good words to thee, wil la 
‘That enuied his receite : euen fo moft fitly, [| Beneath abhotring. “What would you haue,you Cina 
As you maligne our Senators, for that That like norPeace,nor Warre ? The one afftioht Hh 
They are not fuch as you. The other makes you proud, He that trefstoyoy, 


2.Cit. Your Bellies anfwer: What Where he fhould finde you Lyons, findes you Hates: 
The Kingly crown’d head, the vigilant eye, WhereFoxes, Geefe you ares\No futet,no, 
The Counfailor Heart, the Arme our Soaldier,t ‘| Then is the coale of fire vpon the Ice, 
Our Steed the Legge, the Tongue our Trumpette, Or Hailftone in the Suny'Your!Vertueis, 
With other Muniments and petty helpes i To make him worthy, whofe offence fibdieshim, 
In this.our Fabricke, if thatthe || And curfe that Iuftice didits Who defetnes Gem 
(Men, W-hat then? Foreme, this Fellow {peaiess: "| Deferues your Hate sand your Affectionsire 7 

{ What then? What then ? ioc |” Afickmans Appetite ; who defires toltthat 
. 2 Cit. Should by the Cormorant belly be reftain'd, Which would encreafe his euill’ Heévhat depend 
\Whois the Gnkea th’bo dy. a LP tee Vpon your fauouts, fwithmes with fitines ot Leads, | 
Men, Well, what then? And hewes downe Oakes, with rufhes, Hang vestry) 











|... 2.Cit, The former Agents,ifthey did complane, With eucry Minute you dochahgeaMitde,) 
iW hat.could the Belly anfwer? “And eall hity Noble, chat wasitiow yout Hate: 

| Aden. I will tell Yous: bar sodieist Him vilde, that was your Garland, Uh’ the mate 
4 If you'l beftow a fmall(ofwhat you haue little) 2. < That in thefe feuerall places of the Citi”. 


| Patience awhile; you'ft heare'the Sellics anfwer: >» You cry againft the Noble Senate, wi! 9? 2) 

2.Cit, Y'are long about it. vo || -(Vnderthe Gods) keepe pow itn'awes whichelle 
Would feede onrone anothe? Whit’s aah 
|| 2 den, “Por Corne at their ownerrates:whetoft ep 
Not rath like his. Accufefs,and thus anfwered. cof |} -TheCiciets' welbtorihhes gin sow amollonwam 


(Men. Noteme this good Friend; — 
Your moft graye Belly wasdeliberate, 





107 


| True is it my, Incorporate Friends( quothhe) waweal | Mar) Hang’ent They fay 1) 0"! i 
| That I receine,the genetall Food at firit ) | -They'hiebych’ fire; aid>prefume toktow’ ” pie 
Which you do live vpon : and fit itisy -: qiA |} What's done ity Capitol Who's like to tife 1 4 
| Becaufe I'am che Store-houfejandthe Shop pod T> |] “Whorthiites,8 who dectizes: Side FaGtionis, fe glut Ot 
'! Of the whole Body. , But;i€you doremémbers {oY || Conieurall Marriages; malting parci¢sftrong, 
Lend itthrough the Rigers of Your bloed)er.ss;n0Y || And feebling fuch as ftand hot in theitdiking, "°° 
| Euen tothe Court, che Heart, toch'feateoith’Braines ! | Belowitheircobled Shooes/They fay chen’ gait 
: Aad throughthe Crankes.and Officesofinany no) go0 7 | Would the Nobility lay afide theirruth,  *") 


"|The rongeft Nerucseand fnnallinferioun Vines... || Andlet'movie my Swerd; de males Quite 




















From me.ceceiue that maturall comperencie > ie |) With thoufands of thefe quarter'd flaucs.ashigh 
tWherebysheyliue, Aodithoughihatalkatonee 2 soy || “AST could picke my Liatiee220 W voy 2010 a rr 
Fou imy, gged Friends schisLayes.the Belly)marke mex Menen, Nay thefe are almoft thoroughly pete 
nite ts A hgowellivelle toc vas ylics alesco1 sev | Fot though abutidanely they la cle dileteriod | sat 
a “ie » Lopugh allatonce,cannotsorbas: reds |} Yer are they pafsic epCowardly: But 1beleehyo 
See,w atl dadeliacn oubto eachssoisxfl> basev saiedy | Whatfayes the other Troope? 1 ih | 


Fd Gan ony Awdityp, that alkw yo. 
med 


rom o backe receiue the Flowre ofall, | 


0 Mar. The arediffelu’d : Hatie eri}: ie 
ay} Filey tundlcrey were an hungry. gira eth Prete 
And leaue me but the Bran. What fayydutoon? s! || That Hungei-broke ftoe walssthac dope mil 
| 2.Cit. Tewasananfwershowapplyyouthis >): || That meate was inate for mouths. That the godt" 
Aten. The Senators of Rone, aye thisigood Belly) 10 Corneforthe Richmenanelyt: ‘yyich the fetbreds 
Andyou the mypnousMerabers dRorexamine yyicig A 


| gi 
Toeit Counfailes, and sheiz CaressdiigeBithingsrightly, 7 


They vented their Complainings) with 
Andapetition prancedicnenyia rage one) 

Touching the Wealea’th Common, youdhall fides) ct | 

No publique benefit which YOureceigSV) .wesii} ¢ 


Fo breakethe hearrofighverdity, ° eave 1 9 
Bur it proceeds,or gomesfrcim cheanto-you;? i 20rod olf | 

















pelt 
And make bold power looke pale, they threw Hit 
As they would hati g thie Bitte hSthcs aM One 
Shooting their Benulatioi! 2” aiwy) ealusts 


Menes. What is grauntedthem? 
Mar x Five ebay ro deferid their vulgar i Ht 
Oftheir owne chaige~ Orie’s Tania nets 9) ah 


Sicinins Velutns, and [knownot. $ 


Mea. For that being one.o’th, oweft,baleft,pooreft "I 
Ofthis moft wife Rebellion; chou gock formofts..9.iT 
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The Tragedie of (ortolanus. , 


Win vpon power,andt: 
For InfurreCtions arguing. | 
Menen. This is ftrange. 
‘ “Mar: Go getyou home you Fragments 
Enter a Meffenger baftily. 
Mef. Where's Caius Martins? SO 
mar, Heere: what's the matter ? 
mef. The newes is fir, the Volcies are in Armes. 
Mar. Lam glad on’t, then we fhall ha meanes to vent 
Our muftie fuperfluity: See our beft Elders. 


Enter Sicinins Velatus, Annins Bret us Cominisn,T itus 
Lartius, with other Senatours. 
1.Sen. (Martins tis true,that you haue lately told vs, 
The Volces are in Armes. 
‘Mar. They haue a Leader, 
Talus Auffidins that will put you toot: 
‘|Ifinne in enuying his Nobility : 
Ard were I any thing but what Iam, 
|would with me oncly he. 

Com. You hauc fought together ? 

Mar. Were halfe to halfe the world by th’eares, & he 
yponmy partie, I'de reuoltto make 
Onely my warres with him. Heisa Lion 
That J am proud to hunt. 

1,Ses, Then worthy Martins, 

Attend vpon Cominins to thefe Warres. 
Com. It is your former promife, 
Mar, Siritis, . 
And lam conftant : Tit#s Lucius, thou 
Shalt fee me once more {trike at Tullus face. 
What art thou ftiffe? Stand’ft out? | 
Tit. No Caius Martius, 
Ile leane vpon one Crutch,and fight with tother, 
Ete tay behindethis Bufineffe, 
.. Men, Oh true-bred. 

Sen. Your Company to’th Capitoll,where I know 
Our greateftFriends attend vs. 

Tit. Lead you on: Follow Cominius we mutt followe 
you, right worthy you Priority. 

Com. Noble Ad4artins. 

Sen. Hence to your homes,be gone. | 

Mar. Nay let them follow, 

The Volces haue much Corne : take thefe Rats thither, 

To gnaw their Garners, Worfhipfull Mutiners, 

Your valour puts well forth: Pray follow, Exeunt. 
Citizens Reale away. Manet Sicin.c& Brutus 

Sicin, Was euer man fo proud as is this AZartins 2 

Bra. He has no equall. 

Sicin, When we were chofen Tribunes for the|people. 

Bru. Mark’d you his lip and eyes. 

Sicin. Nay,but his taunts. 

Bru, Being mou’d,he will not {pare to gird the Gods. 

Siwin, Bemocke the modeft Moane. ; 

Bra. The prefent Warres deuoure him, heis growne 
Too proud to be fo valiant. 

Sicin, Such a Nature, tickled with good fucceffe, dif- 
daines the fhadow which he treads on at noone,but I do 
wonder, his infolence can brooke to be commanded yn- 
der Cominius ? 

Bra. Fame, at the which he aymes, 

Ta whom already he’s well grac’d, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain’d then by 


ae ey 


A place below the firft : for whac mifcarries 
Shall be the Generals fault, though he performe 
To th’vtmoft ofa man, and giddy cenfure 
Will then ery out of Martins : Oh, ifhe 
Had borne the bufineffe. 
Sicin, Befides,ifehings go well, 
Opinion that fo ftickes on AZartins, fhall 
Of his demerits rob Cominins. 

Bru. Come halfe all Cominins Honors are to ALartins 
Though Martins earn’d them not: and all his faults 
To Martins fhall be Honors, though indeed 
In ought he merit not. 

Sicin. Let’s hence,and heare 
How the difpatch is made,and in what fafhion 
More then his fingularity, he goes 


’ Vpon this prefent Action. 


Bru. Lers along. Exesnt\ 


. é 
Enter Tulins Auffidins with Senators of Coriolus. 


1.Sen, So, your opinion is Auffidins, 
That they of Rome are entred in our Counfailes, 
And know how we proceede, 
Auf. Isitnoryours? . 
What ewer have bin thought one in this State 
That could be brought to bodily ad, ere Rome 
Had circumuention : “tis not foure dayes gone 
Since I heard thence, thefe arethe words, I chinke 
Ihave the Letter heere : yes,heere it is; 
They haue prefta Power, but it is not knowne 
Whether for Eaft or Weft : the Dearth is great, ' 
The people Mutinous: And it isrumour’d, 
Cominius, Martius your old Enemy 
(Who is of Rome worfe hated then of you) 
And Titus Lartias, a moft valiant Roman, 
Thefe three leade on this Preparation 
Whether ’tis bent : moft likely,’tis for yous 
Confider of it. 
Sen, Our Armie’s in the Field : 
We neuer yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
Toanfwer vs. : 
Auf. Nor did you thinke it folly, 
To keepe your great pretences vayl’d, till when 
They needs mutt thew themfelues, which in the hatching | 
It feem’d appear’d to Rome. By the difcouery, 
We fhalbe fhortned in our ayme, which was 
Totake in many Townes, ere (almoft)Rome 
Should know we were a-foot. 
2.Sex. Noble Auffidius, 
Take:your Commiffion, hye you to your Bands, 
Let vs aloneto guard ( orioles 
Ifthey fet downe before’s : for the remoue 
Bring vp your Ariny : but(I thinke) you'l finde 
Th’haue not prepar'd for vs, 
Auf, O doubt not that, 
I {peake from Certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already; 
And onely hitherward. I leaue your Honors, 
If we, and Cains Afartins chance to meete, 
Tis {worne betweene vs, we thall ever ftrike 
Till one can dono more. 
All. The Gods afsift you. 
Auf. And keepe your Honors fafe. 
1.Sen, Farewell. 3 
2.S5en, Farewell, 


All, Farewell... Exenint omnes. 


Enter 
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Enter Volstmnia and Virgilia, mother and wifeto Martius : 
They fet them downe on two lowe ftooles and fowe. 


Volant pray you daughter fing or expreffe your felfe 
ina more comfortable fort : If my Sonne were my Huf- 
band, Ifhould freelier reioyce in that abfence wherein 
he wonne Honor, then in the embracements of his Bed , 
where he would thew moft loue. When yet hee was but 
tender-bodied, andthe onely Sonne of my womb; when 
youth with comelinefle pluck’d all gaze his way; when 
for a day of Kings entreaties,a Mother fhould not fel him 
an houre from her beholding; I confidering how Honour 
would become fuch a perfon, thatir wasno better then 
Pi@ture-like to hang by ch’wall, if renownemadeit not 
ftirre, was pleas’d to let him feeke danger, where he was 
like to finde fame : Toacruell WarreI fenthim, from 
whence he return’d, bis browes bound with Oake. Itell 
thee Daughter, I{prangnot more in ioy at firft hearing 
he was a Man-child, then now in firft feeing he had pro- 
ued himfelfe a man. 

Virg, But had he died in the Sufineffe Madame, how 
then? 

Volum. Then his good report fhouldhaue beene my 
Sonne, I therein would haue found iffue. Heare me pro-~ 
feffe fincerely, had 1a dozen fons each in my loue alike, 
and none lefledeere then thine, and my good AZartius, I 
had rather had eleuen dye Nobly for their Countrey,then 
one voluptuoufly furfet out of Action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 
Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeriais come to vifit you, 
Virg. Befeech you giueme leaue to retire my felfe. 

Volum, Indeed you fhall not: 
Methinkes, I heare hither your Husbands Drumme: 
See him placke + 4uffidius downe by th’haire : 

(As children from a Beare) the Yo/ces fhunning him : 
Me thinkes I fee him ftampe thus, and call thus, 
Comme on you Cowards, you were got in feare 
Though you were borne in Rome ; his bloody brow 
‘Wich his mail’d hand, then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a Harueft man, that task’d to mowe 
Or ali,or loofehis hyre. 
Virg. His bloody Brow ? Oh Jupiter, no blood, 
Volum. Away you Foole; it more becomes 4 man 
Then gilt his Trophe. The brefts of Hecuba 
When the did fuckle Heéfor, look’d not louelier 
Then Heé#ors forhead, when it {pit forth blood 
AcGrecian fword. Contensing, tell Valeria 
Weare fit co bid her welcome. Exit Gent. 
Vir. Heauens bleffe my Lord from fell Auffidias. 
Vol, Heel beat Auffidivs head below his knee, 
And treade vpon his necke. 





3 
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Enter Valeria with an Viber, ana a Geutlewoman, 

Val. My Ladies both good day toyou,; 

Vol, Sweet Madam, » 

ir, Lam glad to fee your Ladyhhip. 

Val. How do you both ? You are manifeft houfe-kee- 
pers. What are you fowing heere? A fine fpotte in good 
faith, How dees your little Sonne ? 

Vir, Ithanke your Lady-thip : Well good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather fee the fwords, and hearea Drum, 
then leoke vpon his Schoolmatfter, 

Val, Amy word the Fathers Sonne: Ile fweare’tis a 
very pretty boy. A my troth,] look’d vpon hima Wenf- 
day halfe an houre together : ha’s {uch aconfirm’d coun- 
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tenance. I {aw himrun after a gilded Burterfly 
a 


he caughtit,he lec it go againe, and after ita 4} oe 
uer and ouer he comes,and vp againe: cathe and, 
whether his fall enrag’d hina, or how ‘twas hecfith ‘ot 
> teeth, and teare it, Oh, Iwarrant how he eli ‘ 
te ; Pek 





Vol, One on’s Fathers moods, 
Val, Indeed }a, tis a Noble childe, 
Virg. ACracke Madam. 
Val. Come, lay afide your ftitchery, Im 
play the idle Hufwife with me this afternoo, 
Virg. No (good Madam) 
I will not out of doores. 
Val, Not out of doores? — 
Volum, She fhall,the thall. 
Virg. Indeed no, by your patiencé; Ten 
threfhold, till my aed hank: from the Wares a. 
Val. Fye, you confine your felfe moft vorealonably. 
Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady thatliesin, © 
Virg. Iwill with her ipeedy Arength; aindvileh 
with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither, 
Volum. Why I pray you, 
Ving. "Tis notcto faue labour,tior that J want fous 
Vai. Youwould be another Penelope: yet they fay, al 
the yearne fhe {pun in Viiffes abfence, did but fill Athig 
full of Mothes. Come,! would your Cambrick were {en 
fible as your finger, that you might leaue pricking iefo 
pitie. Come you fhall go with vs, 
Vir. No good Madam, pardon me, indeed! willon 
foorth, 
Val. In truth la go with me, and Ile tell youexcellen 
newes of your Husband. 
virg. Oh good Madam,there can benone yet, 
Val. Verily I do not ieft with you: there came news 
from him laft night. 
Uir. Indeed Madam, - 
Pal. Yo carneftit’strue; I heard a Senatout fpeakei 
Thos it isthe Volcies hauean Army forth, againft who 
Cominins the Generall is gone, with one part of ourRo- 
mane power. Your Lord, and Titas Lartins, are fetdown 
before their Citie Carioles, they nothing doubt preva 
ling,andto make it breefe Warres. This is true onming 
Honor,and fo] pray go withvs, 
Virg, Giue me excufe good Madame, I will obeyyou 
in every thing heereafter. 
Vol, Let her alane Ladie,as fhe is now: 
She will but difeafe our better mirth. 
Valeria. In troth I thinke fhe would : 
Fare you well then, Come good fweet Ladies. — 
Prythee Yorgilia turne thy folemneffe out adoort 
And go along with vs. 
Virgil. No 
Ataword Madam; Indeed Imuft not,’ 
I with you much mirth. 
Val. Well, then farewell. 


uft haeyoy 


Exconnt Laat 


Enter (Martins, Titus Lartius, with Drumme aud Ct 
lours, with Captaines and Souldiers, # 
before the City Corialus : tothem 
a Meffeng Cfo 


Martius, Yonder comes Newes ¢ 
A Wager they haue met. 

Lar. My horte to yours;no, 

Mar, Tisdone 

Lart. Agreed. 
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~ Say,ha’s our Generall met the Enemy? 
te. They lye in view, but haue not fpoke as yets - 
Lart, $o,the ts Horfe ismine, 
. He buy him of you. 

ge.) Ile he race giue him:Lend you him I will 
For halfe 2 hundred yeares: Summon the Towne. 

Mar. How fatre off liethefe Armies? 

Meff: Within this mile andhalfe. , ( 

Mar. Then fhall we heare their Laram, 8 they Ours. 
Now Mats, Ppfythee make'vs qttickein worke, 
That we wits fioaking fwords may march fron hence 
Tohelpe our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaft, 


They Sound a Parley : Enter two Senator? with otbers on’ 


' ~otbe walles of Cortali. 
qwllus Auffidiows,is he within your Walles ? 
| 1,Senat. No,nora man thar feares you leffe then he, 
That's lefferthen a little 2° © Driid afarre off. 
Hearke, our Drummes Ho*@ 
Are bringing forth our youth.: Wee'l breake our Walles 
Rather then they thall pound’vs vp our Gates, 
| Which yet feeme hut, ‘we haue but pin’d with Rufhes, 
|They'le open of themfelucs. Harke you; farre off 
eA larum farre off. 
Thereis Auffidious. Litt what worke he makes 
Among'it your clouen Army. “i 
Mart, Oh they areat it. 
- Lart. Their noife'be our inftruction. Ladders hoa. 


Enter the Army of the Volces. 

CUar, They feare vs not, but iffue forth their Citic: 
Now ptit your Shields before your hearts,and fight 
With hearts more proofe then Shields. ; 

\Aduance braue Zitus, 
They do difdaine vs much beyond our Thoughts, 


which makes me {weat with wrath. Come on my fellows 


He that retires, Ile take him for a Volce, 
And he fhall feele mine edge. 
Alarum,the Romans are beat backto their Trenches 
Enter Martinus (ur fing, 

Mar, A\ithe contagion of the South, light on you, 
You Shames of Rome : you Heard of Byles and Plagues 
Plaifter you o’re,that you may be abhort’d 
Farther then feene, and oneinfe& another 
Againft the Windea mile : you foules of Geefe, 

That beare the fhapes of men, how haue you run 
From Slaves, that Apes would beate ; P/#to and Hell, 
Allbure behinde, backes red, and faces pale 
With flight and agued feare, mend and chargehome, 
Or by the fires of heauen, He leaue the Foe, 
And make my Warres on you: Looke too’t: Come'on, 
Ifyou'l land faft, wee’l beate them to their Wiues, 
Asthey vsto our Trenches followes. 

» Another Alarum,and Martias followes themto 

gates,and is {but in. 
$o, now the gates are ope: now proue good Seconds, 
‘Tis for the followers Fortune, widens them, 
Not for the flyers: Marke me,and do the like. 
Enter the Gati. 

1,S0i, Fooleshardineffe, not I, 

2.Sol, Nor f. 

1.Sol. See they hauefhuthimin, | e4/arnm continues 

All, Toth’potI warranthim. — Exter Titus Lartixs 

Tit. Whatis become of eWartins ? 

AA. Siaine (Sir) doubrleffe. 

1.Sol, Following the Flyers at the very heeles, 


With them he enters : who vpon the fodaine 
Clapt to their Gates,he is himfelfe alone, 
ToanfweralltheGity, °°” | 
Lar. OhNoblé Fellow! 
Who fenfibly out-dares his fenceleffe Sword, 
And when it bowes sfand’t vp: Thowartleft CAartias, 


A Carbunél¢intire : as big-as thouart 


Weare not forich a lewell. ‘Fhou was ta Souldier 3 
| Euen ro Calaes with,not fierce'and terrible ° 


Onely in trokes, bat with thy grim lookes,and 
The Thunder-like peréufficn of thy founds» 
Thou mad ft thine eriemie@Hiake,as if the World 
Were Feauorous, and didtremble, 


A 


Exter Martins bleeding saffamlted by the Enemy. 
1. Sol. Looke Sir 9.49% 4 manic 
Lar. O’tis Afartins 2° EEO Oa 
Let’s fetch him oft,or make remainé alike, °°) 08° 
. They fight, and all éwter the City. 
Enter certaine'Romanés with fpoiles. ~*~ 
1. Rom. This: will I carry to'Rome. 
2.Rom. And I this. 1H, INES +3 
3.Rom.A Murrain on’t, [téoke this for Siluer. exenne, | 
sc Alaium continues fill a-farre off. } 
Enter Martius and Titus with a Trumpet. aed | 
Mar. See heere thefe mouers,that do prize their hours 
Acacrack’dDrachme? Cifhions,Leadei’Spoones, — “ 
Irons of aDoit, Dublets' that Hangmen would: >! ° 


| Bury with thofe that worethem. Thefe bafe flaues,  °~ 


Ere yet che fight be done,packe vp,downe with them. 
And harke, what noyfethéGenerall makes: To him 
There is the man of my foiles hate, Auffidions, 
Piercing our Romanes : Then Valiant Tors take ° ‘ 
Conuenient Numbers to make good the City, 
Whil tI with thofe that haue the fpisit wil hafte 
To helpe Comsinius. 

Lar, Worthy Sir, thou bleed’ ft, 
Thy exercife hath bin too violent, 


-For a fecond courfe of Fight, 


Mar, Sit,praife me not : 
My worke hath yet not warm’d me. ‘Fare you well: 

The blood 1 drop, is rather Phyficall ESE 3 
Then dangerous to me: To Axffidions thus,T will appear 

Lar. Now the faireGoddefle Fortune, (and fight. 
Fall deepe in loue with thee,and her great charmes 
Mifguide thy Oppofers {words, Bold'Gentleman : 
Profperity be thy Page?" 

Mar, Thy Friend no lef, 

Then thofe fhe placeth highelt : So farewell. 

Lar. Thou worthieft Martins, 

Go found thy Trumpet in the Market place’, 

Call thither all the Officers a’th’ Towne, 

Where they fhall know ourminde. Away. Exeunt 
Enter Cominias us it were in retire with feldiers, 

Com. Breathyou my friends,wel fought,we are come - 
Like Romans,neither foolifh in our ftands, (off, 
Nor Cowardly in retyre : Belecue me Sirs, 
We fhall be charg’d againe. ‘Whiles we haue ftrooke 
By Interims and conuéying gufts,we haueheard 
The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods, 

Leade their fuccefles,as we with our owne, 
That boch our powers, with fmiling Fronts encountring, 
May giue you thankfull Sacrifice, Thy Newes? 
Enter a Meffenger, 
Meff. The Cittizens of Corsoles haue yflued, 
And giuen to Lartias and to Martius Battaile: 
es 





















































I ‘fave our patty to their Trenches diusiy ss 





Com, Though thou peaked truths) -, 
Methinkes thou {peak ft not well. aw longis’ t eet . 
Mef Aboue an houxe, ay. Lord. 
Come Tisnot. a mile; :brictely, we heard their drummes 
‘How could’ft thou ina mile confound an houre,...-. 
| And bring thy Newes folate? # 
Def. Spies of the Voleesss.:\ ++ 
‘Held me in,chace, that I was; forc’d to whetle 
‘Three or foure,miles about, elfehad.I git re 
{Halfe an houre face, broughtmy EOre, is) 
Gems bed HOS .270719 
Enter (Martins. 
,_ Com, Whofe yondets sori 
That doe’s appeare as he were lead, 20. ae et 
He has the ftampe of Afartinsand.Lhates .:.° - 
patie time feeaghim chus,... 9:15, 
Mar. Gomel toolate2i> 
> Com ThgShepherd, knowes noc Thunder frd a Eebers 
} Mare then I know the found of dtarrizs, as Saas 
lErom euery meanerman, 
oddartint.s Come ltoolate? 4. + 
| -Com,.1, ifyoucome nokia the blood af se 
But mantledin your OVC e Wen cairns ai 
_ Mart. Obl et me clip ye, : 
In Armes.as found, as when I: woo "din haath 
As merryyas, wen, our Nuptiall day was done, 
And Tapers burnt to Bedward,, 
Com.Flower of Warriorgghow i is’'t with Tite Latins? 
Mar. As witha man.bufed about Decrees : 
Condemning fometo death, nd fome to exiley. . 
Ranfoming hin, or piteying, , threatning th’other; . 
Holding Corioles in the name of Rome, : 
Euen like a faysing Grey-hound in the Lest, 
Tolet him flip at wi 
Com. Where is that Slayes 
Which told me they had beaxe you to your Trenches 3 ? 
Where is he? Call him hither. .;..9 
Mar. Lethimalone, . , 
He didjinforme thetruth : but for our Gentlemen, 
The common file,(a plague-Tribunes forthem),.. 
The Moufe nere fhunn’d the Cat,as rheyd did ASaleR 
FromRafcals worfe then they. -) . 
Com... Bachow. preuail’ dyon ? ' 
Mar, Willthetime feruetortell, I donot thinkes : 
Whereis the enemy? Are you Lords th Field ? 
#f not, why ceafe you till yourre fo? 
| Com. Martins, we haue,at. difaduantage fought, 
And did retyreto win our purpofe. 
Mar. Howzies.their Battell? Know you onwW fide 
They haue plac’ ‘d their men of truft? 
Com. Asi gueffe Martitisy ogc) 
hele Bandsi'th Vaward are. the Antients 
‘Of theix befttratt ; O're them Aufidions, 
Their very heart of Hope. 
Mar, 1dobefeechyou, 
By all the Battailes wherein we, haute foughe, ,; 
By th’Blood we haue fhed cogether, 
‘By th’Vowes we haue made ; ee 
To endure Friends, that youdiretly fetme |. 
Againt Afidious, and his Antiats, 
aed thatyou got delay the prefent (but 
Filling the aire with Swords aduanc’d)and Darts, 
We prouethis yery-houre,..~, 
Com. Though L could. mths 


Aint cadbaleassa 


i Beye 
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Lhe; Abe Eager of eae 








‘And then | cameawaye # oD dindse eat] 


. : | Waue thus to expreffe his difpofition, 































. hes 


Thac od are willing; if any fuch-be hates 
(Asit were finneto doubt chat loue this painting 
| Wherein you fee me fmear'd, ifany feare : : 
Leffen.his,perfon,then anillreport: 
Ifany thinke, braue death out-weighes bad lj fey: 
And that his Countries deerezthen ce 
Let him alone; Or fo.many fo minded,,, 


i 


And followe Alartizs. ' 

They all foout and wane sheir, Srvords, ein 

AArimes and cafp up their Gapsy 
Oli me.alone; make you‘aiwordofme: %) |, 
If thefe fhewes be not outward, which alin Pe 
But is foureolces? None of you, butis, P 
Axblevo beare againft the great Asfidions,- é 
A Shield, as hard as his. Acertainenumber Nios 
(Though thankes to all) mutt J {ele@ fromall; 
The reft fhall beare the byfineffe in fome other lie 
(As caufe will be obey'd:) pleafe youto March, 
And foure fhall quickly draw out my Comma 
Which men are beft inclin’d. 
(om. March on my Fellowes: 

Make good this oftentation, and you hall, 
Diuide in all, with vs. 





bin i: inte 


hi WW) 


eae 













; ” Exel 
Titus Lartins, baning feta Ade sain Carioles, going with 
Drom andTrumper toward Cominius,and Cains Ma- 
tins, Enters with a-Lieutenant, other Seno wie 
Scout. 





hire. So,let the Ports be iedeu Lodpaeer DuRh 
1 AsJhaue fer them downe, If Ido fend, difpatch 
Thofe Centuries to onr ayd,the reft will ferue 
Fora fhort holding, if we loofe the Field, 
We cannot keepe the Towne. 
Liex, Feare not our care Sir. 
Dart. Hence;ard (hurt your gates vpon's: 
Our Guider come, toth’ Roman Canipe conduttys, Exit 
Alaram,asin sai 














Enter Martins and Auffidins at feusral, pie: 
Mar. Ile fight with none but thee, for I dohate te 
Worfe then a Promife-breaker. 
Auffid.. Wehate alike: 83 
Not Affricke ownes.a Serpent Iabhorre. 
More then thy Fame and Enuy: Fix thy foot. 
Mar, Let the firft Budger dye the others Shut, 
And the Gods doome him after. 
Auf, If] flye CAtartins hollow melikea Hast 
Mar. Within, thefe three houres Talus 
Alone I fought in your Cortoles walles, ; 
And made what worke I pleas’d: Tisnot my bloce, 
~ Wherein thou feeft me maskt, for thy Revenge, 
_ Wrench vp thy power te th’ highelt. 

Auf, Wert thou the Heltors food nit 
That was the whip of your brage’d Progenys’ . 
| Thou fhould’ft not {cape me heere. 

Heere they fight, and certaine Volces comein i 
of Auffi. Martins fights tl they be arinen inh" 
Officious and not valiant, you have fham'd me, 
Ja your condemned Seconds. 
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Flowrifh 





aS he Toei of Coriolanus. 


Hourifh Alaram. ood Reereat “& sfonde ange ae? i 

one Doore Cominiws, with the Romanes> At! © SG 
another Doove (Martius, with his! 
Artin Ge a ori : 


Com. TEI (heuld relP ibehiee o’ré this thy dayes: Wotke? 
| Thon't noc belevive thy Geway # but Ne reportit; 
Whete Benigp re" See mingle teares. w ith ie 


ha gladly ak’ d,heare more: ya thé dull F ‘ADiines; 
\Thatewith che faltioPletoatts! have thife Honors, 

Shall fay agajaft cheirheares Anterwanke sa: Gods 
\OurRome hath fuch a Souldier. 

Yer cam’fithdirto a Mortelbot ‘this Fein 

ap pes di re before.” 


Entet Pies with bis Poser, from the Parfait. 


‘| Titus Suntali Oh Getecath: 

Heteis the Steed; wee the Caparifon : 
|Hadft thou beheld——» 
| Martine. Pray now, mote : 
| My Mother,who ha’s a Charter co extol! herBloud, 
|When fhedo’s prayfeme, grieues me: 

Thaue done aS you hauedone that’s what F can, 
\Induc'd as you haue beene,that’ $ for my Couitrey: 
|Hethatha’s buteffe&ted his & good will, 

Hath overta’nermine Ad. 
| Com, You thallinot be the Graue of yourdeferuing, 

Rome muft know the value of her owhe: , 

‘Twere a Concealement worte then a Theft, : 
| No lefle then a'Traducement, 

To hide your doings,and to filence that, 

Which to che fpire,and top of prayfes vouch’d, 

Would feeme but modeft ; therefore I befeech you, 
In figne of what you are, not toreward 

| What you have done, before our Armie heare me. 

Martius 1 haue fome Wounds vpon me,and they {mart 

To. heare themfelues remembred, 

Com. Should they not : 

Well might they feftergainft Ingratitude, 

And tent themfelues with death: of all the Horfes, 

Whereof we haue ta’ne good, and good ftore of all, 
|The Treafure in this field atchieued,and Citie, 

Werender you the Tenth,to be ta'ne forth, 

Before the common diftribution; 

JAt your onely choyfe, 

) Martins. I thanke you Geperall: 

But cannot make my heart confent to take 
|ABribe,to pay my Sword: I doe refufe it, 

And ftand Vpon my common part with thiofe, 

{That haue beheld the sete ag 


joa long flourifh. They all cry; Martius, Martins, 
caft up their Caps and Lannces : Cominiie 
avd Lartius fiand bare. 


Mar. May thefe.fame Loftrumetits ywhich you prophane, 
euer found mote: when. Drumsand Trumpets fhall 
Th 'field proue flatterers,let Coarts and Cities be 
Madeall of falfeefac’d foothing’: 
When Steele growes foft,as the Parafites Silke, 
Let him be made an Ouerture for th’ Warres: 
No more I'fay, for that I haue notwath’d 


My Nofe chat bled, or fayl'é fome debile’ Wierch, © 
Which without note ;hére’s! ‘many elfe haue done, 213 


| You fhoot me forth in acclamations hyperboniestt,: zi 


As if Ilou’d my little fhould be-dieted'° 
In prayfes, fawe'tt with ‘Lyess* TG 

Com: Too modeft are yout 1 D2 
More cruell to your good reptat; then eratefall 
Tovs,that giue you truly: by your patience, ve p 
If*gaintt your felfe'you ‘be ingetis'd {Weee Pe j you 


| (Like one that memes ‘his proper hase) in‘ Manacles,V/ 
| Then reafow Safely wi chr you ‘Therefore Beit’ khiowne, 2 


Astovs,to all the World, Thar Cas Apa" 995 
Weares this’ Wares Gatland tin roken OP thé whichy' 
My Noble Steed; Knowne'to the Campe;T'gite har,” f q 
Wich all hitteran ‘belonging: and fromithis time, “°° f 
For what é did before Corisles: call val 9 Got yas 
With all ch’applaufe and Charor of the: Hoaft,: 
(Marcus Caius ( oriolanns, Beate ey addition Nobly cuet? 
Flourifh. Trumpets forwd,and Drams2 YG CLs 
Omnes, Marcws Caius Coritlatits, 2 wo ood 
Martins. Twill goe wafh: 2 ta59SsioH 3d 
And when my Face is faire, yow'thall pereliid? : 
‘Whether I biuth,orno:: howbeit;! thanke: * pd oh 
I meane to (tride your Stéed and atall tittes: 11 
To vnder.creft your'good Addition, »y bho 


| To ch’fairenefle of my power," 


Com. So,to our Tent: f 
Where ere we doe repofe vs, we will write 
To Rome of ourfucceffe : you Titus Larting-— 
Mutt to Cortoles backe, fend ys tb Rame 
The beft, with whom we iiay articalate, 
For their owne good,and ours, 
Lartiws. 1 fhall,my Eord-—— = 
Martius. The Gods begin tomockeine:. 
I that now refus’d moft Princely ifts, 
Am bound to begge of my Lord Sentral 
Com, Tak’t,’tis yours : what is’ ? 
Martius. Ufornetime lay here in Corieles, 
Ata poore mans houfe: he vs'd me kindly, _ ~, 
He ety ‘'dtome: 1 faw him Prifoner : 1 
But then Axffidins was within My VIEW, 
And Wrath o’¢e-whelm’d.my.-pictie : I reais you; 
To giue my poore Hoft freedome, 8 
Com. Oh well beggd?* == 
Were he the Burcher of my Sonne,he fhould \ 
Be free,as is the Winde : deliver him, Tite, 
Lartius, Martius his Name. 
Martins. By lupiter for gore. 
Tam wearie, yea,my memorie is tyt’d : 
Hate we no Wine here ? 
Com, Goewetoour Tent: = 
The bloud vpon your Vifagedryes,*tistime 
It fhould be fookt too: come. Exeunt. 


A flouripb: Cornets. Enter Tuilus Aufidini 
bloudie,with two or three Souldiors, 


x 
= % 


& old leat 


Afi, The Towne is ta’ne, 
Sould, "Twill be deliuer’d backe on good Condit, 
Auffid. Condition? 

‘T would I werea Roman, for I cannot, 

Being a Volce,be that Iam, Condition? 

What good Caadiien cana Treatie finde 

(T’'th’part that is at mercy ? fine times Marti, 

Thaue fought with thee; fo often hat thou beat. me¥ rs 

= would’ft doe fo,] thinke sthould we encounter 

_ As 




















































8 
Asoftenas.weeate, By. thiElements;..\<) 350). 31 
Here againe I meet him beard to beard, seecsiyr >| 
He’s mine; or. am his; Mine Emulation». 55.) 
Hath not that Honor in’c it had; For where 
1 thought to crofh him in anequallForce,. -: 
True Sword to Sword : Ile potche at him fome ways 
Or Wrath,or Craft may gethims © 2 0 > 

Sol. He’sthe divells. 4.) 


With onelyfuffring faine by him: for hime: 
Shall flye out of itdelfe, nor fleepe, nor fanctuary, 
Being naked, fickes nor Phang, nor Capicoll, >, 
The Prayers of Priefts, nor times of Sactifiges 
Embarquementsall of Fury ,fhall lift ypio2s2 » 
Their rotsen Priuiledge, and Cuftome’gainkt 
My hate to Afartins: Where finde him, were it 
At home, ¥pon my BrothersGuard, euenthere 
Againkthehofpitable Canon, would Eso 
Wath my fierce hand in’sheart.. Go you toth Citie, 
Learne how ’tis held, and. what they are thac muft 
Be Hoftages for Rome. ' 
Soul, Willnot yougo?, - 


(Tis South the. City Mils) bring me word thither 

How the world goes: tharto the pace of it 

I may {purre on my iourney, to SBons4i 
Sowl, 1 thall fir. fini f 1 en 


c Wretis 


os 


Aslus. Secundus.. 


SN trre 











Entir Menenins with the two Tribunes ofthe .. 
., pesple,Sicinius cr Brutus. 


Men. The Agurer tels me, wee fhall haue Newes to 
night. SS) ee . = 
Bre, Goodorbad? sone 
Men, Notaccording to the prayer of the people, for 
they loue not AZartivs, for tied 

Sitin,. Navote teaches Beafts to know their Friends, 
Men. Pray you, who does the Wolfe louc ? 

Sicin. The Lambe. . 


Men, \,t0 devour him,as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble atartizs . aia ; 
Bra. He’sa Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. 
| Aen, Hee's aBeare indeede, that liues ikea Lambe, 
You twoare old men, tell me one thing tha I fhall aske 
ou. 
: Both, Wellfir.. . oe 
Men. In what enormity is Martins poore in,that you 
two haue not in abundance ? 
Bra, He's poore ir. no one fault, but ftor’d withall. 
Sicin, Efpecially in Pride, 
Bra. And topping all others in boafting. 
| Men. Thisis ftrangenow : Do'youtwo knew,how 
Fyou are cenfured heere in the City,I mean of ys ach’right 
‘hand File, do you? : | 
Both, Why? ho ware wecenfur’d? 


| Men. Becaule youtalke of Pridenow, will you.not 
beangry. Be 
Both, Well,well fir,well. re « 


eres 


Men. Why ‘tis no great matter : fora very little theefe 





Auf.Bolderthoughnot fo fabtle:my valors poifon’d, 
ee but an Interiour furuey-o your good felue 
, could, 


| ing Tiberin’c eSaid,to be fomething imperfedd in fauow.| 


Af. Lamattended atthe Cyprus grouc. I pray you | 





| Knaues. You area payre of ftrange ones." ” 


‘of Occaion, willrob youof a great deale of Patience: | 


ee 

pleafures (at theleaft)if you rake it asa nltafins Your 

being fo: you blame Martinus forbeing proud; FOU in 
Brut. Wedo.it not alone, fir, 













Men, know you camdoe very little al 
helpes are many, or elfe your séliese woah ste Your 


drous fingle : your abilities are to nfantelike Pate Wie 
muchalone, You talkeof Pride: Ob,thatyou couldeig 


your eyes, toward the Napes of your neckess:-anq nik 
¢ 


; fii ipesibel oi5cd¢ S Ohta 
os Both. What then fir?.» loth seen h AGti a i a 
Men. Why then you: fhould difcovet a brace of my: 
meriting,proud, violent, teftic Magiftcates (alias Rosle 
as any in Rome. WDiblve ut dagitee og 
Sicin. Menenins, yoware knowne welleh 
Men, 1am knowne to be a humorousifar 
one that loues a cup of hot Wine,with not a; 


3 


SS. 


ouph too, 
Vitian, and! 
drop of, alay. 


ring the firft complaint, hafty and Tindet-like VpPon to 
triuiall motion : One, that conuerfes morewith the Bit. 
tocke of he night,then with the forhead-of the morning 
What I think, I vecer,and {pend my-malicein any bd 
Meeting two fuch Weales.memas youare((I. cannot cal 
you Licorgufes,) ifthe drinkeyou gine me; touch my Pa. 
lat aduerfly, I make a crooked face atit, I can fay, -your 
Worfhippes haue deliuer’d the matcer well; when [finde 
the Affe in compound, with the Maior part of your fylla 
bles. And though! muft be content tobeate with thoft, 
that fay you are reuerend grave men, yerithey lye deadly, 
that teil you have good faces, if you feethisin the Map 
ofmy Microcofme, followesitthac ] am knowne welle 
nough too ? What harme can your beefome Confpetti: 
ties gleane out of this Charracter, if I be kaowne wellt- 
nough too, : 
Bre. Coie fit come, we know you well enough, 
Menen,, ¥ ou know neither mee, your felues, nor any 
thing: you are ambitious, for poore kmattes cappes aid 
legges :: you weare out a good wholefome Forenoonein 
hearing a caufe betweene an Orendge wife, and 3 Forlet 
feller, and then reiournt the Controuerfie of three-pence 
toafecond day of Audience. When you are hearing 4 
matter becweene party and party, if youchaunce to bee 
pinch’d with the Collicke, youmake faceslike Mum 
mers, fet vp the bloodie Flagge againftall Patience, ad 
inroaring fora Chamber-por, difmiffe the Controuerl 
bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing + Alte 
peace you make in their Caufe, is calling borhithepattt 
Bru, Come, come, -youare well viderftoodto bee! 
perfecter gyber for the Table,then aneceffary Bencherim 
the Capiroll. | ot (hg Oe 
Men. Ougvety Priefts muft become Mockers, ifthey 
fhall encounter fuch ridiculous Subiedts as yousre, me) 
you {peake beft vnto the purpofe, Irisnot woort mh 
wagging of your Beatds, and your Beards deferuenot 
honourable a graue,as to fuffe a Botchers Cufhion,or” 
be intomb’d in an AffesPacke-faddle; yer you mul Fs 
faying, Adartinsis proud ; who ina cheape eftimations 
worth all your predeceffars, fince Dewcalion, thought 
aduenture fome of the beftof’em were hereditatle hag: 
men. Godden to your Worthips, more of your pe 
fation would infe& my Braine, being the Heardlme ie 
the Beaftly Plebeans. } will be bold co cake my leaue 
you. 23 ; 
Brz. and Scie. : eA fide. Exit 





The Tragedie of (oriolanus. 


Exter Volumina Virgilia,and Valeria. 


How now (my as faire as Noble) Ladyes,and the Moone 
were {hee Earthly, no Nobler; whither doe you follow 
your Eyes fo faft ? 

Volum. Honorable Menenine,smy Boy Martins appro- 
ches: for the loue of Jano let’s goe. 

Menen. Ha? Martins comming home? 

Volum. I,worthy Adenenins,and with moft profperous 
approbation. 

Menen. Take my Cappe Zxpiter,and I thanke thee 
hoo, Adartius comming home ? : 

2.Ladies. Nay, tis true. 

Volum. Looke,here’s a Letter from him,the State hath 
another, his Wife another, and (i thinke) there’s one at 
home for you. 

Menen. 1 will make my very houfe reele to night: 
ALetter for me? 

Virgil. Yes certaine,there’s a Letter for you,| faw’t. 

Menen, A Letter for me? it gives me an Eftate of {e- 
wen yeeres health; in which time, I will make a Lippe at 
the Phy fician: The moft foueraigne Prefcription in Galen, 
isbut Emperickqutique; and to this Preferuatiue, of no 
better report then a Horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ? 

{he was wont tocome home wounded ? 

Virgil. Oh no,no,no, . 

Velum, Oh,be is wounded,! thanke the Gods for’t. 

Menen. So doe 1 too, if it be not too much : brings a 
ViGtorie in his Pocket?the wounds become him, * 

Volum. On’s Browes: Mexenms,hee comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland. 

Menen, Ha’s he difciplia’d uffidins foundly ? 

Volum. Titus Lartine writes,they fought together, but 
Aufidius got off. 

Menen, And ’twas time for him too, Ile warrant him 
that: and he had ftay’d by him, I would not haue been fo 
fiddious’d, for all the Chefts in Carioles, and the Gold 
thet’sinthem. Is the Senate poffeft of this? 

Volum. Good Ladies let’s goe. Yes, yes, yes: The 
Senate ha’s Letters from the Generall, wherein hee giues 
ty Sonne the whole Name of the Warre : he hath in this 
action out-done his former deeds doubly. 

Valer, In troth,there’s wondrous things {poke of him. 


Menen. Wondrous: I,I warrant you,and not with-. 


out his true purchafing, 

Virgil. The Gods graunt them true, 

Volum, True? pow waw. 

Mene, True? Ile be fworne they are true: where is 
hee wounded,God faue your good Worthips ? Martins 
iscomming home: hee ha’s more caufe to be prowd: 
where is he wounded ? 

Volum. Ith’ Shoulder,and ith’ left Arme: there will be 
large Cicatrices to thew the People, when hee fhall ftand 
for his place: hereceiued in the repulfe of Tarquin feuen 
hurts ith’ Body, 

Mene. One ith’ Neck,and two ith’Thigh,there’s nine 
that I know. 

Polum. Hee had, before this laft Expedition, twentie 
fiue Wounds vpon him, 

Mene, Now it’s twentie feuen ; euery gafh was an 
Enemies Graue. Hearke,the Trumpets. 

: Ai foowt, and flourifh, 

Volum. Thefeare the Vihers of CMartins : 
Before him,hee carryes Noyfe; - 

And behinde him, hee leaes Teares = 


e 


Death,that darke Spirit, in’s neruie Arme doth lye, 
Which being aduanc’d, declines, and then men dye, 


ed Sennet. Trumpets found. 
Enter Cominiws the Generall,and Titus Latins: bea 
tweene them Cortolanus,crown'd with an Oaken 
Garland, with Captaines and Sont 
diers, and a Heranid. 
Herauld. Know Rome, that all alone Martins did fight 
Within Corioles Gates : where he hath wonne, 
With Fame,a Name to CWartius Caius : 
Thefe in honor followes (Martins Cains Coriclanus. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Cortolanus. 
Sound.  Flourifh. 
Ai, Welcome to Rome,renowned Coriolawus. 
Cortol, No more of this,it does offend my heart: pray | 
now to more, 
Com. Looke,Sir,your Mother, 
Coriol, Oh! you haue,I know, petition’d all the Gods} 
for my profperitie. Kueeles. 
Volum. Nay,my good Souldier, vp : 
My gentle eA artins, worthy (ains, 
And by deedeatchieuing Honor newlynam’d, 
What is it (Coriolanus ) muft I call thee ? 
But oh,thy Wife. 
(Corio. My gracious filence,hayle : 
Woutd’ft thou haue laugh’d,had I come Coffin'd home, 
That weep ft to fee me triumph? Ah my deare, 
Such cyes the Widowes in Carioles were, 
And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 
Mene. Now the Gods Crowne thee. 
Com, And line you yet? Oh my {weet Lady,pardon, 
Volum, 1 know not where to turne. 
Oh welcome home:and welcome Generall, 
And y’are welcome all. 
Mene. A bundred thoufand Welcomes : 
I could weepe,and J could laugh, 
Tam light,and heauie; welcome: 
A Curfe begin at very root on’s heart, 
That is not glad to fee thee, 
Yon are three,chat Rome fhould dote on: 
Yet by the faith of men,we haue 
Some old Crab-trees here at home, 
That will not be grafted to your Rallifh, 
Yet welcome Warriors : 
Wee call a Nettle,but a Nettle; 
And the faults of fooles,buz folly. 
Com. Euer right. 
Cor. Adenenins, ever ,euer. 
Herauld. Giue way there,and goe on, 
Cor. Your Hand,and yours ? 
Ere in our owne houfe I doe fhade my Head, 
The good Patricians muft be vifited, 
From whom I have receiu’d not onely greetings, 
But with them, change of Honors, 
Volum, Uhaue liued, 
To fee inherited my very Withes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancie : 
Onely there’s one thing wanting, 
Which (I doube not) but our Rome 
Will caft vpon thee, 
Cor. Know,good Mother, 
Thad rather be their fervant, in my way, 
Then fway with them intheirs, 
Com, On,to the Capicall. Flourifb. Cornets. 
Exennt in State, as before, 


‘ 

















Enter Brutus and Scicinius. 
















Bra. Alltongues {peake of him,and the bleared fights 
Are {peGtacled to fee him, Your pratling Nurfe 
[nto a rapture lets her Baby crie, 

While the chats him: the Kitchin Afa/kin pinnes 
Her richeft Lockram bout her reechie necke, 
Clambring the Walls to eye him: 
Stalls, Bulkes, W indowes, are {mother’d vp, 
Leades fill’d, and Ridges hors’d 
With variable Complexions; all agreeing 
Inearheftnefle to fee him: feld-fhowne Flamins 
| Doe preffe among the popular Throngs,and puffe 
Towinnea vulgar ftation: our veyl’d Dames 
Commit the Warre of White and Damaske 
In their nicely gawded Cheekas,toth’ wanton fpoyle 
Of Phabus burning Kiffes: {uch a poother, 
As if that whatfoeuer God, who leades him, 
Were flyly crept into his humane powers, 
And gaue him gracefull pofture, 
Scicin, On the fuddaine,I warrant him Confull. 
Brutus, Then our Office may, during his power, goe 
fleepe. 
Seicin. He cannot temp’rately tranfport his Honors, 
From where he fhould begin,and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath wonne. 
Brutus. In that there’s comfort. 
Scici. Doubt not, ; 
The Commoners, for whom we ftand, but they 
Vpon their ancient mallice,will forger 
With the leaft caufe,thefe his new Honors,. - 
Which that he will giue them,make 1 as little queftion, 
Ashe is prowd to doo’t. 
Brutus. Uheardhimfweare, __ 
4 Were he to ftand for Confull, never would he 
Appeare ith’ Market place,nor oa him put 
The Naples Vefture of Humilitie, 
Nor fhewing(as the manner is)his Wounds 
Toth’ People, begve their ftinking Breaths. 
Sciciz. Tis right. 
Brutus. Ic was his word: 
Oh he would miffe it, rather then carry it, 
But by the fuite of the Gentry to him, 
And the defire of the Nobles. 
Scicim, 1 with no better,then haue him hold that pur- 
pofe,and to putit in execution. 
Brutus. *Tis mott like he will. 
Sciciz, It fhall be to him then, as our good wills ; a 
fare deftrution. 
Brutus. So it mutt fall out 
‘To him,or our Authorities, for an end. 
We muft fugseft the People,in what hatred 
He ftill hath held them: that to’s power he would 
Haue made them Mules, Gilenc’d their Pleaders, 
And difpropertied their Freedomes; holding them, 
In humane AGtion,and Capacitie, 
Of no more Soule,nor fitneffe forthe World, 
Then Cammels in their Warre,who haue their Prouand 
Onely for bearing Burthens,and fore blowes 
For finking vnder them. 
Scicin, This(as you fay) fuggefted, 
At fome time,when his foaring Infolence 
Shall teach the People, which time fhall not want, 
If he be put vpon’t,and that’s as cafie, 
As to fet Dogges on Sheepe, will be his fire 


The Tragedie of (oriolanus. 



























To Kindle their dry Stubble: and theirBlaze 


Shall darken him for ever. 
Enter a Meffenger, 


Brutus, What's the matter? 

Meff. You are fent for to the Capitol] ; 
"Tis thought,that CWMarties fhall be Confull ; 
I haue feene the dumbe men throng to fee him, 
And the blind to heare him {peak:Matrons flong Glo 
Ladies and Maids their Scarffes,and Handkerche m) 
Vpon himas he pafs'd: the Nobles bended 
As to Jones Statue,and the Commons made 
A Shower,and Thunder,with their Caps,and Showts 
I neuer faw the like. ; 

Brutus, Let's to the Capitoll, 

And carry with vs Eases and Eyes forth’ time, 
But Hearts for the event. 
Scicin. Haue with you. 


15) 


Exeunt, 


Exter two Officers, to lay Cufhions as it werty 
in the Capitol. 


1. Of. Come,come,they are almoft here showmay 
ftand for Confulthips ? 

2. Of. Three,they fay : but’tis thought of everyone, 

Cortolanus will carry ite 

1.Off. That’s a braue fellow: but hee’s vengeanc 
prowd,and loues not the common people. 

2.Of. *Faith,there hath beene many great men that 
hauc flatter’d the people,who ne’re loued them;and ther 
be many that they haue loued, they know not wherefore: 
fo that if they loue they know not why, they hateypon 
no bettera ground, Therefore, for Cortolanus neytherto} 
care whether they love; or hate him, manifefts chettue 
knowledge he ha’s in their difpofition,and out ofhisNo- 
ble carelefneffe lets thern plainely fee't. 

1. Off. If he did not care whether he had their loueya 
no, hee waued indifferently,’ cwixt doing them neyther 
good,nor harme : but hee feekes their hate with great 
deuotion,then they can render it him; and leaves nothing 
vndone, that may fully difcouer him their oppolite, Now 
to feeme to affect the mallice and difpleafure of the Peo 
ple,is as bad,as that which he diflikes, to flacter them ft 
their loue, 

2.Off. Hee hath deferued worthily of his Counttt) 
and his affent is not by {uch eafie degrees asthofe, wno 
hauing beene fupple and courtequs to the People, Bar 
netted, without any further deed, to haue them ai 
their eftimation,and report: butheehathfo ane 
Honors in their Eyes,andhis ations in theit Heatts,t at 
for their Tongues to be filent,and not confeffe fo muc . 
were a kinde of ingratefull Iniurie: to report mie ; 
were a Mallice, that giuing it felfe the Lye,would plu 
reproofe and rebuke from euery Eare that heard! 

1. Off. No more of him, hee’s a worthy mans ™ 
way they are comming. 







A Sennet. Enter the Patricians, ana the T vibwes of 
the People, Littors before them : Coriolant, Mente | 
nites, Comsinins the Confil: Scieinins and Brutus 
take their places by themfelues : Corton 
lanus ftands. 
Menen, Hauiing determin’d of the Volces, 
And to fend for Tstxs Lartins : it remaines, 
As the maine Point of this our after-mectiNfs 4, 


Ti he Drage of (rriolanus. 


To gratifie his Nobleferuice,that hath *° 

Thus ftdod for his Countrey. Therefore sled yeu, 

Moft reuerend-and grate Elders,to defire 

The prefent Confull, arid’ lat General, 

In our wellsfound Succeffes, torepotr ” 

Alittle of that worthy Wrorke,perforth’ ee 
|By Martins Cains Coriolanus : whom 
| We met here;both to thanke,and to plane 
| With Honors like himfelfe. 

1,Ses. Speake,zood Comsiins : 

|| Leave nothing out for length, and make vs thinke 
| Rather our ftates defeétiine for requitall; ’ 
| Then weto ftretch it ont. Mafters a’th’ People, 
| We doe requeft your kindeft cares: and after 
| Yourlouing motion toward the common Body, 
tToyeeld what paffes here. 
| Scicis. We are conuented vpon a pléeafing Treatie,and 
ihaue hearts inclinable to‘honor and adifanice the Theame 

of our Affembly. 
|. | Bratuss Which the rather weefhall be left to abe, if 
'|herernember a kinder value of the People, then he hath 
{hereto priz d chemrat. 
| Menen. That’s off,that’s off: I would you rather had 

been filene: Pleafe you'ts heare Cominius {peake?*~ 
| Brutus. Mott willingly :° but’ yet my Caution was 
'|more pertinent thenthe rebuke you giue it, 
|) ddewen, Heloues your People, but tye him not to be 
their Bed-fellow : Worthie Cominins {(peake! 
Coriolan iis rises’ and offers to gee aivny: 
|| Nay keepecyour places 

Senat. Sit Coriolawmss never fhameto heate = 

| What you haue Nobly done. 
| > Coriol. Your Honors pardon: 

Thad rather-haue my: Wounds to heale againe, 
\Then heate fayhow gotthem, 
| Bratue.. Six] hope my words dis-bench’ dyounot = 
| (ariel. No Sir: yet oft, 
'|When blowes haue made me ftaysI fled fies wards 
You footh’d not,cherefore burt hots bat a People,’ 
|Lloue them as they weigh-- 

 Menen,: Pray now fit downe, 


}:Corio.vhad rather:haue onefcratchthy Head ech sui, 


When the Alarum were ftrucke,then idly fie 
To-heare my Nothings monfter’d. Exit Coviolenns 
}oAdeneeivMafters of the People, » sid sons 
|Your multiplying Spawne, how can he fatter? 
\That's thonfand toone good one,when younow fee © 
\Hehad: rather-venture:all bis Bitabies forHotior} : 
monones Earesito heare j it. Proceed Cominins, 2°: 
Com. Lifhall Jacke voyce! thes mater etme fo 
Shak hot bewtter’d-feebly s it ishebdss 
That Valoutis:the!chiefeft Verrey | >! 
{And moft dignifies the hauer: if it be, 
Theman Ifpeake of, cannotin the World 
{Be fingly counter-poys’d. Ar fixteeneyeeresp iitg 
| Whén Targuia nradeaHeadfor Rome shefought . 
Beyond ei marke of others: our then Diétator, 
Whoniwithallprayfe I pointat, faw him fighe, 
Wien with his Amazonian Shinne he drowe 
The brizled Lippes before him: he beftrid:: 
Ano ‘re-preft Roman,and ith’ Confuls view: T 
Slew three Oppofers : Tarquins felfe he mety’ 
And ftrueke him on hisKnee pin that dayes een 
When hemighit aétthe' Wiotnaiy intheSceng; : 
He pron’d beftinan ii’th’ feldyanid for his iiveed 
Wiss a Browedogghe withthe Oxke: His Pupill'age: 


| Asif Thad receiu’d hens i hyre! 
| Of their breath onely.< 


'We recommend ts 


Y |\ Our purpofe cothethi,atid si Aa gto wa nail) 36 3 | 
| With well Toyjand Hones. : 


Man-entred thus,he waxed like a Sea, 

And in the brunt “of {euichteene Battailes fince, 
He lurcht’all Swords of the Garland: for this lat, 
Before, andi in Corivles, a mefay — 


He wasa on of ‘Blood. ,whofe elerp'motion. 
Was timn’d with dying Cryes: alone he entred™ 
The mortgll Gate of th’ Citie, which he painted 
With fhunleffe deftinie : aydeleffe came off, 
And with a fudden re-inforcement ftrticke 
Carioles like a Planet: now all's bis, ‘9 
When by and by the dinne of Warre gan pierce’ ye 
Histeadi¢ fence : then ftraight his doubled § Spirit’ 
Requickned what in flefh ' was fatigate, 
And to the Battaile came'he, where he did’: 
Runne reeking o're the lites of men,as if’ cwere 
A perpetual fpoyleand till we calf'd’? °° 8"! 
Both Field and Citie oiirs, He newer ftodd © 
To eafe his Breft with panting. ' ste 
Menen. Worthy man. ihe 
Senat. He canaot ‘but with ieafure: ‘att the Hotiors 
which we deuifehim. . as wed | 


“Com. ph ied he Ricke az," sai aed 


| Ard look"d vpon things precious, as they were. oe 


The conimon Muck'of the World® hé Onde LATE 21°] 
Then Miferie ie felfe' would? giue, tewards’ his deeds 
With doing them, atid ‘is’ content” © Cie’ 
To {pend the tinie.t end ix? D yowfaey ie 
Mien, Hee's right Noble,let. him be se eal fot, 
Senat! Ca Corialanne?'V* : sas 
Of He doth appearc. ae 


Puy Ss 


“Se Cora. " sd et ¥ e06 aah 


Menen. The Senate, Cerslanit well pleas 4, to” ake 
thee Confall. 
Corio. 1doe owe thats fil iy" Lifejend Services. °°: 


 Mener. Te then Leneeee a ¥ Your due Speke am 
Peoples |.” 118 


Corio. 1 doe befeech you, 


yen us 


| Let me's "réleapé that cuftome: for T cannot ts 
Put on the Gowné, ftaiid naked, and entreat them’ ° 2°94 


For my Woiinds: fake ,to-giue heir fufferdges! 21 ¥'sO¥ | 
Pleafe you that { may pafle this doing. 
Scicin. Sit,the People mitt have'their Voyces, 


|| Neyther will they bate oneiot! of Ceremonic, 


« Meéneny “Pie theanf6t'too'r ?: © 290109 31] 9199F 
Pray yos ‘ode fit you'tothé Curtorie'*: 
And rake’ tory ott;as your: ‘Predeceffors tu, 
Your Honor with youtfermel” selina 
‘Corie oles 4 part'thael thall bluth in’ astg, ” 
Andbmighvwellbe taken from ba Peale 
Brutus, Marke you that,” a ron HOY Boi 
Corio. To brag vnto them,thiis T didvand thug . = 
Shew cheaweh'enakitig Skapreswhich: Kin i 


mi F3 3t¢ ITat0 


PS roLeS 
s 


Menen, Doe not ftand vp ree 
Pre of the: iPebple 1BI'O3 


io snigdis: 
Sadi ‘To ; 












































































_ The. Trage 


: Senat. To Corsolasss come all ioy and Honor... . 





Flonrifh Cornet, 


fasion agheaee te callysthe many-headed Multi- 
3.(it. Wehaucbeene call:d forof many, not that our 


\bald; but that our wits are fo diuerfly Conlord; and true- 
ly I thinke, ifall our wittes were to iffueoutof one Scull, 
 fent of one dizect way, fhould,be ar onceto all the points 
fa'th Compaffe.. +...) ) ..) 
—— a.fit. Thinke you fo? 

| wit would flye. 3 sana 
| 3.Cit, Nay your wit will not fo foone ott as another 
Lmans will, ’tis trongly wadg'dwp ina blocke-nead : but 
if ic were at liberty, twould {ure Southward. 


3 Cit. To 
parts melted away mith,rowen Dewes,the fourth would 
recurae for.Confgyence fake, to,helpe to.get theea Wife. 


ety 


Enter Coriolanus in agowne of. Humility swith 
ete m:  Menenits.<, ? 


Heere he comes, and in the Gowne.of humility, marke 





‘ 
H 


He’s tomake his requefts by.particulars, whereureuerie 
lone of ys ha’s.aingie|Honor, imgiuing him our own voi- 
ces with our owne tongues, therefore follow me; and He 
irect you how you fhall go by. him... 0M ans 
All, Gontens, conten!) ceodz pray ceidoT .oiwO 
Ader Db Six, gouate not sighthaue you-not knowne 
he worthieft men hauedone’s? 9. ris 
Corio. What mutt Ifay, I pray SiePoo diesid 
ea vpon't, I cannot briagy pact) so 
My tougnete faghe pace. Looke Sis, my wounds, . 
got them.in my Countries Serwice, wheas: cogs 
Some certaine of your Brethrearoar'd, andsanne ay ef) 
T_,thws?, esse 


joo01bsd 





€ i ve 
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| You muft defire them ro thinkeypon 


| And keepe their teeth cleane’: So,heere cothess bracg, 


heads are fome browne, fome blacke, fome Abram,fome | 
‘they would flye Eaft, Wes pyarsh sat and.theircone . 


sido ad%i12'09H # 
Which way doyowiudge my | 


his behadiour: we are notta flay alcogether,buttocome’ | 
by him where he, ftands, by ones, by ewoes, & by threes. | 


>} , ih gee 
oy |) Then crave thehigher; which firft we do defertcs 8 Kr 
»}) Why in this: Wooluith tangue fhould i ftand arse 
‘|, To begge of Hob and Dicke,that does appecre” hai 

















Goniolanus. 


From th’noife of our owne Drummes, > 
Menes, Oh.methe Gods, youmutinoe Gieak of rt 
OWS Oax4nen hae 
Coriel, Thinke ypon me? Hang ‘che ie tie. 
I would they would forget me, like the Verties_. 
Which our Divineslofe by em. 363 Yo shyt 
Men, You'l marreall, bc 
Ile leaue you: Pray you speake toem,] pray you, 
In wholfome manner, iN eae mn 


_ Enter three of the Citizens... 
Corio. Bidthem wafh their Faces, silat 
You krow the caufe (Sir) of my ftanding here, . 
3 (it. Wedo Sir, tell vs what-hath brotght yoitosh, 
Corio, ‘Mine owne defert. .. iy) blew 
2 Cit.. Yourowne defert, ... 
«Corto. 1, but mine owne defire. 
3 Cit. How notyour owne defire? 
Corio, NoSir, ‘twas never my defire yetto troublerty 


Levis 


poore with begging. 
3 Cit. You mult thinkeifwe give yowany ching, ye 
hope to gaine by you. Pte 


Corio, Wellthen J pray,your price a'th’Confilthip, 
1 Cit. The price is, toaske it kindly, 
Corio. Kindly fir, I pray letme ha't: ¥ haue woundsto 
, fhew you, which fhall bee youssia privates your good 
voice Sir, what fay you?...) »). rollst-bad 
2.Cit, Youfhall ha’t worthy Sir. | 
(Corio, A match Sir, there's inall two worthie voyce 
bege’d: I haue your Almes, Adieu) 
3 Cit. But thisis fomething adde. 
2 Cit. And ’twere to.give-againe: but’tisnomatter 
Exeunt. Enter two. other Citizens, 
Coriol. Pray younow, -ifitmay ftand with the tune 
of your voices, that Imay bee Confull, | Lhaveleerethe 
Cuftomarie Gowne. Ml eh) of 
1. Youhaue deferued Nobly of your Counttty, and 
you haue not defertied Nobly..: 
Coriol. Your Ainigma. 26 art) SBAL 
1. You haue bin alcourge to, herenemits, you ‘have 
| bimaRod to tier Friends, you haue not indeede lowed the 
| Common people, orsud Asian 
| so» Coriehs. You fhould account: mce:the nrore Vertuousy 
| thatl hauenot bin commontin my Loue,: Iwill rater 
| my fworne Brother the:people to, carne a deerereilim- 
| tion of them, tis a conditionthey account géncle:é fice 
the wifedomeiof their chdice; is rather tohaue my Hit, 


be Confull: :t2uett 2) ot ae 
2. Wee hopeto finde youour friend: and ther : 
giue you ouswoicesheartily, 02 (1 
1. Youhduereceyaed, many: wounds foryout pie 
trey. rl ‘ te “y gig anle 
Coriol. I wit not Seale yourknowledge 
them. I will make much of your voyces, a? 
ouno fartherii:fiedo( 6 6 gees 
Both. The Gods giué yauioy Sitheartiiys 
Coriol, Mok {weet Voyces:” hep 


sigh thewit 
dforrouble 


hf 
t bhaf 
int pues 


- Better itisto dye;berter:to fteriie,\" 






































———— 


Their needieffe Vouches: Cuitome calls me too’, 
What Cuftome wills in all things, flrould we doo't? 
The Daft on antique Time would lye vnfwept, 
| and mountainous Error betoo highly heapt, 
- | por Truth co’o"re-peeres Rather then fooleit fo, 
\ perthe high Office and the Honor go 
Toone that would doe thus. 1am halfethrough, 
The one. part fufferéd,the other will I doe. 
Enter three Citizens. mores 
Here come moe Voyces. f 
| Your Voyces? for your Voyces I hane fought, 
| Watch faryour Voyces: for your Voyces,beare 
JofWounds,twodozenodde : Battailes thrice fix 
| Thaue feene,and heard‘of:fer your Voyces, 
Haue done many things,fome Iefle,fome more : 
|Your Voyces? Indeed I would be Confull. 
1,Cits Heeha’s done Nobly; and:cannot goe without 
| any hone& mans Voyce. é ryiz23 yous: 
3.Cit, Therefore let him be Confull: the Gods give 
|himioy,and make hin1 good friend co the People. 
Ad. Amen,AmensGod fauce thee,Noble Confull, 
Corio, Worthy Voyces. 


Enter Meneuius, with Brutusand Sciciviws. | 
| Mege.: You haue ood your Limitation: 
And the Tribunesjendue you with the, Peoples Voyce, 
‘|Remaines,that in th’O fiiciall Markes inuefted, 
|Youanon doe meet theSenate, 
Corio. Isthis done ? 
Scicin. The Guftomeof Requeft you haue difcharg'd; 
The People doe admityou_and are fummon’d 
{To meet anon,vpon your approbation, 4 
| Corio.» Where? at theSenate-houfe ? 
_ Stitiny There, Coriolanus. bu 
Corio, May change thels Garménts ?. 
Scicin. Youmay, Sir. : 
Cori, That Ie ftraight do: and knowing my felfeagain, 
Repayre toth’ Senate-houfe. ri 
Mene. Ve keepe you company, Will you along? 
Brut, We fay here for the People. 
Scicin, Fare you well. Exeunt Coriol. and wWVene. 
He ha’g it now : and by his Laokes,me thinkes, 
Tis warme at’s heart. 
Brut, With a prowd heart he wore his humble. Weeds: 
Will you difmifle the People? 
Enter the Plebcians, 
Scici. How now,my Mafters,haue you chofe this man? 
1.Cits| Hehaisour Voyces,Sir. 
Brut. We pray the Gods, he may deferue your loues, 
2.Cit. Amen,Sir:to my poore ynworthy notice, 
Hemock’d vs,whenhebege’d our Voyces. 
3.Cit.Certainely he flowted vsdowne-right, 
1.Cit. No, tishisskind-of {fpeech,he did not mock vs, 
2.Cit. Not oneamong tt vs,faueyour felfe, but fayes 
He vs’d vs {cornefullyi: he fhould haue fhew’dvs 
His Marks.of Merit, Wounds receiti’dofor’s Cauntrey. 
Scicias. Why fohe did. am fure. 
Ali, No,no:noman faw’em. 
Cit» Hee faid: hee had Wounds, 
Which he could fhew in priuate: 
And with his Hat;thus wauing it in fcorne, 
T would be Confull,fayes he :aged Cuftome, 
But by your Voyces, will not fo permit me. 
Your Voyces therefore: when we graunted that, 
Here was,I thanke you for your Voyces,thankeyou 








The Tragedie of Coriolanus. : 


| Which eafily endures not Article, 


| Againftthe Rectorfhip of Indgement? 


1% 


———" 





Your moft {weet Voyces:now you haue left your Voyces, 
Thaue no further with you. Was nor this maocketie? 

Scitis, Why eyther were you ignorant to fee’ ? 
Or feeing it,of fuch Childith friendlinefle, ; 
To yeeld your Voyces? 

Brut. Could younot haue told him, * 

As you were leffon’d : When he had no Power, - 
But was a pettie feruant to the State, 

He was your Enemie, ewer {pake againft 

Your Liberties,and the Charters that you beare 
I’th’ Body of the Weale: and now arriujng 

A place of Potencie,and fway o’th’ State; 

If he fhould ftill malignantly remaine 

Fatt Foe toth’ Plebeq, your Voyces might 

Be Curfes to yourfelues. You fhould haue faid, 
That as his worthy deeds did claymeno leffe 
Then what he ftood for: fo his gracious nature 
Would thinke vpon you, for your Voyces, 

And tranflate bis Mallice towards you, into Lsue; 
Standing your friendly Lord, 

Scicin. Thusto haue faid, 18g 
As you were fore-aduis’d, had toucht his Spirit, - 
And try’d his Inclination: from him pluckt 
Eyther his gracious Promife, which you might 
As caufe had call’d you vp, haue held him to; 

Or elle it would haue gall’d his furly nature, 


Tying him to ought, fo putzing him to Rage, 
You fhould haueta’ne th’aduantage of his Choller, 
And pa{s’d him vnelected, 

Brut. Did you perceiue, \ 
He did follicite you in tree Contemp, 
When he did need your Loues: and doe you thinke, 
That his Contempt fliall no: be brufing to you, 
When he hath power to crufh? Why,had your Bodyes 
No Heart among you? Or had you Tongues, to cry 


Scicw, Haue you,ere now,deny’d theaskers: 
And now againe,of him that did not aske,but mock, 
Bettow your fu’d.for Tongues? 

3.Cit.Hee’s not confirm’d, we may deny him yer. 

2.Cit. And will deny him : 

He haue fiue hundred Voyces of that found. 

1.Cit. Ttwice fiue hundred, & their friends,to piece ’em, 

Brut.Get you hence inftantly,and tell thofe friends, 

| They haue chofe a Confull,that will from them take 
| Their Liberties,make them of no more Voyce 
Then Dogges,that are as oftett beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to doe fo, 

Scici,Let them affemblezand ona fafer ludgement, 
All reuoke yourignorant ele€tion: Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate vnto you: befides, forget not 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit he fcorn’d you: bur your Loues; 
Thinking vpon his Seruices,tooke from you 
Th’apprehenfion of his prefent portance, 

Which mot gibingly,vngrauely,he did fafhion 
After the inuecerate Hate he beares you. 

Brat. Lay a fault on vs,your Tribunes, 

That we labour’d (no impediment betweene) 
But thac you muft caft your EleGtion on him. 

Scici,Say you chofe him,more after our commandment, 
Then as guided by your owne true affections and that 
Your Minds pre-occupy'd with what you rather muft do, 
Then what you fhould,made you againft the graine 
To Voyce him Confull, Lay the fault on vs. 
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Bru. 1, . 
























































Sse Lhe Tragedte of Cortolanus. a. 








Brut. 1,{pare vs not : Say,weread Le@ures to you, 
How youngly he beganto ferue his Countrey, 
How long continued,and what ftock he {prings of, 
The Noble Houle o’th’ Martians : from whence came 
| That Ancus Martins, Numaes Daughters Sonne: 
Who after great Hoftitins here was King, 
Of the fame Houfe Publinsand Quintus were, 
That our beft Water, brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam'd, fo twice being Cenfor, 
Was his great Anceftor, 

Scicin. One thus adaeidad: 

} That hath befide well in his perfon wrought, 
To be fet high in place,we did commend 
To your remembrances: but you haue found, 
Skaling his prefent bearing with his paft, 
That hee’s your fixed enemie; and reuoke 
Your fuddaine approbation. . 

Brat. Say youne’re had don’t, 
(Harpe onthat ftill) but by our putting on: 
And prefently when you haue drawne your number, 
Repaire toth’ Capiroll. 

All, Wewill fo: almoft all repent in their election, 

Exeunt Plebeians. 

Brut. Let them goeon: 
This Mutinie were better put in hazard, 
Then ftay paft doubt, for greater: 
If,as his nature is,he fall in rage 
With their refufall, both obferue and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger. 
| Scicis, Toth’ Capitoll, come: 

We will be there before the ftreame o’th’ People: 
And this fhall feeme,as partly ’tis,their owne, 
Which we haue goaded on-ward, Excunt. 


Adtus Tertius.” 


Cornets, Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, allthe Gentry, 
Cominius,T itus Latins, and other Senators. 

Corio, Talus Anffidins then had made new head, 

Latins. Hehad my Lord,and that it was which caus’d 
| Our Swifter Compofition, 

Corio, So thenthe Volces ftand but asat firft, 
Readie when time fhall prompt them,to make roade 
| Vpon’s againe, 

Com. They are worne (Lord Confull) fo, 

That we fhall hardly in our ages fee 
Their Banners waue againe. 
Corio. Saw you Auffidius ? 
1 Latias, On {afegard he came to me,and did curfe 
| Againft the Volces,for they had fo vildly 
Yeelded the Towne: heis retyred to Antium, 
Corio. Spoke he of me ? 
Latins. He didymy Lord. 
Corio, How ? what? 
Latias. How often he had met you Sword to Sword: 
That of all things wpon the Earth,he hated 
Your perfon moft: That he would pawne his fortunes 
Tohopeleffe reftitution, fohe might 
Be call’d your Vanquifher. 

Corio. At Antium lives he? 

Laties. At Antium,. 

Corio, Lwith I hada caufeto feeke him there, 

To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home, 
» Enter Sciciwius and Bratus. 
Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues.o’th’ Common Mouth. Ido defpife chem : 








_Tth’ plaine Way of his Merit. 

















For they doe pranke them in Authoritie. ) 
Againftall Noblefufferance, 6 
Scicin, Paffeno further. 2% Pon. 
Cor. Hah? whatisthat?ec on day .. 7 | 
Brat, Icwill be dangerous togoeonsNo fh... 
Corio. What scien this chinger oye _ ut, 
Mene, The matter? 1 30 bho sale 
Com. Hath he not pafs’d the Noble: n 
"Brut. naaeae. ~~ the Conny 
Corio. Haue I had Childrens Voyces? 
Senat,Tribunes gine way he fhall roth’Marketnles | 
Brut, The People are incens’d againfthim,) shia 
Scicin. Stop,or all will fallin: broyleyy + 24:19) 
Corio. Are thefe your Heard? wil 
Moft thefe haue Voyces,that can yeeld them now)... | 
And ftraight difclaim their toungs?what 24 your Of 
You being their Mouthes,why rule you riot their Teeth? 
Haue you not fet them on? sti Daan 
MMene. Be calme,be calme, Oa 
Corio. It isa purpos'd thing,and growes by Plot, 
To curbe the will of the Nobilities 9). 9) 
Suffer’t,and liue with {uch as cannotrule, 
Nor euer will be ruled. 
Brut. Call'tnotaPlot: 
The People cry youmocke them : and of late, 
When Corne was given them gratis, you repin'd, 
Scandal'd the Suppliants: for the People, call'dthem | 
Time-pleafers,flatterers, foes to Nobleneffe, =) 
Corio, Why this was knowne before, 
Bret. Not to them all, re. 
Corio, Haue you inform’d them fithence? 
Brut, How? I informethem?: ©. 193 
Com. You are like to doe fuch bufinefle, 
Brut. Not vnlike each way to better yours, 
Corio. Why then fhould 1 be Confuall? by yond Clout 
Let medeferue foillas you,andmakeme = 
Your fellow Tribune. * > 
Scicin. You fhew too much of thar, 
For which the People ftirre: if you will paffe. 
To where you are bound, you muft enquire your way, 
Which you are ouref,witha gentler fpirit,) > 
Orneuer be fo Noble as a Confull, Ry 
Nor yoake with him for Tribunes. 
i Meme, Let’s becalme. ae 
“Com, The People are abus’d:: fet on,this paltting 
Becomes not Rome: nor ha’s (oriolanus LAL 


Deferu’d this fo difhonor'd Rub, layed fallely 





Corso, Tell me of Corne:. this: was my fpeech, . 
And I will fpeak't againe, Mi 
Mene. Not now, not now. 
Senat, Not in this heat,Sir,now, ss 
Corto. Nowas I liue,T will, - 
My Nobler friends, I craue cheir pardonss 
For the mutable ranke-fented Meynie, 
Let them regard me,asIdoenot flatter, = 
And therein behold themfelues: I fayagaine, 
In foothing them,we nourith ‘gainft our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence,Sedition, uel 
Which we our felues haue plowed for, fow'd,& eM 
By mingling them with vs,the hoaor'd Numbery 
Who lack not Vertue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they haue giuen to Beggers. 
Mene. Well,no more, 
Senat. No more wards, we befeech yous 
Corio. How? no more? oiian 


Fhe Tragedieof Coviolanis. 


ee ee ee BEES | # See 
Country, I have fhed my blood, iy 2:0: 
ek rine force: $0 fhatl my Lungs 
Coine words till their decay,againft thofe Meazeis 
| \qunich we difdaine fhould Tetrer'vs, yet fought 
The very way to cacelvcher-» 40 
fra. You fpeake a’th’ 


th’people,as if you were aGod, ” 
Topuniths Noca man,of chéir Infirmity. © 
sicin. Twete well we let the people know’e. 


Mene. What,whac? His Choller? 
Cor.Choller? Were 1 as patient as the midnight fleep, | 
Byloue, twould be my minde.. ae 
"ticin, Ieis a orinde thar fhall remaina poifon 
Where it is: not poyfon any farther. 


} 


Corio. Shall remaine? “at 
Heare you this Triton of the Afinnones > Marke you 
His abfolure.Stvall 2 

Com, *Twasifrom the Canron. 

Cor, Shall? O' God ! but moft-wnwife Patricians: why 
You graue, but wreakleiie Senators, haue you thus 
Giuen Hidra hereto choofe an Officer, 

That wich his peremptory Shall, being but ie, 
The horne, and noife oth’Montters, wants not fpirit 
Tofay, hee'l eutne your Currencina ditch, 

And make yout Channell his ? If he haue power, 
Then vale your Ignorance : ifnone,awake 

Your dangerous Lenity : Ifyou are Learn’d, 
\Benotas common Fooles ; if youare not, 
\Letthem haueCufbions by you. You are Plebeians, 
|}fthey be Senators : and they aré no leffe, 

When both your voices blended, the grearift tafte 
Molt pallatestheirs, They choofetheir Magiftrace, 
And{ueh a oné ag he, who puts his Shall, 

His popular Shall, againft a grauer Bench 

Then ever frown’d.in Greece, By Loue himfelfe, 
Itmakes the Con(uls bafe; and my Soule akes 

To know, when two Authorities are vp, 

Neither Supreame’s; How foone Confufion 

May enter ‘twixt the gap of Both,and take 

The one by th’other. 

Com. Well, on to’th’Market place. 

Corio. Who ener gaue that Counfell,to gite forth 
The Corne a’ch’Store-houfe gratis,as twas vs'd | 
Sometime in Greece. 

Mene, Well,well,no more of that. 

Cor, Thogh there the people had more abfolute powre 
May they norifhe difobedience: fed,the ruin of the State. 

Bra, Why fhall the people giue 
One that fpeakes thus, their yoyce? 

Corio, Ile giue my Reafons, 
More worthier then their Voyces.They know the Cerne 
Was nor our recompence,refting well affur’d 
They ne’re did feruice for’t ; being preft to’th’ Warre, 
Euen when the Nauell of the State was touch’d, 

They would not thred the Gates: Thiskinde of Seruice 
Did not deferue Corne eratis~ Being ith’ Warre, 
There Mutinies and Reuolts,,wherein they thew'd 
Moft Valour, fpoke not forthem. Th’Accufation 
Which they haue.dften made againft the Senate, 
All caufe vborne, could neuer be the Native 

Of our fo franke Doration. . Well, what then?. 
How fhall this Bofome-multiplied, digeft. 

The Senates Coytvefie? Let deeds exprefle j7 
What's like tobe their wotds,Wedidrequeftit, 
We arethe greater pole, andiin true feare, 
They gaueys.oaridemands. Thus we debate 

The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 


. Breake opethe Lockes a’th’Senate, andbringin 


Call our Cares, Feares;which willintime: >" 


The Crowes to pecke the Eagles. 
Mene. Comeenough. ; 
Bra. Enough,with ouermeafure, 
Corio, No, take mores +o = 

What may be fworne by, both Dijuine and Humane,: 

Seale what] end withall. This double worfhip, 

Whereon part do’s difdaine with caufe, the other 

Thfule withoucallreafon: where Gentry ,Title,wifedom] 

Cannot conclude, but by the yeaandno: : aa. 

Of generall Tpnorance, it thuftomsit:, 

Reall Neceffities, and gine way the while 

Tovnftable Slightnefle, Purpofe fo barr’d,itfollowes, § 


, Nothing isidone co purpofes: Fierefore befecch you, 


You chat will be leffe fearefull, then difcreet, 

That Jove the fFundamentall part ofSrate 4 odin 
Morethen you-doubr the change on’t: That preferre 
A Noble life, before a Long,and With, 
To iumpe a Body with a dangerous Phy fieke, 


" 


: That’s fare of death without its: at once placke out 


The Mulritudinens Tongue, let them nat hicke 
The fweet whichis sheir poyfon. Your difhoner 
Mangles true iudgement, and bereaues the State 
Of that Integrity which fhould becom’t s 
Nothauing the power to dothe goodit would . 
Fors thill which doth controul’r. 
Bra. Has faid enough. 
Sicin. Ha’s fpoken like a Traitor and fhalhanfwer 
As Traitors do, é 
Corio, Thou wretch,defpight ore-whelme thee: 
What fhould the peopie do with thefe bald Tribunes ? 
Oa whom depending, their obedience failes 
To’th’greater Bench, in a Rebellion: 
When what’s not meet, bne what mutt be, was Law, 
Then were they chofen : ina better houre, 
Let what is mect, be faidede muft be meet, 
And throw their power i’ch’dult, 
Bru. Manifeft:Treafdn..: 
Sicin. This aConfall? Noi 
Enter au eAdile. hi ' 
Bra: The Ediles hoe: Lethimbe apprehended: | - 
Sicin. Go callthe pcople,in whofe name tny Selfe > 
Attach thee as.a:Traitorous Inhouator:» «<1 
A Foe to’th’publike Weale. Obey I charge thees +i:- > | 
And follow to thine anfwer.:’ Lutbok: auth 
Corie. Hencewold Goat: 
All. Wee'l Surety him. 
Com. Ag’ dfir, hands off. rey 
\:Corios Hence rotten thing,or] fhall fhake thy bones 


\ Qut of thy Garments. 


Sicin, Helpe ye Citizense >>; 
Enter arabbie of Plebeians with the diles. 

Mene. On both fides morerefpe, > 

Sicin, Heere’s bce, thar would take from you all your 
power. pivzari lor evasce| % 

Bra. Seize him eAdiles.§: 4: d 

All, Dowmeéwaith him;downe with him. 

2 Sen, Weapons,weaponssweapons: 

They all buftleabout,Coriolanus, .., 

Tribunes, Pasricians,Citizens what hes >» 


| Sicinius, Brutus, CoriolanusyCisizenss? ~.:. 


All; Peace, peace, peate, ftay hold peace. 33 
Mene. Whatisabout to be? Iam out of Breath, 
Confufions neete;I cannot {peake, You, Tribunes 


| To'th’people : Coriolanusipatience : Speak, pood Sicinins. 
' Bb 


Sitia. 
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| And beare himto the Rock.’ Corio. drawes his Sword. 


| Come trie vpon your felues,what you hawe feene me, 


awhile? 


{him young and old. 


| Leaue vs to cure this Caufes 


| Though fi Ronie licter’ds Hot Romans,as bhy are not, 
Thought calded ich’ Porch o’th’ Capicoll : ; 


Scici, Heareme, People peace. 

‘All. Let’s:hereour Peabune : peace, fpeake, fpeake, 
{peake. 

Scici. You are at point to the your Liberties: 
Martins would haueall from yous Afartizs, 
Whomlate you haue nam’d for Confell, 

Mene, : Fie, fie; fie, ‘thik: is the way to kindle, not to | 


quench. 


Sena. Tovnbuild the Cirie-atia tolay all flat. 

Scici. What is the Citie,bur the People? 

All. True,the People are the Citie. - 

Brat, By the confensoof all, we were eftablifh’d the 
Peoples Magiftrates. |’: 


| ll, Nou fo remaines 


Mee. And fo are like to ese; 38 
Com, Thavis the way to laythe Citie fle; 


'Tobring the Roofe tothe Foundation, 


| And burieall, which yer diftindly. set Be ; 
In heapes, and piles of Ruine. phi! 

Scici. Thisdeferues Death. | i 

Bruty Orie vs ftand:to our nnehntede) Jo: 
Or let vs lofe ie: we doc herepronounce;: 

Vpon the part'o’th’ People} in whofe power 
We were elected hess oot errds is worthy °°" 
Of prefent Death. 
Scici. Therefore lay hold of him: 
Beare him toth’ Rock Tarpeian, and from dhebweid 
Tato deftruGtion cat him. 

Brat Pesdiles feize him. 

All Ple. Yeeld Martius, yeeld. 

Mene, Heare me one word, *befeech you Tribunes, 
heare me buraword, 9: 

eZdiles. Peace,peace, 

Mene. Be that you feeme;truly your Countries friend, 
And temp’rately proceed to what: you would 
Thus violently redreffe. 

Brat, Sir,thofe cold wayes, 
That feeme like prudent helpes,srevery poyfonou s 
Where the Difeafe is violent... Lay hands vpon him, 


Corio, No,lle die herez 
There’sfome among you hauebeheld me fighting; 


Mene. Downewith that Sword, onaeee withdraw 


Brat. Lay hands vpon Hitns fissaid 
Atene. Helpe Martits ,helpe:you that be noble jhelpe 


Al, Downe with him, dtevielvoich Nie Eliniek: 


People are beat in. 

Mene. Goe,get youto our ir Houle: rt Eentiaway, 
All will-bensught c elfex ° 

2.Sena. Get you gone?’ : 

* Com. Stand fa, we shee many ficode as enemies, 

Mene. Shall it be put to that ie 

Sena. The Gods forbid: 
I prythec noble friend, home to othy Hous 


Mene. For’sisaSore vponys, * o> 

You cannot Tent your felferbe gone; befeech goss 
Corio. Come Sir,along with vs, SS 

Mene. bwould they were Barbarians, hey are, 








‘Be ‘gone,pticnot yout pores Bae inte your Ton gues. 


The Tragedieof Cortol Coriolanus. 
| One time will owe pwe anottiend 2 «7 ic yg | 


them, yea,thetwo Tribunes, 


‘Li the Matinie, the Tribunes, the wbediles, and’ the « 


| And yours good people, 


This Viporous Traicor ; co eiect him hence 


| That our renowried Rome,whofe gratitude 


Should now cate vp het owael® 98 89% 





Corio. On faire ground! could beat fo 


Mene.:J-coyld my felfe take vp a Br tie of th 


oi 


Com. But now ’tis oddes be ntl Arit 
And Manhood is call’d Balchrie hau than, : 
Againft a falling Fabritk, ‘Will you hence, ’ 
Before the Tagge returne? whofe Rage dich rend 
Like interrupted Waters,and o’ré-beare | 
What they are vs'd to beare, * 
Mene. Pray you be gone: 
Ile trie whether my old Wit bein reeinelt, 
With thofe that haue but Tittle: this muft be pth 
With Cloth of any Colour, 
Com. Nay,come away. - Badia C vig 
Cominina 
Patri. This man ha’s mart’d his fortune,” 
Mene, His nature'is'too noble forthe World: 
He would not flatter Weptue for his Trident, 
Or Tone,for’s power to Thunder: his Heart’ hi Mot 


4 What his Breft forges, that his Tonguemut yen,” 


And being angry, does forget thar euer 


| He heard the Name of Death. A = afin 


Here’s goodly worke, , 
. Patri, Y would they were a bed, i 
MMene. | would they were in Tyber. 

What the vengeance, could ke not fpeake’em fire?» 

Enter Brutus and Sicisins with the rabbleagaing, 
Sicin, Where is this Viper, mt 

That would depopulate the city,8 be euery man hie 
Mene, You worthy Tribunes. 

Sicin. He fhall be throwne downe she Tarp rock 


_ With rigorous hands ; he hath refifted Law, 


And therefore Law fhall {corne him further Trial’ 
Then the feuerity of the publike Power, 
Which he fo fers atnaught. 
1 Cit, He fhall well know the Noble Tribunes at 
The peoples mouths,and we their hands. 
All, He thall fure ont, 
Mene. Sir, fir, Sicin. Peace, 
‘Me. Donot cry hauocke,where you Pld bath 
With mode warrant, 
Sicin. Sir,how com’ft that Rae haue hoe 
To make this refcue > 
Mene, Heere mefpeake? AsTdoknow oes} 
The Confuls worthineffe, fo can Iname his Faults 
Sicin, Confull? what Confull ? 
Mene, The Confull Coriolanus . 
Bru, He Confull, 
' All. Nojno,no,no,no. «| 
Lene. If by the Tribunesleaue, | 


Imay be heard, I would craue a word ort wo, 
The which fhall curne youtono further harme 
‘Then fo much loffe of time.’ 

Sic. Speake breefely then, 
For weare peremptory to difpatch 


Were but onedanger,andtokeepehimhecre 
Our certaine death: therefore: iisdecreed, 
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Hedyestonight, .> ental? : 


Menen. Now the gooebtiel Forbid)” 


Towards her deferued'Children,is aeeel 
In Ioues own€ Booke, like ‘an vonaturall Dam 






% This Tiger-footed-rage, when it fhall find 


WM ‘Lhe Tragedie of (oriolanus. 


Sicin. He’sa Dileafethat muft becuraway: 9 >: 
CMene, Ob he'sa Limbe, that ha's'buc aDileafe 
Mortall, co cut it off: to:cure itjeafie. 
What ha’s he doné to Rome, that’s worthy death ? 
Killing our Enennies, the blood he hath loft 
(Which I dare vouch;is more then that he hath 
By many an Ounce) he dropp’d it forhis Country : 
And what isleft,to loofeitby hisCountrey, — 
| Were tovs all that-doo’s, and fuffer it: 
Abrand to th’end a’th Wortd.: 
Sicin. Thisis cleane kammes : 
Brut. Mecrely awry: 
When he did louc his Country, it honour’dhim, 
Menzns. The feruice ofthe foote : 
| Being once gangren’d, isnoc then refpected 
For what before it wase >) 
Bra. Weelheare no more? 
Purfue him to his houfe,and plucke him thence, 
Leaft bisinfection being of catching nature, 
Spred further. i 
Menen. One word more, one word: 


The harme of vnskan’d {wiftnefle, will (too late) 
Tye Leaden pounds too’sheeles. Proceed by Proceffe, 
Leaft parties (as he is belou'd) breake our, 
And facke great Rome with Romanes. 
Brut. if it were fo? 
Sicin. What do ye talke? 
Haue we not had a tafte of his Obedience ? 
Our Ediles {mor: our felues refitted: come. 
Mene, Gonfider this: He ha’s bin bred i’th’ Warres 
Since acould draw a Sword, and is ill-(chool’d 
Inboulced Language: Meale and Bran together 
Hethrowes without diftin@tion. Giue meleaue, 
lle goto him, and vndertake to bring him in peace, 
Where he fhall anfwer by a lawfull Forme 
(In peace) to his vemoft perill,: 
r.Sen, Noble Tribunes, 
Itis the humane way : the other courfe 
Will proue to bloody: and the end of ir, 
Voknowne tothe Beginning, 


Sic.Noble Afenenius,beyou then as the peoples officer: 


Mafters,lay downe your Weapons. 
Bre. Go nothome. 


Sit, Meet on the Market place:wee'l attend you there: 


Where if you bring not AZartius,wee'l proceeds 
In our firft way. | 
Maenen, Ile bring himto you. ; 
Let me defire your company :hemuft come, 
Or what is worft will follow. 
Seua. Pray youlet’s to him. Exennt Omnes. 
Enter (criolanus with Nables. 

Corio. Let them pull all about mine cares, prefent me 
Death onthe Wheele, or at-wilde Horfes hecles, 
Or pile ten hilles on the Tarpeian Rocke, 

That the precipitation might downe ftretch 
Below the beame of ight; yet will T fill 
Be thus to chem. 
Enter Volumnia. 
Noble. You dothe Nobler,: 
Corio, \mufe my Mother 
0's not approue me further, who was wont 
To call chem Wollen Vaflailes, things created 
To buy and fell with Groats, to thew bare heads 
In Congregations, to yawne, be fiilland wonder, 
hen one’ but of my ordinance ftood vp 


; re a 
Rn —_— 
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| To fpéakeof Peacesor Warre, Ttalke of you, 
| Why did you wiflme milder? Would you haue me 
Falfeto my Nature? Rather fay; 1 play Hoy 
The man bamy«- 28 ee! 
Volum, Ob fir, fir, fry 
I would haue had you put your powet well on’ 
Before yowhad worneit out: qi 
Corio. Letgocni sue Gt secre es -f 
Vol. Youmight haue beene enough thé man you ard, | 
Wich ftriuing leflerorbe for Leflerhad bin  ~ 
The things of your difpofitions, if) 9 2) ors 
You had not fhew’d them how ye were difpos’d 
Ere they lackid power to éroflevoas 2m 
Corio. Let them hangye 9°) oor 229upe 
Volum. ,‘lyand burne 206. 2 ag OST 163 
Enter Adencwins with the Sévntors, 


too rougisyou mutt recarne,and mend itt ° 

Szg. There's noremedy, 911° et 
Vnieffe by nor fo doing, out geod Citie’ ss 
Cleaue inthe midd’ft,andperith. anid 1 

Volum. Pray be counfail'd 3” 

Thaue a heareas little apt as'yours, : 
But yer a braine, thar leades my vfe of Afiger: 
To better vantage. | eaten glee 
Mene, Well faid;Noble woman's 29! °°: 
Before he thould thys foope to'th’heart, but that 
The violent fit a’th’time crauesiitas Phyficke- ° 
For the whole State; I would pét'mine Atniouron; * 
Which LT camfearfely beare.! "© furs 
Corio. What mufti do? 
Aéene. Returne to th’ Tribunes, ! 
Corio. Well,what then?what then? 
Mene, Repent,what you have fpoke.” 
Corio. For them, l cannot doit tothe Gods, 
Muft I chen doo’t tothem 2 >! : 

Volum. You are too abfolute, * 
Though therein yowcan never be too Noble, 
But when extremities {peake, [have heard you fay, 
Honor and Policy, like vnfewer’d Friends; ' 
I’th’Warre do grow together} Grant that,and tellme 
In Peace,whateach of them by th’other loofé, . 
That they combine riot there ? 

Corio. Tufh,tuth, . 

(Meue. A good demand; 

Volum. Ificbe Honor in-your Warres,to feeme 
The fame you are not, which for your befends 
You adopt your policy : How is ic lefle or worfe 
That it thall hold Companionfhip in Peace 
With Honour,asin Warres “fince that coboth 
It {tands in like requeft. ; qe 

Corio. Why force you this ? 

Volum. Becaufe; that 
Now it lyes you on to {peaketo th’people:: 
Not by your owne inftru@tion; nor by’th’mateer 
Which your heart prompts you,but withfuch words’ 
That ere but roated in your Tongue; Sen 
Thovelh but Baftards,and SyHables 
Of no allowance, to your bofomes truth. 
Now, thisno more difhonors youat all, 
Then to cake in a Towne with gentle words, | 
Which elfe Would put you'to yout fortane,and 
Thehazard of much blood, 
Iiwould diflemble with my Nature, where: 
My Bortunés and my Friends at flake,requit’d 
I fhould do foi Honor, Tanvin this 


bb3 





Men, Come,come,yowhaue bin 06 t6dgh,fomthing } 
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Your Wife,your Sonne: Thefs Senarorssthe Nobles, 07 

And.you,will rather thew out generall Lowts,))ib y // 

How youcan frowne,then {pendafawnevpon’em,. ‘+ 

For the inheritance of their loues, and fafegard 20 00! 

Of what that want might rbing. 9) sf) 2f) CO .awaloS .- 

. CMenen, Noble-Ladys voy JUG HOY hedoued bi 

Come goe with vs,{peake faires yourmay falue:fo;: 

Not what is dangerous prefent,but the.toffe.f Jone) 

Of what ispatts dover lzimsoX 
Volum. 1 pry theenawsmySabnes ie! yoisins o 

Goeto them, with this Bonnetiinthy hand, o 29010: > 

And thus farre having ftretcht st(here be with chem) 

| Thy Knee buffing the Rongss:forin fuch bufineltes.): 

| Aédtionis eloquence,and the eyesof th’ignarant 

More learned then the eares,wauing thy head,» 

Which oftenthus coirecting.ehy {touc heart, 

Now humbleas the ripe& Mulberry; > oso) .. 

That will not held the handling: orfayrotkemy 

Thou arc their Souldier,and being brea itmbroyles, 

Haft not the foftayay whichshoudo ft confetie 

| Were fit for thee to vfe,as they to-claymes 202 0" 

| In asking their good loues, bypchou wiltdrames: 

{ Thy felfe (forfooth) heseafpertheirs fo farresor 

] As thou haft.pawer.and parlors. 

Menen, This but done, 

4 Buen as fhe fpeakes,why, their héarts were yours : 

‘i Bor they haue Pardons,beingask das free, 

‘| As words tolittle purpofe, -.. .- i 


pod asap «chi erey 
SHsoG SHB IASG 


Volum, Peythee nows: \c0 fs 
4 Goe,and be rul’d; although. L know thowhadft rather 
Follow thine Enemie in a fierie,;Gulfe; . 2: 

Then flatcer him in a Bowets: [cso » Exter Cominins, - 
Here is Cominittsé ons co4y:* , 


4 You makeftrong partie, ar. defend your {elfe 
By calmenefle,or by abfence; all’s in anger. 


fpiric,, how brat ausdd cles 
Volum. Hoomufyandwills, > 

Prycthee iow fay you will,and goc about it. 
4 Corio. Mult Igoe fhewthem my vnbarb'd Sconce ? 
1 Matt I with my bafe Tongue-gineto my Noble Heart 
1A Lye, that it mult beare well ? 1 willdoo’t ; 
4 Yet were there but this fingle Plot,to loofe 
; This Mould. of ALsrtias,they'to dult thould! grinde it, 
{And chrow’e.again(t the Winde.Toth’ Marketplaces” 
1You haue put me nowto fuch'd pareswhich neuer 
{I fhall difcharge toth)Lifew io) a. 
| Com. Come;come,wee'le prompt yous 
Volum. 1 prythee now {weet Son,as thot haft faid 
4 My praifes made thee firfta Souldier ;.fo 
{ Tohaue my praife for this, performe-a part 
Thou halt not done before. 

Corio. NVell, I multdoo’t: 

Away.my difpofition, and poffeffeme: : 
Some Harlots {piritsdMy-shroatof Warrebeturn’d, 
Which quier’d with my Drtunmeinto a Pipe, 
Small as an Eunuch, orthe Virgin voyce 
That Babies lull a-fleepe: The{miles of Knaues . 
Tent in my chieekes, and Schoole-boyes Feares take vp 
, The Glaflésof my fight: A Beggars'Tongue A 
Make motion through my Lips,and my Acm‘d knees 
Who bow’d burinmy Stirtops bend like bis. 
\ That hath fecein’d an Almess-Ewill notdoo’t, 
\Leaft I furceafe to hodormine owne truth, : 


Pe eel: 


| is The Dragedieof Coriolanus. 


- A moftinherent!Balenefle. °° >: 


| Thy dangerous Stoutneffe : for] mocke at death » | 





Com. ‘I haue been i’ch’ Marketplace: and Sir’tisfic | 


: ; ss a 
’ Berein’d againeto Temperance, th en he fpeake What's: 























And by my Bodies action, teach my Minde. | 
Volum. Atthy.choiceithen: 2 ; 2 | 
To beggeof thee, itis my more dif-honor,. 
Then thou of them. Comeallzoruineylet.! 0 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then feare | 


With as bigge heart as thou, ‘Dos thou lif, 

Thy Valiantneffe was mine, thou fuck’ itfrom me: 

But owe thy Pride thy felfe; hiid'ds oobi 
Corto. Pray be contentisic2, 9009) eizidT yy 

Mother, Lam going to the Market places’) |: 

Chide menomores., Ile Mountebanke theit Loues 

Cogge their Hearts from them,and come home below’ 

Of all the Trades in Rome.: Looke,]I am going: 

Commend meto my Wife, Ile returne Confull: 

Or neuer truft ro what my Tongue cando-) 

I’ch way of Flatcery further. ‘| sid tele stag 
Volum. Do your will, Exit olan) 
Com Away the Tribunes do attend yousarm yourlel 

To anfwer mildely: for they are prepar'd > . . 

With Accufations, as ] heare more ftrong 

Then arevpon youyer. si deg 
Corio. The wordis, Mildely. Pray you let ys go, 

Let them accufe me by inuention :I ; 

Will anfwer in mine Hongr: 

Menen. 1, but mildely, ; 


Corio, Well mildcly beitthen, Mildely: Exe} 
Enter Siciniusand Brutuss 
Bra. In this point charge him home,thatheaffeds | 
Tyrannicall power : Ifhe euade vs thete, 
Inforce him with his enuy to the people, 
And that the Spoile got on the Antiats 
Wasne’re diftributed.’ What,will he come? 


Enter an Edile, ‘ 

Edile. Hee’s comming, 

Sra. How accompanied? 

Edile. Withold ALenesinus and thofe Senators 
That alwayes fauour’d him, 

Sicin. Haue youa Catalogue si 
Ofall che Voices that we haue procur’d, fet downeby't 

Edile. Uhaue:'tis ready. | Pole 

Sicin, Haue you collected them by Tribes? 

Edile. haue, : 

Sicis. Affemble prefently che people hither: 
And when they heare me fay, it fhall be fo, 
Veh’right aad ftrength a’ch’ Commins : be it either 
For death, for fine, or Banifbment, hen let them 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death, 
Infifting on the olde prerogatiue 
And power i’th Trutha’th Caufe, 

Edile,-Ufhallinformethem. ie 

Bra. And when iuch time they haue begunto cry; 
Let them nor ceafe, but with a dinne confus'd 
Inforce the prefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 

. Edi, Very well. eames | 
Sicis, Make thembe ftrong,and ready for this hint 
When we fhall hap to giu’e them. f 

Bra. Goabout it,’ ; ai 
Put him to Choller ftraite, he hath bene vs" 

Euer torconquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradi¢tion, Being once chaft, he camot 


I 






Tbe Trage die of (Coriolanus. 


With vs c6 bredke his neckeg 2-5 | 


Enter CoriolanusMenenins and Comi- °° ~ 

fount gba with others, °°" * °° 288 

Sicin. Weligneére hetomes,'"" ° 
mene, Calittely, 1 do Belkech you, ° mai | 

| Corio. I, asad Profiler? thae foirth pootttt peece 
| Will beare the Knaue by’th Vaniithe' sr"! °°" 
ITwhonordGoddes AIIOW @ 21 _ 
Keepe Romenifafety, And thie Chiires of Loflice ' 
faHrloue'amorgs ~ 


|, What's in his heatesand thar is there whith Tookes ep 


iene? A Noble wif.” 
Enter the Edilewith the'Plebeians. 
» Sitiny Draw necre'ye people: ” 
Edie, Lift to'your Tribunes. Audience : 
Peace I fay. 
Corio, Firtt héate me fpeake. 
Both Tri, Well,fay’: Peace hoe. 
Corio. Shall Lbe charg’d no'futther then this prefent 
Muft all determine heere ? 
Sic. I do demand, 
Ifyou fubmit you to the perples voices, 
| Allow their Officers, and are content 
To fuffer lawfull Cenfure for fuch faults 
As fhall be prou’d vpon you. 
Corio. Tam Content. 
Mene.. LoCitizens,he fayes he is Content. 
The warlike Seruice he ha’s done, confider: Thinke 
| Vpon thé woutids his body beares, which fhew 
LikeGraues i’th holy Church-yard. 
Corto, Scratches with Briars, {catres to moue 
Laughter onely. 
Mene. Coffider further : 
That when he {peakes not like a Citizen, 
You finde him like a Soldier : do nottake 
His rougher ‘A Gtions for malicious founds: 
But as I fay; fuch as become a Soldier, 
Rather then enuy you. 
Com, Well, well,no more, 
Corio, Whatisthe matter, 
That being paft for Confull with full voyce : 
Tam fo difhonour’d, that the very houre 
Youtake itoffagaine. 
Siciz. Anfwrer to vs. 
Corio, Say then :*tis true, I ought {o 
Sicin, We charge you, that you haue contriu’d to take 
From Rome all feafon’d Office, and to winde 
| Your felfe into a power tyrannical, 
For which you are a Traitor to the people. 
Corie. How? Traytor? 
Mene. Nay temperately s'your promife. : 
Corio. The firesi’ch’loweft hell, Fould in the people: 
Call me their Traitor, thou iniurious Tribune. 
Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufand ‘deaths 
In thy hands'cfutcht : as many Millionsin 
Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would fay 
Thou iyeft vnco thee, with a voice as free, © 
As I do pray the Gods. 
Sicin, Marke you this people ? 
All, To’th’Rocke, to'th’ Rocke with him, 
Sicin, Peace: 23313 
Weneedenot put new matter to his charge: 
What you hate feene him/do, and heard him fpeake : 


Beating your Officers, curfing your felues, 
Oppofing Lawes with ftroakes;and heere defying 


‘Thofe whofe great power muft try him. 


Buen this fo criminal, and in fuch capitall kinde 

Deferues th’extreameft death. A: 
Bru, But fince he hath {eru’d well forRome, | 
Corio, What do you prate of Seruice, ~ 
Brut, Pralke of that, that know it. 

Corie. You? _ ; 
Mene, 1s this che promife that you made your mother, 
Com. Know, lprayyou. | * : ; 
Corie. Ie know no further : 

Let them pronounce the fteepe Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 
Burwitha graine a day, I would nor buy 


| Their mercie,atthe price of one faire word, 


Nor checke my Courage for what they can giue, 

To haue’e with faying, Good morrow. | 
Sicin. For that heha’s. 9.7 6 

{As much as in him lies ) from time to time» 

Enui’d againft the people ; feeking meanes 

To placke away their power! as now at laft, 

Giuen Hoftile ftrokes, and thar not in the prefence ° 

Of dreaded Iuftice, but’on the Minifters 

That doth diftribute ic. In the name a’th’people, 

And in the power of vsthe Tribunes, wee 


| (Eu’n from,this inftanc) banifh bim our Citie 


In perill of precipitation 
From off the Rocke Tarpeijan, neuer more 
Toenter our Rome gates, - I’ch’Pcoples name, 
I fay ic fhall bee fo. 
All. Ic thal be fo, it thall be fo: let him away : 
Hee’s banith’d, and it fhall- be fo. 
Com. Heare me my Mafters,and my common friends. 
Sicin. He’s fentenc’d : Nomore hearing, 
Com. Let me {peake: 
I haue bene Confull, and can thew from Rome 
Her Enemies markes vpon me. I doloue.’ 
My Countries good, witha refpect more tender, 
More holy, and profound, then mine owne life, 
My deere Wiues eftimate, her wombesencreaie; 
And treafure of my Loynes: then if 1 would 
Speake thar. 
Sicin. We know your drift. Speake what ?. 
Bru. There’s no mote to be faid; but he is banifh’d 
As Enemy tothe people, and bis Countrey. 
Ic fhall bee fo. 
All, It thall be fo, it fhall be fo, 


Corio. You common cry of Curs, whofe breath I hate, | 


Asrecke a’th'rotten Fennes : whofe Loues I prize, 
As the dead Carkaffes of ynburied men, 

That do corrupt my Ayre :1 banith you,. 

And heere remaine with your vacertaintie. 

Let every feeble Rumor fhake your hearts: - 

Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 

Fan you into difpaire: Have the power ftill 


| To banith your Defenders, till atlength 


Your ignorance (which findes not till it feeles, 
Making but referuation of your felues, 
Still your owne Foes) deliver you 


| As moft abared Capriues; to fome Nation 


That wonne you without blowes, defpifing 
For you the City. Thus I rarne my backe; 
There is a world elfewhere. 


Exesnt Coriolanus, Cominius, with Camsalys. | 


They all (boxt, and tbrow up theer Caps. 
RSE Eadile, 
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He Taagedieif Goran. 





Edile. The peoples Enemy is gone,is gone... o-); 
e4il. Our caemy is banith'd he is gone: Hoo,00....« 
Sicin. Go fec him our at Gates,and follow hin 
As he hath follow’d you, withall defpighs- 
Giuc him deferu’d vexation,, Ler a guard. . 
Attend vs through the City. 9 4.4 -4 05.5 > 
All, Come,come,lets {ee himrout at gates,come: \ 
The Gods preferue our Noble Tribuines,come. Exennt. 















Adus Quartus. 
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Enter Coriolanas,V olumuia,Vergilia, Menenins, Cominius, 
E with the yong Nobility of Rome. 

Corio.Gome leauc your.teares:a brieffarwel:the beaft 
| With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage ? You were.vs'd 
| To fay, Extreamities was the trier of {pirits, 

That common chances, Common men could beare, 
That when the Sea was calme, ali Boats alike 

Shew’d Mafterfhip in floating. Fortunes blowes, 
When moft ftrooke home, being gentle wounded, craues 
4 ANoble cunning. You wetevs'd to load me 

With Precepts that would make inuincible 

The heart that conn’dthem. 

Virg. Oh heaucas!O heauens! 

Corio. Nay, prythee woman. 

Vol.Now the Red Peftilence ftrike al Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations perifh, 

(orto, What,what, what :. \ 
Ifhall be lou’d when I am Jack’d. Nay Mother, 

Refame that Spirit, when you were wontto fay, a 
If you had beene the Witeof Hercules, 
Six of his Labours youl’d haue done, and fau’d 
Your Husband fo much fwee,. Cominius, t 
Droope not, Adieu: Farewell my Wifesmy Mother. 
Ye do well yet. Thou old and true ALenenins,, 
Thy teares are falter thena yonger mans, 
And venomous to thineeyes.. My (fometime)Generall, 
T haue feene the Sterne, and thou haft oft beheld . 
Heart-hardaing {pectacles, Tell thefe fad women, 
*Tis fond co waile ineuitable Rrokes, 
As *cisto laugh at’em. My Mother,you wot well 
My hazards {till haue beene your folace,and 
Beleeu’s not lightly, though go alone 
{Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fenne 
Makes fear’d,and talk’d of more then feene : your Sonne 
Will or exceed the Common,or be caught 
With cautclous baits and practice, 
Volum, My firft fonne, 
Whether will thou go? Take good Cominius 
With thee awhile : Determine on fome courfe 
More then a wilde expofture, to each chance 
That ftart’s i’th’way before thee. 

Corio. O theGods! 

Com.\le follow thee a Moneth, denife with thee 
Where thou fhalt reft, thar thou may’ft heare of vs, 
Andweofthee. Soifthe time thruft forth 
Acaufe for thy Repeale, we fhall not fend 
O’re the valt world, to feekeafingle man, 

And loofeaduantage, which doth cuer coole - 
Ith’abfence of the needer. 
Corio. Fare ye well: 


\Thou hat yeares ypon thee, and thou art too fall 


"Of the wartes furfers, ro. g0 roue withone 
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That’s yet vnbrnis'd ; bring mebucout at og Mi, 
Come my {weet wife, my deereft Mother.en ae 
My Friends of Noble touch: when I.am forth, 

Bid me farewell, and fmile, I PYay YOu. cothe «: 
While I remaine aboue rhe ground,you thal) 
Heare fromme ftill, and neuer of me.oughe,, Mein 
But whatis like me formerly. seed ake 

CMenen. That's worthily duke a, 
As any eare can heare,-Come,let’snot weene. 
If] i fhake offbut.one feuen rie, he 
From thefe old armesand légges, by the poodGog, 
TV'ld with thee, euery foor. bar ies... 

(rio. Giue me thy hand, come. Lon 

Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinimssand Bruty, oy 
with the Edile. ; : 
Sicin Bid them all home, he’s gone: & wee'l no furth 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we fee hauefided ' 
Inhis behalfe. 

Brat. Now we haue fhewne our power, 

Let vs feemehumbler afteritisdone, 
Then whenitwasadooing, ta 

Sicin, Bid them home: fay their great enemyis gone, 
And they, ftand in their ancient flrength, : 

Brat. Difmiffe chem home. Here comes his Mother, 

Enter VolumuiaVrrgilia,and <Menanina 

Siciz, Let’s not meether, 

Brac Whye , 

Sicia. They fay fhe's mad, 

Brat. They haue tane note of vs:keepe on your way, 

Volum. Ohy’are wellmet: _ 5)» 
Th’boorded plague a’th’Gods requit your loue.. 

Menen. Peace,peace,benotfoloud. .. 

Volum, 1fthat i could for weeping, you fhould heat, 
Nay,and you fhall hearefome. Willyoube gone! 

Virg. You thall ftay too ; I would Lhad the power 
To fay fo tomy. Husband. 

Sicin, Are youmankinde? | 

Volum, 1 foole;is that afbame. Note butthis Fool, 
Was not aman my Father? Had’ft thou Foxhhip 
To banith him that frooke more blowes for Rome 
Then chou haft fpoken words. 

Sicin, Oh bleffed Heauens ! 

Volum. Moe Noble blowes, then exer} wile worts 
And for Romes good, Ile tell thee what syet oe: 
Nay but thou fhalc {tay too : I would my Sonne. 
Were in Arabia,and thy Tribe before him, 

His good Sword in his hand, . 

Sicin. Whatthen? 2 VF wath 

Virg.W hat then? Hee’ld make an end of thy pofterity 

Volum. Baftards,and all, : 
Good man, the Wounds that he does beare for Rom! 

Menen. Come,come,peace. 
Sicin. Twould he had continued to his County 
As he began, and not vnknit himfelfe 
The Noble knot he made, - 
Bra. I would he had. bles 
Volum. 1 would he had ?’ Twas you incenft the sab: 
Cats, that can indge as fitly of his worth, 
AsIcan of thofe Myfteries which heauen 
Will not haue earth to know. 
Brut. Pray let’s go. 
Volum. Now pray fir get you gone, 


“"} 





| 


You haue done a brane deede : Ere you go, heare this: 
As farre as doth the Capitoll exceede 
The meaneft houfe in Rome;fo farremy Sonne 


This 





The Tragedie of Goriolaniis. : BE 


This Ladies Husband heeve ; this ( do'you fee) 
Whom you haue banith’d;does exceed you'all, 
Bru. Welljwell, weellestie you. ‘ 
Sicin. Why flay weto'be baited’ 
-] With one that wants her Wits. Exit Tribunes. 
Volum.) Take my Prayers with you. 
| {would the Gods had nothing elfe todo, 
putco confirme my Curfles. Contd Imecte’em 
But once a day, it would ynclogge my heart 
Ofwhatlyesheauy too’s, 
CMene. Youhauetoldithem home, 
And by my:troth you hanescanfe + you'l Sap with me. 
Volum. Angers my:Meate I fuppe vpon my felfe, 
And fo fhall Rerire with Feeding : Come,let’s go, 
Leaue this faint-puling, and lament as I ree 
In Anger ,2éno-hke : :Come,; eaten oi Exeunt 


Mexe. | Fie; fie, fies tig! ri pci Exit, || 


Entér a Roman, and aVolcé) XC 


Rom, Lknow you well fir, and you know mee: your 


name I thinke is Adrian. . 

Volce. Jc is fo fir, truly I haue forgot you. 

Rom. Tama Roman, ‘and my Seruices areas you are, 
apaintt’em, Know Ady meiyer. 

| Volce. .Nicanor : to 

Rom. The fame ft: ® 

Volce.. Youhad more Beard a T laf fw you, but 

your Fauouris well appeat’d-by your Tongue, What's 

the Newesin Rome : I hauea Note fromthe Volcean 
| ftate to finde yououtthere. You haue well faued meea 
dayes iourney. * 

Rom. There hath beene in Rome ftraunge Infurrecti- 
ons: The people, againft the Senatours, Patricians, and 

|Nobles. 

1 Vol. Hath bins is it éwded then? Our Seate thinks not 
fo, they are ina moft warlike preparation,& hope to com 
vpon them, in the heate of their dinifion 

Rom The maine blaze of itis paft, bur a fmall thing 
would make it flame againe. For the Nobles receyuelo 

| to heart, che Banifhment ofthat worthy Coriolanus, that 

| they ar¢ ina ripe aptneffe, to take al power from the peo- 

{ple, andtoplucke fromthem their Tribunes for ener, 

|| Thislyes glowing T cantell you,andis almoft mature for 

|she violent breaking our. 

Vol. Coriolanus Banithee ? 

Rom. Banith'd fir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this fee Aga Ni. 
canor, 

Rom, Theday fetiaee well for them now. Thaue heafd 

it faide, ‘the fitreft time to corrupra mans Wife, is when 
fhee’s falne out with herHusband. Your Noble Tailas 
Anfidius well appeare well in'thefe Warres, his great 

| Oppofer Coriolanees being new inno — of his conn- 
| trey. 

Volce, Hetannot cheated Tam moft rarteiBa ES thus. 
accidentally to encounter you,’ You have’ ended my Ba- 
finefe, and: will merrily accompany you home. 

Len, { thall betweene this and Supper, tell you mon | 
ftrange things from Rome}! ial tending tothe good of | 
their Aduerfaties, Haue youan Army ready fay-you? 

Vol. K mot Royallong ‘The Centtitions,; and dueir | 
charees diftinlly billétted already in’th’ isipiatagS 
andtobe on foot at an houres warning, : 
 Romed am ioy full’ 6 hearé of their réadineffe, ind am | 
theman] thiake, that fhatl fetthem 16 prefeit Action. 30 | 

| fir shéartily'well met, and mat glad of your Company. 

1° Poke, Noritake iniyipare ‘femme fir; Thane che: wate | 


— en 


catife to be glad of yeure, 


Rom, Well, let #520 eipethen, WORE: SEebint. 
Enter Coviolants in meane Apparrelt, Dif 
Tira She ANA oonGiiee 
Corio. A soul. City isthis Yutinm. Citry>® 
Tis that made thy Widdowes: Maayan hey re 
Of thefe faire Edifices fore my Warres 
Haue I heard groane,and drop* Then know me net,” 
Leaft that thy Wiues with Spitsand Boyes with Rohes : 
In puny Bartell flay me. Sine you fir. 
Enter a Citizen. ss x 
Cit. And yous? 7 eyes 
Corio, Direct imesifit' ic) your will, where: great Auf 


> 


| fidies lies : 1s hein Axtinm?”* 


Cir. Heis, and Bealts che Ne bles of the! state, at His 
houfe this’ hight, i ; 
Corio, Whi chis his niga jbefeech ine 9 3 ae 
Cit.’ This heefe before pots: +e 
Corio: Thanke you fir, farewell. gals ‘onan 
Ob World, thy flippery rurhe® lPriend 3 ndw faft fworn, 
Whofe double bolomes feeines'to wedteohe heast;™ 
Whofe Honres, whofe Bed whofe Meale’and Fuercife 
Are full rogether : who T win (as "twere jin Tout, 
Vifeparable, fhall within this i houre, 3 
Ona diffention ofa Doir, breake out O° | 
To bittereft Enmity :'So *tellelt Foes 
Wohofe Paffions, and whofe Plots haue uidoRe’ thele Aeep. 
Totake the one the other, by fome charice, 
Someétricke not worth an Epee fhall’ grow ‘deere friends’ 
And inter-ioyne their yMies- $6 dich: me, ' 
My Birth-place haue i, and my Toues ¥pon 
This Enemie Towne: Ile enter, ifhe flay me‘ 
He does faire Tuftice: ifhe gine me way, ia 
Ile dohis Country Service. -  : Exit. 
Muficke playesi Enter a Seruingman, } 
“Ser, Wine, Witte; Wine What fernice'is heere: ? I 
thinke our Fellowes'ate ‘afleepe. bia 
Enter aifother Sevvingmin,: 
2 Ser: Whiere’s Cot: tny M, cals fot him: Cotzes. Exit 
Evter Covsolenns, tae 
Corio, A goodly Froafes) wee 
The Feaft finels well sbat T'appearenor Reece 
Enter the fir Serwing aay fe ie ; 
1 Ser, What would you haue Friend whence are yeti 
pec sno place for you : Pie's eotothe doore? Frit 
Corio.f haved deferu'd no better entertaitinent,in bea 
ing Cor solanus. "Enter fecond Serdant. 

2 Ser, Whencéaré yili 6 Ha’s the Porter his eyes in. 
his head, tiathegiues entrance to fuich | Companions = 
Pray ger yowout, © U's i 

Corio, Away!” THF 2307 ¥ MHC A Tos 

2 Ser.’ Away? Get Potraway. 8 

Corio. Now thart troublefome! ©) 29% 9 hala) 4 

2Ser, Are you fo brave: Hehaue vital vente anion 

‘Enter 3 Seruikgman, they mects him. WOlG 

3 What Felowes thie?“ i 

1 A ftrarige one as etter Llook’d onl: I cannot get hien 
out o’th’houle: ‘Prythee éall my Mafter to him. 
ie wire haue You'te do here fellow? Pray you auoid 
the houfe.’ : 

Corio.’ ‘Bet me bur aan sl will not hire yourHarth. 

3 Whacareyou? 

Corio. A Gentleman. 

3 A‘mEtTllous poorcone, 
Corio. True,fo lam: 


“3 Pray you poore eG RETni.talde ve fome Sue fta- 


shah ea ition, . 
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tion: Heere’s no place for you, pray, you auoid: Come. 
.. Corio, Follow yourfugGion,go,and batten on colde 
bits. Aq Se es. a eP alhes. lots aryay from hin. 
f 3 What you willnot? Pyytheesell my Maifte: what 
{ a Grange Gueit heha’sheere., vibose A . 
~ 2 Andi fhall.... ot, Exit fecond Seruingman, 
3. Where dwelt thou? cic) s-30ib Tae - 
Corio... Vaderthe Canopy... , bers 
J .3.. Vader the Ganopy.? > sier 25 
“ Corio. tT; E HoOvsune of 

3 Where's thae?: acta Suet 

Corio. Ith City of Kites and Crowes,.- ' 
o.n3- Pth City of Kites and Crowes.2.Whatan Affe itis, 
then thou dwel’ft with Dawestao? 
| ,Gario., No, Lferuenor thy Mafter, 9. 01) 

3 How fir? Do you meddle with my Mafter? 

Corio. 1,vis an.honefter fervice, then to meddle with 
thy Miftris : Thou prat’ft,and prat'ft, feruc with thy tren- 
cher; Hence. iSaiasat a Beats bias away 
oy Buter Auffidins with the Serningman. .; 


+ 


"Auf, Whgeeis this Fellow? -.. 

am Here fitgide haue beaten himlike adogge, but for 
difturbing the Lords wichin.. Eee 

1 Auf.Whence cam thou? What wold Thy name? 

| Why {peak’tt not? Speake man: What’s thy name ? 

4 Corio. If Tullus notyerthou know’ft me,.and feeing 


mands mename.my felfe, . - 

4 faf. Whatisthy names , 16 

| Corio. Anamevamubcallcothe Volcians cares,| 

¥ And harfh in found to thine. 

| Auf. Say,what's thy name? 

{ Thow haft a Grim.apparance, and thy Face 

| Beares a Command in't : Though thy Tackles torne, 

| Thou fhew’htaNobleVeffell: What's thy name ? 

- <Corio,' Prepate thy brow to trawne:kaowft }.me yet? 

Auf, 1 know thee not 2. Thy Name? 

| Corio. My nameis.Caius -Alartins, who hath done 
Torthee particularly, andcoall the Volces « 

‘| Great hurt and Mifchiefe ;, thereto witnefle may 

| My Surname Corielaeus. The painfull Seruice, 

| The exzreme Dangersand the droppes of Blood 

| Shed for my thankleffe Country,arc requitted : 

‘[Bat with chat Surname, agood memoric . 

‘| And wienefic ofthe Maliceand Difpleafure |... 

| Which thou:fhould ft beare me,ouly thac name semains, 

| The Cruelty.and Enuy.of the peeple, 

‘| Permitted. by. onr.daftard Nobles,who., 

Haue all forfookerme, bath deuour’dthereft: "1 

t And fuffer'd me by th’voyce of Slaues to be, .,. 

f Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity,» , 

} Hath brought me to thy,Harth, nor out of Hope. 

4 (Miftake menot) to faue my hifesforif 7 

j dehad fearadeaph,ofalliche Meni'th’World. _ 


I would hati: aoided thee. But in.meere fpight 
To be full at shoe my Banifhers, (51 ae) 


| A heart of weeakeinehee, that wiltrenenge 


-Lhine ewne particular wrongs, and {top thofe maimes 


And make my mifery feruechy turnes So vfeit, 
4 That my reuengefull Seruices may proue,.. 5.4 y 
| AsBenefirstothee. ForTwillfight 705°) ac 
Againit my Cankred Countrey, with the Spleene, 

Ofallthe vnder Fiends. Butiffobe, 5)... 


Fhou dar’ nos this, and that to-proue more Fortunes 


{.mesdoft novthinke me forthe man Iam, neceffitie com- | 


| Orrudely vific chem in parts remote,! 


| Say,yeatothydefires.. A thoufand welcomes, 





- Of (hameé feene through thy Country, {peed thee ftraight’ 
/ ‘a falfe reportof him. .~ 5 
| finger and his thumbe,as one would fet vp ieee)” 


‘| anim. He had firjakinde of face me thought, J bai 


Th’art tyr’d,thenina word, talfoam . |. 
Longer toliue moft.wearievandprefent,. , 
My throat to thee, and co thy Ancient Malice. 
Which not to cur,would thew thee bura Foole 
Since I haue ever followed thee with hate, it 
Drawne Tunnes of Blaod out of thy Counttiesby ft 
And cannot liue but to. thy fhame, vnleffe “ 
It be to dothee feruice. 

Auf. Oh Martius, Martim;).. - »- } 
Each word thou haft {poke, hath weeded from h 
Aroote of Ancient Enuy, IfIupiter, ae a 
Should from yond clowd {peake diuine things 
And fay ’tis true; I’'denot beleeue them more 
Then thee all-Noble AZartina Let me twine 
Mine armes about that body;whereagaing 
My grained Afb an hundred times hath broke 
And fcarr’d the Moone with {plinters : heere Idee 
The Anuile of my Swotd, and.do conteft , 
As hotly,and as Nobly with thy Loue, 
As euer in Ambitious ftrength, I did 
Contend againft thy Valour. Know thoufirh, . 
Tlow’d the Maid I married ; never man 
Sigh’d truer breath. Butthat I fee thee heere 
Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 
Then when I fir my wedded Mifitis faw 
Beftride my Threfhold, Why, thou Mars Ttéll thee, | 
We haue a Power on foote ; and J had purpole 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawne, 
Or loofe mine Arme for’t : Thou haft beage mee ou 
Twelue feuerall times,and I haue nightly fince 
Dreatt of encounters twixt thy felfe and me: 
We haue beene downe together in my fieepe, 
Vobuckling Helmes,fifting each others Throat, 
And wak’d halfe dead with nothing, Worthy Martim, | 
Had we no other quarrell elfe to Rome, butthat 
Thou art thence Banifh’d, we would mufter all 
From twelue,to feuentie ; and powring Warte 
into the bowels of yngratefull Rome, 

Like a bold Flood o’re-beare.. Ohcome,goin, 
And take our Friendly Senators by’th’hands 
Who.now areheere, taking their leaues of met, 
Who am prepardagainft your Territories, 
Though not for Rome it felfe. 

Corio, You bleffe me Gods, Aoxts,J 3 

Auf. Therefore moft abfolute Sir,ifrhou wilt haue 
The leading of thineowne Reuenges, take 
Th’onc halfe of my Commiffion,and fet downe 
\As.beft shou art experienc’d,fince thouknow®t « 
Thy Countries ftrengeh and weakneffe, thine cet ni? 
Whether toknocke againft che Gates of Rome, 









Tofnght them,ere deftroy. But comein, 
Let me commend thee firft, to thofe that fhall 


And moreaFriend,thenereanEnemic, 9 me 
Yet Martins thar was much. Your hand: moft pag 


. Enter two a she Sersiingmee ai 

1 Heere'saftvangealreration? © 0 

2, By my hand, Thad tho ghrrohaue ftroken pe : 
a Cudgell,and yet my,tninde gaue me, his eloat 


cot ne seOl 
hry te with his 
. 1 What.an-Arme he has, he turn'dme about with 


2, Nay, Dknew by his face that there was f 


i 
i 
4 
} 
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tell how to tearme it. 3 
1 Hehad fo,looking:as it were, would I'were hang’d 
put Pthought there was. morein hirn,then I could think. 
2 Sodid I,lle be fworne: Hqis fimply therareft man 
ith'world. 
1 Ithinkeheis: but a-greater-foldier then he,» °~ 
You wotene. © 
4 Whomy Mafter ? ¥ 
1 Nay, it's nomatcerfor thar.’ ’ 
e¢ Worth fix on him. Zi rf 
1 Nay notfoneithers*but T rake him to be the greater 
Souldiour. 15 OVY steht 
2 Faith looke you, one cannor tell how toifay that:for 
‘the Defence of a Towne, our Generall is excellent, 
1 Ipand for anaffault too. posed 
Enter the third Seruingmag. : > 
3 Oh Slaues, I can tell you Newes, News you Rafcals 
Both. Whar, what,whar? Let’s parcake,-< oy: 
3 Iwouldnot’bea Roman of all Nations; i had as 
liue be a condemn’d man, — sof tits 
Both. Wherefore? Wherefore ? 
Why here's he that was‘wont to thwacke our Ge- 
‘\nerall, Cains Martins, 
1 Why doyoufay, thwacke our General ? 
3 Idonotfay thwacke our Generall, but he was al- 
wayes good enough for him 
2 Come weare fellowes and friends : he was eucr too 
hard for him, I have heard him fay fo himfelfe. 
| 1 Hewastoochard for himdiredly, to fay the Troth 
jon’ before Corioles; he fcorcht himn,and notcht him like a 
Carbinado. 


2 And hee had bin Cannibally giuen, hee might have’ 


$s! 
boyld and eaten him too, 


1 But moreof thy Newes. |: : 

3 Why heis fo made on heere within, as if hee were 
Son and Heire to Mars, fet at vpper end o’ch’Table : No 
queftion askt him: by any of theSenacors, but they ftand 
bald before him. Our General! himfelfe makesa Miftris 
ofhim, Sanétifies himfelfe with’s band, and curnes vp the 
white o’th’eye to his Difcourfe. But fhe bottome of the 
Newes is, our Generall is cut i’th’middle,& but one halfe 
of what he was yefterday, Forthe other ha’s halfe,. by 
the intreaty and graunt ofthe whole Table. Hee’l gobe 

| fayes,and fole the Porterof Rome Gates by th’eares. He 
Will mowe alldownebeforehim, and leauehis paflage 
poul’d, 

2 Andhe'sas like to do’t,as any man can imagine. 

3 Doo’t? he willdoo't : for look you fir,he has. as ma- 

| ty Friends as Enemies: which Friends fir as it were,durft 
not (looke you fir) fhew themfelues (as we termeit) his 
Friends, whileft he’s in Dire@ticude, 

1 Direétitude? What's that ? . 

3 Buc when they fhall {ee fir,his Creft vp againe,and 
the man in blood, they will out of their Burroughes(like 
Conies afterRaine)and revell all with him. 

1 But when goes thisforward: 

3, Te morrow, today, prefently, youfhall haue the 

tum flrooke vp this afternoone : Tis as it were.a parcel 
oftheir Feaft,and:to be executed ete they wipe their lips, 

2 Why then wee fhall hauve.a ftirring Wiorldagaine : 

his peace is nothing, but to ruft Ironyencreafe Taylors, 
and breed Ballad-makers. 

t Leeme haue Warreifay I, it exceeds peaceas farre 
as day do’s night: It’s fprightly walking audible, and ‘fall 
of Veut, Peace, is avery Apoplexy, Lethargie,mull’d, 
deafe, fleepe, infenfible, a-getter of more baftard. Chil- 


eel 


dren, then warres a deftroyer of mene é 
2 ’Tis fo, andas.warres in fome fore may be faide-to 


- be aRauifher, foit cannorbe denied, bur peace is agreat 
_ maker of Cuckolds. 


1 I,and it makes men hate one another. 
3 Reafon,becaufe they then leffe neede.one another =|: 


_ The Warres formy money, Thope'to fee Romanes as} 


cheapeas Volcians. They arerifing,they are rifing. 
Both. In, in,in, in. 1: Exeunt 
Enter the two Tribunes,Sicinius,ana Bratns. 
Sicia, We heare not of him;neither need we fear him, 
His remedies are tame, the prefent peace, ‘O 
And quietneffe of the people, which before 
Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Friends 
Bluth, that the world goes well: who rather had, 
Though they themfelues did fuffer by’t, behold 
Diffentious numbers peftring ftreets, then fee 
Our Tradefmen finging in their fhops,and going 
About their Functions friendly. 
Exter (Menenius. ° ey 
Bra. We ftood too’t in good time. Is this AZenenimap 
Sicin, Tis he, tis he :O he is grown moft kindoflate: 
Haile Sir. Mexe. Haileto you beth. f 
Sicin. Your Coriolanus isnot much mift; bus with his 
Friends : the Commonwealth doth ftand, and fowould 
do,were he more angry at it. 3] ‘ 
Mene. All's well, and might haue bene much berter, 
ifhe could haue temporiz’d, | s 
Sicing Whereis he,heare.you ? 
Mene. Nay Theare nothing : 
Hig Mother and his wife, heare nothing from him. 
Enter three or foure Citizens. 
All. The Gods preferue you both. 
Sicm. Gooden our Neighbours, 
Bru. Gooden to you all,gooden to you all. 
1 Our feloes,our wiues,and children, on our knees; 
Are bound to pray for you both, 
Siin. Liue,and thrive: 
Bru, Farewell Kinde Brighhows 
We witht Coriolanus had loud you as we did. 
All. Now the Gods keepe you, 
Both Tri. Farewell,farewell. Exennt Citizens | 
Sicin. This isahappier ancmore comely time, 
Then when thefe Fellowes ran about the ftreets, 
Crying Confufion. 
Bru. Caius Martins was 
A worthy Officer ich’ Warre, but Infolene, 
O’recome with Pride, Ambitious,paft all thinking 
Selfe-louing.; 
Sicin, And affeGing one fole Throne, without affifiace 
(Mene, I thinke not fo. : 
Sicia. ‘We fhould by this,to all our Latnention, 
Ifhe had gone forth Confull,found it fo. 
Bru. The Gods have well preuented it,and Rome 
Sits fafe and fill, withouchim. 
Enter aneAdile. 
eAdile. Worthy Tribunes, ; 
There isa Slaue whom we haue putin prifon, , 
Reports the Volces with two feuerall Powers. 
Are eniredinthe Roman Territories, 
And with the deepeft malice of the Warre, 
Deftroy, whatlies before’em, 
Mene, Tis Auffidius, 
Who heating of our Martins Banifhment, 
Thruftsforth his hornes againe into the world 
Which were In-fhell’d,when Afartins ftood for Rome, 










































































nd durft not once peepe out. 
_ - Sicin, Come,what talke you of CMartine.. . 

Bra. Go fee this Rumorer whipt, it cannot be, 
The Volces dare breake with vs. 
 Mene. Cannotbe? > fet si 
Wehaue Record, that very wellitcany =~ 
‘And three examples of thelike, hath beene 
‘Within my Age. But reafon with the fellow 
Before you punifh him, where he heard this, 
Leaft you fhall chance to whip your Information, 
And beatéthe Meffenger;who bids beware 
‘Of whatis to be dreadedv 2) ete 
t Sicin, Tellnot me: I know this cannotbe, 
Bra. Not poffible. 

0 Entera Meffenger. 


: 











All to the Senate-houfe: fome newes is comming 
That turnes their Countenances, 
Sicin, "Tis this Slave >” 
Go whip him fore the peoples eyes : His raifing, 
Nothing but his report. 
Mef, Yes worthy Sir, 
The Slaues report is feconded,and more 
Mote fearfull is deliuer'd. 
Sicin. What more fearefull? . 
Mef, Iris {poke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that A4fartius 
Toyn’d with Auffidius, leads a power ’gainft Rome, 
} And vowes Reuenge as fpacious, as betweene 
The yong’ ft and oldeft thing, 
| Sicin, This ismoft likely. ‘ 
Bru. Rais’donely,that the weaker fort may wifh 
| Good Martius home againe. . 
Sicis, The very tricke on’e, 
Mene. Thisis vohikely, 
_ || Hesand Aufidius can no more attone- 
‘| Then violent ft Contrariety. 
Enter Meffenger, 
| Def: You are fent for to the Senate: 
. [A fearefull Army, led by Cains Adartins, 
| Affociated with Auffidins, Rages 
Vpon our Tertitories,and have already 
O're-borne their way, confum'd with fire,and tooke 
What lay before them. / 
Enter Cominius. 
Com. Oh youhauc made good worke, 
Mene. Whatnewes? What newes? 


To melt the Citty Leades vpon your pates,' 
To fee your Wiues difhonour'd to your Nofes. 
‘| Afene. What's the newes? What's the newes? 
Com. Your Temples burned in their Cimentr, and 
Your Franchifes, whereon you ftood, confin’d 
| Into an-Augors boare. 
Mene, Pray now,your Newes: 


| 1f Adartins Should be ioyn’d with Volceans. 
Const If? Heis their God, he leads them like’ thing 
Made by fome other Deity then Nature, 
That fhapes man Better : andthey follow him 
Againft vs Brats, with no leffe Confidence, 
Then Boyes purfuing Summer Butter-flies, 
O: Butchers killing Flyes. 

ene. You haue made good worke, 
You and your Apron men: you,that ftood fo much 
Vpon the voyceof occupation, and . 


The Trageilic of Coriblannis. 





- |}! Yowhaue made faire worke,..... = 


Mef, The Nobles in great earneftneffe are going 


- Com.You haue holp to rauifh your owne daughters, & 


You haue made faire worke I feare me : pray your newes, 


~The breath of Garlicke-eaters. |... 
‘Com. Hee'l'fhake your Romeabout | 
-Mene. As Hereules did fhake down 














yout cares, 
© Mellow Fruit 
Brat. Bur is this true fir? ne 
Com, J,andyou'l looke pale = 9» : 2js. 
| Before you finde it other. All the Regions 
Do fmilingly Reuolt, and who refifts’ 4... 
Are mock’d for valiant Ignorarice, +s. > of, 
And perith conftant Fooles: who is’t can blame hj | 
Your Enemies and his, finde fomethingin him 1 
Mene. Weareall vndone, vnleffe pat 
The Nobleimanhaue mercy. 5 veyedoc doy | 
Com.: Who fhall aske it? 107 elinsone uel 
The Tribunes cannot doo’t for fhame:s the people 7. 
Deferue fuch pitty ofhim, asthe Wolfe * | 
Doe’s of the Shepheards.: For his belt Friends, ifthe 
Should fay be goodto Rome, they charg’d hide 
Asthofe thonkd do that had deferw’dhishate, .. 
And therein fhew’d like Enemies. hey éaetiel 
CMe, Tis true, ifhe were putting to myhoufethe brand 
That fhould confumeit,] haue not the face. 
To fay, befeech youceafe. You hate made faire hands, 
Youand your Crafts,you haue crafted faire, 
Com. You haue brought lage 
A Trembling vpon Rome, fuch as was neuer 
S'incapeable of helpe. boa 


Hy u) 
Butte | 
} 


Tri. Say not, we brought itso. 9001)» 

Mene: How? Was't we? We lou'dhim, » 
But like Beafts, and Cowardly Nobles, 
Gaue way vnto your Clufters, who did hoore 
Him out o’th City, 9 yo” 

(om, Burl feare s ichigo tes hie flea 
They'lroare him in againe. Twllus Anffidiny 
The fecond name of men, obeyes his pointe 
Asif he were his Officer: Defperation, 

Isall the Policy, Strength,and Defence. | 
That Rome canmake againft them, b) 
Enter a Troope of Citizens 

Mene. Heere come the Clufters.: 
And is Aaffidins with him? You are they 
That made the Ayre vnwholfome, when you oath ilar} 
Your ftinking, greafie Caps,in hooting i ant 
At Corislanus Exile, Now he’s comming,} °°)" 
And not ahaire vpon a Souldiers head ne 
Which will not proue a whip: As many Coxcombes 
As you threw Caps vp,will he rumbledowne,: 9 ¢ 

And pay you for your voyces, “Tisnomattety "| 
Ifhe could burue vs.all into oue coale, name 
Wehaue deferu'dit. 

Omues. Faith,we heare fearfull Newes 

1 Cit. For mine owne part, i4ak 
When I faid banifh him, I {aid *cwas pitty. 

2 And fodidI. C ae 

3 And fo did I: and to fay thetruth, fo did bap! 
ny of vs, that we did we did for the beft,and though 
willingly confented to his Banifhment,yet!t wasagit 
{ our will. : 

Com. Y’are goodly things,you Voyces. 
mene. Youhaue made good worke | 
You and your cry. Shal’stotheCapitoll? hak 

Com. ObI,what elfe2 i“ 
Sicia Go Matters get you home,benot dine 
Thefe area Side, that would be gladto haue mh 
This true,which they fo feeme to feare-, Gohome = 
And fhewno figne of Feare. oe 
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i (it. TheGods bee godd'to vs: Come Mafterslet’s 
home, 1 cuct faid we were ith wrong, when we banifh’d 
Lie So did weall, But come, let's home.. Exit Cit. 

Bra. 1 donot like this Newes. ; 

Sicin, Norl, 

Bre, Let’s to the Capitoll: would halfe my wealth 
Would buy this foralye. 

Sicis. Pray let's go. Exeunt Tribunes. 

Ester Auffidins with bis Lieutenant, 

Auf. Do they ftill flye to’th’ Roman? 

Lied. 1 do not know what Witcheraft’sin him : but 
Your Soldiers vfe him as the Grace “fore meate, 

Their talke at Fable, and their Thankes at end, 
And you are darkned in this action Sir, 
Buen by your owne: 
Auf. 1 cannot helpe itnow, 
Valeffe by ving meanes I lame the foote 
Ofour defigne. He beares himfelfe more proudlier, 
Buentomy perfon, then I thought he would 
When firft did embrace him, Yet his Nature 
Inthat’s no Changeling, and I muft excufe 
What cannot be amended. 

‘Lied. Yer I withSir, 
| (Imeane for your particular) you had not 
Joyn’d in Commiffion with him : but either baue borne 
The aétion of your felfe, or elfeto him,had left it foly. 

e4uf. 1 vnderftand thee well,and be thou fure 
When he thall come to his account,he knowes not 
What T can vrge againft him, alchough it feemes 
And {6 he thinkes, and is no leffe apparant 
Toith’vulgar eye, that he beares all things fairely : 
And fhewes good Husbandry for the Volcian State, 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atcheeue as foone 
Asdraw his Sword : yethe hath left vndone 
That which fhall breake his necke, or hazard mine, 
When ere we come to our account. 

Lien. Sir, 1 beieech you, think you he’l carry Rote? 
_ Asf. All places yeelds to him ere he fits downe, 
And theiNobility of Rome are his : 

The Senators and Patricians loue him too: 

The Tribunes are no Soldiers : and their people 
Will beas rath in the repeale, as hafty 

Toexpell him thence. I thinke hee’l be toRome 
Asis the Afpray to the Fifh,who takes it 

By Soueraignty of Nature, Fir(t, he was 

A Noble feruant to them, but he could noe 
Carty his Honors eeuen : whether ’was Pride 
Which out of dayly Fortune euer taints 

The happy man; whether detect of iudgement, 
To faile in the difpofing of thofe'chances 

Which he was Lord of ; or whether Nature, 

otto be other then one thing, not moouing 
Fromth’Caske to th'Cufhion : but commanding peace 
Euen with the fame aufterity and garbe, 
Ashecontroll’d the warre. But one of chefe 
(Ashe hath fpices of them all) not all, 

For] dare fo farre free him, made him fear’d, 

Sohated, and fo banifh’d: but he ha’s a Merit 
ochoake it in the vet’rance: So our Vertue, 

Lie inith'ineerpretation of the time, 

And power vnto it felfe moft commendable, 

Hath hot a Tombe fo evident as aChaire 

Textoll whatit hath done, 

One fire drives owt one fire; one Naile,one Nailes 


Rights by rights fouler, ftrengths by firerigths do faile. 


Come let’s away: when Cains Romeis thine, 
Thou art poor’ft of all; then fhortly are thou mine.exesnt 


Aélus Quintus. 


Enter Menenius,Comsinius, Sicinius Brutus , 
the two Tribanes,with others. 

Menen. No, Ile not go: you heare what he hath faid 
Which was fometime his Generall : who loued him 
Inamoft deere particular. He call’d me Father ; 

But what o that ?Go you that banifh’d him 
A Mile before his Tent, fall downe,and knee 
The way. into his merey : Nay,if he coy'd 

To heare Comsinius {peake, Ile keepe at home. 

Con. He would not feemeto know me. 

Menen, Do youheare? 

Com, Yet one time he did call me by my name ¢ 
I vrg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we hauebledtogether. Coriolanus 
He would not anfwertvo: Forbad all Names, 

He was a kinde of Nothing, Titlelefle, 
Tillhe had forg’d himfelfe aname a’ch’fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Menen. Why fo : you haue made good worke: 
A paire of Tribunes, that have wrack’d for Rome, 
To make Coales cheape : A Noble memory. 

Com. I minded him, how Royall *twas to pardon 
When it was leffe expected. Hereplyed 
It was a bare petition ofa Stare 
To one whom they had punifh’d. 

Menen, Very well, could he fay leffe. 

Com. | offered to awaken his regard 


_ For’s priuate Friends. His anfwer to me was 


He could not ftay to picke them, in apile 
Of noyfome mufly Chaffe. He faid, ‘twas folly 
For one poore graine or two, to leaue ynburne 
And ftill to nofe th’offence, | 
denen, For one poore graine or two? 
Tam one of thofe : his Mother, Wife,his Childe, 
Asd this braue Fellow too: we are the Graines, 
You are the mufty Chaffe,and youare {mele - 
Abouethe Moone. We mutt be burnt for you. 
Sicin. Nay,pray be patient: If you refule your ayde 
In this fo never-needed helpe, yet donot ; 
Vpbraid’s with our diftreffe, But fure if you 
Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 
More then the inftant Armie we can make © | 
Might ftop our Countryman, 
(Mene, No: Ile not meddle, 
Sicin. Pray you goto him. 
Méene. What fhouldI do? 
Br, Onely make triall what your Loue can do, 
For Rome,towards Martius, 
(Mene. Well,and fay that Afartins returne mee, 
As ( onsieins is recurn’d, vnheard: what then ? 
But as a difcontented Friend, ereefe-fhot 
With his vnkindneffe. Say’t be fo ? 
Sicin, Yet your good will 
Muft hauethac thankes from Rome,after the meafure 
As you intended well, 
Mene. Ne vndertak’t : 
Ithinke heel heareme. Yet tobitehislip, 
And humme at good Comsinins, much ynhearts mee. 
ce : ieee 
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| Wepowt vponthe Morning, are vnapt 

\ Togiueor to forgiue; but when we haue Ruff 

| Thefe Pipes,and thefe Conueyances of our blood 

| With Wine and Feeding, we have fuppler Scules 

Then in our Prieft-like Fafts: therefore He watch him 
Tillhe be dieted to my requeft, 

{ And then Ile fet vpon him, 

Bru. You know the very rode into his kindnefle, 
1 And cannot lofe your way. : 

Mene, Good faith Ile proue him, 

Speed how it will. I hall erelong,haue knowledge 
| Of my fucceffe. Exit. 
_ Com. Hee'lneuer heare him, 

Sicin, Not. 

Com. tell you,he doe’s fit in Gold, his eye 
| Red as *twould burac Rome: and his Iniury 
| The Gaoler te his pitty. 1 kneel’d before him, 
| Twas very faintly he faid Rife: difmift me 
Thus with his fpeechlefle hand. What he would do 
4 He fent in writing after me : what he would nor, 

} Bound with an Oath to yeeld to his conditions: 
1 So that all hope is vaine,voleffe his Noble Mother, 
} And his Wife, who (as I heare) meane to folicite him 
-| For mercy to his Countrey : therefore let’s hence, 
| And with our faire intreaties haft them on: 
ig Enter Menenius tothe Watch or Guard. 
1.Wat, Stay: wheuce are you, 
@.War. Stand,and go backe. 
Me.You guard like men, tis well,But by yourleaue, | 
Iam an Officer of State, & come to {peak with Coriolanss 
1 From whence ? Mens, From Rome. 
1 You may not paffe,you muft returne : ous Generall 
will no more heare from thence. 

2 You'l feeyour Rome embrac’d with fire, before 
You'l {peake with Corielanus. 

Mene,. Good my Friends, 

If you haue heard your Generall talke of Rome, 
And ofhis Friends there, itis Lots to Blankes, 
My name hath touch’ your eares: itis Adeneninss 
1 Beit fo.go backithe vertue of your name, 
Isnot heere paffable. 
|. Mene, Itell thee Fellow, 
4 Thy Generailis my Louer : I haue beene 
The booke ofhis good Acts, whence men haue read 
His Fame vnparslell’d, happely amplified : 
For I haue euer-verified my Friends, 
4 (Of whom hee’s cheefe) with all the fize that verity 
Would without lapfing fuffer; Nay,fometimes, 
Like to a Bowle vpon a fubtle ground 
Lhaue tumbled paft the throw ; and inhis praife 
Hane (almoft)(tampt the Leafing. Therefore Fellow, 
I muft haue leaue to paffe. 

1 FaithSir,if you had told as many lies in his behalfe, 
as you haue vetered words in your owne, you fhould not 
paffe heere : no, though it were as vertuous to lye, as to 
liue chaftly, Therefore go backe. 

Men.Prythce fellow.remember my name is Mexenine, 
alwayes factionary on the party of yourGenerall. 

2 Howfoeuer you haue bin his Lier, as you fay you 
haue, Pam one that telling true vnder him, muft fay you 
cannot paffe. Therefore go backe, 

Mene, Ha’s he din’d can’ft thou tell? For I would not 
fpeake with him, till afterdinner, 

x You area Roman,are you? 


* 


Exeunt 


v4 


OW are 


and pardon, bs 
Mene. Sirra, if thy Captaine knew] wereheere, 
He would v{e me with eftimation. ae 
1 Come, my Captaine knowes younot, 
Mene. Imeane thy Generall, 
1 My Generall cares not for you,’ Back If 90: leat 


Ilet forth your halfe pinte of blood, Backe,that’sthey 


moft of your hauing, backe. 
Mene, Nay but Fellow,Fellow. we 
Enter Cortolanus with eAuffidins, 
Corio. What's the matter 2 ; 


Corio, Away. 
Mene. How? Away ? 
Corio, Wife, Mother, Child, 1 know not, My-fiits 
Are Seruantedto others; Though I owe . 
My Reuenge properly, my remiffion lies 
In Volcean brefts. That we haue beene familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulneffe fhall poifon rather 
Then pitty ; Note how much, therefore be gone. 
Mine cares againft your fuites, are Rtronget then 
Your gates againft my force, YerforI louedthet, 
Take this along, I writ ic for thy fake, 
And would haue fent it. Another word AZenentity 
I will not heare thee fpeake. This man Auffidins 
Was my belou'd in Rome: yetthou behold’, 
Anffid. You keepe aconftant temper. 
Manet the Guard and Meneninte 
1 Now fir, is yourname AMfenenin? 
2 Tis afpell you fee of much power: 
You know the way home againe. 
1 Doyou hearehow wee are fhent for 
greatneffe backe ? 
2 What caufe do youthinke I haue to fwoon nal 
Menen. J neither care for th’'world, nor your fis att 
for fuch things asyou, I can fcatfe chinke ther $7 aN 
fo flight. Hethat hatha willro die by himéfelfe, 1¢8 iW 


keeping 
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got from another: Let your General! do his worft. For 

qu, bee that you are,ilong; and your mifery encreafe 

with your age. I fay to you,as I was faidto, Away.Exit 
1 ANoble Fellow I warrant him. 

4 The worthy Fellow is our General.He’s the Rock, 
The Oake not to be winde-fhaken. Exit Watch, 
Enter Coriolanus and Auffidius. 

Corio. We will before the walls of Rome to morrow 
serdowne our Hoaft. My partner in this AGion, 
You muft report to th’Volcian Lords, how plainly 
{have borne this Bufineffe. 

Avf, Onely their ends you haue refpected, 

Soptyour ares againft the generall fuite of Rome : 
Neuer admitted a privat whifper,nonot with fuch frends 
That thought them fure of you, 

Corio. This laft old man, 

Whom with a crack’d heart I haue fent to Rome, 

Lou'd me, aboue the meafure of a Father, 

Naygodded me indeed. Their latett refuge 

Wasto fend him: for whofe old Loue J have 

(Though 1 thew'd fowrely to him) once more offer’d 
The firkt Conditions which they did refufe, 

And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, 
Thatthought he could do more : Avery little 
\Thaue yeelded too, Frefh Embaffes and Suites, 

Nor from the State,nor priuate friends heereafter 

Will lend eare to. Ha?what fhoutis this? Shout within 
Shall 1be tempted to infringe my vow 

Inthe fame time “cis made? I will nor. 

Enter Virgilia V olumnia,Valeria, yong Martins, 
with Attendants. 

My wife comes formoft, then the henour’d mould 
Wherein this Trunke was fram’d, and inher hand 
TheGrandchildeto her blood. But out affection, 
Allbond and priviledge of Nature breake; 

Letit be Vertuous to be Obftinate. 

What is that Curt*fie worth? Or thofeDoues eyes, 
Which can make Ggds forfworne ? I melt, and am net 
Oiftronger earch thin others: my Mother bowes, 
AsifOlympus to-a Mole-hill fhould 

Infupplication Nod.: amtmy yong Boy 

Hath an Afpect of intercefsion, which 

Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volces 

Plough Rome, and harrow Iraly, He neuer 

Befuch a Gofling to obcy infting; but ftand 
Asifaman were Author of himfelf,& knew no other kin 

Virgil, My Lord and Husband. 

Corio, Thefe eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome. 

Yrg. The forrow that deliuers vs thts chang’d, 
Makes you thinke fo, 

Corio. Like a dull A@or now,I haue forgat my part, 
And Jam our, evento afull Difgrace. Beftofmy Flesh, 
Forgive niy Tyranny’: but do not fay, 

For that forsiue our Romanes. Oakiffe 
Long as my Exile, fweet as my Reuenge! 

ow by the jealous Queene of Heauen, that kiffe 
leattied from thee deare ; and my true Lippe 
Hath Virgin'd iterefince. You Gods, I pray, 
And the moft noble Mother of the world 
Leaue vafaluced : Sinke my knee i’th’earth, 

thy deepe duty, more imprefsion fhew 

en that. of common Sonnes. 

Volim, Oh tand vp ble(t! 

Whil'@ with no fofter Cufhion then theFlint 
Tkneele before thee, and vnproperly 
‘w duty as mi(taken, all this while, 


Kueeles 


Betweene the Childe,and Parent. 
Corio. What's this? your knees to me? 
To your Correéted Sonne ? 
Then let the Pibbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Starres : Then, let the mutinous windes 
Strike the proud Cedars ’gainft the fiery Sun: 
Murd’ring Impoffibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight worke, 
- Volum, Thowart my Warriour, I hope to frame thee 
Do you know this Lady ? 
Corio, The Noble Sifter of Pablicola 
The Moone of Rome: Chafte as the Ificle 
That’s curdied by the Froft, fron pureft Snow, 
And hangs on Dians Temple: Deere Valeria. 
Volum, This isa poore Epitome of yours, 
Which by th’interpretation of full time, 
May fhew like all your felfe, 
Corio, The God of Souldiers: 
With the confent of {upreame Ioue, informe 
Thy thoughts with Nobleneffe, that thou mayft proue 
To fhame vnvulnerable, and fticke ith Warres 
Like a great Sea~marke ftanding euery flaw, 
And fauing thofe that eye thee. 
Volam, Your knee, Sirrah. 
Corio, That’s my braue Boy, 
Volum. Even he,your wife,this Ladie,and my felfe, 
Ate Sutorsto you, 
Corio. I befeech you peace: 
Or if you’ld aske, remember this before; 
The thing I haue forfworne to graunt, may neuer 
Be held by youdenials, Donot bid me 
Difmiffe my Soldiers, or capitulate 
Againe,with Romes Mechanickes. Tell menot 
Wherein I feeme vnnaturall : Defire nott’allay 
My Rages and Reuenges, with your colder reafons, 
Volum, Ohno moreno more: 
You haue faid you will not grant vs any thing: 
For we haue nothing elfe to aske, but that 
Which you deny already: yet we willaske, 
That if you faile in ovr requeft, the blame 
May hang vpon your hardnefle, therefore heare vs. 
Corio, Auff:dius, and you Volces marke, for wee'l 
Heare nought from Rome in private. Your requeft? 
Polum. Should we be filent & not {peak,our Raiment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what life 
We haue led fince thy Exile, Thinke with chy felfe, 
How more vnfortunate then all liding women 
Are wecome hither 3 fince that thy fight, which fhould 
Make our eies flow with ioy harts dance with comforts, { 
Conftraines them weepe,and fhake with feare 8& forow, 
Making the Mother, wife,and Childe to fee, 
The Sonne, the Husband,and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we 
Thine enmities moft capitall : Thowbarr’ft vs 
Our prayers to the Gods, which is acomfort 
That all but we enioy. For how can we ? 
Alas! how can we, for our Country pray ? 
Whereto we are bound, together with thy vi€tory : 
Whereto we are bound: Alacke,or we muft loofe 
The Countri¢ our deere Nurfe, er elfe thy perfor 
Our comfort in the Country. We muft finde 
Aneuident Calamisy, though we had 
Our with, which fide fhould win. For either thow 
Muft asa Forraine Recreantbe led 
With Manacles through our ftreets, ot elfe 
Triumphantly treade on thy Counsries ruine, 
cc 2 


_ And 


































































































































































‘| And beare the Palme, for hauing brauely fhed 
Thy Wife and Childrens blood : For my felfe, Sonne, 
I purpofe not to waite on Fortune, till 
Thefe warres determine : If] cannot perfwade thee, 
Rather to fhew a Noble grace to both parts, 
Then feeke the end of one ; thou fhalt no fooner 
March to affault thy Country, then to treade 
(Truft too’t, thou fhalt not) on thy Mothers wombe 
That brought thee co this world, 

Virg. J,and mine,that brought you forth this boy, 
To keepe your nameliuing totime. * 

Boy. A fhallnot tread on me: Ile run away 
Till Lam bigger, but then Ile fight. 

Corio. Not #f a womans tenderneffe to be, 
Requires nor Childe,nor womans face to fee: 
Ihave fate too long. 

Velum, Nay,go not from vs thus s 
Ifit were fo,that our requeft did tend | 
To faue the Romanes, thereby to deftroy 
The Volces whom you ferue, you might condemne vs 
As poyfonous of yous Henour. No,our fuice , 
Is that you reconcile them ; While the Volces 
May fay, this mercy we haue fhew’d: the Romanes, 
| This we receiu’d, and each in cither fide 
Giue the All-haile to thee, and cry be Bleft 
| For making yp this peace. Thouknow’ft (great Sonne) 
The end of Warres vncertaine : but this certaine, 
That if thouconquer Rome, the benefis 
Which thou fhalt thereby reape, is fuch a name 
Whofe repetition will be doge’d with Curfes : 
Whofe Chronicle thus writ, The man was Noble, 
But with his laft Attempt,he wip’d it out : 
Deftroy’d his Country,and his name remaines 
To th’infuing Age,abhorr’d, Speake to me Son: 
Thou haft affected the fiue ftraines of Honor, 
‘| To imitate the graces of the Gods, 
To teare with Thunder the wide Cheekes a’th’Ayre, 
And yet to change thy Sulphure with a Boule 
That fhould but riuean Oake, Why do’ft not fpeake? 
| Think’ft thou it Honourable fora Nobleman 
Still toremember wrongs ? Daughter, {peake you : 
He cares not for your weeping. Speake thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childifhneffe will moue him more 
Then can our Reafonss There’s no man inthe world 
More bound to’s Mother, yet heere he let’s me prate 
Like onei'th’Stockes, Thou haft neuer in thy life, 
{Shew'd chy.deere Mother any curtefie, 
| When fhe(poore Hen) fond of no fecond brood, 
Ha’s clock’dtheeto the Warres : and fafeliehome 
}Loden with Honor. Say my Requeft’s vniutt, 
And fpurne me backe: Bur, ifit be not fo : 
Thou art not honeft, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reftrain’ft from me the Duty, which 
To a Mothers part belongs, He turnes away : 
Down Ladies;let vs fhame him with him withiour knees 
Tohis fur-name Coriolanus longs more pride 
Then pitty to our Prayers, Downe: an end, 
| This is the lat. So, we will hometo Rome, 
| And dye among our Neighbours : Nay, behold’s, 
This Boy that cannot tell what he would haue, 
‘But kneeles, and holds vp hands fos fellowfhip,: 
| Doe’s reafon our Petition with more ftrength 
Then thou haft to deny’t. Come,let vs go: 
This Fellow hada Volceanto his Mother : 
His Wife is in Corfoles, and his Childe 
Like him by chance : yet giue vs our difpatch : 
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Tam hufhe yntill our City be afire,& then 


But for your Sonne, beleeue it: Oh beleenej 


Ile fpeak aij 
Holds her by the h . 

Corio. O Mother, Mother! gett. 
What haue you done? Behold, the Heauen 
The Gods looke downe, and this vanatura 
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother : Qh! 
You haue wonnea happy Victory toRome. 


$doope 
I Scene ( 


t, 


Moft dangeroufly you have with him prenail’d, _ 
Ifnot moft mortalltohim. But letit come: 


Anffidins, though I cannot make true Warr 


es, 


Ile frame conuenient peace. Now good Auffidiy 
Were you inmy fteed, would youhaueheard 


A Mother leffe? or granted lefle affidins ? 
Auf. Twasmou’d withall. 
Corio, 1 dare be fworne you were : 

And fir, it is no little thing to make 


Mine eyes to {weat eompaffion, But (good fir) 


What peace you'l make,aduife me :For my 


part, 


He not to Rome, Ile backe with you,and pray you 
Stand to me in this caufe; Oh Mother! Wife | 


Auf, Lam glad thou haft fet thy mercy, 


& thy Honor 


Atdifference in thee ; Out of that Ile worke 


My felfe a former Fortune. 


Corio. Iby and by; But we will drinke together: 


And you thall beare 
A better witneffe backe then, words, which 


Wé 


On like conditions will haue Counter-feal’d, 


Come enter with vs: Ladics you deferue 


To haue a Temple buile you : All the Swords 


In Tealy,and hér Confederate Armes, | 
Could not have made this peace. 
Enter Menenins and Sicinins. 
ene. Secyouyon'd Coin a’ch Capitol, 
Sicin. Why what of that? 


Mene. Ifit be poffible for you to difplaceit with your 

\ little finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome¢lpe- 
cially his Morher, may preuaile wich him.But Lay,thett 

is no hope in't,our throats are fentene’d, and ftay yppon 


execution, 


Eweont, 
(tone? 
yon’. corer 





Sicia, Is't pofsible, that fo fhort a time can alte the 


condition ofa man, 
Mene. There is differency berweena G 


rub wa Bit 


terfly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub; this Martian’ 
growne from Man to Dragon : He has wings, heesmot 


thena creeping thing. 
Sicin. He lou'd his Mother deerely. 


Mene. So didhe mee:.andheno more remembershi 


Mother now,then an eight yeare old horfe. 


of his face,fowres ripe Grapes, When he walks,hemous 
like an Engine,and the ground fhrinkes before his 


Thre cartnell 


rene 


ding, Heis able to pierce a Corflet withhis eye: T8 i 
like a knell,and his hum is a Battery... He fits in his State, 


asathing madefor Alexander, Whathe bid 
finifht with his bidding: He wants nothing 
Eternity,and a Heaven to Throne in. 


s bee done,'s] 
of aGoa nut 


Sicis. Yes,mercy,if you report him truly. nity 

Mene. I paint him in the Character. Mark Daa 
cy his Mother thal! bring from him: There!s ia 
mercy inhim,then there is milke ina male-Tygete 


fhall our poore City finde : and all this is lon 
Sicis, The Gods be good ynto vs... 


Mene. No,in {uch acafe the Gods will nor beegom 
ynto vs. When we banifh’d him,we refpected nott 


and he returning to breake our necks,they1¢ 
Enter a AMeffengers: 


Ls of yous, i i 


emi) 
fpedtnot¥) 


Me: 
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“Mel: Sir, if you'ld faue your life, Aye to your Houfe, 
The Plebeians haue got your Fellow Tribune, 
Andhale him vp and downe ; all wearing, if 
The Romane Ladies bring not comfort home, 
They’! gine him death by Inches. 
Enter another Meffenger. 
Sicin, What's the Newes? (preuayl'd, 
mef. Good Newes, good newes,the Ladies haue 
the Volcians are'diflodg’d, and Martius cone : 
Amerrier day did neuer yec greet Rome, 
'|No,not th’expulfion ofthe Tar guins. 
Sicin. Friend, art thou certaitie rhisis true ? 
Iscmoft certaine. 
Mef, Ascertaineas I know the Sunis fire : 
Where haue you lurk’d that youmake doubt of it: 
Nese through an Arch fo hurried the blowne Tide, 
Astherecomforted through th’gates, Why harke you : 
Trumpets, Hoboyes,Drums beate, altogether. 
The Trumpets, Sack-buts, Pfalceries,and Fifes, 
Tabors,and Symboles,and the fhowting Romans 
Make the Sunne dance. Heatke you. - © 4./hout within 
Mene. This is good Newes : 
Jwillgomeete the Ladies, This Vo/wmnia, 
Jsworth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians, , 
ACity full ;Of Tribunes fuch a3 you, 
ASeaand Land full: you haue pray’d well to day: 
This Morning, for cenchoufand of your throates, 
Tdenot have giuen a doit, Harke,how they ioy.: 
Sond till with the Shouts. 
Sicix, Firft,the Gods bleffe you for your tydings : 
Next,accept my thankefulneffe. 


| Def. Sir,we haue all great caufe to giue great thanks, 


Sicia, They are neere the City. 
Me: Almoft at point to enter. 
Sicin. Wee'lmeetthem, and helpetheioy. Exesut. 


Enter two Senators,with Ladies, pafsing omer 
the Stage, with other Lords. 


Sena, Behold our Patronneffe, the life of Rome: 
Callall your Tribes together, praife the Gods, 
And make triumphant fires, ftrew Flowers before them: 
Vafhoot the noife that Banith’d Marrines 
Repeale him, with the welcome of his Mother: 
Cy welcome Ladies, welcome. 

All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. 

A Flourifh with Drummes & Trampets. 


Enter Tuhus eAuffidins,with Attendants. 
Arf. Go tell the Lords a’th’City, I am Keere's 
eliuer them this Paper: hauing read it 
id them repayre.to th’Market place; where I 
ten in theirs,and in the Commons éares 
ill vouch the truth of it, Him Iaccufe: 
he City Ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends Vappeare before the People, hoping’ 
Opurce himfelfe with words, Difpatch. 
Enter 3 or 4 (onfpiratore of Auffidius Fattion. 
of Welcome. 
1.Con, How is it with our Generall ? 
Auf. Euen fo,as with a man by his owne Almés im- 
Peyton’d, and with his Charity flaine. 
2.Con. Molt Noble Sir, If you do hold the fame intent 
frein you wifht vs parties : Wee'l deliuer you 
your greatdanger, _ 
Auf. Sir, I cannot tell, 


We mutt proceed as we do finde the People, 

3.Cos. The People will remaine vincertaine,whil ft 
’Twixe you there’s difference : but the fall of cither 
Makes the Suruiuor heyre ofall, 

Axf. Iknowit: 
And my pretext to ftrike at him, admits 
A good conftruction, Irais’d him, and I pawn’d 
Mine Honor for his truth: who beirg fo heighten’d, 
He watered his new Plants with dewes of Flattcry, 
Seducing fo my Friends : and to this end, 


| He bow’d his Nature, neuer knowne before, 
| Butto be rough, vnfwayable,and free, 


3-Cox[p. Sir, his ftoutneffe 
When he did ftand for Confull, which he loft 
By lacke of ftooping. 

Af, That I would haue {poketof: 

Being banifh’d for’t, he came ynto my Harth, 
Prefented tomy knifehis Throat’: ] rooke him, 
Made him joyne-fercant with me: Gaue him way 
In all his owne defires : Nay, let him choofe 

Out of my Files, his proieéts,to accomplifli 

My beft and frefheft men, feru’d his defignements 
In mine owne perfon : holpe to reape the Fame 
Which he did end all his; and tooke fome pridé 
To do my felfe this wrong : Till at the laft 

I feem’d his Follower, nor Partner; and 

He wadg’d me with his Countenance,asif 

I had bin Mercenary. 

1.Con. Sohe did my Lord: 

The Army marueyl’d at it, and inthe laft,’ 
Whenhe had cartied Rome, and that we look’d 
For no leffe Spoile, then Glory. 

Aaf, There was it : | 
For which my finewes fhall be ftretcht vpon him, 
Ata few drops of Womens rhewme, which are 
Ascheape as Lies; he fold the Blood and Labour 
Ofour great Action; therefore fhall he dye, 

And Jle renew me in his fall. But hearke. 
Drummes and Trumpets founds with great 
| [howes of the pesple, . 

1. Com, Your Native Towne you enter d likea Pofte, 
And had no welcomes home, but he returnes 
Splitting the Ayre with noyfe. 

2.Con. And patient Fooles, 

Whofe children he hath flaine, theit bafe throats teare’ 
Wich giuing him glory, 
3+ Con, Therefore at your vantage,' 
Ere he expreffe himfelfe, or moue the people 
With what hé would fay, lét hit feele your Sword: 
Which we will fecond, when he lies along 
After your way. His Tale pronoune’d, fhall bury 
His Reafons, with his Body. : 
Auf, Say no more. Héere come the Lords; 
Enter the Lords ofthe City. 

All Lords. You aze moft welcome home, 

Auf, Thauenot deferu’d it. 

Buc worthy Lords, haue you with heede peruféd 
What I haue written to you ? 

All, Wehaue. 

t,Lerd. And greeuetoheare’t: | 
What faults he made before the laf, I thinke 
Mighe haue found eafie Fines : But thére to end 
Where he was to begin,and give away 
The benefit of our Leuies, anfwering vs 
With our owne charge: making a Treatie, where’ 
There wasa yéelding; this admits no excufe. 
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Anf. He approaches; you fhall heare him. Flatter’d your Volcians in Corioks. 
Enter Coriolanus marching with Drumme,and Colours, The} Alone! didit, Boy. 
Commoners being with him. = e4duf. Why NobleLords, — . 
Corio, Haile Lords, lam return’d your Souldier : Willyou be put in minde of his blinde Fortune, 


No more infected with my Countries loue 
Then when I parted hence; but ftill fubfifting 
Vader your great Command. Youareto know, 
That profperonfly I haue attempted, and 
With bloody paffageled your Warres, euen'to 
The gates of Rome: Our f{poiles we haue brought home 
Doth more then counterpoize a full third part 
The charges of the Adétion.. We haue made peace 

With no leffe Honor to the Antiates act 
Then fhameo th’Romaines. And we heere deliver 
Subfcrib’d by’th’Confuls,and Patricians, 
| Together with the Seale a’th Senat,what 
Wehaue compounded on, 

Af. Read it not Noble Lords, 

But tell the Traitor in the higheft degree 
He hath abus’d your Powers. 

Corio, Traitor? How now? 

Auf, | Traitor, A4arting. * 

Corio. Martius? 

Auf. 1 Martius, Caius Martine :Do'ftthou thinke 
Tle grace thee with that Robbery, thy ftolne name 
Coriolanus in Cortoles ? 

You Lords and Heads a’ch’State,perfidioufly 
He ha’s betray’d your bufineffe,and giuen vp 
For certaine drops of Salt,your City Rome : 

I fay your City to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Refolution, like 

A twilt of rotten Silke, newer admitting 
Counfaile a’ch’warre : But at his Nurfes teares 
He whin’d and roar’d away your Vigtory, 
That Pages blufh’d at him, and men of heart 
Look’d wond’ring each at others. 

Corio. Hear’ft thou Mars ? 

e4uf, Namenotche God, thou boy of Teares, 

Corio. Ha? 

Aufid, No mote. 

Corio, Meafureleffe Lyar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what containes it. Boy? Oh Slaue, 
Pardon me Lords, ’tis the firft time that.euer 
I was.fore’d to fcoul’d. Your iudgments my graue Lords 
Muft giue this Curre the Lye ;: and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my ftripes impreft vpon him, that 
Muft beare my beating to his Graue, fhall ioyne 
To thruft the Lye ynto hia, 

1 Lord. Peace both,and heare me fpeake, 
Corio, Cut me to peeces Volces men and Lads, 


Which was your fhame, by this ynholy Braggart> 
’Fore your owne eyes,and eares ? 
e4 Confp, Let him dye for’. 

All People. Teare him to peeces,doit prefently. 
He kill’d my Sonne, my daughter, be kill’d my Cohn 
Marcus, be kill d.my Father, mt 

2 Lord, Peace hoe :no outrage,peace: / 
The man is Noble,and his Fame folds in 
This Orbe o’th’earth : His laft offences to ys 
Shall haue Iudicious hearing. Stand Anffidine, 

Aad trouble not the peace, ‘ | 

Corio, O that Lhad him, with fix Asfidinfes . 
His Tribe, to vfe my lawfull Sword, ins come 

Auf, Infolent Villaine. 

All Confp. Kill, kill, kill, kill kill him, ; 

Draw both the Confpirators , and kils Martin »hy 
falles, Auffidius frands on him, by 

Lords. Hold,hold,hold, hold, 

Auf. My Noble Mafters,heare me {peake, 

1.Lord. O Tullus. | 

2.Lord, Thou haft dene a deed,whereat 
Valour will weepe. 

3.Lord. Tread not vpon him Mafters,all be quiet, 
Put vp your Swords. 

Auf. My Lords, 

When you fhall know (as in this Rage 
Prouok’d by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this mans life did owe you, you'l reioyee 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe ir your Honours 
To call me to your Senate, Ie deliver 

My felfe your loyall Seruant, or endure 

Your heauieft Cenfure. 

1.Lord. Beare from hence his body, 

And mourne you for him. Lethim be regarded 
As the moft Noble Coarfe, that euer Herald 
Did follow to his Vine. 
2.Lerd. His owne impatience, 
Takes from 4uffraing a great part of blame: 
" Let’s make the Beft of it. 

Auf. My Rageis gone, 

And J am ftrucke with forrow. Take him vp: 
Helpe three a’th’cheefeft Souldiers,Tle be one, 
Beate thou the Drumme that it fpeake mourniully: 
Traile your fteele Pikes. Though in this City hee 
Hath widdowed and vnchilded many a one, 
Whichto th houre bewaile the Iniury, 








Staine all your edges onme. Boy, falfe Hound: Yethe fhall have a Noble Memory. ‘Afatt. | 

If you haue writ your Annales true, ’tis there, Excennt bearing the Body of Adartins. A dead Ma 

That like an Eagle in a Doue-coat, I Sounded» 
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eA ttus Primus. Scena Prima. 


flonrifh, Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft And thes 
cuter Satarninus and bis Followers at one doore, 
and Bafsianus and bis Followers at the 
other, with Drum & Colours. 


.  Saturninus, oa 
Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the iuftice of my Caufe with Armes. 
And Countrey-men, my louing Followers, 
Pleade my Succeffiue Title with your Swords. 
Iwas the firft borne Sonne, that was the laft 
That wote che Imperiall Diadem of Rome: 
Then let my Fathers Honours live iame, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this indiguitie. 
Bafsianus, Romaines, Friends, Followers, 
Fauourers of my Right: 
Ifeuer Bafsianns, Cafars Sonne, 
Were gracious in the eyes of Royall Rome, 
Keepe then this paffage to the Capitoll : 
And fuffer not Difhonour to approach 
Th'Imperiall Seate to Vertue: confecrate 
ToTuftice, Continence, and Nobility : 
Butlet Defert in pure Ele@tion fhine s 
And Romanes, fight tor Freedome in your Choice. 


Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the Crowne. 


| Princes, that ftrive by Factions, and by Friends, 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empery : 
Know, that the people of Rome for whom we fiand 
Afpeciall Party, haue by Common voyce 
InEle&tion for the Romane Ex: perie, 
Chofen Andronicus, Sur-named Pious, 
For many good and great defertsto Rome. 
ANobler man, a brauer Warriour, 
Lives not this day within the City Walles. 
Heby the Senate is accited home. 
From weary Wartes againft the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his Sonnes (aterror to our Foes) 
Hath yoak’d a Nation flrong, train’d vp in Armes. 
en yeares are (pent, fince firft he vndertooke 
his Caufe of Rome, and chafticed with Armes 
ur Enemies pride. Fiue times he hath return’d 
teding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 
la Coffins from the Field. 
And now at laft, laden with Honours Spoyles, 
*turnes the good Asdronicusto Rome, 
“nowned Tstaé; flourifhing in Armes. 


Le EY A ee EST SIE snaees [bse statineecspesen Serene! 


Let vs intreat, by Honour ofhis Name, 
Whom (worthily) you would haue now fucceede, 
And in the Capitoll and Senates right, 
Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 
Thar you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 
Difmiffe your Followers, and as Suters fhould, 
Pleade your Deferts in Peace and Humbleneffe, 
Saturnine, How fayrethe Tribune {peakes, 
To calme my thoughts. 
Bafsia. (Marcus Andronicus, fol do affie 
In thy vprightneffe and Integrity : 
And fo | Loue and Honor thee, and thine; 
Thy Noble Brother Titus, and his Sonnes, 
And Her (to whom my thoughtsare humbled all) 
Gracious Lauinia, Romes rich Ornament, 
That I will heere difmiffe my louing Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Fautour, 
Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh’d. 
Exit Souldionrs. 
Saturnine. Frietids, that haue beene 
Thus forward in my Right, | 
I thanke youall, and heere Difmiffe you all, 
And tothe Loue and Fauour of my Countrey; 
Commit my Selfe, my Perfon, and the Caufe : 
Rome, beas iuft and gracious vnto me, 
As Tam confident and kinde to thee. 
Open the Gates,and lee me in, 
Bafsia, Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor. . 
Flourifh. They go up into thé Senat bonfe, 


Enter a Captaine, 

Cap. Romanesmake way : the good Andromicess, 
Patron of Vertue, Romes beft Chaifpion, 
Succeffefull in the Battailes that he fights, 

With Honour and with Fortine is recurn’d, 


| From whence he cireumferibed with his Sword, 


And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 


Sound Drammes and Trumpets. Andthen enter two of Titus 
Sonnes ; After thems, two men bearing a Coffin conered 
with blacke, then two other Sonnes. A. ifter them, Tites 
Andronicus, and thin Tamorathe Lucene of Gothes, & 
her two Sonnes Chiron aud Demetrius, with eAaron the 
AMoore,and others as many a can bee: They [et dovene the 
(offin,and Titus ‘fpeakes. 


Andronicus, Haile Rome? 
Victorious in thy Mourning Weeds : 















































































































































































































Returnes with precious lading to the Bay, ~ 
From whence at firft fhe wegih’d her Anchorage : 
Commeth Axdrovicus bound with Lawrell bowes, 
To refaluce his Country with his teares, . 
Teares of truéioy for bis returne to Rome, 
Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 
Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 
Romaines,of flue and twenty Valiant Sonnes, — 
Halfe of the number that King Priam had, 

Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead! 
} Thefe that Suruine,let Rome reward with Loue: 
Thefe thacI bring vnto their lateft home, 
With buriall among ft their Aunceftors. 
-Heere Gothes hane giuen me leaue to fheath my Sword: 
Titus vokinde,and carelefle of thine owne, 
Why fuffer’ft thou thy Sonnes ynburied yet, 
To hower on the dreadfull {hore of Stix ? 
Make way to lay them by their Bretheren, 


They open the Tombe. 
There greete in filence as the dead are wont, 
And fleepe in peace, flaine in your Countries warres: 
O facred receptacle of my ioyes, 
Sweet Celb of vertue aud Noblitie, 
How many Sonnes of mine haft chouin ftore, 
That thou wilt neuer render to me more ? 

Lac, Giuevs the proudest prifoner of the Gothes, 
That we may hew his limbes,and ona pile 
Aad manus fratrumfacrifice his fleth : 

Before this earthly prifon of their bones, 
That fo the fhadowes-be not ynappeas’d, 
Nor we difturb’d with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I give him you,the Nobleft that Suruiues, 
The eldeft Son of this diftrefled Queene, 

vm, Stay Romaing Bretheren, gracious Conqueror, 
Vi&torious Titus ,rue the teares I fhed, 
A Mothers teares ia paffion for her fonres 
And if thy Sonnes were euer deere tothee, 
Oh thinke my fonnes to be as deere to mee. 
Sufficeth not,that we are brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs,andreturne 
Captiueto thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 
But mutt my Sonnes be flaughtred inthe ftreetes, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries caufe ? 
1{O lf to fight for King and Common-weale, 
Were piety inthing, ic is in thefe : 
Andronicus ,ftaine not thy Tombe with blood. 
Wilt thou draw neere the nature-of the Gods? 
Draw neere them then in being mercifull, 
Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, 
Thrice Noble Titws,{paremy firft borne fonne, 

Tit. Patient your felfe Madam, and pardon me. 
Thefe arethe Brethren, whem you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their Bretheren flaine, 
Religioufly they aske a facrifice: 

To this.yourfonne is markt, and die he muft, 
T’appeate their groaning fhadowes that are gone. 

oe bace Away with him, and make. fire ftraighe,: 
And withour Swords vpona pile of wood, 
Let’s hew-hislimbes till they be.cleane.confum’d, ~.. 


~ Exit Sonnes with Alarbusi< | 

Jamo. Ocruellirreligious piety, — 

Chi. Was ever Scythia halfe fo barbarous 2, 

Dem. Oppofe me Scytbiato ambitious: Rome, = 


7 5 


Be Candidatus then,and putit,on, 
And helpe to feta head on hgadleffe Rome. 


Alarbus goes to reft,andwe furuiue, | 

To tremble vnder 7itus threatning lookes,~ 
Then Madam ftand refolu’d,but hope withal} 
The felfe fame Gods that arm'd the Queene of Tro 
With opportunitie of fharpereuenge ~ y 
Vpon the Thracian Tyrantin his Tent, 

May fauour Tamora the Queene of Gothes, 

( When Gothes were Gothes,and Tamora was 
To quit the bloody wrongs vponher foes, 







Queene) 


Enter the Sonnes of Andronicus Againe, 


Luci, See Lord and Father,how we haue perform 
Our Romaine rightes,-4/arbus limbs are lopt, 
And intrals feedethe faerififing fire, 

Whole {moke like incenfe doth perfume the skie, 
Remaineth nought but to interre our Brethren, 
And with low’d Larums welcome them to Rome. 

Fite Levit be fo,and let Andromcus 7 

Make this his laceft farewell to their foules, 
Flourifh, 5 

Then Sound Trumpets and lay the Coffias in the Tomb, 
In peace and Honomr reft you heere my Sonnes, 
Romes readieft Champions,repofe you here inreft, 
Secure from worldly chauncesand mifhaps: 
Heere lurks no Treafon,heere no enuie {wels, 
Heere grow no damned grudges, heere are no ftormes, 
No noyfe,but filenee and Eternal] fleepe, 
In peace and Honour reft you heeremy Sonnes, 


\ ~ Enter Laninia. 
Lani. In peace and Honour,liue Lord Titms long, 
My Noble Lord and Father, live inFames 
Loe at this Tombe my tributarie teares, 
I render for my Bretherens Obfequies: 
And at thy feece I kneele with teares of ioy 
Shed on the earch for thy returne to Rome. 
O bleffe me heere with thy victorious hand, 
Whofe Fortune Romes beft Citizens applau'ds 
7i. Kind Rome, 
That haft thus louingly referu’d 
The Cordiall of mine age to gladmy hart, 
Lauinia liue,out-tive thy Fathers dayes : 
And Fames eternall date for vescues praife. 
Marc. Long live Lord Titms, my belouedbrothe, 
Gracious Triumpher in the eyes of Rome, 
Tit. Thankes GentleTribune, 
Noble brother AZarcus. bakaui 
Mar. And welcome! Nephews-from fucceffull wis, 
You that furuiue and you that fleepe in Fame: 
Faire Lords yourFortunes areal] alike in all, 
That in your Countries feruice drew your Swords. 
But fafer Triumphis this Funerall Pompe, 
That hath afpir’d to Solons Happiness 
And Triumphs ouer chaunce in honours bed. 
Tit ws Andronicus, thepeopleof Romes 
Whole friend in iufticé thou haft ever bene, 
Send thee by me their Tribune and thei truft, 
This Palliament of whice and {potlefle Hue, 
And name thee in Eletion for che Empire, 
With thefe our late decéafed Emperours Somnes? 


Tit. A better headhérGloriousbody fits, ~ 
Then his that fhakes forage and feeblenefie: i iN 


The Tragemie of Titus eA ndronicus. 


Then heare me {peake indifferently for all: 

And at my fure ( {weet ) pardon what is paft. 
Satu. What Madam, be difhonoured openly, 
‘And bafely put it vp without reuenge ? 
Tam. Not{o my Lord, 

The Gods of Rome fer-fend, 
[fhould be Authour to difhonouryou; 
But on mine honour dare, I vndertake 
For good Lord Titus innocence inall: 
Whole fury not diflembled {peakes his griefes : 
Then at my fure looke gracioufly on him, 
Loofe not fo noble a friend on vaine fuppofe, 
Nor with fowre lookes afflict his gentle heart, 
My Lord,berul’d by me,be wonne at laa, 
Diffemble all your griefes and difcontents, 
Youare but newly planied in your Throne, 
Lealt chen the people, and Patricians coo; 
Ypona iuft furuey take Titss part, 

| And fo fupplant vs tor ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fine. 
Yeeld at intreats, and thenletmealone: 
Ilefinde a day to maffacre them all, 
And race their faétion,and their familie, 
The cruell Father,and his trayt’rous fonnes, 

| Towhom I fued for my deare fonnes life. 

And make them know what ‘tis toleta Queene. 
Kneele in the (treetes,and beg for grace in vaine. 
|Come,come,{weet Emperour, (come Andronicus) 
Take yp this good old man, and cheere the hearty 

That dies in tempeft of thy angry frowne. 
King. Rife Titus,rife, 
|My Eropreffe hath preuail’d. 
Titus. I thanke your Maieftie, 
And her my Lord, 
Thefe words, thefe lookes, 
Infufe new Jife in me. 
Tamo. Titus,J am incorparate in Rome, 
ARoman now adopted happily, 
And muft aduife the Emperour for his good, 
This day all quarrels die Andronicus. 
And let it be mine honour good my Lord, 
That J haug reconcil’d your friends and you. 
Foryou Prince Ba/sianws,1 haue patt 
My word and promife to the Emperour, 
That you will be more milde and tractable. 
And teare not Lords: 
And you Laninia, 
By my advife a! humbled on your knees, 
You fhall aske pardon of his Maicitie, 
Son, Wedoe, 
And vow to heauen, and to his Highnes,' 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our fitters honour and our owne. 
Mar, That on mine honour heere I do proteft. 
King, Away and talke not,trouble ys no mores 
Tamora, Nay,nsy, 
Sweet Emperour, we mutt all be friends, 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneelefor grace, 
Iwill not be denied {weet hart looke back. 
King. Marcas, : 
Forthy fake and thy brothers heere, 
ndat my louely 7 amora’s intreats, 
oc remit thefe young mens haynous faults, 
tand yp : Lawinia,though you left me like a churle, 
Ifound a friend,and {ure as death I {ware, 


I would not part a‘Batchellour from the Prieft. 
Come, if the Emperours Court can feaft two Brides, 
You are my gueft Lawinia, and your friends: 
This dayfhall bea Loue-day Tamora, 

Tit. To morrowand it pleafe your Maieftie; 
To bunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With horne and Hound, 
Weele giue your Grace Bon our. 


Satur, Be itfo Titws,and Gramercy to. Exeunt.) 


—— 


AdlusS ecunda. 


Flourifb, Enter Aaron alone. 


Aron, Now climbeth Tamora Olympus toppe, 
Safe out of Fortunes fhot, and fits aloft, 
Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flafh, 
Aduanc’d about pale enuies threatning reach; 
As when the goldenSunne falutes the morne,; 
And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames, 
Gallops the Zodiacke in bis gliftering Coach, 
And ouer-lookes the higheit piering hills : 
So\Tamora s 
Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
And vercue ftoopes and trembles at her frowne, 
Then Aaron arme thy harc,and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 
And mount her pitch, whom thouin triumph long 
Haft prifoner held, fettred ia amerous chaines, 
And fafter bound to Aarons charming eyes, 

Then is Promethews ti*de to Cancafus. 

Away with flauith weedes,and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright and fhine ir Pearle and Gold, 

To waite vpon this new made Empreffe. 

To waite faid I ? To wanton with this Queene, 

This Goddeffe, this Semerima, this Queene, 

This Syren,thac will charme Romes Saturaine, 

And fee his fhipwracke,and his Common weales. 

Hollo, what ftorme is this ? SRBC 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius braning. 
Dem. Chiron thy yeres wants wit,thy wit wants edge 

And manners to intru’d where I am grac’d, 

Ard may for ought thou know’ftaffe@ed be. _ 

Chi. Demetrias,thou doo’ft ouer-weene in all; 

And fo in this, to beare me downe with branes, 

Tis not the difference of a yeere or two 

Makes me leffe gracious,or thee more fortunate : 

} amas able,and as fit,as thou, 

To ferue,and to deferuemy Miftris grace, 

Andthat my {word vpon thee hall approue, 

And plead my paffions for Lawinia’s loue. 
Aron Clubs,clubs,thefe louers will not keep the peace. 
Dem, Why Boy,although our mother (vnaduifed) 

Gaue you a daunfing Rapier by your fide, oe 

Are you fo defperate growne to threat your friends 7 

Goetoo: hawe your Lath glued within your fheath, 

Till you know better how to handle ir, 

Chi. Meane while fir, withthe little skillT haue,* 

Full well fhalt thou perceiue how much I dare. 

Deme. | Boy, grow ye fo braue ¢° They drawe. 
Aron, Why how now Lords? 
Sonere the Empexours Palace dare you draw, 


And} 




















































































34 
To ruffle in the Commox-wealth of Rome. 
Tite Thefe words are Razors tomy wounded hart. 
Sat. And therefore louely Tamora Queene of Gothes, 
That like the Rately 7 bebe mong’ft her Nimphs 
Doft ouer-fhine the Gallant’f{ Dames of R ome, 
If thou be pleaf'd with this my fodaine choyte, 
Behold I choofe thee Tamora for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Empreffe of Rome. 
Speake Queene of Goths doft thou applau’d my choyfe? 
And heere I {weare by all che Romaine Gods, 
| Sith Prieft and Holy-water are fo neere, 
And Tapers burne {fo bright, and euery thing 
In readines for-Hymeneus (Rtand, 
J will not refalute the flreets of Rome, — 
Or clime my Pallace,till from forth this place, 
Ileade efpoufd my Bride slong with me, 
Tamo. Andheere in fight of heauen to Rome I {weare, 
If Saturnine aduance the Queen of Gothes, 
Shee will a Hand-maid be to his defires, 
Alouing Nurfe, 2 Mother tohis youth. 
Satur, Afcend Faire Qeene, 
Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and hislouely Bride, 
Sent by the heauens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whote wifedome hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There hall we Confummate our Spoufall rites, 
Exeuntomnes, 
Tit. Lamnot bid to waite vponthis Bride: 
Titus when wer't thou wont to walke alone, 
Difhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs? 





Enter (Marcus and Titus Sonnes: 


Mar O Titus fee! O fee what thou haft done! 
Ina bad quarrel {laine a Vercuous fonne. 

Tit. No foolith Tribune,no: Nofonne of mine, 
Nor thou, nor thefe Confedrates in the deed, 

That hath difhonoured all our Family, 
Vaworthy brother, and vnworthy Sonnes. 
Lusi. But let vs giue him buriall as becomes: 
Giue eAfateas buriall with our Bretheren. 

_T#. Traytors away,he reft’s not in this Tombes 

This Monument fiue hundreth yeares hath ftood, 
Which I haue Sumptuoufly re-edified : 
Heere none but Souldiers,and Romes Seruitors, 
Repofe in Fame: None bafely flaine in braules, 
Bury him where you can,he comes not heere, - 

Mar. My Lord this is impiety in you, 

My Nephew (4utins deeds da pleadfor him, 
He muft be buried with his bretheren. 
’ Titus two Sonnes {peakes. 
And fhall,or him we will accompany. 
Ts. And fhall! What villaine was it fpake that word ? 
Titus fonne (peakes. 
‘He that would youch’d ic in any place but heere. 

Tit. What would you bury him in my defpight? 

Mar, No Noble Tits,but intreat of thee, 

To pardon Adutins, and to bury him, . 

Tit, Adarcus, Euenthou haft ttroke vpon my Creft, 
And with thefe Boyes mine Honour thou haft wounded; 
My foes I doe repute yoweuery one, 

Sotroubleme no more, but get you gone, 

1.Same. He is not himfelte let.vs withdraw, 

2.Soune. NotI tell AZutias bonesbe buried, 
The Brotherandthe fonues kneele, 
Agar. Brother, for inthat name doth nature plea’d. 
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_ Receiue him then tofanour Satwrnine; 
| That hath expre’fthimfelfe in all his deeds, 
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2.Sonne, Pather,and in chatnamedahic ee 
Tit. Speake thouno more ifall the ref wil 
I. 


(Mar. Renowned Titus more then halfe my ( 
Lac. Deare Facher,foule and fubfance of aire 
Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus tointerre 
His Noble Nephew heere in vertues neft, 
That died in Honour and Lasinia’s caufe, 
Thou art a Romaine, be not barbarous; 
The Greekes vpon aduife did bury Ajax 
That flew himfelfe : And Laertes fonne, Bast 
Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals ; 
Let not young A4wtivs then that was thy ioy, 
Be bar’d his entrance heere. 
Tit. Rife Marens,rifes 
The difmall’ft day is this that ere I faw, 
To be difhonored by my Sonnes inRome: 
Well bury him,and bury me the next, 
They put him in the Tombe. 
Lae. There lie thy bones {weet AZutins with th 
Till we with Trophees do adorne thy Tombe. (friend 
~ They allkwcele and fay. é 
No man fhed ceares for Noble Afutins, 
He liues in Fame,that di’d in vertues ¢aufé, Eyj 
Mar, My Lord to ftep out of thefe fudden dumps, 
How comes it that the fubtile ans of Gothes, 
Is of a fodaine thus aduanc'd in Rome? 
Ti. Tknownot Afarcus : but I knowitis, 
(Whether by deuife or no) the heauens cancel, - 
Is thenot then beholding to the man, 
That brought her for thishigh good turne fo fatre?: 
Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate, 


At 


Flourifh. a 
Enter the Emperor, Tamora, and ber two fons, withthe Mont 
at one doore, Enter at the other doore Bafsianm avd 
Laninia wish others, 
Sat. Se Bafsiaunsyouhaue plaid your prize, 
God giue you ioy fir of your Gallant Bride, 
Baf}. And you of yours my Lord: I faynomort, — 
Nox with no leffe,and fo I take my leaue. 
‘Sat. Trayvor,ifRome haue law,or we hauepowst, 
Thou and thy Faétion fhall repent this Rapes | 
Bafs. Rape call you it my Lord,to ceafe my own, — 
My true betrothed Loue, andnow my wife? 
But let the lawes of Rome determineall, 
Meane while J am poffeft of that is mine- ‘ 
Sat. "Tis good fir: you are very fhore witht, / 
But if weliue,weele beas fharpewithyou. 
Bafs. My Lord,what I haue doneas beft may, 
Anfwere I muft, and fhall do with my life, 
Onely thusmuch I give yourGrace toknow,: 
By all the duties that Lowe to Rome, ‘ 
This Noble Gentleman Lotd Titus heete, 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d, 
That in the refcue of Laninia, bi 
With his owne hand did flay hisyoungeft Sony 
In zeale to'you,andhighly mou’d to wrath, 
To be. controul’d in that he frankly gaue: 


A Father anda friend tothee,andRomee 
Tit. Prince Bafsianns leaue to plead my Deeds; 

"Tis thou, and thofe, that haue difhonoured me,’ ~ 

Rome and therighteous heavens be my iudges 

How [haue lou'd arid Honour’d Sararnine, © 

Tam. My worthy Lord if euer Tamora, 





Were 
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What fhould 1 d’on this Robe and trouble you, Sats. Thankes Noble Titws Father of my life, 
Re ehofen with proclamations today, so" How proud i am of thee,and of thy gifts 
Tomorrow yeeld vp rule, re figne my life, Rome hall record,and when I do forget 
And fet abroad new bufineffe for you all. The leaft of thefe vnfpeakable Deferts, 
Rome I haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, Romans forget your Fealtie tome. 
And led my Countries @rength fucceffefully, Tit. Now Madam are your prifoner to an Emperour, 
And buried one and twenty Valiant Sonnes, To him that for you Honour and your State, 
Knighted in Field, {laine manfully in Armes, Will vfe you Nobly and your followers. 
Insight and Sernice of cheir Noble Countrie : Sata. A goodly Lady,truft me of the Hue 
Giue me a ftaffe of Honour for mine age, That I would choofe, were I to choofe anew : 
Rutnota Scepter to controu le the world, Cleere vp Faire Queene that cloudy countenance; 
Vpright he held it Lords,that held itlaft. _ | Though chance of warre : 
Mar. Titus thou fhalt obtaine and aske the Emperie, | Hath wrought this change of cheere, 
Sat, Proud and ambitious Tribune can’Athou tell? | Thoucom’{tnotto be made a fcorne in Romé: 
Titws. Patience Prince Saturnimus, Princely fhail be thy vfage euery way: 
Sat. Romaities do meright. Reft or my word,and let not difcontent 
Patricians draw your Swords ,andfheath them tot Daunzall your hopes : Madam he comforts you, 
Til] Saterninus be Romes Empetrotr's Can make your Greater then the Queene of Gothes? 
Andronicus would thou wert fhipt to hell, , Lauinia you areniot difpleaf'd with this ? 
Rather then rob. me ofthe peoples barts. Laz. Not I my Lord, fith true Nobilitie, 
Luc. Proud Saturuine, interrupter of the good Warrants thefe words in Princely curtefie. 
That Noble minded Titus meanes to thee. Sat. Thankes fweete Lavinia,Romans lét vs goes 
Tit. Content thee Prince, I will reftore to thee Ranfomleffe heere we fet our Prifoners free, 
The peoples harts,and weane thenrfrom. themfelues, Proclaime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum. 
Bali, Andronicus. donot flatrerthee Bafs. Lord Titezs by your leaue,this Maid is mine. 
But Honour thee,and will doe cill I die: Tit. How fir 2 Are you in earneft then my Lord? 
My Fadtion if thou ftrengthen with thy Friend ? Bafs. UNoble Titus,and refolu'd withall, 
[will moft thankefull be,and thankesto men To doe my felfe this reafon, and this right. 
OfNoble mindes,is Honourable Meede. . Marc. Suumcniquam,is our Romaneluftice, 
Tit, Peopleof Rome,and Noble Tribunesheerey | This Prince in Tuftice ceazeth but his owne. 
Iaske your voyces. andy our Suffrages, Lye. And that he will and fhall, if Lucins live. 
Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus? Tit. Traytors auant,where isthe Emperours Guarde? 
Tribunes, To gratifie the good Andronicus, Treafon my Lord, La#inia is furprif'd. 
And Gratulate his fafe returne to Rome, : Sats Surprif'd, by whom ?* 
The people will accept whom he admits; Bafs. By him that iuftly may . 
Tit. Tribunes I: thanke you,and this fure I make, Beare his Betroth’d,from all the world away. . 
That you-Greate y our Emperourts eldeft fonne, Muti, Brothers helpe to conuey her hence away, 
|| Lord Saturniné, whofe Vertues will Thope, And with my Sword Ile keepe this doore fafe. 
Reflecton Rome as Tytans Rayes otrearth; Tit. Follow my Lord,and Ie foone bring her backe. 
And ripen Iuftice in this Common-wweale: | Mut, My Lordyou paffe not heere. 
Then ifyou will eleé&tby my aduife, hs Tit. What villaine Boy,bar'ft me my way in Rome? 
Crowne him, and fay: Long liue our Emperour. Mat, Helpe Lucius helpe. He kils him: 
Mar.:'‘An. With Voyces‘and applaufe of every fort, Luz. My Lord you are vniutt,and more then fo, 
Patricians and Plebeans we Create In wrongful! quarrel syou haue flaine your fon, 
Lord Saturninus Romes Great Emperout. Tit. Northou, nor he are any fonnes of mine; * 
And fay, Long line our Emperour Saturnine, My fonnes would neuer fo difhonour me. 
mit long Flouri[h till they come dovené. -© Traytor reftore Lavinia to the Emperour. 
- Satu. Titus Andronicus,for thy Favours done; Luc. Dead if you will, but not to be his wife, 
To ysin our Ele@tiom this day, vi That is anorhers lawfull promift Loue. 
Igiue thee thankes in part of thy Deferts, 
And will with Deeds requice thy gentleneffe : 92 Enter aloft the Emperonr with T amora and her two 
And for an Onfet Titas to aduance jitub nits vs fonues,and Aaron the Moore. 
Thy Name,and Honorable Familie, + et | | Empes No’Titasno,the Emperour needs her hot,. 
Laninia will I make tay Empreffe, © | o> Nor her,nor thee,nor any ofthy ftocke: 
Rome sRoyall Miftris, Miftris of niy hart Ile truft by: Leifure him that mocks me once, 
Andinthe Sacred Pathan herefpodle ss: ° in Theeneuer : nor thy Trayterous haughty fonnes, 
Tell me Andronicus doth this motion'pleafe thee ¢- Confederates all,thus to difhonour mé. 
Tit. It doth my: worthy Lord anid in this match,” © Was none in Rometo makea ftale 
Thold me Highly HonouredofyourGrace, 9 :/'! su!2: But Saturnine ? Full well Andronicus 
And heere in fight of Rome,to Saturmine, co died vr! Agreethefe Deeds, with that proud bragge of thine, 
Ing and Commander of our Common-weale,s .o7 05 That faid’t ,I beg’d the Empire at thy hands? 
The Widesworkds Emperour,do.} Confecratey') 4." Tit, O monftrous,what reproachfull words are thefe? 
My Sword,my Chariot,and my Prifotierts,c> (00: Sat. But goe thy wayes,goe gine that changing peece, 
Prefents veell Worthy Romesimperiall Lord: : ‘To him that flourithe for her with his Sword : 
cceiue them then;the Triburethatlowe, 21! voi. { A Valliant fonne in-law thou thaltenioy 3 
Mhe Honours Enfigoes humbled at my feetes © 0 \ One;fit to bandy with thy lawleffe Sonnes, 
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36 
‘And maintaine fuch a quarrel openly 2° ° 
Full well I-wore, the ground ofall this grudge.“ 
I would not for a millionofGold, > 
The caufe were knowne to them it moft concernes, 
Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fo difhonoredin the Court of Rome: 
For fhame put vp. Z 
Deme. Not I, till Ihaue fheath’d 
My rapier in his bofeme,andwithall = 
Thrug chefe reprochfull {peeches downe his throat, 
That he hath breath’d in my difhonour heere. 
Chi. For that I am prepar’d,and full refolu’d, 
Foule {poken Coward, 
Thacthundreft with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ft performe. 
Aron, Aviay I fay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 
This pretty brabble will vadoo ys all; 
Why Lords,and thinke younot how dangerous 
Itis vo fet vpon a Princes right? 
What is Ladinia then become fo loofe, 
Or Bafsianus fo degenerate, 
That for bier loue fuch quarrels may be broache, 
Without controulement, Tuftice, or reuenge? 
Young Lords beware, and fhould the Empreffe know, 
This difcord ground,the muficke would not pleafe, 
Chi, Tcare not 1, knew fhe and all the world, 
Lloue Lawinia more then all the world. 
Demet. Youngling, 
Learne thou to make fome meaner choife, 
Laninia is thine elder brothers hope. 
_ Arow. Why are ye mad ? Or know ye not in Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brooke Competitors in loue ? 
Ttell you Lords,you dge but plot your deaths, 
By this devife. =>” * 
Chi. Aaron,athoufand deaths would I propofe, 
To atchieue her whom! do loue. 
Aron. To atcheiue her,how? 8 
Deme. Why,mak@ thouit fo ftrange? ° 
Shee is a woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
Shee is. woman,therfore may be wonne, 
Shee is Lasinia therefore muft be lou’d. 
What man, more water glideth by the Mill 
. } Then wors tie Miller of, and eafic it is 
Of a cut loafeto fteale a thiue we know: 
Though Bafsianus be the Emperours brother, 
Better chen he haue worne Vulcans badge. 
Aron, 1, and as good as Saturniwi may. 
| Deme, Then why fhould he difpaire that knowes to 
With words, faire lookes,and liberality : (court it 
What haft nor thou full often firucke 2 Doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe 2 
Aron. Why then it feemes fome certaine {natch or fo 
Would ferue your turnes. 
Chi. 1 fo theturne were ferued, 
Deme. Aaron chowhaft hit it. 
Aron. Would youhadhicir coo, 
Then fthould not we be tit’d with this adoo: 
Why harke yee, harkeyee, aud are you fuch fooles, 
To fquare for this ? Would it offend you then ? 
Chie Faith not me. ¥ 
Deme. Nor me,fo } were one, 
Aron; Fox fhamebe friends, & ioyne for that you jar: 
*Tis pollicie,and ftratageme muft doe * 
That you affeét,and fo muft you refolue, - 
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That what you cannot as you wouldatcheiue 
You muft perforce accomplith as you may; ‘ 
Take this of me, Lacrece was net mote chaft 
Then this Laminia, Bafsianns\oue, 
A fpeedier courfe this lingring languifhment 
Muft we purfue, and I haue found the path: 
My Lords, a folemne hunting is in hand, 
There will the louely Roman Ladies troope; 
The Forreft walkes are wide and fpacions, 7 
And many vofrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie : 
Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 
And ftrike her home by force, ifnot by words: 
This way or not arall,ftand you in hope, 
Come,come,our Empreffe with her facred wit 
To villainie and vengance confecrate, 
Will we acquaint with all chat we intend, 
And fhe fhall file our engines with aduife, 
That will not fuffer you to {quare your felues, 
But to your wifhes height aduance you both, 
The Emperours Coutt islike the houfe of Fame, 
The pallace full of tongues,of eyes, ofcarcss 
The Woods are ruthleffe, dreadfull, deafe, and dull ; 
There {peake,and trike braue Boyes, & take your tures, 
There ferue your lufts, fhadow’d trom heauenseye, 
And reuell in Lasinia’s Treafur ie, 
Chi, Thy counfell Lad {mells of no cowardife, 
Deme. Sy fis aut wefas, till] finde the ftreames, 
Tocoole this heat, a Charme to calme their fits, 
Per Stigia per manes Vehor. — Exthit, 









Enter Titus Andronicus andhis three fannes, making amp 
with bounds and hornes, and sMarcnt, 


Tit. Thehuntisvp, the mozne is bright and gray, 
The fields are fragranr, and the Woods are greene, 
Vncouple heere, and let vs make abay, 

And wake the Emperour, and his louely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring 2 hunters peale, 
Thatall the Court may eecho with the noyfe, 
Sonnes lex it be your charge, as itis ours, 

To attend the Emperours perfon carefully 

1 haue bene troubled in my fleepe this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath infpir'd. 


Winde Hornes. 
Heere a cry of boundes, and winds bornes ina peales 
Enter Satarwimus,Tamora,Baffianus,Lawinia Chiron,De 
metrius aud their Attendants. 


Ti, Many good morrowes to your Maieftie, 
Madam to youas manyand as good, 
I promifed yourGrace,aHunterspeale. 
Satur, And youhaue rung it luftily my Lords, 
Somewhat to earely fornew married Ladies. 
Bafs. Laninia,ow fay you ? 
Lawi. fay no; 
I have bene awake two houres and more, 
Satur, Come on then, horfe and Chariots 
And to our fport: Madam,now {hall ye fee, 
Our Romaine hunting. 
Mar. Thaue dogges my Lord, 
Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chale, . 
_ And climethe higheft P omontary top. “aint 
Tit. And Vhave horfe will follow where the ga" | 


by laine 
Makes way, and runnes likes Swallowes = wae 


feces hae | 


“Deme, Chiron we hunt not we, with Horfe nor Hound 
But hope to plucke a dainty Doe to ground, Exeunt 
Enter Aaroa alone. 
Aron, He that had wit,would thinke that had nonc, 
Tobury {o much Gold vnder a Tree, 
And neuer after to inherit it. 
Let him that thinks of me fo abie&ly, 
Know that this Gold mu coinea frarageme, 
Which cunningly effected will beget 
avery excellent peece of villany : 
| And fo repofefweet Gold for their vnreft, : 
That haue their Almes out of the Empreffe Cheft, 
Enter Tamoratothe ALoore. 
Tamo. My loucly daron, 
Wherefore look’*{t thou fad, 
When euery thing doth make a Gleefull boaft ? 
TheBirds chaunt melody on euery bufhy, 
TheSnake lies rolied in the chearefull Sunne, 
The greene leaues quiver, with the cooling winde, 
{And make a cheker’d fhadow onthe ground: 
Vader their fweete fhade,e-4arox let vs fit, 
And whil’f the babling Eccho mock’s the Hounds, 
Replying fhrilly to the well tun'd-Hornes, 
4sifadouble hunt were heard at once, 
Let vs fit downe,and marke their yelping noyfe: 
Andafter conflidt, fach as was fuppos’d. 
The wandring Prince and Dido once enioy’d, 
When witha happy ftorme they were furpris’d, 
And Curtain’d with a Counfaile-keeping Caue, 
Wemay each wreathed in the others armes, 
(Our paftimes done) poffeffe 2 Golden flumber, 
Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and {weet Melodious Birds 
Bevnto vs, a8 is a Nurfes Song 
OfLullabie,to bring het Babe afleepe. 
Aro, Madame, 
ThoughVewws gouerne your defires, 
Saturneis Dominator ouer mine : 
| What fignifies my deadly ftanding eye, 
|My filence,and my Cloudy Melancholie, 
My fleece of Woolly haire,that now vncurles, 
Puen as an Adder when fhe doth vnrowle 
Todo fome fatall execution ? 
_|No Madamsthefe are no Veneriall f genes, 
Vengeance is in my heart,death in my hand, 
Blood, and reuenge,are Hammering in my head. 
Hatke Tamora the Empreff¢ of my Soule, 
hich never hopes more heauen cthenrefts in thee, 
This is the day of Doome for Bafsianus; 
His Philomel mutt loofe her tongue today, 
Thy Sonnes make: Pillage of her Chaftiry, 
And wath their hands in Baffianms blood. - 
Seeft thou this Letter,take it'vp I pray thee, 
And giue the King this farall plotted Scrowle, 
OW queftiomme no more, we are efpied, 
fete comes aiparcell of our hopefull Booty, . 
hich dreads hor yet their lines deftruation. 








‘Enter Baffianus and Lawiniasy: 


ed Ahmy fweet (Moore: 9 3BIGE | 

) Weeter tome then lifes LG itt § a 
Fae No more great Empreffe, Baffianus'comes, 
‘| Stolle with hint,and He goefetchthy Sonnes ~ 


| 1°backe thy quarrell:wharfo ere they Bed! 
in Bali. Whom haueiwe heere ? © wiiisQ 20 | 
p | omes RoyallEmpreffe,., bred yi3 sardaaog 
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Vofurnifht ofour well befeeming troope?* 

Orisit Déan habited like her, 

Who hath-abandoned her holy Grouies, 

To fee the generall Hunting in this Forreft? 
Tamo. Sawcic controuler of our priuate fteps: 

Had I the power,that fome fay Dias had, 

Thy Temples fhould be planted prelently. 

With Hornes, as was Aéteons, and the Hounds 


| Should drive vpon his new transformed limbes, 


Vomannerly Intruder as thou art. 
Lawi, Vnder your patience gentle Empreffe, 


' °“Tisthought you haue a goodly gift in Horning, 


And tobe doubted ,that your Aioore and you 

Are fiagled forth to try experiments :: : 

Tone Sheild your husband from his Hounds to day, 

"Tis picty they fhould take him for a Stag. . 
Bai, Beleeue me Queenie, your {warth Cymerion,« ‘ 

Doth make your Honor of his bodies Hue, ed} 

Spotted, detefted,and abhominable. 

Why are you fequeftred from all your traine? 

Difmounted from yourSnow-white goodly Steed, | 

And wandred bither toanobfcure plot, 

Accompanied with a barbarous Afodre, 

If foule defire had not conduéted you? 
Lawi. Aud being intercepted in your fport, 

Great reafon that my Noble Lord, be rated 

For Saucineffe,! pray you let vs hence, 

And let her ioy her Rauea coloured loue, 

This valley fies the purpofe paffing welle:? r 
Bafi. The King my Brother fhall have notice of thid 
Lanz. 1,forthete flips haue made himnotedlong,) _ | 


| Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 


Tamora. Why I haue patience to endute all this?\ 
Exter Chiton and Demetrinss Tt 
Dem. How now deere Soucraigne 
And our gracious Mother, : 
Why doth yout Highnes looke (o pale and wan? '°) o1 
Tamo. Hauel not reafon thinke you'ta looke pale. 02 


| Thefeeworiaue tic'd ine hither to this place, 


A barren, detefted'vale you fee itis, 

The Trees though Somimef, yet forlorne and leane, 

Ore-comeé With Moffe and baléfull Miffelto, 

Heere neues fines the Sunne,heere nothing breeds, 

Valeffe the sightly Owle,or farall Raven : ° 

And when chey fhew’d me this abhorted’pity 

They coldme héere at dead time of the night, | 

A thoufand Fiends,a thoufand hiffing Snakes; ‘© 

Ten thoufand {welling Toades,as many Vechins, 

Would make fuch féarefull and'confuled cries, 

As any mortall body heating it, 

Should {traite'fall inad, or elfe die fuddetilyé “+ - 

No fooner had chey told this hellifli tale; |‘ 

But ftrait they told me they would binde me heere, 

Vato the body ofa difmall yew, Ste & 

And leauie mé co this miferatile death. 

And then they ¢all’dme foule Adiultereffe, 

Lafcivious Gothjand all the bictereft cearmes 

That ever care did heare tofuch effeQ, >< - 

Andhad you HOt by wondtdué fortune come, -d 

This vengeance’on me had they executed ¢ 

Reucnge dias you lou’ yout Mothers life, | ° 

Or be yenot henceforth cal’d my Children, ‘ 
Dem Thisisawitnefle that T am thy Sonne. (tab bias. 
Chi. And this forimeso °)¢ & 9G so] 

Strook hoine to fhew my ftretipth, 


Lani, I come Semeramis vay Barbarous Tamera: | 


Pe 
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For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 
Tam, Giue me thy poyniard,you thal know my boyes 
Your Mothers hand fhall right your Mothers wrong. 
Deme, Stay Madam heere is more belongs to her, 
Firft thrafh the Corne,then after burne the ftraw: 
This Minion ftood vpon her chaftity, 
Vpon her Nuptiall vow,herloyaltic. i 
And with thatpainted hope, braues your Mightineffe, 
And fhall.the carry this vnto her graue? 
Chi, And if fhe doe, 
I would I were an Eunuch, 
Drag hence her husband to fome fecret hole, 
And make his dead Trunke-Pillow to our Juft. 
Jamo. But when ye haue the hony we defire, 
Let northis Wafpe ouc-liue vs both to fting. 
Chir. 1 warrant you Madam we will make that fure: 
Come Miftris,now perforce we will.cnioy, 
That nice-preferued honefty of yours. 
Lani. Oh Tamora,thou bear’t a woman face. 
Tamo. ¥wilkoot heare her{peake,away with her. 
Ladi. Sweet Lords intreat her heare me but a word. 
Demet, Liften faire Madam, |let it be your glory 
To fee her teares,but be your harcco them, 
As vnrelenting flint to drops of raine, 














1 O doe not learne her wrath,fhe taught it thee, 
The milke thou fuck’ from her did turne to Marble, 
Euen at thy Teat thou had’ft thy Tyranny, 
Yet euery Mother breeds net Sonnes alike, 
Do thou iatreat her fhew a,woman pitty, 
Chiras MMbatn):. sven auedes: s10},] 
Would’ thou haueme proue my felfe a Daftard ? 
Dani);’Tis tits ©) soa2:2p 45: Af 
The Rauen doth notbatchaLarke, .. 
Yet haue I heard,Oh.could J finde itnow, » 


i 


fates 


L Hie, OAT At A si vow YI Lor dle 
Becall’'d a gentle Queengyay [er cb ete youd: 
ne ha Kill me in this place, 


Fortis not lifeghactjha begdfohongs yods ned: | 
Poore I RI a a dyrdisnD en 
|. Lawi. Sig protent.death, jibeg,and ong thing more, 
That womanhogd.denicsmytongueto tell: » 
| Oh keepe me fromthe worle chen killing Inf, 
And tumble meintofomeloathfome pity.:! son oy sd 10 
Wohereinever mans eye may behold my body, 
Doe this,and be a charitable murderery ics hai Add 
Tam. So fhould I robmy-fweet Sorines of their fee; 

ANo lec theanfatiffietheis lution thee. om02 1 v0 3 


(210% edie 
Rasp 


For thou haft ftaid vs heere too long, 


. And let my fpleenefull Sonnes this Trull defloure, 


Laai, Whendid the Tigers young-ones teach the dam? 





| The thing whereatit trembles by furmifer ’ 


| Was! achild,to feare I know not whats. 


Tam. What beg ft choushen ?fond womanlerme go? 
| And fhewes the ragged intrailes of the pit: 


Deme. Away, 


Laninia. No Garace, 
No womanhood? Ah beaftly creature, 
The blot and enemy to our generall name, _ 
Confufion fallen ; 
Chi, Nay then Ile ftop your meuth 
Bring thou her husband, 
This is the Hole where Aarow bid vs hide him, 
Tam, Farewell my Sonnes,fee that youmake 
Nere let my heart know merry cheere indeed, 
Till all the Andrenici be made away : 
Now will I hence to feeke my louely Moore, 
















her Lute 





















Exit, 


Enter Aaron with two of Titus Sonnes, 
Aron, Come on my Lords,the better foote before 
Straight will I bring you to thelethfome pit, 
Where I efpied the Panther faft afleepe, 
Quin, My fight is very dull what ere itbodes, 
Marti, And mine I promife you,wereirnot for fhame . 
Wellcould I leane our {port to fleepe a while, 
Luin. What art thou fallen? 
What fubrile Hole is this, | 
Whofe mouth is couered with Rude growing Briers, 
Vpon whofe leaues are drops of new-fhed-blood, 
As frefh as mornings dew diftil’d on flowers, 
A very fatall place it feemes to nie: 
Speake Brother haft thou hurt thee with the fall 
Martius. Oh Brother, 
With the difmal’A obiest 
That euer eye with fight made heart lament, | 
Aron, Now willl fetch the King to finde them heere, 
Thathe thereby may haue a likely geffe, 
‘How thefe were they that made away his Brother, 
Exit Aaron, 
Marti, Why doft not comfort me and helpe me out, 
From this ynhallow’d and blood-ftained Hole? | 
Quintus, 1am furprifed with an yncouch feare, 
A chilling fweat ore-runs my trembling ioynts, 
My heart fufpeéts more then mine eie can fee, 
Marti, To proue thou hafta true divining heatt, 
Aaron and thou looke downe into this den; 
And fee a fearefull fight of blood and death, 
Quintus, Aaron is gone, porn 
And my compafffonate heart en 
Will nor permit mine eyes once to behald » 


Oh tell me how.it is, for nere till now 


Marti. Lord Baffiawns lies embrewed heert, 
Allon aheapelike co the flaughtred Lambe, 
Inthis detefted, darke,blood-drinking pit) 

Quin, Ific be darke,how dooft chou know'tishe? 

Mart. Vpon:hisbloody finger he doth weare | 
A precious Ring,that lightens all the Hole?) 
Which like a Taper in fome Monument, 

Doth thine yponche dead mans earthly cheekes, 


So pale did fhine the Mooneon Piramusy 0 

When he by night lay bath’d in Maidenb loods | 

O Brother helpe me with thy fainting hands” » ‘owl 

If feare hath made thee faint,asmecithath, "+r 

Out of this fell devouring receptacle; 8 

As hatefull as Ocitas miftiemouths 6 ‘ thee out 
Quint. Reach me thy hand, that Emap belpeh” 














: ~T he T ragedte of Titus eAndronicus. 








0; wanting Arengthto doethee fo much good, | 
{may be pluckt inco the {wallowing wombe, 
Ofthis deepe pit,poore Bafsianus eraue : 
[have no ftrenyth to plucke thee to che brinke. 
Martiws. Nor Ino ftrength to clime without thy help. 
Quin. Thy hand once more, { will not loofe againe, 
Till chow art heere aloft,or I below, 
Thou can'ft not come to me,l cometothee. Boths fallin, 


H 
‘ 


Enter the Emperour , Aaron the Moore. 


ho found this Letter , Tamora was it you? 
Tarscra. Andronicus himfelfe did take it vp. 
Tit, Idid my Lord, Act 


W 


| Yet let me be their baile, 


For by muy Fathers reverent Tombel vow 


| They fhail be ready at yout Highnes will, 


To anfwere their fufpition with their liues. 

Keg. Thou fhalt not baile them, fee thou follow tne: 
Some bring the murthered body, fome the murtherers, 
Let themnot {peake a word,the guilt is plaine, 


| For by my foule,were there worfe end then death, 


satur. Along with me, Ile fee what hole is heere, 
And what he is chat now is leapt into it. 
Say,who art thou that lately did’it defcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Marti. .The vnhappie fonne of old Andronicus, 
Brought hither in a moft vnluckic houre, 
Tofinde thy brother Bafsiaurs dead, 

Satur, My brother dead ? 1 know thou doft cut ieft, 
Heand his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
Vpon the North-fide of this pleafant Chafe, 
Tisnot an houre fince J left him there. 

(Marti, We know not where you left him all aliue, 
But out alas,yheere haue we found him dead, 


Enter Tamora, Andronicus and Lucivs. 


Tamo. Whereis my Lord the King ? 
King Heere Tamora,though grieu’d with 
Tam. Where is chy brother Bafsianus ? 
King Now to the bottome doft thou fearch my wound, 
Poore Bafsianus heere lies murthered. 
Tam. Thenalltoo late 1 bring this fatall writ, 
The complot of this timeleffe Tragedie, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
Inpleafing {miles fuch murderous Tyrannie. 
«She giseth Saturaine a Letter. 


killing priefe. 


Saterninus reads the Letter, 
Andifwe miffe to meete bir banfomely, 
Sweet hnwt(man, Baffiaius "tis we meane, 
Doe thon (o much as dig the grane for him, 
Thou know /? our meaning Jooke for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 
Which oner-(baaes the mouth of that fame pit : 
Where we decreed to bury Baffianuss 
Doe this and purchafe us thy lafting friends. 


King. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like ? 
This is the pit,and this the Elder tree, 
Looke firs,if you can finde the huntfman our, 
That fhould haue murthered Bafsiauns heere. 
Aron, My gracious Lord heere is the bag of Gold. 
King. Two of thy whelpes,fell Curs of bloody kind 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life: . 
Sits drag them from the pic vnto the prifon, 
There let them bide wntill we have deuis’d 
Some neuer heard-of tortering paine for them, 
Tamo, What are they in this pit, 
Oh wondrous thing ! 
Ow eafily murder is difcouered ? 
Tit. HighEmperour, vpon my feeble knee, 
Ibeg this boone,with teares, not lightly fhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurfed Sonnes, 
Accurfed,if the faults be prou'dinthem. 
King, lfirbe prou’d? you fee it is apparant, 


i 


| That end vpon them fhould be executed. 


Jamo. Andronicus \ will entreat the King, ~ 
Feare not thy Sonnes,they fhall do well enough, 
Tit. Come Lucius come, 
tay notto talke with thems 


c 


Excunt. 


Enter the Empreffe Sonnes with Lawinia,ber bands cut off and 
her tongue cut ont,and rauf{bt. 


Deme, So now goe tell and if thy congue can fpeake, 
Who t’was that cut thy tongue and rauifht thee. 
Chi. Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And if thy ftumpes will let thee play the Scribe, 
Dem, Sec how with fignes and tokens fhe can feowle. 
Chi. Goe home, 
Call for fweet water, wafh thy hands. 
Dem, She bath no tongue to call,nor hands to wath. 
And fo lét’s leaue her to her filent walkes, 
Chi. Andtweremy caufe,! fhould gce hang my felfe. 
Dem. If thou had’ft hands to helpe thee knit the cord, 
; Exeunt. 
Winde Hornes, 
Enter Marcus from banting,to Lawinia, 
Whois this,my Neece that flies away fo faft? 
Cofen a word,where is your husband ? 
If do dreame ,would all my wealth would wake me ; 
If I doe wake, fome Planet ftrike me downe, 
That I may {lumber in eternall fleepe. 
Speake centle Neece,what fterne vngentle hands 
Hath lopt, andhew’d,and made thy becy bare 
Of her ewo branches, thofe {weet Ornaments 
Whole circkling fhadowes,Kings have fought co fleep in 
And might not gaine fo great a happines 
As halfe thy Loue ; Why dooft net {peake to me? 
Alas,a Crimfon river of warme blood, 
Like to a bubling fountaine ftir’d with winde, 
Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, | 
Comming and going withthyhony breath. | 
Buc fure fome ‘7 crews hath defloured thee, 
And leaft thou fhould’ft detect them, cut thy tongue. 
Ah,now thou turn’ft away thy face for Shame; 
And notwithftanding all this loffe of blood, , 
As froma Conduit with their iffuing Spouts, 
Yet doethy cheekes looke red as Titaws face, 
Blufhing to be encountred witha Cloud, 
Shall T fpeake for thee ? fhall I fay *tis fo ¢ 
Oh chat knew thy hart,and knew the beat 
ThatI might raile at him to eafe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed,like an Guen ftopr, 
Doth burne the hart to Cinders where it is, 
Faire Philomela the but loft her tongue, 
And ina tedious Sempler fowed her mindés 
But loucly Neece.that meaneis cnt from thee, 
A craftier Terens haft thou mer withall, 
Andhe hath cut chofe pretty fi ngers off, 
dd 2 



















































































































4.0 
That could haue better fowed then Philome/. 

Ob had the monfter feene thofe Lilly hands; 
Tremble like Afpen leaues vpona Lute, 

t And make the filken ftrings delightro kiffe them, 
He would not then haue touche them for his life, 
Orhad he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Whic h that fweet tongue hath made : 

He would haue dropt his knife and fell afleepe, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete, 
Come, let vs goe,and make thy father blinde, 

For fuch a fight will blindea fatherseye. - 

Onc houres {torme will drowne the fragrant meades, 

{ What, will whole nionths of tearesthy Fathers eyes? 
Doe not draw backe,for we will mourne with thee: 

Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery, Exeunt 










—_ 


ee 


Actus Tertius . 











Enter the Indges and Senatours with Titus two fonnes bound, 
paffing on the 6tage to the place of execution, and Titus gomg 
| before pleading. - 


Ti, Heare me graue fathers,noble Tribunes flay, 

For pitty of mine age, whofe youth was {pent 
In dangerous warres,whilft you fecurely flept: 
For all my blood in Romes great quarrell thed, 
For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht, 
And for thefe bitter teares,which now you fee, 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes, 
Be pittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 
Whoke foules is not corrupted as’tis thought : 
For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufe they died in honours lofty bed. 
Andronicus lyeth downe and the Indges paffe by him. 
For thefe, Tribunes,in the du&I write 
| My harts deepe Janguor,and my foules fad teares : 
| Let my teares ftaneh the earths drie appetite. 
My fonaes {weet blood, will make it fhame and blufh: 
Oearth ! I will be friend thee more withraine = Exennt 
That fhall diftill from thefe two ancient ruines, 
Then youthful Aprill fhall with all his fhowres 
In fummers droughrsIle drop vponthee ftill, _ 
In Winter with warme teares Ile melt the how, 
And keepe erernall {pring time on thy face, 

So thourefiusfeto drinke my deare fonnes blood, 


_, Enter Lucius with bis weapon drawne. 


Oh reverent Tribunes,oh gentle aged men, 
Vnbinde my fennes,reuerfe the doome of death, 
And Jet me fay(chat neuer wept before) 
M yteares are now preualing Oratours, 
Lz. Ohnoble father,you lamentin vaine, 
The Tribunes heare not,no manis by, 
And you recount your forrowes toa ftone. 
1%, Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 
| Graue Tribunes,once more Lintreat ofyou. - 
La, My gracious Lord,no Tribune heares you fpeake, 
Ti. Why tis no matter man,if they did heare 
They would not marke me:oh if they did heare 
'\ They would not pitty me. 
Therefore J tell my forrowes bootles to the ftones, 
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Who though they cannot anfwere my diftreffe 
Yet in fome fort they are better then the Tribunes 
For that they will nor intercept my tales,....... mn 
When I doe weepe,they humbly at my feet: 
Receiue my teares,and feeme to weepewithme, | 
And were they but attired in praue weedes } 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe; 
A ftone is as foft waxe, 

Tribunes more hard then ftones: 

Aftone is filent,and offendeth not, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death 
But wherefore ftand’ft thou with thy weapon rayne 

Lz, To refcuemy two brothers from their death : 
For which attempt the Iudges haue pronounce’? 
My cuerlafting doome of banifhment, 
Ti. Ohappy man,they haue betriended thes 

Why foolith Lucius, doft thou not perceiue 
- That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers? 

Tigers muft pray,and Rome affords no prey 

But me and and mine: how happy art thou then 

From thefe deuourers to be banifhed ? : 
But who comes with our brother Adarcos heered 


Enter Marcus and Laninia, 
Mar. Titws,prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 
Or if not fo,chy noble heart to breake; 
Ibring confuming forrow to thine age. 
Ti, Willit confume me ? Let me fee it then. 
Mar. This was thy daughter, 
Ti. Why Adareus {0 the is, 

Luc. Ayeme this obie& kils me. 1 tad 
Ti, Faint-harted boy, arife and looke vponher, 
Speake Lavinia,what accurfed hand | 
Hath made thee handleffe in thy Fathers fight? 
What foole hath added watertothe Sea? 
Or broughta faggot to bright burning Troye 
My griefe was at the height before thou cam'ft, 

And now like Ny/ws it difdainech bounds : 
Giue mea fword , Ile chop off my hands too, 
For they haue fought for Rome,and all in vaines 
And they have nur’ft this woe, 
In feeding life: 
In booteleffe prayer haue they bene held vp 
And they haue feru’d me to effedtleffe vic, 
Now all the feruice I require of them, 
Is that the one'will helpe to cut the other : 
*Tis well Lawinia,that thowhaft no hands, 
For hands to doRome feruice,is but vaine. 
Luci. Speake gentle fifter, who hath martyr'd thee? 
Mar. O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blab’d them with fuch pleating eloquencty 
Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where like a fweet mellodius bird it fung,y 
Sweet varied notes inchanting euery cate. 
Luci. Oh fay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed 2 
Mare. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receiude fome vnrecuring wound. 
Tit. It was my Deare, 
And he that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more, then had he kild me dead 
For now I ftand as one vpona Rocke, 
Inuiron’d with a wildernefle of Sea. 
Who markes the waxing tide, 
Grow waueby waue, 
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: ~ecting ever when fome enuious furge, 
a in his brinifh bowels {wallow him, 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone; 
Here ftands my other fonne,a banifht man, 
‘andheere my brother weeping at my wocs. 
Butthat which gives hy foule the greateft {purne, 
Jsdeere Laninia,deexer then my foule. 

iad Tbut feene thy piGtute inthis plight, 
twould have maddedme. Whar fhall I doe? 
NowI behold thy liuely-body fo? 

{Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy teares, 
Nortongue to tell me whovhath martyr'd thee: 
Thy husband he-is dead and for his‘death 

Thy brothers.are condemn’d andidead by this. 
Looke Marcus ,alvforineLucizs looke on her ; 

When I did name her brothers,then freih teares 
stood on her cheekesjas doth the hony dew, 

Vpon a gathred Lillie almoft withered, 

‘Mar. Perchance fhe weepes becaufe they kil'd her 
husband, ; 
Perchance becaufe fhe knowes him innocent. 

Tj, Ifthey did kill thy husband then beioyfull, 
Becaue the law hath rane reuenge on them. 

No,no,they would not doe fo foule a deede; 
Witnes the forrow that their fifter makes, 
Gentle Laninia let me kiffe thy lips, 
Ormakefome fignes how I may do thee eafe : 
Shall thy good Vnele,andthy brother Lucius, 
Andthou and I fit round abour fome Fountaine, 
Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 
How they are ftain’d inmeadowes, yct not dry 
With miery flime left on them by a flood : 
Andin the Fountaine fhall we gaze folong, 
Tillthe frefh tafte be taken from that cleerenes, 
{And made a brine pit with our bitter teares 2. 
Orfhall we cut away ourhands like thine ? 
Orthall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe fhewes 
Paffe the remainder ofour hatefull dayes? 
What fhall we doe 2 Let vsthat haue our tongues 
Plot fome deuife of further miferies 
Tomake vs wondredvat in time to come. 
Lu, Sweet Father ceafe your teares,for at your gtiefe 
Sechow my wretched fifter fobs and weeps, 
Mar, Patience deere Necce,good Tits dric thine 
eyes, 

Ti, Ah Marcus, Adarcws Brother well wor, 
Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mines 
Forthou poore man haft drown’d it with thine ownes 

Lx, AhmyLasinia Lwill wipe thy checkes. 

Ti Marke Marcus marke,I vnderttand her fignes, 
Had thea tongue to fpeake,now would fhe fay 
That to her brother which I {aid to thees 
His Napkin with hertrueteares all bewer, 

an do no feruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 
Ohwhat a fimpathy of woeis this! 
Asfarre from helpeas Limbo is frombliffe, 





Enter Aron the Moore aloes 


Moore, Titus Andronicusymy Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word,that if thou lone thy fonnes, 
Let Marcus ,Lucins,or thy felfe old Titus, 

Orany-one of you,chop off yeur hand, 

And fend it to the King:he for the fame, 

Will fend thee hicher both thy fonnes aliue, 
And that thall be che ranfome for their faule. 
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Ti. Ohgracious Emperour,soh gentle Aaron, 
Did ever Rauen fing fo likea Larke, ; 
That giues fweet tydings ofthe Sunnes vprife? 
With all my heart,[lefend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aros wiltthouhelp to chop it off 2 

Le. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath throwne downe fo many enemies; - 
Shall not be fent': my hand will ferue the turne, 
My youth can better {pare my bloed thea you, 
And therfore mine fhall faue my brothers liues. 

Mar, Whiclvof your hands hath noe defended Rome; 
And rear’d aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 
Writing deftruétion on the enemies Caftle 2 
Oh none of bothvbut are of high defere: 
My hand hath bin-but idle,let it ferue 
T5 ranfome my two nephewes from their death, 
Then haue I kept it toa worthy end. tsi 

Moore, Nay come agree, whofe hand fhallgoe along 
For feare they die before their pardon come.: 

(Mar, My hand fhall goes 
Lx. By heauen it fhallnot goe. 





Ti. Sirs Griueno more,fach withered hearbs asthefs | 


Are meete for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 
Lx. Sweet Father, if 1 thall be thought thy fonne, 
Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 
Mar, And for our fathers fake,and mothers care, 
Now let me thew a brothers loue to thee. © »: ot 
Ti. Agree betweene you,! will fpare my hand. 
La, Then Ile goe fetch an Axe. 
Mar. Burl willvfe the Axe, Exernt 
_ Ti. Come hither arom, ile déceiue them both, 
Lend me thy hand,andJ will giue thee mine, 
(Moore. If that be cal’'d deceit,] will be honeft, ° 
And neuer whil ft I live decéiue men fo; 
But Ile deceiue you in another fort; 
Aud that you’l fay ere halfe an houre paffe, 


He cuts off ites hand. 
Enter Lucius and fnarce sagaine. 


Ti. Now ftay you ftrife,what fhall be,is difpagche,: 
Good Arox gine his Maieftie me hand, in 
Tell him, it was a hand that watded him 
From thoufand dangers : bid him bury it: 
More hath it merited: That let it haue. 
As for for my fonnes,fay I account of them, 
Asiewels purchaft at an eafie price, 
And yet deere too,becaufe I bought mine owne, 

Aron. Igoe Andronicus ,and for thy hand, 
Looke by and by tohaue thy fonnes with thee : 
Their heads J meane : Oh how this villany 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts ofie. 
Let fooles dee good, and faire men call for giace, 
Arop will haue his fowle blacke like his face, Exit. 

4. Oheere Hlift this one hand vp to heauen, 

And bow this feeble ruine to the earth, 
Ifany power pitties wretched teares, 
Tothat I call: what wilt thou kneele with me ? 
Doe then deare heart, for heatren fhall heare our prayers, 
Or with our fighs weele breath the welkin dimme, 
And ftaine the San with fogg¢ as formtime cloudes, 
When they do hug him in their melting bofomes. 

dar Oh brother fpeake with poffibilities, 
And donot breake into thefe deepe extreames. 

Ts. Is not my forrow deepe, haning no bottome? 


dd3 Then 
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Then be my paffions botromleffe with them. : 
Mar. Pur yet letreafon gouerne thy lament. 
Titus, If there were reafon for thefe miferies, 

Then into limits could I binde my woes : vi 

When heauen doth weepe; doth not the earth ore flow 2 

Ifthe windes rage, doch nor the Sea wax.mad, 

Threatning the welkin with his big-fwolne face? 

And wilt thou have areafon for this coile? 

Tam the Sea. Harke how her fighes doefiow: 
Shee is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 
Then mutt my Sea’be moued with her fighes, 
Then muft my earth with her continuall teares, 

Becomea deluge : ouerflow'd and drown’'d : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

But like a drunkard muftT vomit them; 

Then giue'me'leaue, for loofers will haueleaue, 

To cafe their ftomackes with their bitter tongues, 


Enter ameffencer with two heads and a hand, 


Mef. Worthy Andronicus, illart thou repaid, 
For that good hand thou fentft the Emperout : 
Heere are the heads of thy two noble founes. 

And heeres thy hand in fcorneto thee fent backe: » 
Thy oriefes their fports: Thy refolutionmockt, 
That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes, 

More then remembrance of my fathers death. 

Marc, Now lerhot Ad:na coolein Cicilie, 
And be my heart an euer-burning hell: 

Thefe miferies are morethen may be borne. 
To weepe with them thar weepe, doth cafe fome deale, 
But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Luo.Ah that this fight fhould make fo deep a wound, 
And yet detefted life not fhrinke thereat: 

That euer death fhould let life beare his name, 
Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Mar. Alas poore hart that kiffeis comfortleffe, 
As frozen water toa ftarned {nake. 

Titus, When will this fearefull lumber have an end 2 

Mar. Now fatwell flatterie die Andronicus, 
Thou doft not flumber, fee thy two fons heads, 
Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here : 
Thy other banifhrfonnes with this deere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodleffe, and thy brother [, 
Euen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

{Ah now no more will controule my griefes, 

{Rent off thy filuer haire, chy other hand 

Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 

The clofing vp of our moft wretched eyes : 

Nowis a timeto ftorme, why art thou ftill2 
Titus. Ha,ha,ha, 


Exit, 


| Ti Why I have not another teare to thed ; 
.Befides;this forrow isan enemy, rion) > 

And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes, 

And make them blinde with triburarie teares, 

Then which way fhall I finde Reuenges Caue ? 

For thefe two heads doe feeme to fpeake to me, 

| And threat me, I fhall neuer come to bliffe, 

Till all thefe mifchiefes be returned againe, 

Euen in their throats that haue commicted them. 

Come let me fee what taske Lhaueto doe, 

You heauie people, circle me about, 

That I may turne me toeach one of you, 

And {weare ento my fouletoright your wrongs. 

Thevow 1s made, come Brother take a head, 


42 The Tragedte of Titus eAndronicus, : 
) And in this hand the other will I beare,: i 


- Owould thou wert as thdusofore hat beeney. . 


| Butin obliuion and hateful griefes; 


Mar. Why doft thou laugh ¢ it fits not with this houre, | 








And Laninia thou fhalt be employd in thefethinoe.. 
Beare thou my hand.fweet wench betweene th be 
As for thee hoy,.goe get thee from my fight, thy 
Thou art an Exile,andthou muft.not fay,) ‘ Re dhe) 
Hie tothe Gothes,andxaife anafmyshere,,. 
And if youloue me, asFthinkeyoudoe, ;..\. 
Let’s kiffe and part, for wehaue much to doe, . Evy 
: bebbels sucseeee 

Manet Lweinsy 08)». vbleagatte 

YEWS SOW Os eons wah 

Luci, Farewell:Andronicns mynoble Father. 
The woful’ft man that.ever liu'd inRomes) eh 
Farewell proud Rome}til Lacivs:comea gaine,)..: 
Heloues his pledges dearer then hisiifes. ...s: _ 
Farewell Laninia my noblefifters 9345.49), 53 


But now, nor Lacius nor bdwinia lives bial 
If Lucius hue, he will requit your wrongs, . 

And make proud Saturnine and his Empreffe |»... 
Beg atthe gates likes Tarquin andshis Queene; \ 
Now will I to the Gothes and raife:a power, 

To bereueng’d on Rome and Saturmine,. Exit Liciy 


A Boakets 2035) snined to 
Enter Andronicus, Dtarcus, Lasinia, andtheBo; 


ez. So,fo, now fit, and looke you eateno mort 
Then will preferue iuft fo much ftrength in ys 
As will reuenge thefe bitter woes:of ours, 
Marens viknit that forrow-wreathen knots)... 
Thy Neece and I( poore Creatures)want our hands 
And cannot paffionate our tenfold griefe, 
With foulded Armes, This pooreright handofiming, 
Is left to tirranize yppon my beeaft. rl 
Who when my hars all mad with mifery, 
Beats in this hollow prifon of my fleth, 
Then thus I chumpeit downe, 
Thou Map of woe, that thus doft talkin fignes, 
When thy poorehart beates withoutragious beating, 
Thou cant nor ftrike it thus ro make it fill? 
Wound it with fighing girle, kil it with groness 
Or get fome little knife beeweene thy teeth, » 
And iuft againft thy hare make thoua hole, 
Thatall the tearesthat thy pooreeyeslerfall 
May run into thatfinke, and foaking in, 
Drowne the lamenting foole, in Sea falt teares. © 

Mar, Fy brother fy, teach het not thus to lay 
Such violent hands:vppon her tender life, 

An. How now Has forrow made thee doate already? 
Why Adarcus, no man fhould bemad but IT: 
What violent hands can fhe lay on her lifes.) 
Ah, wheretore doft thou vrge the name‘of hands; ° 
To bid e£xeas tell the talerwiceore: ie) 8" 
How Troy was burnt, and he made-miferable?: 

O handle nor the theame, to talke of hands, 

Leaft we remember ftill that we have none, 

Fic, fie, how Frantiquely I fquare my talke 

Asif wefhould forget wehad nohands: 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands. 
Come, lets fall too, and gentle girleeate this; 
Heereisnodrinke? Harke AZarcas what fhe faies; 

I can interpret all her martir’d fignes, nate 
She faies, the drinkes no other drinke but gree” 
Breu’d with her forrow ; meth'd vppon her ane petit 
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And teares will quickly melt:thy life away: i 
Marcus firtkes the dilbwith aknife, <>. 

What doeft thou trike at Afarces'with knifeod « 

| Mar. Avchat chard bate kil’d my:-Lord,a Flys 

| Ag. Ouronthe murderour: shouwkif ft my bare, 

Mine eyes cloi’d with view of Tirranie: 2 | 

Adeed.of death done:on the: Innocent 

Becoms not Titus broher : get thee gone, 

[Tee thou artnot formy compaby.. 

_ Mar, Alas(my Lord) [haue but kild a flie. © 

! An. But? How zifthat Plie hada father and mother ? 

How would he hang his {lender gilded wings 

Andbuz lamenting doingsintheayer,: 

Poore harmeleffe Fly, <<: 

That with his pretty buzing 

Came heere to make ws.merty, 9 

And thou haft kil’d him. einni | 

(Mar, Pardon me fir, 1 


melody, 


It was a blacke tifauour'd Fly," 
Liketo the Empreffe Moore,therefore I kild him, 
An. O,0,0, 
|Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haft done a Charitable deed : 
Giuemethy knife,t willinfule on-him, 
Flattering my felfes,as if it were the Moore, 
Come hither purpofely to poyfon me. 
There’s for thy felfe,and thats for Tamira: Alyfirra, 
Yet Ithinke we are not brought folow, 
But that betweene vs,we can killa Fly, 
That comes in likeneffe of a Cole-blacke Moore. 
‘Mar, Alas poore man,griefe ha’s fo wrought on him, 
Hetakes falfe fhadowes,for true fubftances. 
Am. Come;take away : Lauinia,goe with me, 
- |ile to thy cloffet,and goe read with thee 
Sad fories,chanced in the times of old. 
Come boy,and goe with me,thy fight is young, 
And thou fhalt read;when mine begin to dazell, Exennt 


— 


Actus Quartus. 


Enter young Lucius and Laviniarunning after him,and 
the Boy flies from her with bis bookes under bis arme. 
Enter Titus and Marens. : 
Boy. Helpe Grandfier helpe,my,. Aunt Lasinia, 
ollowes me euery where I know not why, - 
Good Vacle A¢arcus {ee how {wift fhe comes, 
Alas {weet Aunt,I know not what youmeane, 
Mar. Stand by me Lucius,doe not feare thy Aunt, 
Titas, She loves thee boy too well to doe thee harme 
Boy. I when my fathér was inReme fhe did. 


eA ndronicus. 


Mar Whatmeanes my Neece Lasinia by thefe fignes 
Ti, Feare not Lucias,fomewhat doth fhe meane: 
See Lucins fee,how much fhe makes of thee: 
Some whether would the haue thee goe with her. 
Ah boy, Cornelia neuer with more care 3 
Read to her fonnes,then fhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet Poetry,and Tullies Oracour : 5 
Canft thou not geffe wherefore fhe plies thee thus ? 
Boy. My Lord [knownot.I,nor can I geffe,: 
Vnleffe fome fit or frenzie dopoffeffe her : 
For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 
Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 
‘And I haue read that Hecubz of Troy, 
Ran mad through forrow,that made me to feare, 
Although my Lord,] know my-noble Aunt, 
Loues me as deare as ere my mother did; 
And wouldnot butin fury fright my youth, 
Which made me downeto throw my bookes,and flie 
Caufles perhaps,but pardon me {weet: Aunt, 
And Madam, if my. Vncle AZarcus goe, 
I will moft willingly attend. your Ladyfhip. 
Mar. Lacids Vwill. 
Ti. How now Laninia, Marcas what meanes this ?.. 
Some booke there is that fhe defires to fee , 
Which is it girle of thefe? Open them boy, 
But chou art deeper read-and better skild, 
Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 
And fo beguile thy forrow,tillthe heauens 
Reueale the damn’d contriuer of this deed. 
What booke ? 
Why lifts the vp her armes in fequence thus ? 
Mar. \ thinke fhe meanes that ther was more then one. 
Confederate in the fa&t,I more there was: 
Or elfe ro heayen fhe heaues them to revenge, 
Tt. Lucius what booke is chat fhe roffeth fo?. 
Boy. Grandfier ’tis Ouids Metamorphofis,-.-. 
My mother gaue it me. 
Mar. For loue of her that’s gone, 
Perhahs the culd it from among the reft. 
Ti. Soft,fo bufily fhe turnes the leaues, 


| Helpe her,what would fhe finde? Lawinia fhall I read? 


Thisis the tragicketale of Philomel ? 

And treates of Tereus treafon and his rape, 

Andrape Lfearewasrooteofthineannoy...  ’ 
Mar. See brother feenotehow fhe quotes the leaves 
Ti. Lawinia,wert thou thus furpriz d {weet girle, 

Rauifht andiwrong’d.es Philomela was? 

Fore’d in the ruthleffe,vaft,and gloomy woods ? 

See,fee,I fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 

(O bad we neuer, neuer. hunted there) 

Patern’d by that the Poet heere defcribes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

_ Mar. Owhy fhould nature build fo fouleaden, 

Vnleffe the Gods delight in tragedies 2 

77,Giue fignes fweet girle,for heere arenone but friends 

What Romaine Lord it was durft do the deed ? 

Or flunke not Saturnine,as Tarquin erlts, | 

That left the Campe to finne in Lacrece bed. 


_ Mar.Sit downe {weet Neece,brothegfit downe by me, 
_Appollo,Pallas,Ione,ox Mercary, 


In{pire me that] may this treafon finde. 
My Lordlooke heere,looke heere Lawinia. 


He writes bis Name with bis Staffe and.guides i 
eee with feete and month. 

Thisfandie plotis plaine, guide if thou canft 

_ This 
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This after me, Ihave writ my name,” 
Without the helpe ofany band at all. 

Curft be that hart that fore’ftvsto that fhift : 
Write thou good Neece,and heere difplay at laft, 
What God will haue difceuered for reuenge, 
Heauen guide thy pen to print thy forrowes plaine, 
That we may know the Traytors and the truth. 


She takesthe faffe in ber mouth,and guides it with ber 
ftumps and writes. 
Ti. Oh doc ye read my Lord what fhe hath wrics ? 
Stuprum, Chiro, Demetrins. 
‘eUMar. What,what,the lutfull fonnes of Tamora, 
Performers of chis hainous bloody deed? 
Ti. Magni Dominator poli, 
Tans lestns andis {celera,tam leutus vides? 
Mar. Oh calme thee gentle Lord : Although i know 
There is enough writren vpon this earth, 
To ftirre a mutinie in the mildeft thoughts, 
And arme the mindes of infants to exclsimes. 
My Lord kneele downe with me;Lawinia kneele, 
And kneele fweer boy ,the Romaine Heétors hope, 
And fweare with me,as with the wofull Feere 
And father of chat chaft difhonoured Dame, 
Lord Janias Bratus \weare for Lucrece rape, 
That we will profecute(by good aduife) 
Mortall reuenge vpon thefe traytorous Gothes, 
| And fee their blood,or die with this reproach. 
Ti. Tis fure cnouigh,and you knew how. 
But if you bunt thefe Beare-whelpes, then beware 
| The Dam will wake,and if fhe winde you once, 
Shee’s with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 
{ And lulls him whilft fhe palyeth on her backe, >! 
And whewhe fleepes will fhe do what fhelift. 
| Youarea young huntfman CAarcus,lerit alone : 
4 And come;I will goe get a leafe of brafle, 
And with a Gad of ftecle will write thefe words, 
4 And lay it by :the angry Northerne winde 
| Will blow thefe fands like Ssbe/s leaues abroad, 
| And wheres your leffon then. Boy what fay you ¢ 
{| ‘Bay. Ufay my Lord,chat if I were aman, 
4 Their mothers bed-chamber fhould not be fafe, 
For the(e bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome. 
| Mar. that’s my boy,thy father hath fulloft, 
For his yngratefull country done the like. 
Boy. And Vacle fo will I,and ifT liue. 
Ti, Come goe with me ince mine Armorie, 
Lucias le fic thee,and withall,my boy 
{Shall carry from ine to the Emprefie fonnes, 
UPrefents thac I intend tofend them both, > 
Come,come,thou’lt do thy meffage,wilethou not 2+: 
Bey. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfire : 
Ti. No boy not fg, He teach thee another courfe, 
Lawinia come,( Marcus looke to my houfe, 
Lucius and Ve goe braue it ar che Court, 
I marry will we fir,and weelebe waitedon.  Exeunr. 
Mar, Oheauens ! Can you heare a good man grone 
And not relent,or not compaffion him ? 
Marcus attend him in his extafie, 
That hath more {cars of forrow in his heart, 
Then foe-mens markes vpon his battee’dshield, 
But yer fo iuft,that he will not reuenges! 2° 
Reuenge the heauens forold Andronicus. Exit 
Exter Aron, Chiron and Demetrius at one dore:and at another 
: dore youn g Lucius and another with a bundle of 
weapons and verfes writ uper them, 
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 Ledvsto Rome ftrangers,and more then fo; 
















Chi. Demetrius heres the fonne of Lucigs, 
He hath fome meflage to deliver ys; ‘ V 
Aron] fome mad meflage from his mad Granaf, h P 
Boy, My Lords,with all the humbleneffe] may i: 
I greete your honours from Andronicus, ye ve 
And pray the Romane Gods confound yon both, 
Deme, Gramercie louely Lucius what'sthe newes? 
For villanie’s markt with rape. May it pleafeyou, 
My Grandfire well aduif’d hath fent by me, en 
The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie, ® 
To gratifie your honourable youth, Loqcam My 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fay: 
And fo I do and with his gifts prefent® 
Your Lordfhips, when euer you haue need, 
You may be armed and-appointed well, it 
And fo] léaue you both: like bloody villaines, By 
Deme.What's heere? a icrole,& written round aboury 
Let’s fee, e21 
Integer vita fccleri{que purusnow egit manry iactlis neo Aye 
CHS. 

Chi, Otis averfe in Horace,] know it well. 
Iread itin the Grammer long agoe, 

CMoore, Linftaverfein Horace sri ght, you haue ir 
Now whatathing itis to be an Affe ?: 
Heer’s no fotind ieft,the old man hath found their guilt, 
And fends the weapons wrapt about with lines, 
That wound( beyond their feeling )rothe quick; 

But were our witty Empreffe well a foot, 
She would applaud Androniceus'conceits 

ut let her reft,in her vnreft a while. 
Andnow young Lords,wa’s tnot ahappy ftarre 


Captiues, to be aduanced to this height? 

It did me good before the Pallace gate, . 

To brave the Tribune in his brothers bearing. 
Deme, Butmemore good, to fee fo great a Lond 

Bately intinuate,and fend vs gifts, 

‘Moore, Had henot reafon Lord Demetrins? 

Did younot vic his daughter very friendly ? 

Deme, 1 would we had a thoufand Romane Dames 

Atfuchabay,by turneto ferueourluft. 

Chi. A charitable with, and full of loue. 

_ Moore, Heerelack’s but you mother for to faysAmens 
Chi, And that would fhe for cwenty thoufand mort 
Deme. Come,let ys go,and pray to all the Gods 

For our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore.Pray to the deuils,the gods haue giuen vs0uth 
Floursfh. ‘ 
Dem. Why do the Emperors trampets flourith tis? 
Chi. Belike for ioy che Emper our hath a fonne. 
Deme. Soft,who comes heere 2 
Enter Nurfé with a blacke a Adoore childe. 
Nur. Good morrowLords: 
O tell rne,did you fee Aaron the Moore ? 
Aron, Well,more ot lefie,or nere a whit at all, 
Heere e-faron is,and what with e4aros now? 
Narfe. Oh gentle Aaronwe are all vadone, 
Now helpe,or woe betide thee evermore. ; 
Aron, Why, what a catrerwalling doftthou keepe 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes? 
Narfé. O that which I would hide from heauens 
Our Empreffe fhame,andftately Romes difgrace, 
She is deliuered Lords, fhe is delivered. 
Aros To whom? 
Nurfé. Vmeane the is brought a bed? 
Aron. Wel God giueher good reft, 


t 


Whit 


What hath he fent her ? 
Narfe. A deuill. assis 
Aron, Why then the isithe Deuils Dam: a joyfull iffue. 
Narfe. Aioyleffe, difmall, blacke &,forrowfull iffue, 
Heere is the babe as loathfome as atoad, ; | 
among’ thé faireft breeders of our clime, 
The Empreffe fends it thee,thy fampe,thyfeale, 
And bids thee chriften it with thy daggers point, 
Aron, Outyou whore, is black fo bafea hue ? 
Sweet blowfe, you are a beautious bloffome fure: 
Déme. Viilaine what haft thou done? 
Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 
| Chi. Thou haft vndone ourmother. 
Deme. And therein hellith dog,thou haft yndone, 
Woe to her chance,and damn’d-her loathed cheyce, 
Accur’ft the off-(pring of fo foulea fiend. 
Chi, It thal not live. 
Aron, It fhalinor die. 
Narfe. Aaronit muft, the mother wils it fo. 
Aron, What, mutt it Varfe? Then letno man but I 
Doe execution on my flefh and blood. 
Deme, Iie broachthe Tadpole on my Rapiers point: 
Nurfe giue it me,my fword fhall foone difpatch ir. 
Aron, Sooner this {word thall plough thy bowels ep. 
Stay murthefous villaines, will you kill your brother 2 
Now by the burning Tapers of the skie, 
That fh’one fo brightly.when this Boy was got, 
Hedies vpon my Semitars fharpe pointe, 
That touches this my firft borne fonne and heire. 
Itell you young-lings,not Enceladus 
With all his threatning band of Typhons broode, 
Nor great Alcides,nor the God of warre, 
Shall ceaze this prey out of his fathers hands: 
What, what.ye faaguine fhallow-harted Boyes, 
Ye white-limb’d walls, ye Ale-houfe painted fignes, 
Cole-blacke is betterthen another hue, 
Inthat it {cornes to beare another hue: } 
For all the water in the Ocean, | 
Can neuer turne the Swans blacke legs to white, 
Although fhelaue them hourely in the flood : 
Tell the Empreffe from me,-1 am ofage 
To keepe mine owne,excufe it how fhe can, 
Deme, Wilt thou betray thy noble miftris thus? 
Aron, My miftris is my miftris:this my felfe, 
The vigour,and the piture of my youth: 
This, before all the world do I prefesre, 
Thismauger all che world will I keepe fafe, 
Or fome of you fhall fmoake for itin Rome. 
Deme. By this our motberis for euer fham’d. 
Chi. Rome will defpife her for this foule efcape. 
Nur, The Emperour in his rage will doome her death, 
Chi. Tbluth to thinke vpon this igndmivie, 
_ Aron. Why ther’s the priviledge your beauty beares: 
Fie trecherous hue,that will betray with blufhing 
he clofe ena&ts.and counfels.of the hart : 
eer’sa young Lad fram‘dof another lecre, 
Looke how the blacke flate {miles vpon the father; ° 
Aswho fhould fay, old Lad I am thine owne, 
Heis your brothtr Lords, fenfibly fed 
Of that felfe biood that fir gaue lifeto you, 
nd from that wombe where you imprifoned were 
Heis infranchifed. and. come to light: 
ay heis your.brocher by’ the furer fide, 
Although my feale be ftamped in his face. 
Nur{e. eAarop what fhall I fay ynto the Empreffe? 
Dem, Aduife thee eZaron, whatis to be done, 


| The Trapedic = Titu 


s eA ndronicus. 


And we will ail fubf{cribe tothy aduife: 

Saue thou the child,fo we may all be fafe. 

Aron. Then fit wedowne and let vsall confuls. 

My fonne and I will haue the winde of you: 

Keepe there,now talke at pleafure of your fafety. 

Deme, How many women faw this childe ofhis?) , 

Aron. Why {o braue Lords, when we ioyne in league 
I ama Lambe: butif you braue the «Moore, 

The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyoneffe y , . 

The Ocean {wells not fo at Aaron formes: 

But fay againe,bow many faw the childe g.., 

Nurfe. Cornelia,che midwite,and,my felfe, 
Andnoneelfe but che delivered Eniprefle, 

Aron, The Emprefle,the Midwife,and your felfe, _. 
Two may keepe counieil, when the the chird’s away: 
Goetothe Emprefle,tell her this I faid, He kils ber 
Weeke,wecke,fo cries a Pigge prepared toth’{pir. 

Deme, Whatmean’Rt thou Asrex? 

Wherefore did’ft thou this? 

_— efrom O Lord fir, tis a deed of pollicie? 

Shall fhe liue to betray this gailt of our’s; 

A long tongu’d babling Goffip? No Lords no: 

And now be it knowne to you my full intent. 

Not farre, one Afslitews my Country-man 

His wife but yefternight was brought tobed, 

Hischilde is like to her, faire as you are: 

Goe packe with him, and giue the mother.gold, 

And tell chem both the circumftance ofall, :, 

And how by this their Childe thall be aduaunc’d, 

And be received for the Emperours heyre, 

And fubftituted in the place of mine, 

To colmethis tempeft whizling in the Courr, 

And let theEmperour dandle him for his owne., 

Harke ye Lords, ye fee I haue giuen her phyficke, 

And you muft needs befow her funerall, 

The fields arenecre,and you are gallant Groomes ¢ 

This done, fec that you take no longer daies 

But fend the Midwife prefently tome. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away, 

Then let the Ladies rattle what they pleafe, : 
Chi, Aaron \feethou wilt not ttuft the ayre with fe 
Deme. For this care of Tamora, ~ QCLetsy 

Her felfe,and hers are highly bound to thee. Exeunt.| 
Aron, Nowto the Gothes, as {wiftas Swallow flies, 

There to difpofe this.creafure in mine armes, 

And fecretly co greece the Empreffe friends 2 

Come on you thick-lipt-flaue, He beare you hence, 


| Foritis you chat puts vs to our fhifts: 


Ile make you feed on berries,and on rootes, < 
And feed on curds and whay,and fucke the Goate, 
And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp 


To bea warriour, and commanda.Campe, < . Exit 


Exter Titus, old Marcus; young Lucius, andesher gentlemen | 
with bowes and Titus beares thearrowes with: | 
Letters onthe end of then. 


Tit, Come Marcus,come,kinfmen this is the way. 
Sir Boy lec me fee your Archerie, 
Looke yee draw home enough,and ‘tis there ftraight ;_ 
Terras Aftreareliquit be youremembred Afarcus. 
She’s gone, fhe’s fled, firs take you to your tooles, — 
You Cofens fhall.goe found the Oceqn: 
And caft your nets,haply you may find her in the Seay 
Yet ther’s as ligtle iuftice as at Land: ae 
No Publius and Semproninsyoumuft doe it, q | 
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And pierce the inmoft Center of the earth: 
Then wher you come to P/aroes Region, 

I pray you deliver him this petition, 

Tell hinditis for iuftice,and for aide, 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 

Shaken with forrowes in vngtarefull Rome, 

Ah Rome! Well, well,I made thee tniferable, 
What time I threw the peoples fuffrages © 

On him that chus doth tyrannize ore mes 

Goe get you gone,and pray be carefull all, 

And leave you not a man of warre wnfearchit, 
This wicked Emperour may haue fhipt her hence, 
And kinfineri then we may goe pipe for iuftice. 

Mure, © Publius is notthis a heauie cafe 
Tofee thy Noble Vackle thus diftract? 

Publ. Therefore my Lords ithighly vs conceines, 
By day and night vattend him carefully : 
And feede his humour kindely as we may, 
Till time beget fome carefull remedie. 

Mare. Kinfmen,his forrowes are paft remedie, 
Toyne with the Gothes,and with reuengefull warre, 
Take wreake on Rome for this ingraticude, 

And vengeance on the Traytor Saturuine. 
\ Tit. Publies how now ?how now my Mailters? 
4 What haue you met with her ? 
Publ, Nomy good Lord, but P /to fends you word, 
Ifyou will have revenge from hell you fhail, 
{ Marrie for iuftice the is fo imploy’d, 
4 He thinkes with /owe in heauen,or fome where elfe : 
So that perforce you muft needs ftay atime. 

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 

Ile diue into the burning Lake below, 

And pull her out of » 4cdron by the heeles. 

} Marcus we are but fhrubs,no Cedars we, 

No big-bon’d-men,fram’d of the Cyclops fize, 

4 But mettall (AZarcus ficele to the very backe, 

} Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backe can beare; 

| And fitch there’s no iuftice in earth nor hell, 

We will follicite heauen,and mioue the Gods « 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreake'our wongs : 

Come to this geare,you area good Archer Marcus. 
He giues them the Arrowes. 

Ad Tonem,thar’s for youshere ad eAppollonem, 

| Ad Martem,that’s for my felfe, 

Heere Boy to Pallas heere to Mercury, 

"To Saturnine to Caius,notto Saturnine, 

{You were as good to fhoote againtt the winde. 

{Too it Boy, Marcus loofe when I bid: 

Of my word, I haue wrieten to effect, 

Ther’s not a God lefe vnfollicited, 

Marc. Kinfmen,fhoot all your fhafts into the Court, 
We will affi& the Emperour in his pride. 

Tit, Now Maifters draw,Oh well faid Lacins : 
| Good Boy in Virgoes lap, giue it Pallas, 

Marc, My Lord,l aimea Mile beyond the Moone, 
| Your letter is with Zupéter by this. 
Tit. Hayha, Publius Publins what hat thou done ? 
) See, fee,thou haft thot offone of Tamrus hornes. 
| Mar, This was the {poremy Lord,when Pxblias fhot, 
The Bull being gal’d,gane Artes fuch a knocke, 
That downe fell both the Rams hornes in the Court, 
And who fhould finde them but the Empreffe villaine : 
Shelaught,and told the Moore he fhould not choofe 
Bur giue them to his Maifter for a prefent. 
Tit. Whythere it goes,God giue your Lordthip ioy. 


Ze e e 
6 The Tragedie of Titus eA ndronicus. 
Tis you muft dig with Mattecke,and wich Spade, Enter the Clownewith a baske Bis 


{ Shall I have luftice,what fayes Zup:ter? 


~ Tneuer dranke with him in all my life, 


Of old Andronicus. And whatandif 




















t and two Pigeons: 

8 dM 9 
Titus, Newes newes,from heauen, ee 

Marcus the poaft is come. 

Sirrah,what tydings ? haue you any letters 


Clowne, Ho the libbetmaker,he fayes that he hath 
ken them downe againe, for the man mnft not be hy x 
till che next weeke, | ang 

Tit: But what fayes Jupiter I aske thee? 

Clowne. Alas fir I know not Jupiter : 


Tit. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier? 
Clowne. 1 of my Pigions fir,nothing elf, 

Tit. Why, did’ft thou not come from heayen> 
Clowne. Fromheauen ? Alas fir,I neuer came chete 

God forbid I fhould be fo bold,to preffe to heauen inne 

young dayes. Why Lam going with mypigeons¢o te 

Tribunall Plebs, to take vp a matter of brawle betwi 

* 5) 1X 
my Vacle,and one of the Emperialls men. 
Mar. Why fir, thatisas fic as canbeto ferue for your 

Oration,and let him deliver the Pigions tothe Emperou 

from you, 
Tite Tell mee,can you deliuer an Orationtothe Em 

perour with a Grace ? 
Clowne, Nay truely fir, I could neuer fay grace inal 
my life, 
Tit. Sirrah come hither,make no moreadoe, 

But giue your Pigeons to the Emperaur, 

By me thou thalt have luftice at his hands. 

Hold,hold,meane while her’s money for thy charges, 

Giue me pen and inke. 

Sirrab,can you with aGrace deliuer a Supplication? 
Clowne. Vfir 
Titus. Theo hereis aSupplication for you, andwhen 

youcometo him, at the firit approaci: youmuft kneele,| 

then kiffe his Foote, then deliuer vp your Pigeons, and 
then looke for your reward. Ile be at hand fix, feeyoudo 
it brauely. 

Clowue. T warrant you fir, let me slone, 

Tit. Sirtha haft thou a knife? Come let me feeit 

Heere ALarcus,fold it in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant: 

And when thou haft giuen it the Emperour, ~ 

Knocke at my dore,and tel] me what he fayes. 
Clowse. God be with you fir,1 will. Exit 
Tit, Come Marcus \et vs g00,Publins followme. 

Exennt. 
Enter Emperour and Empre(fe ,and her two fonnts, the 
Emperour brings the Arrowes in his ban 

that Titus foot at bim. 


Satur, WhyLords, 
What wrongs are thefe ? was ever feene 
Ana Emperour in Rome thus ouerborne, 
Troubled;Confronted thus,and for the extent 
Of eg all iuftice,v{"din fuch contempt? 
My Lords,you know the mighrfull Gods, 
(How euer thefe difturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples cares )there nought hath patty 
But even with law againit the willfull Sonnes 


His forrowes haue fo oyerwhelm’d his wits, 
Shall we be thus affli@ed in his wreakes, 
His fits,his frenzie,and his birvernefle 2 

And now he writes to heaven for his redreffe. 
See,heeres to Jone,and this to Mercery, 
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This co Apollo,chis to the God of warre: 

Sweet {crowles to flie about the ftreets ofRome: 

What's this but Libelling againgt che Senate, 

Aad blazoning our Iniuftice every where? 

4 goodly humour,is it not my Lords? 

As who wouldfay ,in Romeno Iuftice were. 

Bur if I liue,his fained extafies 

shallibeno (helter to thefe outrages: 

Buthe and nis fhall know,that Tuftice liues 

In Saturninus health ;whom if he fleepe, 

Hee’l (o awake,as he in fury fhall 

Cut off the proud’ Confpirator that lives. 

Tamo. My gracious Lord,my louely Satarnine, 

Lord of my life, Commander of my thoughts’; 

Calme thec,and beare the faults of Titus age, 

Theffects. of forrow for his valiant Sonnes, 

Whofe loffe hath pier’ft him deepe,and fear’d his heart; 

And rather comfort his diftreffed plight, 

Then profecuce the meaneft or the beft 

Forthefe contempts, Why thus it fhall become 

High witted Tamora to glofe with all : 

But Tits 1 haue touch’d thee to the quicke, 

Thy life blood out : If Aaroz now be wife, 

Then is all fafe,the Anchor’s in the Port. 

Enter Clowne. 

How now good fellow, would’ft thou fpeake with vs ? 
Clow. Yea forfooth,and your Mifterfhip be Emperiall. 
Tam. Emprefle I am,but yonder fits the Emperour, 

| Clo. ’Tishe; God & Saint Stephen giue you good den; 
Ihauebroughc you a Letter,& a couple of Pigions heere. 
He reads the Letter. 
Satu. Goe take him away,and hang him prefently. 
Clowne. How much money muft I haue 2 
Tam. Come firrah you muft be hane"d. 
Clow, Hang’d? berLady,then I haue brought vp a neck 
toa faire end, : Exit. 
Satu, Defpightfull andintollerable wrongs, 

Shall Lendure this monftrous villany ? 

Iknow from whence this fame deuife proceedes : 

May thisbe borne? As if Lis traytrous Sonnes, 

That dy’d by law for murther of our Brother, 

Have by my meanes beene butcher'd wrong fully ? 

_|Goedragge the villaine hither by the haire, 

Nor Age,nor Honour, thall fhape priuiledge:, 

For this proud mocke, Ile bethy flavghter mans 

Sly franticke wretch,thathelp2ftto make me great, 

Inhope thy felfefhould gouetne Rome and me. 

eon Enter Nuntins Emillius, 
Satur. What newes with thee Emillizes? 
Emil. Armemy Lords,Romeiticuer had more caufe, 
|The Gothes haue gather'd headyand with a power 
Ofhigh refolued men, bentrothie fpoyle 
| They hither march,amaine,vnder conduc ss 
fLucius,Sonnetoold Andronicus i) ii) 00 
Who threats.in courfe of this reuenge to do: -:', 
As much ag ener Goriolatusidid,: gosiiad yard 
King, Is warlike LucinaiGenerall of the Gothes? 
Thefe tydings mip, di¢,and:b haug the head: , 


Afide. 


| As Howers with froftjori graffeibeatdowne with Qormes: 


Lnow begins outforrowesitoapproach;:. hin 
| Tishe the common ptoplaleveto mich, :, 
| My-felfe hath ofteimheatdithem fayysc suid cx 
When I haue walked likea primatetan);cs!, ¢ 15. 
at Livséis banifhment was-wroneg filly, |. 1{ Joo. 
\ slate haue wifhe thac Ziterbes were their. Emperour. 
A AM, 


Why thould yonfeare? isnot ous City ftrong? , 
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| King. 1, but the Cittizens fauour Lacine, 
| And will revolt from me,to fuccour him, 
Tam, King,bethy thoughts Imperious like thy name. 
Ische Sunne dim’d, that Gnats do fic in it? 
The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing, 
And is not carefull what they meane thereby, 
Knowing that with the fhadow ofhis wings, 


} Hecan at pleafure ftint their melodie. 

| Enen fo mayeft thou,the giddy men of Rome, 

; Then cheare thy fpirit,for know thou Emperour, 

| Twill enchaunt the old 4edronicus, 

| With words more fweer, and yet more dangerous 


‘hen baites to fifh,or hony ftalkes to fheepe, 


i When as theone is wounded with the baite, 
The other rotted with delicious foode. 


King, Buthe willnotentreat his Sonne for ys. 
Tara. If Tamora entreat him, then he will, 

For I canfmoothand fill his aged eare, 

With golden promifes,that were his heare 

Aimott Impregnable,his old eares deafe; 

Yet fhould both eare and heart obey my tongue, 

Goe thou before ro our Embafladour, 

Say ,that the Emperourrequefts a parly 

Of warlike Lxcius,and appoint the meeting. 

King. Emillius do this meflage Honourably, - 

And iy he land in Haftage for his fafery , 

Bid him demaund what pledge will pleafe him beft. 
Emil: Your bidding fhall I do effeatually, Exit. 
Tam. NowwillI cothat old Andronicus, 

And temper hins with all che Art I haue, 

To plucke proud Lucius foom the warlike Gothes, 

And now {weet Emperour be blithe againey 

And bury all thy feareinmy deuifes. ' . 
Sat#. Then goe fucceffantiy and plead for him, Exit. 


Actus Quintus, 


Flonrifh. Enter Lucius sigh an Army of Gothess, 
with Drum and Souldiers,. fe 


Luci. Approued warriours,and my fajthfull Friends, 

Thaue receiued Letters fromgreat Rome, 
Which fignifies what hate they beare their Emperoury 
And how defitous of our fight they are. in 
Therefore great Lordsybe as your Titles witneffe, 
Imperious and impatient of your Wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done youany teathe, . 
Let him make treble fatiffaGion, bes 

Goth. Braue flip,{prung fromthe Great dudrewicas, 
Whofe:name was once our terfour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploitssand honourable Deeds, 
Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt: . 
Behold in vsyweele follow where thou lead’ft, 
Like Ringing Bees in hotreft: Sommers day, 
Led by their Maifter to the flowred fields; - 
And be aueng’d.on curfed Tamora: 
And as he faith, fo fay we all.with:him, 


Lacé.. :Lhumbly thanke himjand J thanke youall, 


| But who comestheere,led by alufty Goth? | 


Enter aGoth leading of Aaron with his child 
< ia bis arwses, 
Goth, Renowiied Luciss; ftom our troups I ftraid, 
To gaze vpon a ruinous Monafterie;. 
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Andas I earneftly did fixe mineeye 
Vpon the wafted building, fuddainely 
Lhearda childe cry vnderneath a wall : 
I made vnto the nozfe, when foone I heard, 
The crying babe control’d with this ditcourfe : 
Peace Tawny flaue,halfe me,and halfe thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whofe brat thou art ? 
Had nature lent thee; but thy Mothers looke, 
Villaine thoumighr'ft haue bene an Emperour. 

Buc where the Bull and Cow are both milk-white, 
They neuer do beget.acole-blacke-Calfe : 
Peace,villaine peace,even thus he rates the babe, 
For 1 muft beare thee to atrufty Goth, 

Who when he knowes thowartthe Empreffe babe, 
Will hold thee dearely for thy Mothers fake. 

With this my:weapon drawne Lrufht vponhim, 
Surpriz’d him fuddainely,jand broughe him hither 
1 To vfe,as youthinke neeedefull of the man. 
Luci, Oh worthy Goth,this is the incarnate deuill, 
| Thatrob‘d Andronicus of his good hand: 
This is che Pearle that pleaf'd your Empreffe eye, 
And heere’s the Bafe Fruitiof his burning luft. 
| Say wall-ey’d flaue, whether would’ft thou conuay 
| This growing Image of thy fiend-like face? 
Why doftnorfpeake 2 what deafe? Nota word? 
1 A halter Souldiers,hang him on this Tree, »« 
| And by hisifide his Fruite of Baftardie. 
! Aron, Touch not the Boy,heis of Royallblood, 
| Luci, Toolikethe Syre for euer being-geod, 
| Firft hang the Child thavhe may. fee it {prall, .» 
A fight to vexe the Fathers foule-withall. >. 

Aron. Gerime a Ladder ducins,fauc the Childe, 

| And beare it from metolie Baspreffe: ys ic pe 

| Ifthou dothis, Ibe fhew.thee wondrous things, 
| Thathighly may aduantage thee to heare; 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, Sy 
| Ile fpeakeno more: burvengeanceérot you all. 





































Thy child (hall liue,and I will fee it Nourifht. 
} Aron, And ifit pleafechce? why aflure thee Lucizs, 
{Twill vexé thyfouleto heave what I fhall {peake: 
4 For I mutt ralkeof MurthersyRapes,and Maffacres, 
As of Blacke-night,abhominable Deeds, 
Complors of Mifchiefe, Treafon, Villanies |: 
1 Ruthfull co heare,yet-pictioufly-preformid, 
Andthishalhall be buried byany death, -— 
Valeffe thou fwearetome my Childe thall live. 

Leg. Bell onthy mimes s 9ipc e365 
I fay thy Childesfraibline,< (26 sai9.264 
1 Luci, Who fhould MMwearelby,9'd925 2) 
j Thoubeleedetito Godyaien giun p oue 
4 That grauaredjhow caniit chou belecuetan oath ? 

‘Aron. Wonatifldomotyas indeed 1do not, 

Yer for Uknowthouart Religious, 1 200° 0 6 > 
And hat athing within thee; called Confeience, 
With twenty Popifharickes:and:Ceremonies, 
iH Which I hauc {eens thee'carefull to obferue s 
Therefore I vrgethy oath;for that I know... 
An Ideot holds hisBaublefora God, 0! 000 
And keepesthe-oath which by that God he fweares,. 
To that Ile vrge him ; therefore thou fhalevow 
By thae-fametGod,whatGod fo ereit be: » 
4 That thou adoreft,and-haft inreuerence, 
| To fauemy Boy,to:nourifh:and bring-him-vp, 
‘| Ore elfe L will difcouerndught to cheesy 2 1.04% 


' tony 


os 


Luci. Say on, and ifit.pleate me which thou fpeak’t, | 


‘Aron, Siearethat he thali,andthen will begin, 





| 


© { So Tmighthaue your company-in helly 


} That Codding fpirit had they from their Mother 


Luci. Euen by my God I {weare toto 
Aron. Firit know thou, 
I be got him on the Empreffe, 
Luci. Oh moft Infatiate luxurious woman! 
Aron. Tut Lucius,this was duta deed of Cha 
To}that which thou fhalt heare of me anon, 
*Twas her two Sonnes that murdered Baffianns, 
They cut thy Sifters tongue,and rauifht her, 
And cut her hands off, and crim’d her as thou faw'tt, 
Lucius, Oh deteftable villaine! 
Call’ thou that Trimming ? 
Aron, Why the was wafht,and cut,and trim’ 
And’twas trim {port for themthat had the doing ofit 
Luci, Olvbarbarous beaftly villaines like thy felfe! ‘s 
eAron. Indeede, I was their Tutor to inftrua them 


thee Twi, 






titie, 


them, | 


, ? 
As furea Card as euer wonnethe Ser: 


That bloody minde J thinke they learn’d of me, 

As truea Dog as ever fought at head. 

Well, let my Deeds be witnefle of my worth; 

J trayn’d thy Bretheren to that guilefull Hole, 

Where the dead Corps of Baffianms lay: 

I wrote che Lettes,that thy Father found, 

And hid the Gold within the Letter mention‘d, 

Confederate with the Queene,and her two Sonnes, 

And whatnot done,that thou haft caufe torue, 

Wherein I had no @roke of Mifcheife in it. 

I play’ dthe Cheater forthy Fathers hand, 

And when Thad it,drew my felfe apart, 

Andalmoft broke my heart with excreame laughter, 

Ipried me through the Creuice of a Wall, 

When for his hand, he had his two Sonnes heads,” 

Beheld his teares,and laughtforhartily, ©” 

That both mine eyes were rainie like to his; 

And wheal told the Empreffe of this fport,* 

She founded almoft at my pleafing tale, + 

And for my tydings, gaueme twenty kiffes. 
Goth, What can{t thou fay all chis arid newer blufh? «| 
Aran, Tylikea blacke:Dogge,as the fayingis, 
Laci. Arethownot forty for thefe hainous deedes? 
Aron, },that Thad notdone a thoufand more: 

Euen now I corfethe day,aid yet I thinke: 

Few come within few commpaffe ofmy curfe, 

Wherein I did not fome Notorious illjo-. © 

As killa man,or elie devife his death, >>; 

Rauith a Maid,orplorthe way to doity¥ >. 

Accufe {ome Innocent, aid forfweavemg felfe, 

Set deadly Enmiry betweenetwo Friends, 

Make poore niens Cartel breake their neckes, 

Set fire on Barnes and Hayftackesinthenight, 

And bid the Owners quench then withthe reares? 

Oft haue I dig’d-vp dead meivfrom their graves, 

And fec them vprighvactheir.deere Friends dooft, Can’ 

Euen when their forrowemalmoft-was forgoty | 

And on cheirskinnes,asion the Barke of Trees; Hei 

Haue with my knife carued im Romaine Levers, 

Lecnor your forrow die, thougl I amdead, 

Tut, have donea thoufand dreadful chimgs°* 

As willingly,asone woald:Kill:aBly,ioe WP" 

And nothing greeves mehartily indeedey 20.00%)! 

Buc that I cannot doe remthdniand mores ‘oadiey™ | 
Luci. Bring downe thesdivelhferiicemall (07 dW) 

So {weet a deathashangiing prefeatlyew 27 
Aron. Uf there'be mtaenaiad were devil 10 

To live andiburne in cuerlatting firey 8" 
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But to torment you with my bitter congue. 
‘Loci. Sirs Rop his mouth,& let him {peake no more, 
Exter Ewsillius. 
Goth. My Lord, there is a Meflenger fromRome - 
Defiresto be admizred to your prefence. 
Lac. Let him come neere. 
Welcome Emilia what the newes from Rome ? 
Emi. Lord Laci#s,and you Princes of the Gothes, 
The Romaine Emperour ereetés you all by me, 
And for he vnderftands you are in Atmes, 
He craves a patly ac your Fathers houfe 
Willing youto demand your Hoftages, 
| And they Ohall be immediately delivered. 
Goth, What faies our General! ? 
Luc. Ensillins let the Emperour giue his pledges 
Vato my Pather,and my Vacle AZarcus, Flonrifp. 
And we will come : march away. Excunt, 


Enter Tamsra,ana ber tvs Sonnes difgnifed, 


Tam, Thus in this ftrange and fad Habilliamenty 
[ will encounter with Andronicus, 
Andfay lam Reuenge fent from below, 
Toioyne with him and right his hainous wrongs : 
Knocke at his ftudy where they fay he keepes, 
Toruminate ftrange plots of dire Reuenge, 
Tell him Reuenge is cometo ioyne with him, 
And worke confufton on his Enemies. 

They kuocke and Titus opens hes fiudy dore. 

Tit. Who doth motleft my Contemplation ? 
Isit your tricke to make me ope the dore, 
That fo my fad decrees may flie away, 
Andall my ftudie be cono effect ? 
You are deceiu’d,for what I meane to do, 
Secheere in bloody lines I haue fer downe: 
Andwhatis written fhall be executed, 
« Tam. Titus,Lam come to talke withthee, 
“Tit. No not a word ; how can J grace my talke, 
Wanting a hand to giue it action, 
Thou haft the ods of me,therefore no more. 

Tam. Vfthou did’ ft know me, 
Thou would’ talke with me. 

Tit. Tamnot mad,i know thee well enough, . 
Witneffe this wretched ftump, 
Witneffe thefe crimfon lines, 
Witneffe thefe Trenches made by griefe and care, 
Witneffe the tyring day, andheauie night, 
Witneffe all forrow,that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreffe,Mighty Tamora: 
Isnot thy comming for, my other hand ? 

Tamo. Know thou fad.man,l.am not Tamora, 
She is thy Enemie,and.J thy Friend, 
Tam Reuenge fent from thinfernall Kingdome, 
Toeafe the gnawing Vulture of the mind, 

yworking wreakefull vengeance on my Foes : 
Come downe and welcomeime to this worlds liglit, 
Conferre with me of Murder and of Death, 
Ther’s not a hollow Caue or lurking place, 
NoVaft obfeurity;or Mifty vale, 
Where bloody Murtheror detefted Rape, 
Can couch for feare, but I will finde them our, 
Andintheir eares tell.them my dréeadfull name, 
Revenge, which makesthe foule offenders quake. 
tity Artchou Reuenge?and art thou fent to me, 

obe atorment ro.mine Enemies? 
Tam. Tam,therefore.come downe and welcome me. 


t 


Tit. Doeme fome feruice ere I come to thee : 
Loe bythy fide where Rape and Murder ftands, 
Now giue fome furance thac thou art Reuenge, 
Stab chem, or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles, 
And then Ile come ard be thy Waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about the Globes, 
Provide thee two proper Palfties,as blacke as Jet, 
To hale thy vengefull Waggon fwift away, 
And finde out Murder in their guilty cares. 
And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 
I will difmount,and by the Waggon wheele, - 
Trot like a Seruile footeman all day long, 
Euen from Eptons rifing in the Eaft, 

Vntill his very downefallin the Sea. 

And day by day Ile do this heatly taske, 

So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tam. Thefearemy Minifters,and come with me. 

Tit. Are them thy Miniflers, what are they-call’d ? 

Tam. Rape and Murder,therefore called fo, | 9 
Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kind of men. 

Tit. Good Lord how like the Emprefle Sons they are, } 
And you the Empreffe : But we worldly men, 
Haue miferable mad miftaking eyes: 

Oh fweet Reuenge,now do | comete thee, 
Andif one armes imbracement will content thee, 
I willimbrace thee init by and by. 

Tam. This clofing with him, fits his Lunacie, 
What ere forge to feede his braine-ficke fits, 
Do you vphold,and maintaine in your fpeeches, 
For now he firmely takes me for Renenge, 

And being Credulous in this mad thought, 

Ile make him fend for Lacizs his Sonne, 

And whil QI ata Banquet hold him fure, 

Ile find fome cunning practife out of hand 

To fcatter and difperfe the giddie Gothes, 

Or at the leaft make them his Enemies : 

See heere he comes,and I muft play my theame: 

Tit. Long haue | bene forlorne,and all for thee, 

Welcome dread Fury to my woefull houfe, 

Rapine and Murther,you are welcome too, 
How like the Empreffe and her Sonnes you are. 
‘Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 
Could not all hell afford you fuch a deuill ? 
For well I wote the Empreffe never wagss 

But in her company there isa Moore, 

{ And would you reprefent our Queene aright 

It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill : 

But welcome as you are,what fhall we doe? 
Tam, What would’ thouhaue vs doe Audronicns? 
Dem, Shew me a Murtherer, Ile deale with him. 

Chi, Shew me 4 Viliaine that hath donea Rape, 

And I am fent to be reueng’d on him, 

Tam. Shew mea thoufand that haue done thee wrong, 

And Ile be reuenged on themall, 

Tit. Looke round about the wicked flreets of Romeg 

And when thou find’ft a man that’s like thy felfe, 

Good Murder {tab him,hee’s a Murtherer. 

Goe thou with him,and when it isthy hap 

To finde another that is like rothee, 

Good Rapine ftab him,he is a Ravither. 

Go thou with them,and in the Emperours Court, 


\ 


| There is a Queene attended by a Moore, 


| Well maift thou know her by thy owne proportion, 
For vp and downe the doth refemblethee, 
I pray thee doe onthem fome violent death, 


‘| They haue bene yiolent tome andmine. 


ee Tomora,{ 





























The T ragedie of Titus Andronicus. 


Hath ordained to an Honourable end, 
For Peace, for Loue, for League,and good to Rome : 
pleafe you therfore draw nie and take your places, 
catur. Atarcus we will. Haboyes. 
A A Table bromght tu, 
Enter Titus like a Cooke, placing the nieat on 
the Table,and Laninia with avale oner her face. 


Titus. Welcome my gracious Lord, 
Welcome Dread Queene, : 
Welcome ye Warlike Gothes,welcome Lucivs, 
And welcome allzalthongh the cheere be poore, 
Twill All your Rtomacks, pleafe you eat of it, 

Sat, Why artthou thus attir’d Andronicus? 

Tit. Becaufe I would be fure to haue.all well, 
To entertaine your Highneffe,and your Empreffe. 

Tam. Weare beholding to you good Axdronicus? 

git. And if your Highneffe knew my heart,you were: 
My Lord the Emperour refolue me this, 

Wasit well done of rath Virginizs, 
Toflay his daughter with his owne right hand, 
Becaule fhe was enfor'ft, ftain’d,and deflowr’d? 

Satur. It was Andronicus, 

Tit, Your reafon,Mighty Lord ? 

Sat. Becaufethe Girle,fhould not furuine her fhame, 
And by hér prefence ftill renew his forrowes. 

Tit. Areafon mighty, ftrong,and effectuall, 

A patterne, prefident,and liuely warrant, 
For me(moft wretched ) to pe: forme the like: 
Die,die,Laninia,and thy fhame with thee, 
And with thy fhame,thy Fathers forrow die, 
He kils her. 
Sat, What haft done,vnnaturall and vnkinde? 
Tit, Kil’d her for whom my teares haue made me blind. 
Tam as wofull as Virginits was, 
And haue a thoufand times more caufe then he, 
Sat. What was fhe rauifhe ?cell who did the deed, 
Tit. Wilt pleafe you ear, 
Wilt pleafe yourHignefle feed ? 
Tam, Why haft thou flaine thing onely Daughter ? 
Titms, Nov l,’twas Chiron and Demetrius, 
hey rauifht her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, twas they,that did her all this wrong. 

Satz, Go fetch them hither to vs prefently. 

Tit, Why there they are both, baked in that Pie, 
Whereof their Mother dantily hath fed, - 

Eating the flefh that fhe herfelfe hath bred. 
Tisttue, *tis true, witnefle my kniues tharpe point. 
He ftabs the Empreffe. 
Sata. Diefranticke wretch, for this accurfed deed, 

Luc. CantheSonnes eye, behold his Father bleed ? 
There’s meede for meede,death for a deadly deed. 

Mar, You fad fac’d men, people and Sonnes of Rome, 
By vprores {ever'd like a flight of Fowle, e 
Scattred by windes and high tempeftuons gufts: 

Ohlet me teacts you how, to knit againe 
This fcattred Corne, into one mutual fheafe, 
Thefe broken limbs againe into one body. 

Goth. “Let Rome herfelfe be bane ynto herfelfe, 
And fhee whom mightie kingdomes curfie too, 
Like a forlorne and defperate caftaway, 

Doe fhamaefull execution on her felfe. 

But ifmy froftie fignes and chaps of age, 

Graue witnefles of crue experience, 

Cannot induce you to attead my words, 

Speake Romes deere friend, as ’erft our Aunceftor, 


When with his folemne tongue he did difcourfe 
To loue-ficke Dédoes fad attending eare, . 
The ftory of that balefull burning nighr, ' 
When fubtilGreekes furpriz’d King Priamss Troy: 
Tell vs what Ssvow hath bewicht our eares, 
Or who hath brought the fatall enginein, 
That giues our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound; 
My heart is not compact of flint nor fteele, 
Nor can I veter all our bitter gricfe, 
But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 
And breake my very vttrance,cuen in the time 
When it fhould moue you to attend me moft, 
Lending your kind hand Commiferation, 
Heere isa Captaine,let bimiell the tale, 
Your hearts will throb and weepe to hearehim {peake, 
Luc. This Noble Auditory,be it knowneto you, 
That curfed (hiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother, 
And they it were that rauifhed our Sifter, 
For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded, 
Our Fathers teares defpif d,and bafely coufen’d, 
Ofthar true hand that fought Romes quarrell our, 
And fent her enemies vntothe graue, . 
Laftly, my felfe vnkindly banifhed, 
The gates fhut on me,and turn’d Weeping ont, 
To beg reliefeamong Romes Enemies, 
Who drown’d their enmity in my true teares,, 
And op’d their armes to imbrace me asa Friend: 
And I amturnéd forth, be itknowne to you, 
hat have preferu’d her welfare in my blood, 
And from her bofome tooke the Enemies point, 
Sheathing the fteele in my aduentrous body. 
Alas you know,I amno Vaunter I, 
My {cars can witneffe,dumbe although they are, 
That my report is iuft and full of truth: 
But foft,me thinkes Ldo digreffe too much, 
Cyting my worthleffe praife:Oh pardon me, 
For wnen no Friends are by,men praife themielues, 
Marc. Nowis my turne to {peake:Behold this Child 
Of this was Tamora deliuered, : Z 
The iflue of an Irreligious Afzore, 
Chiefe Architect and plotter of thefe 
The Villaine is aliuein Titzs houfe, 
And as heis,to witneffe this is true. 
Now iudge what courfe had Tits to reuenge 
Thefe wrongs, vnfpeakeable paft patience, 
Or more then any liuing man could beare, 
Now you haue heard the truth, what fay you Romaines? } 
Haue wedone ought amiffe 2 fhew vs wherein, : 
And from the place where you behold ys now, 
The poore remainder of Axdronici, 
Will hand in hand all headlong caft vs downe 
Andon theragged ftones beat forth our braines 
And make a mutuall clofure of our houfe : : 
Speake Romiaines ipeake,and if you fay we fhall, 


woes, 


| Loe hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall, 
fe, Emil, Come come,thou reuerent man of R 
*And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 


ome, 


Lucius our Emperour :for well I know 
The common voyce do cry it hall be fo, 

Afar. Lucius all haile Romes Royall Emperour, 
Goe,gocinto old Titus forrowfull houfe : 
And hither hale that misbelieuing Riéwe 
To beadiude’d fome direfull flaughtering death, 

As punifhment for his moft wicked life. 
Lucius all haile to Romes gracious Gouernour, 


ce 2 Lusi 







































































































































































The Tragedte of Titus eAndronicus. reeia 


: 5 6 

Tam. Well haf thou leffon’d vs,this fhall we do. 
But would it pleafe thee good Andronicus, 
To fend for Lucias thy thrice Valiant Sonne, 
Who leades towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and Banquet at thy houfe. 
When he is heere,even at thy Solemne Feaft, 
I will bring in the Empreffe and her Sonnes, 
The Emperour himfelfe,and all thy Foes, 
And at thy.mercy fhall they ftoop,and kneele, 
And onthem fhalt thou eafe,thy angry heart : 
What faies Andronicus to this deuile ? 








| Enter Mareus. 


Tit. Marcus my Brother, ’tis fad Tits calls, 
Go gentle Adarcus to thy Nephew Lucixs, 
Thou fhalt enquire him out among the Gothes, 
Bid him repaire to me,and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeft Princes ofthe Gothes, 
Bid him encampe his Souldiers where they are, 
Tell him the Emperour,and the Empreffe too, 
J Feafts at my houfe,and he fhall Feaft with them, 
This do thou for my loue,ard fo let him, 
Ashe regards his aggd Fathers life, . 
Mar. This will I do,and foone returne againe. 
‘Tam. Nowwill I hence about thy bufineffe, 
And take my Minifters along with me. 
| Tit. Nay,nay.let Rape and Murder ftay with me, 
Or els Ile callmy Brother backe againe, 
‘And cleaue tonorenenge but Lucius. 
_ Tam, What fay you Boyes, will you bide with him, 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 
How L[haue gouern’d our determined ieft ? 
Yeeld to his Humour, {mooth and fpeake him faire, 
And tarry wich bim till I curne againe. 
Tit. I know them all though they fuppofe me mad, 
And will ore-reach them in their owne deuifes, 
A payre of curfed hellehounds and theix Dam. 
Dem. Madam depart at pleaiure,leaue vs heere. 
Tam, Farewell Andronicus,reuenge now goes 
‘| To lay a complot to betray thy Foes. 
Tit, know thou doo ft,and fweet reuenge farewell. 
Chi. Tell vs old man,how fhall we be imploy’d ? 
Tit. Tut,I haue worke enough for you to doe, 
Poblius come hither, Caixes,and Valentine. 
Pub. What is your will? 
Tit. Know you thefe two? 
Pub, The Empreffe Sonnes 
I take them, Chiron, Demetrius. 
Titus. Fie Publins,fie,thow art too much deceau’d, 
The one is Murder,Rape is the others name, 
And therefore bind them gentle Publin, 
Caius and Valentixelay hands on them, 
} Oft haue you heard me with for fuch an houre, 
And now I find it,therefore binde them fure, 
Ci. Villaines forbeare,we are the Empreffe Sonnes, 
Pub, Andtherefore do we,what we are commanded, 
Stop clofe cheir moathes,let them not {peake a word, 


Ashe {ure bound,looke that you bindethem faft. Exeunt. 


Enter Titus Andronicus with a kuife,and Lauinia 
with a Bafon, 


Tit. Come,come Lasinia,looke,thy Foes are bound, 
Sirs ftop their mouthes,let them not fpeake to me, 
But let them heare what fearefull words I verer. 





_ The Feaft is ready which the carefull Tim, 




















OhVillaines,Chiron,and Demetriu, ~~ 


Here ftands the {pring whom you haue flain’d wii 
This goodly he hes with ide Winter hy With mug, 
You kil'd her husband,and for that vil'd faute 
Two ofher Brothers were condemn’d to death 
My hand cut off,and made a merry ieft, : 
Both her {weet Hands,her Tongue,and thatmore g 
Then Hands or tongue,her fpotlefle Chaftit _ 
Tuhumaine Traytors,you conftrain’d and for’, 
What would you fay,ifI fhould let you fpeakes 
Villaines for ae you could not beg for grace, 
Harke Wretches,how I meane to martyr you 
This one Hand yet isleft,to cut your throats : 
Whil’ft that Lavinia eweene her ftumps doth hold : 
The Bafon chat receiues your guilty blood, 
You know your Mother meanes to feaft with me 
And calls herfelfe Reuenge,and thinkesmemad. 
Harke Villaines,I will grin’d your bones to dug. 
And with your blood and it,liemakea Pafte, ; 
And of the Pafte a Coffen I will reare, 
And make two Pafties of your fhamefull Heads, 
And bid that-ftrumpet your vohallowed Dani, 
Like to the earth {wallow her increafe, 
This isthe Feaft,that] haue bidherto, 
And this the Banquet fhe thall furfet on, 
For worie then Philomel you «fd my Daughter, 
And worfe then Pregne;] will be reueng’d, 
And now prepare your throats : Laminia come, 
Receiuethe blood,and when that they are dead, 
Let me goe grin’d their Bones to powder {mall, 
‘And with this hatefull Liquor temperit, 
And in chat Pafte let their vil’d Heads be bakte, 
Come,come,be euery one officious, 
To make this Banket, which I with might prove, 
More fterne and bloody chen the Cenraures Feaft, : 
He cuts their throats, 
Sonow bring them in,for Ile play the Cooke, + 
And feethem ready, gain their Mother comes, Exewnt 


Enter Lucius, Marcns,and the Gothes, 


Luc. Vickle A¢arcsus,fince’tis iny Fathersminde 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 
Goth, And ours with thine befall, what Fortune will 
Lue, Good Vnekletake youin this barbarous Meet, 
This Ravenous Tiger,this accurfed deuill, 
Let him receiue no fuftenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought vneo the Emperous face, 
For teftimony ofher foule proceedings. 
And fee the Ambu th of our Friends be ftrong, 
Ifere the Emperour meanes no good to V5 
Aron. Some deuill whifper curfesin my cart, 
And prompt me that my tongue may veter for th, 
The Venemous Mallice of my {welling heart. 
Luc. Away Inhumaine Dogge,Vahallowed Slaves | 
Sirs,helpe our Vinckle,to conuey him in, Fiat 
The Trumpets (hew the Emperour is athand. 


Sonnd Trumpets. Enter Emperanrand Enopre(fe,with 
Tribunes and others. 


Sat.What,hath the Firemament more Sans chen ont , 
Luc. What bootes it thee to call thy felfe Sunne? 
Mar. Romes Emperour & Nephewe breake thepari¢ 
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated, 


Hath 
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Lhe Tragedse of Titus eAndronicus, 


















But gentle people, giue me ayme a-while, 
For Nature puts meto a heauy taske : 
Stand ¥ll aloofe, but Vickle draw you neere, * 
To thed obfequious teares vpon this Trunke : 
Oh take this warme kiffe on thy pale cold lips, 
Thefe forrowfull drops vpon thy bloud-flaine face, 
The laft true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 
Mar. Teare for teare,and louing kiffe for kiffe, 
Thy Brother Adarcws tenders on thy Lips : 
O were the fumme of thefethat I fhould pay 
Countleffe; and infinit, yet would I pay them. $ 
Lue. Come hither Boy, come,come,and learne of vs 
1 To mele in fhowres: thy Grandfire lou’d thee well: 
Many atime he danc’d thee on his knee: 
Suhg thee afleepe, his Louing Breft, thy Pillow : 
‘Many a matter hath he told co thee, 
| +Meete,and agreeing with thine Infancie : 
nthat refpect then, like a louing Childe, 
Shed yet fome {mall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe kinde Nature doth require it fo: 
Friends, fhould affociate Friends,in Greefe and Wo. 
_ 1 Bid him farwell, commit him to the Graue, 
Dohim that kindneffe,and take leaue of him. 


Would I were Dead ,fo you did Live againe. 
O Lord, I cannot fpeake tohim for weeping, 
My teares will choake me, if] ope my mouth. 





Boy. OGrandfire,Grandfire : even with all my heart 


eee at pee 
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‘Iam no Baby I, that with bafe Prayers 








Romans. Youlad Androuici, have done witha. 
Giue fentence on this eee if Pid with woes 
That hath beene breeder of thefe dire euents. 

Luc. Sethim breft deepe in earth,and famith him: | 
There let him ftand,andraue,and cry forfoode, 
Ifany one releeues, or pitties him, 

For the offence,he dyes, This is our doome: 
Some ftay, to fee him faft’ned in the earth, 
Aron, O why fhould wrath be mute, & Fary dumby 


I fhould repent the Euils I haue done. 

Ten thoufand worfe, then euer yet I did, 

Would I performe if I mighthaue my, will: 

If one good Deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my very Soule. 
» Exciss. Some louing Friends conuey the Emp hence 

And giue him buriall in his Fathers graue, : 

My Fazher, and Lasinia, {hall forthwith 

Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument; 

As for that heynous Tyger Tamora, _ 

No Funerall Rite, nor man in mournful Weeds;) 

No mournful Bell fhall ring her Buriall: 

But throw her foorth to Beafts and Birds of prey; 

Her life was Beaft-like, and deuoid of pitty, 

And being fo, fhall haue like want of pitty, ‘ 

See Juftice done on g Maron that damn’d Moore, 

From whom, our heauy happes had their beginning: 

Then afterwards, to Order well the State, 


Thaclike Events, mayne’reit Ruinate. — Exewmt ome 
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ROMEO and IVLIET. 


eA ius Primus. Sccena Prima. 


Enter Samplowdnd Gregory with S words and Backlers, 
of the Honfeof Capulet. 


Sampfon. 
Regory A my word wee'l not carry coales, 
Greg. No,for then we fhould be Colliars. 
Samp. Tinean, if we be inrcholler,wee'l draw, 
Greg. 1, While you lise, draw your necke out 
‘oth Collar, 

Samp. 1 ftrike quickly, being mou'd, 

Greg, Bur thou art not quickly mou'd to ftrike. 

Samp. A dog of thehoufe of AZounrague moues me. 

Greg. To mouejis to ftir: and to be valiant,is to ftand: 
Therefore,ifthow artmou’d chow runft away. 

Samp.” A dogge of that haute fhall moue me to ftand. 
Iwilltake the wall'ofany Man or Maid of AMoxntagues, 

Greg. That fhewes thee a weake flane, for che wea- 

| ket goes to the wall, 

| Samp, True,anid therefore women being the weaker 

|Veffels,are euer thruft to the wall: therefore will pufh 

|| Mountagues men from the wall, and thraft ‘his Maides to 
the wall, (their inen. 

| Greg. The Quarrell is betweene our Mafters, and vs 

Samp. *Tisvall one, 1 will fhew my felfe a tyrant: when 

Thaue fough: with the men, Iwill bee ciuill with the 

| Maids,and cut off their heads. ws § Bei 

| Greg, The heads ofthe Maids? > 

| .Sam.1 the heads of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads, 

| Take ic in‘what ferice thou wilt, 

| Greg, They mult take it ferice, that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while P'am able to ftand: 
And’tisknowne laria'pretry peeéce of ficth. 

Greg, "Tis well thou art not Fifth: If thou had’ft, thou 
had’ beene pooreYohn. Dra wthy Toole, here comes of 
theHoafe of thecAfonurarnes. area 

: “Enter two other Seraingmen, 

Sam My naked weapon is out: quarrel, T wil back thee 

Gre. How? Turnethy backe,gndrun, fe? 

Sams.’ Feare me not. 

Gre, No marty : 1 feare thee. vgs 

Sam. Let yvstake the Law of our fidestler them begin. 

CrJ wil frown as T paffe by,& Tet thé rakeit as they lit 

Sam. Nay,as they dare. Twil bite my Thumb at them, 
Which is a difgraceto them, iftheybeareit, Oi 

Abra.’ Do you bite'your Thumbeat ys fir? * 

Samp. Udo bite my Thumbe, fir. pecan 

Abra. Do youbite your Thumb at vs, fir? 

Sam, Is the Law of our fide,if I fay 12° Gre. No. 


Stem ee: 


| 


\ 


| 


Sam, No fir,T donot bite my Thumbe at you fir: bur - 
I bite my Thumbe fir. . 
Greg. Doyou quarrell fir? a 
Abra, Quarrell fir? no fir. (as you » 
Sam, lf youdo fir, am for you,! ferue a8 good a man © 
Abra, No better? Samp. Well fir. 
Enter Beunolio. 
Gr.Say bettershere comes one of my mafters kinfmen, 
Samp. Yes, better. 
Abra. You Lye. 
Samp. Drawityoube men. Gregory, remember thy 
wathiog blow. They Fight. 
Ben, Part Fooles,put vp your Swords you kaow not 
what you do. 
' Enter T ibalr. 
Tyo. What art thou drawne, among thefe heartleffe | 
Hindes? Turne thee Bewsolio,looke vypon thy death. 
Ben, Ido but keepe the peace,put vp thy Sword, > | 
Or manage it to part thefe men with me. 
Ty6. What draw,and talke of peace? I hate the word | - 
AsYhate hell, all AZountaguesand thee: 
Haue acthee Coward. ; Fight. 
Enter three or foure Citizens with Clubs. 
Ofi.Clubs, Bils,and Partifons,ftrike,bear them dows 
Downe with the Capalets,downe with the Afewntagnes. | 
Enter old Capulet in bis Gowne and bis wife. 
Cap. What noife is this?Giue me my long Sword ho., 
Wife, A crutch,a crutch : why call you for a Sword? 
Cap. My Sword I fay : Old Monntague is come, 
And flourifhes his Blade in fpight ofme. 
: _ Enter old Mountagne,& his wife. 
Jtoun.Thou villaine Capulet. Hold me not, let me go 
2.Wife. Thou fhalt not ftirafootetofeekeaFoe, § 
: “Enter Prince Eskales, with his Traine, : 
Prince. RebelliousSubie&ts,Enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this Neighbor-ftained Steele, 
Willthey not heare? What hoe,you Men, you Beafts, | 
That quench the fire of your pernitious Rage, 


‘With purple Founraines iffuing from your Veines : 


On paine of Torture; from thofe bloody hands 
Throw your miftemper’é Weaponsto the ground, 
And heare the Sentence of your mooued Prince, 
Three ciuill Broyles, bred ofan Ayery word, 
By thee old Capuler and Monntzrue, 
Haue thrice difturb’d the quiet of out freets, 
And made Verona’s ancient Citizens 
Caft by their Graue befeeming Ornaments, 
Yo Wield old Partizans, in hands as old,” 
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_ | Cankred with peace,to part your Cankred hate, 
Ifeuer you difturbeourftreets againe, » 

Your lives fhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this time all the reft depart away : 

You Capalet fhall goealongwithme, 

And Mosntague come you this 2fternoone, 

To know our Fathers pleafure in this cafe: 

To old Free-towne,our comaion iudgement place : 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. Excunt, 

Moun. Who fet this auncient quarrell new abroach? 
“Speake Nephew,were you by,when it began: 
Bex, Heere were the feruants of your aduerfarie, 

And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them,in the inftane came 
The fiery Tibalt,with his {word prepar’d, ~ 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares, 

He {wong about his head,and cut the windes, 

Who nothing hure withall ,hift him in fcorne. 
While we were enterchanging chrufts and blowes, 
Came more and more,and fought on part and pare, 
Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 

Wife. Owhere is Romeo,faw you him to day? 

Right glad am Ihe was not at this fray, 
Ben, Madam,an houre before the worfhipt Sun 
‘| Peer'd forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad, 

Whete vnderneath the groue of Sycamour, 

That Weft-ward rooteth from this City fides 

So carely walking didI fee your Sonne: 

Towards him J made,but he was ware of me, 

And ftole into the couert of the wood, 

I meafuring his affections by my owne, 

Which then moft fought, wher moft might not be found: 
Being one too many by my weary felfe, 

Purfued my Hononr,not purfuing his 

And gladly fhunn’d,who gladly fled from me. 

Mount, Many a morning hath he there beene {eene, 

With teares augmenting the freth mornings deaw, 
| Adding ta cloudes,more cloudes with his deepe fighes, 
Bur all {0 foone as the all-cheeriag Sunne, 

Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 

The fhadie Curtaines from Asroras bed, 

Away from light fteales home my heauy Sonne, 

And priuate in his Chamber pennes himfelfe, 

Shuts vp his windowes ,lockes faire day-light our, 
And makes him(felfe an artificial m ght: 
{ Blacke and portendous mult chis homour proue, . 
{ Voleffe good counfell may the caufe remoue. 
Bes. My Noble Vacle doe you know the caufe ? 
Monx. [neither know it,nor can learne of him. 
Ben, Haue you importun’d him by any meanes? 
Moun, Both by my felfe and many others Friends, 
| But he his owne affections counfeller, 
| Is to himfelfe( I will not {oy how true) 
Butto himfelfe fo fecret and fo clofe, . 
| So farre from founding and difcouery, 

Asis the bud bit with an enuions worme, 
Ere he can fpread his fweete leaues to the ayre, 
| Or dedicate bis beauty to the fame, 
Could we but learne from whence his forrowes prow 
| We would as willingly giue cure,as know. 

; Ester Romeo, . 
Be.z See where he comes,fo pleafe you ftep afide, 
Ile know his greeuance,or be much denide. 

Moun. I would thou wert fo happy by thy flay, 


ah. 





{To heare true thrift. Come Madamlet’s away, Exesnt. | Cuts beauty off fromall pofteritie.. 


54. The Tragedte of Romeo and juhet. 














Ben, Good morrow Coufin. | 


Rom. Is the day fo young ? 

Ben. But new ftrooke nine, Way 

Rom, Ayeme, fad houresfeeme long: 
Was that my Father that went henec fo fa? 

Bes. Wt was : what fadnes lengthens Romeo's houres) 

Re, Not hauing that,which hauing, makes them th 

Bes, In loue. ae oe i 

Romeo. Outre 

Ben. Of loue. Pe ors : 

Rom_ Out of her fauour where J am in loue, 

Ben. Alas that loue fo gentle in his View, 
Should be fotyrannous and rough in proofe, 

Rom. Alas that loue,whofe view is muffled fill, 
Should without eyes.fee path-wayes to his will; 
Where fhall we dine?.O me : what fray was here? 
Yer tell mz not,for I haue heard it all; 

Heere’s mucho do with hate,but more with loue: 
Why then,O brawling joue,O louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created 

O heauie lightneffe,ferious vanity, 

Mifhapen Chaos of welfeeing formes, 

Feather of lead, bright {moake,cold fire, ficke health, 
Still waking fleepe,that is not what itis: 
This loue feele J that feele no louc in this, . 

Doeft thou not laugh ? 

Zew. NoCoze,t rather weepe. 

Rom. Good heart,at what ? 

Ben. Atthy good hearts opprefsion, 

Rom, Why fuch is loues ttanfg refsion. 
Grietes of mine owne lic heauie in my breaft, 
Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preaft 
With more of thine,this loue that thou haft fhowne, 
Doth adde more griefe,totoo much of mineowne, 
Loue,is afmoake made with the fiume of fighes, 
Being purg’d,a fire {parkling in Louers eyes, 
Being vext,a Seanourifht with louing ceares, 
What is it elfe ?.a madnefle,moft difcreet, 
A choking gall,and a preferuing {weet : 
FarewellmyCoze. 

Ben. Soft twill gae along. 
And if you leaue me fo,you da me wrong. 

Rom. Tut I haue loft my felfe, 1am nathere, 
This is not Romeo hee’s fome other where. 

Ben, Tell me in fadneffe, who is that you loue ? 

Rom. What thal) I grone and tejl thee? 

Ben. Groneswhy no : but fadJy.tell me who. 

Rom, A ficke man in fadneffe makes his will? 
A wordill vrg’dto one that is fo ill s 
In fadneffe Cozin,] do loue a woman. } 

Ben. Laym’d fo neare,when J fuppofd youlou * 

Rom. Aright good marke man,and.{hee's faire] oue 

Ben, Atight faire marke,faire Coze,'s foonelt hit, 

Row. Wellin that hit you miffe,fheel not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, the hath Dians wit: 

Andin ftrong proofe of chaftity wellarm’d: 
From loues weake childith Bow, fheliues vochatm 4, 
Shee will not ftay the fiege of louing tearmes, 
Nor bid th’incounter of affailing eyes.t 

Nor open her lap to Sainét-feducing Gold: 

O fhe is rich in beautie,onely poore, cabt tam 
That when the dies, with beautie dies her tore. hs a? 
Ben, Then the hath {worne,that fhe will filllive a} 
Rom, She hath,and in that {paring make huge w 


For beauty. fteru’d with her feuerity, pith 
So She 
reragieen. a een, 

































muft talke in fecret,, Nurfe come backe'againe,! haue re- 
smenabred mejthou’fe heare our counfells: Thou knoweft 
‘my daughter’s of aprety age. 9) a0 

Nw fe. Faith I can cell her age ynto anhoure. 

Wife. Shee’s not fourteene. 

Nurfe. Uelay fourteene of my teeth, 

| And yetto my teene beitipoken, 

tT haue but foure, fhee’s not fourteene,... 

| How long is it now to Lammas tide? 

Wife. A fortnightand odde dayese 


| God reft all Ghriftian foules, were ofan age. Well Sufas 
is with God, fhe was too good for me.But ast faid, on La- 
} weas Eue at night fhall fhe be fourteene, chat fhall fhe ma- 
* rie,I remember ic well. “Lis finceche Earth-quake now 
-eleuen yeares,and fhe was wean'dI neuer fhall forget it, 
of all the daies of che yeare,vpon that day : forl had then 
laid Worme-woodto my Dug fitting in the Sunne wnder 
the Douchoufe! wall, my Lord and you were then at 
Muaituanay doe beare.abraine. Butast faid, when it 
did taft che’ W orme-woed. on the nipple of my Dugge, 
and feltit bitter,pretty foole,co fee it teachie, and fall our 
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Doue-houfe, twas no 
neede I trow to bid mee trudge: and fince that timeitis 
aeleuen yeares,forthen fhe could ftand alone, nay bith’ 
roode fhe could haue runney& wadled all about: for euen 
the day before the broke her brow, & then my Husband 
God be with his foule, a was a merrie-man, tooke vp the 
Child, yea quoth hee,doeft thou fall ypon thy face? thou 
wilt fall backeward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou 
not Jule? Andby my holy-dam, she precey wretch lefte 
crying, 8faid I : to fee now how a Jeft fhall come about. 
I warrant, & [ {hall liaeathoufand yeares,! neuer fhould 
forgetiti: wilt thou notJw/er quoth he?and pretty foole it 
ftinted,and faid I. 

Old Las Inough of this,I-pray-theehold thy peace. 

Narfe, Yes Madam,yet I cannot-chule but laugh, co 
{ thinke ic fhould leaue crying, & fay I: and yet I warrant 
ithad vpon it brow, a bumpe as big asa young Cockrels 
ftone?A petiloils knock, and it.cryed bitterly. Yeaquoth 
my husband, fall’ vpenthy face, thou wilt fall back- 
ward when thou commeft toage: wilt thounot Zw/e? It 
| ftintedzand faid I. 
Inle.. And Rint thou too,] pray thee Narfe,fay I. 
Nar. Peace Ihaue done:God marke thee too his grace 


liue to fee thee married once, I haue my with. 
Old La, Marry that marry isthe very theame 
| Tcame to talke of,tell me daughter /afer, 
How ftands your difpofition to be Married? 
- Tuli, Ycis an howre that 1 dreamenot of. 


fay chou had’ fackt wifedome fromthy teats: | A 


Heere inVerona,Ladies of efteeme, 

Are made already Moshers, By my count 

Pwas-your Mother,much vpon thele yeares 

Thatyou arenow.2 Maide,thus then in bricfe: 

Thevaliane Pars feekes-you for his loue. , ed 
Nave, Aman young Lady,Lady, ‘fuch a mar asall 

the world. Why hee’s aman of waxe. 
ola Las, Veronas Summer hath norfuch a flower. ©. 
Nerje. Nay hee’s a lower, infaith avery flowery: 
Old Lat What fay-you;cam you louethe Gentleman? 

4 Phisnight you thall behold hinvat ourFeaft,)! 4s - 





Fhe Tragedieof Romeo and Jukes. 


Nurfe.. Enen or odde, of all daies in the yeare come - 
| Lammas Bue at night fhall the be fourreene. Safar & fhe,. 


With nimble foles;haue a foale of Lead 


thou waft the prectieft Babethatere fnurft, andi might | 


Nur. An houre,were not 1 thine onely Nurfe, I would - 


Olé La.Wellthinke of marriage now, yonger then you 


* The game was nere'fe faire,and Sanirdone. Mee 






| 


Read ore the volume of young Parssface, 
And find delight wrietherewith Beauties pen: 
Examine every feueralhliniament, 
And fee how one another lends content: 
And what obfcur’din this faire volume lies, 
Find written intheMargent of his eyes, 
This precious Booke of Loue,this vnbound L 
To Beautific him,onely lacks a Coner, 
Thefith lines in the S¢aj:and’tis much pride 
For faire withour,the faire within co hide: 
That Booke in manies eyes doth fhare the glorie, 
That in Gold clafpes,Lockes in the Golden florie: 
So fhall you fhare all that he doth poffeffe, 
By having him,making your felfe no leffe, 
Nurfe. Nolefie,nay bigger:women grow by men 
Old La. Speake briefly,can you like of Parg loye Bilt 
Tuli, Ne looke to like;iflooking liking moue, 
Butno more deepe will I endart mine eye, 
Then your confent gives flrength to niake flye. 
Enter a Serwing man, , 
Ser, Madam,the guefts are come, {upper feru'd vp,you 
cal’d,my young Ladyaskt far,the Nutie cur’ft in the Pare 
tery,and euery thing in extremitie :Imuft hence towait, | 
befeech you tollow ftraighr. Eri, 
(Mo, Wefollowthce,/uliet, the Countieftaies, 
Nurfes Goe Gyrle,feeke happ ye nights to happy daies, 
| SNE ee, 
Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Bensiolio,with fine or (ixe 
~~ other Maskers, Torch-bearers, 
Rom, Whacfhallthis{pech be {poke for our excults 
Or fhall we on wichout Apologie? . 
Ben. The dace is out of fuch prolisitie, 
Weele haue no Cupid, hood winke with askarfe, ° 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath, wii 
Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 
But let them meafure vs by what they will, 
Weele meafure them a Meafure,and be gone, 
Rom. Giue mea Torch,! atnot for this ambling. 
Being butheauy Iwillbearethelight. 9° |] 
Mer. Nay genile Romeo,we muft haue you dance 
Ros. Not I beleeueme,you hate dancing thooes 





Ouer, 


So ftakes meto the ground, ] canriot moue. ' 
Mer, You area Loutr, borrow Capids wings, 
And foare with themvaboue a common bound. 
Row, Lamtoo fore enpearced witly his fhaft, 
To foare with his light feathers,and tobound: 
I cannot bound a pitch abone dull woe, 
Vader loues heauy burthendoeTfinke: 
Hora. Andtofinkein it (hould you burthen lous 
Too great oppreffion for atenderthingy | 
Rom, -1s loueatender thing? itistoorougy, 
Too rude,too boyfterons,andit prickslike thortiee’ . 
(Mer, lf loue be tough with you,be rough wit ou 
Pricke lone for pricking,and you beatlouedowne, 
Gite mea Cafe to put my vilegein, 
A Vifor fora Vifor,whatcareD 178 
What curious eye doth quote deformities?) 
Here are the Beetle-browes fhall blufh forme 
> Bees Come knocke andenter,andno fooner'™, 
Buteuery manbetakebimtohislegs = 
Rom. A Torch for me,let wantons light ofheatt ail 
Tickle the fenceleffe rufhes with theirheeléss" 
For J am proverb’d witha Grandfier Phrafe, = oe 
Ile bea'Candle-holderandlookeof, eas! 











‘Lhe Tragedie of Romeo and Juket. 


Mer, Tut,dunsthe Moufe,the Conftables owne word : 
Ifthou art dun,weele draw thee from the mire. 
Or faue your reuerence loue,wherein thou ftickeft 
Vp co the eares,come we burne day light ho, 
Rows. Nay thar’snot fo. 
Mer, Imeane fir I delay, 
We waft our lights in vaine, lights lights, by day; 
Take our good meaning, for our Judgement fits 
Fiue times in that,ere once in our fine wits. 
Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 
Lu. ’tis no wit to go, 
uMer. Whyrmay oneaske? 
Rum, Idreampta dreame to night. 
(Mer, And fodid I. 
Rom. Well what was yours? 
Mer, Thatdreamers often lye, 
Ro. In bed a fleepe while they do dreame things true, 
Mer. O then] fee Queene Mab hath beene with you : 
She is the Fairies Midwife, & fhe comes in fhape no biy- 
gerthen Agat-{tone, on the fore-finger ofan Alderman, 
drawne with a teemce of little Atomies,ouer mens nofes as 
they lie afleepe : her Waggon Spokes made of long Spin- 
nerslegs :the Couer ofthe wings of Grafhoppers, her 
Traces ofithe {malleft Spiders web, her coullers of the 
Moonfhines watry Beames,herWhip of Crickets bone, 
the Lafh of Philome,her Waggoner, aftnall eray-coated 
Gnat,nor lialfe fo bigge as around hittle Worme, pricke 
from the Lazie-finger of aman, Her Chariot is an emptie 
Hafelnut, made by the Joyner Squirrel or old Grub, time 
outa mind, the Faries Coach-makers > &in this ftate fhe 
gallopsnight by nicght,through Louers braines : and then 
they dreame of Loue.On Courtiers knees,that dreame on 
Cutfies ftraic : ore Lawyers fingers, who ftraitrdreamt‘on 
Fees, ore Ladies lips, who ftrait on kiffes dreame, which 
Joftathe angry Mab with blifters plagues, becaufe their 
| breath with Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime fhe gal- 
lops oreaCourtiersynofe, & then dreames he of fmelling 
out afure:& fomrime comes fhe with Tith pigs tale,tick- 


linga Parfons nofe asalies afleepe, then he dreames of 


another Benefice, Sometime fhe driueth ure a Souldiers 
necke, & then dreames he of cutting Forraine throats, of 
Breaches, Ambufcados,Spanifh Blades : Of Healths fiue 
Fadome deepe,and then anon drums in his eares,at which 
he ftartes and wakes; and being thus frighted, fweares a 
prayer or two & fleepes againesthis is that very Mab that 
plats the manes of Horfes in the night : & bakes the Elk- 
|| locks in foule fluttifh haires,which orice vnrangled,much 
misfortune bodes, 
This isthe hag,when Maides lie on their backs, 
That preffes them,and learnes them firft to beare, 
Making them women of yood carriage : 
Thisis the, 
Rem, Peace,peace,- Mercutio peace, 
Thouralk’ft ofnothing, 
Mer, True,I talke of dreames : 

Which ave the children of an idle braine, . 

egot ofnothing but vaine phantafie , 
Whichis as thin of fabfance as the ayre, 

ndmore inconftant then the wind, who wooes 

len now the frozen bofome of the North: 
Andbeing anger’d, puffes away from thence, 
Turning his fide to the dew dropping South. 

Zea. This wind youtalke of blowesvs from our felues, 
Supper is done,and-we fhall cometoo late. 

Rom, 1 feare too early, for my mind mifgiues, 
Some confequence yet hanging inthe ftarres, 


\ Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights reuels ,and expire the tearme 
Of a defpifed life clof’d in my breft: 
By fome vile forfeit of yntimely death, 


Diredt my fute : on luftie Gentlemen, 
Bex, Strike Drum. 
Theywnarch about the Stage, and Seruingmen come forth 
with their napkins. 


| But he that hath the ftirrage of my courfe, 


Enter Sernant. 

Ser. Where's Potpan,that he helpes not totake away ? 
He fhift a Trencher ?he {crapea Trencher ? 

1. When good manners, fhall liein one or two mens 
hands,and they vnwafht too, ‘tis a foule thing. 

Ser, Away with the Ioynftooles, remoue the Court- 
cubbord, looke to the Plate: good thou, fatie mee a piece 
of Marchpane,andas thou loueft me, let the Porter Jet in 
Sx{an Grindftone and Nek, Anthonie and Potpan, 

2. 1 Boy readie. 

Ser. Youarelooke for,and cal’d for,askt for, & fought | 
for,'n the great Chamber. 

1 Wecannot be here and there too,chearly Boyes, 
Be brisk awhile,and the longer liuer rake all, 

Exeunt. 
Enter ail the Guefts and Gentlewemen ta the 
Maskers. 
1. Caps, Welcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies that have their tocs 
Voplagu’d with Cornes,will walke about with you: 
Ah my Miftreffes, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 
She Ile {weare hath Cornes :am I come neare ye now? 
Welcome Gentlemen, haue feene the day 
That I haue wornea Vifor, and couldtell 
A whifpering tale ina faire Ladies eare: 
Such as would pleafe :’tis gone, tis gone, “tis gone, 
You are welcome Gentlemen,come Mufitians play : 
Muajicke plates: and the dance. 
A Hall, Holl ,giueroome,and foote it Girles, 
More light you knaues,and turne the Tables vp : 
And quench the fire,the Roomie is growne too hor, 
Ab firrah, this vnlooke for {pore comes well : 
Nay fit,nay fit,g0od Cozin Capulet, 
For you and J are paft our dauncing daies : 
How long ‘it now fince laft your felfe and I 
Were ina Maske ? = 

2. Caps. Berlady thirty yeares, 

1. Capa.What man: ’tis not fo much, *tis not fo much, 
Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lacentio, 

Come Pentycoftas quickely as it will, 
Some fiue and twenty yeares,and then we Maske. 

2. Cap. Tis more, ‘tis more, his Sonneis elder fir : 
His Sonneis thirty, 

3- Cap. Will youtel!l metharez 
His Sonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe, 

Roms. What Ladie is that which dothni rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? * 

Ser. Tknownot fir. 

Kons. O fhe doth teach the Torches to burne bright ; 
It feemes the hangs vpon the cheeke ofnight, 

Asa tich Iewel in ae Aithiops eare: 

Beauty too rich for vfe,for earth too deare: 

So fhewesa Snowy Doue trooping with Crowes, 
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes fhowes ; 

The meafure done, Ile watch her place of ftand, 
And touching hers,make bleffed my rude hand. 























She is too faire,too wilewi: {ely too faire, 
Tomerit bliffe by making ine difpaire: 
shehath forfworne to loue,and in that yow 
Do I liue dead, that liueto cell it now. 
Ben, Be sul'd by me, forget to thinke of her, 
Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to thinke. 
Ben. By giuing liberty vnto thineeyes, 
Examine other beauties, 
Ro.’Tis the way to cal hers(exquifit)in queftion more, 
Thefe happy maskes chat kiffe taite Ladies browes, 
Being blacke,puts vsin mind they hide the faire: 
Hethat is ftrooken blind,cannot forget 
The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft: 
Shew me a Miftreffe that is paffing faire, 
What doth her beaury ferue but as anote, 
Where I may read who paft that paffing faire. 
farewell thou can’ft not teach meto forger, 
Ben, Lie pay that dotrine,or elfe die in debe. Exeune 
Enter Capdlet ,Countie Parts and the Clowne. 
Caps, Monntague is bound as well as I, 
Inpenalty alike,and tisnot hard I thinke, 
For men fo old as wee, to kcepe che peace. 
Par. Of Honourable reckoning are you both, 
And pittie ’tis you liu’d at ods fo long: 
But now my Lord, what fay youto my fute ? 
Caps. Bur faying ore what I haue {aid before, 
My Child is yet a ftranger in the world, 
Shee hath not feene the change of fourteene yeares, 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may thinke her sipe to be a Bride, 
Pari, Younger then fhe,are happy mothers made. 
Caps. Andtoofoone mar’d are thofe fo carly made: 
Earth hath {wallowed all my hopes but the, 
Shee’s the hopefull Lady of my earth: 
But wooe her gentle Parss,get her heart, 
My willto her confenc,is but a pare, 
And thee agree, within her {cope of choife, 
Lyes my confent,and faire according voice : 
Thisnight I hold an eld accuftom’d Feat, 
Whereto } haue inuited many a Guelt, 
Suchas I loue,and you among the.ftore, 
One more,moft welcome makes my number more: 
At my poore houfe,looke to behold this nighr, 
Eath-treading ftarres,that make darke heauen light, 
Suchcomfortas do lufty young men feele, 
When well apparrel’d Aprill on the heele 
Oflimping Winter treads,euen firch delight 
Among freth Fennell buds fhall you this night 
Inherit at my houfesheare allall {ee ; 
And like her moft,whofe meric moft thall be: 
Which one more veiw,of many, mine being one, 
May ftand in number, though in reckning none, 
ome,goe with me: goe firrah trudge about, 
htough faire cron, find thole perfons out, 
ofe names are written there,and to them fay, 
My houfe and welcome,on their pleafure ftay. Exit. 
_ Ser, Find them out whofe names are written, -Heereit 
Written, thatthe Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his 
Yard, andthe Tayler with his Laft,che Fifher with his 
enfill, andthe Painter with his Nets. Bur] am fent to 
nd thofe perfons whofe names are-writ,& can neuer find 
What names the writing perfon hath here writi( I muft to 
t learned) in good.time, ds 
Enter Bennolio and Romeo. 
Ben. Tut man, one fice burnes out anothers burning, 
One paine is lefned by-anothers anguith : 


The Tragedie of Romeo and. Liliet. 


| Tran{parent Heretiques be burnt for liers. 


| Herfelfe poyt’d with herfelfe in either eye : 


Turne giddie,and beholpe by beckwardturning: — ~ 
One defparate greefe,cures with anothers lauguith : 
Take chou fome new infection to the eye, 
And the rank poyfon of the old wil die. 

" Rews. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for char. 

Ben, For what I pray thee 2 

Rom, For your broken fhin. 

Bes, Why Romeo art thou mad? 

Rom, Not mad,but bound more then a mad manis: 
Shut vp in prifon, kept without my foode, 

Whipt and tormented : and Godden good fellow, 

Ser, Godgigoden,] pray fir can you read ? 

Rem. I mine owne fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learn’d it without bookes 
But I pray can youread any thing you fee? - 

Rom, 1,if 1 know the Letters and the Language, 

Ser, Ye fay honeftly,reft you merry. 

Rom, Stay fellow,] can read. 

He reades the Letter. 
SZ ignenr Martine,and his wife and daughter : Comnty An- 
felme and his beautions fifters ; the Lady widdow of Usrn- 
wio, Seigneur Placentio and bys lonely Neeces : Mercutioand 
bis brother Valentine : mine uncle Capulet his wifeand daug b- 
ters:my faire Neece Rofaline,Linia,Seignenr ValensioS bis 
Cofen Tybalt : Lucio and the linely Helena. 
A taire aflembly, whither fhould they come ? 

Sere: Vpw © 

Rom, Whither? to fupper? 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Rom. Whofe houfe ? 

Ser, My Mailters, 

Rows, Indeed I fhould have aske you that before. 

Ser. Now Ile tell you without asking. My maifter is 
the greatrich Capalet, and ifyou be not of the houfe of 
Mountagues | pray come and crufha cup,ofwine. Ref 
you merry. Exit. 

Ben. At this fame auncient Fealt of Capulets 
Sups the faire Rofatine, whom thou fo loues ¢ 
Witch all che admired Beauties of Verena, 

Gothither and with ynatrainted eye, 
Compare her face with fome that i fhall fhow, 
And] will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 

Rom. When the deuout religion of mine eye 
Maintaines fuch falfhood,then turne teares to fire: 

And thefe who often drown’d could neuer die, 









One fairer then my loue: the all-feeing Sun 
Nere faw her match, fince firft the wérld begun, 
Ben. Tut,you faw her faire,none elfe being by, 


But in that Chriftallfcales,let there be waid, 
Y our Ladies loueagaintt fome other Maid 
That I will fhow you, thining at this Feaft, 
And fhe fhew {cant thell, well,charnow Shewes beft. 
Rom, le goe along no fuch fight to be fhowne, 
But to reioycein fplendor of mineowne. | 
Enter Capulets wife and Nurfe, 
Wife Nurfe wher’s my daughter? call her forthto me, 
Nurfe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twelue yeare old 
I bad her come,what Lamb:what Ladi-bird, God forbid, 
Where's this Girle ? whac Zudier ? 
Enter Iulier. 
Inliet. How now,who calls? 
Nur, Your Mother, 
Juliet. Madam am heere, what is your will 2 
Wife. Thisis the matter : Nurfe giue leaue awhile, we} 
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Did my heart loue till now, forfweare it fight, 
For J never faw true Beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice,fhould be a A¢onntagne. 
Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares the flaue 
Come hither couer’d with an antique face, 

To fleere and {corne at our Solemnitie? 
Now by the ftockeand Honour of my kin, 
To ftrike him dead I hold it nota fin, 
Cap. Why how now kin{man, 
Wherefore ftorme you fo ? 
Tib. Vacle this is a Aountague, our foe: 
A Villaine that is hither come in fpight, 
To fcorne at our Solemnitie this night. 
Cap. Young Romeo isit > 
Tib. "Tis he,that Villaine Romeo, 
| Cap. Content thee gentle Coz, let him alones 
A beares him like a portly Gentleman : 
And to fay truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a vertuous and well gouern’d youth: 
I would not for the wealth of all the rowne, 
Here in my houfe do him difparagement : 
Therfore be patient,take no note of him, 
Itis my will,the which if shou refpect, 
|| Shewa faire prefence,and put off thefe frownes, 
} An ill befeeming femblance for a Feaft, 

Tid, It fits when fuch a Villaine is a gueft, 
Ile not endure him, 

Cap. He fhall be endu’rd, 

What goodman bey,] fay he fhall,go too, 

Am the Maifter here or you ? go too, 

| Youle not endure him,God fhall mend my foule, 
Youle make a Mutinie among the Guefts : 

You will fet cocke a hoope,youle be the man. 

Tib. Why Vucle,’tis a fhame. 

Cap. Go too,go too, 
You are a fawcy Boy, ‘ift fo indeed ? 
This tricke may chance to {cath you,! know whar, 
You muft contrary me,marry “cis time. 
Well faid my hearts,you are a Princox,goe, 
Be quiet,oz more light,more light for fhame, 
Ile make you quiet. What, chearely my hearts. 

Tib, Patience perforce, with wilfull choler meeting, 
Makes my fiefh tremble in.their different greeting; 
I will withdraw, but this intrufion thall 
Now feeming {weet,conuert to bitter gall. 

Rom. If |prophane wirh my vaworthieft hand, 
Thisholy fhrine,the gentle finis this, 

My lips to blufhing Pilgrims did ready ftand, 

To fmooth that rough touch, with a tender kiffe, 
ul. Good Pilgrime, 

You do wrong your hand too much, 

Which mannerly deuotion fhewes in this, 

For Saints haue hands ,that Pilgrims hands do tuch, 

And palme to palme,is holy Palmers kiffe, 

Rom. Haue not Saints lips,and holy Palmers too? 

Za. J Pilgrim, lips chac chey muft vfe in prayer. 

Rom, O then deare Saint,let lips do what hands do, 
They pray(grant thou )leaft faith turne to difpaire. 

Zul, Saints do not moue, 
Though grant for prayers fake. 

Rom. Thien move not while my prayers effect I take: 
‘Thus from my lips,by thine my fin is purg’d. 

Jol. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke,- 

Rom. Sin from my lips?O trefpaffe fweetly yrg'd ; 
Giue me my fin againe. ; 


Jul, Youkiffe by'th’booke. 


Exit, 


The Tragedte of Romeo and Iuket. 


Now old defire doth in his death bed lie, 









Near. Madam your Mother craves.a word 

Rom. Whatis her Mother ? 

Norf. Marrie Batcheler, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the houfe, 
And a good Lady, and a wife,and Vertuous, 
I Nur’ft ber Daughter that you talkt withall : 
I tell you,he that can lay hold ofher, 
Shall haue the chincks. 

Rom. 1s fhe a Capulet 2 
O deare account ! My lite is my foes debe. 

Ben, Away,be gone,the fport is at thebeft,. 

Rom. 1 fo | feare,the more is my vnreft, 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare notto be gone, 
Wehaueia trifling foolith Banquet towards : ‘ 
Is ite’ne fo 2 why then I thanke you all. 

I thanke you honeft Gentlemen, good ni ght: 
Mote Torches here:come on,then let’s tobed, 
Ah firrah,by my faie it waxes late, 
Ile to my reft, Sp 

Inli, Come hither Nurfe, 
What is yond Gentleman: 

Nar, The Sonne and Heire of old Tyberio, 

Tuli. What's he that now is going out of doore? 

Nur. Marrie that J thinke be young Petruchio, 

Tal. What's he that follows here that would not dance? 

Nur. Iknow not, 

Iv], Go aske his name:ifhe be married, 

My graue is like to be my wedded bed, 

Nar. His name is Komeo,and a ALountague, 
The onely Sonne of your great Enemie, 

Zul, My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate, 
Too early feene,ynknowne,and knowne too late, 
Prodigious birth of Loue itis tome, 

That I muft loue aloathed Enemie, 

Nar. What's this ? whats this? 

Tul, Arime,] learne euen now 
Of one I dan’ft withall. 


With you, 


wi 


One cals within Tlie 

Ner. Anon,anon: 
Come let’s away, the ftrangers all are gone, 
Exennty 
Chorus, 


And yong affection gapes to be his Heire, 
That faire,for which Loue gron’d for and would dit, 
With tender /#/ier roatcht,is now not faire. 
Now Romeo is beloued,and Loues againe, 
A like bewitched by the charme of lookess 
But to his foe fuppos’d he muft complaine, 
And fhe fteale Loues {weet bait from fearefull hookes: 
Being held a foe,he may not haue accefle 
To breath fuch vowes as Louers vie tofweare, 
And fhe as much in Loue,her meanes much leffe, 
Tomeete her new Beloued any where: 
But paffion lends them Power,time,meanes tomectty 
Temp’ring extremities with extreame fweete. 
Enter Romeo alone, 

Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart ishere? 

Turne backe dull earth,and find thy Center ott. 
Enter Bennolio,with Mercutio. 
Ben, Romeo,my Cozen Romeo,Remeo. 

Mere. Heis wife, 
And on my life hath folne him home to bed, i 

Ben. He ranthis way and leapt this Orchard We 
Call good AZercatio: 

‘Nay, [le coniure too, 


The Tragedie of Romeo and luket. 


(Mer. Romeo,Humours,Madman,Paffion, Louer, 
Appeare thou in thelikeneffe ofa figh, 
Speake but one rime,and I am fatisfied: 
Cryme but ay me,Prouant,but Loue and day, 
Speake to my gofhip Venus one faire word, 
One Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid he that fhot fo true, 
When King Cophetwa lou'd the begeer Maid, 
He heareth not,he ftirrech not, he mouethn ot, 
The Ape is dead,} muft coniure him, 
Jconiure thee by Rofalines bright cyes, 
By her High forehead, and her Scarlec lip, ’ 
By her Fine foote,Straight leg and Quiuering thigh, 
And the Demeanes,that there Adiacent lie, 
That in thy likenefle thou appeare tovs. 
Ben. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him, 
Mer. This cannot anger him,t’would anges him 
Toraife a fpiritin his Miftreffe circle, 
Offome ftrange nature,letting it ftand 
Till fhe had laid it,and coniured ic downe, 
That were fome {pighr. 
My inuocation is faire and honeft, & in his Miftris name, 
\coniure onely but to raife vp him. 
Ben. Come,he hath hid himfelfe among thefe Trees 
To be conforted with the Humerous night : 
Blind is his Loue,and beft befits the darke. 
Mer. If Loue be blind, Loue cannot hit the marke, 
Now will he fit vnder a Medler tree, 
And wifh his Miftreffe were that kind of Fruite, 
As Maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 
Q Romeothat fhe were,O that fhe were 
Anopen,or thou a Poprin Peare, 
Romeo goodnight, [le to my Truckle bed, 


This Field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe, 
Come fhall we go? 
Bex. Go then, for ’tis in vaine to feeke him here 


That meanes not to be found. \ Exenats 
Rom. He ieafts at Scarres that neuer felt a wound, 
Butfoft, what light through yonder window breaks? 
Itisthe Eaft,and /w/iet is the Sunne, 
Arifefaire Sun and kill he enuious Moone, 
Whois already ficke and pale with griefe, 
That thou her Maid art far more faire then fhe : 
Benot her Maid fince the is envious, 
Her Veftal linery is but ficke and greene, 
And none but fooles do weare it,caft it off : 
Itismy Lady ,O it is my Loue,O that fhe knew fhe were, 
she fpeakes, yet fhe fayes nothjng,whar of that? 
Het eye difcourfes,{ will anfwere it: 
lamtoo bold ’tis not to me fhe {peakes : 
Two of the faireft Rarres in all the Heauen, 
Hauing fome bufineffe do entreat her Cys, 
otwincklein their Spheres till they returne. 
Whatifher eyes were there,they in her head, 
The brightnetfe of her cheeke would fhame thofe ftarres, 
Asdayslioht doth a Lampe,her eye in heauen, 
Would through the ayrie Region fireame fo bright, 
That Birds would fing,and thinke it were not night: 
Seehow fhe leanes her cheeke vponher hand. 
Othat I wereaGloue vpon that hand, 
at I might touch that cheeke, 
Tul, Ay me, 
Rom, She fpeakes. . 
Oh fpeake againe bright Angell,for thou art 
As elotiou sto this ni ght being ore my head, 
Asisa winged meflenger of heauen: 


Vato the white vpturned wondring eyes 
Of mortalls that fall backe to gaze.on him, 
When he beftrides the lazie puffing Cloudes, 
And {ailes vpon the bofome of theayre. 
Lul. O Romeo,Romeo wherefore art thou Romeo 2 
Denis thy Father and refufe thy names 
Or if thou wilt not,be but {wore my Loue, 
And Ile no longer be a Capufet. 
Rom. Shall heare more,ot fhall I fpeakeat this? 
Jn. *Tis but thy name that ismy Enemy: 
Thou art thy felfethough nota Afountague, 
What's Afountague ? it is nor hand nor toote, 
Nor arme,nor face,O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 
What? ina names that which we call aRofe, 
By any other word would {mell as fweete, 
So Romeo would,were he not Romeo cal’d, 
Retaine that deare perfection which he owes, 
Without that title Romeo ,doffe thy name, 
And for thy name whichis no part of thee, 
Take all my felfe. 
Rom, I take thee at thy word: 
Call me but Loue,and Ile be new baptiz’d, 
Hence foorth I never will be Romeo, ' 
als. What man art thou, that thus befereencd in night | 
So ftumbleft on my counfell ? ’ 
Rom. By aname, 
I know not how to tell thee whol ams 
My name deare Saint, is hatefullto my felfe, 9) < 
Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee, r 
Had I it written,I would teare the word, 
Juli, My cares haue yetnot drunke ahundred words 
Ofthy congues vttering,yet I know the found. 
Art thou not Remeo,and a ALostague ? 
Rom. Neither faire Maid, if either thee diflike. 
Tul. How cam’ft thou hither, 
Tell me,and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high,and hard to climbe, 
Andthe place death,confidering who thowart, 
Ifany of my kinfmen find thee here, 
Kom. With Loues light wings 


Did I ore-perch thefe Walls, 


For ftony limits cannothold Loue out, 
And what Loue can do,that dares Loue attempt : 
Therefore thy kinimen are no flop to me. 
Jul. If they do fee thee,they will murther thees 
Rom. Alacke there lies more perill in thine eye, 
Then twenty of their Swords,looke thou but fweete, 
And J am proofe againft their enmity. 
Jul. Ywould not for the world they faw thee here. 
Kom. Thauenights cloake to hide me from their eyes’ 
And burt thou loue me,let them finde me here, 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Then death proroged wanting of thy Loue, 
Zui. By whofe dire@ion found’ thot out this place?} 
Rom. By Loue that firft did promp me to enquire, 


He lenc me counfell,and I lent him eyes 


Tain no Pylot,yct. wert thou a¢ far 
As that vaft-fhore-wathet with the farthe@ Sea, 
1 fhould aduenture for fuch Marchandife, 
ful, Thouknoweft the maske ofnightis on my face; » 
Elfe woulda Maiden bluth bepaint my cheeke, 
For that which thou haft heard me fpeaketo night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme, faine,faine,denie 
What I haus fpoke,but farewell Complement, 
Doett thou Loue ? 1 know thou wilt fayl, 
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And I will take chy word,yet if thou fwear’ft, 
Thou maieft proue falfe:at Louers periuries 
They fay Jowe laught,oh gentle Romeo, 
If thou doft Loue,pronounce it faithfully « 
Or if thou thinkeft Tam too quickly wonne, 
Ile frowne and be peruerfe,and fay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooe : Burelfenot forthe world. 
In truth faire ALountague lam too fond : 
‘And therefore thou inaieft thinke my behauiour light, 
But truft me Gentleman, tle proue more true, 
Thenthofe that haue coying to be ftrange, 
I fhould haue beene more ftrange,{ muft confeffe, 
But that thou over heard’ft ere 1 was ware 
My true Loues paffion, therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yeelding to light Loue, 
Which the darkenight hath fo difcouered, 
Rom. Lady,by yonder Moone] vow, 
Thac tips with filuer all thefe Fruite treetops. 
Tul, O fwearenot by the Moone,th’inconftant Moone, 
‘That monethly changes in her circled Orbe, 
‘Leaft that thy Louc proue likewife variable, 
Rows. What fhall I {weare by ? 
t Isl. Donot{weareatall: 
Orif thou wilt {weare by thy gratious felfe, 
Whichis theGod of my Idolatry, 
And fle beleeue thee. 
| Rom. Ifmy hearts deare loue. 
Tuli. Well do not {weare,although Lioy in thee: 
T haue noioy of this contrac to nighr, 
It is coo rath,too vnaduif*d,too fudden, 
| Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be 
| Ere,one can fay, it lightens,S weete good night: 
This bud of Loueby Summers ripening breath, 
| May prouc’a beautious Flower when next we meete: 
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweete repofe and reft, 
Come to thy heart,as that within my breft. 
Rom. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied ? 
Juli, What {ati sfa€tion can’f thou haue to night? 
Ro. Th’exchange of thy Loues faithfull vow-for mine. 
Jul. I gaue thee mine before thou did’ft requeft i : 
And yet I would it were to giue againe. 
Rom. Would’ft thou withdrawir, 
For what purpofe Louc? 
Inl. : Bur to be franke and giue it thee againe, 
And yet I with but for the thing I haue, 
My bounty is as boundleffe as the Sea, 
My Loueas deepe,the more I giue to thee 
Themiore I haue,for both are Infinite - 
Theare fome noyfe within deare Loue adue : 
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Anon good Murfe,fweet Afountague be true : 

Stay but alietle,T will come againe. 

Rom. O bleffed bleffed night,I am afear'd 

Being in night,all this is but a dreame, 

| Too Hattering fweer to be fubftantiall. 

Ial. Three words deare Romeo, 

| And goodnight indeed, 

'Tfchac thy bent of Loue be Honourable, 

Thy purpofe marriage,fend me word to morrow, 

By one that He procure to come to thee, 

| Where ad what time thou wilt performe the right, 

And all my Fortunes at thy foore He lay, 

And follow thee my Lord throughout the world. 
sinsinentst.onet Within; Madam. 

Teome,anon# but ifthou meaneft not well, 

ido befeech theee Within; Madam. 
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_(By and by I come) ; ah 
To ceafethy ftrife,and leaue me to my griefe, 
To morrow will I fend. 
Rom, Sa thriue my toule. ' 
Iu. Athoufand times goodnight, Bay 
Rome. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy li te 
Loue goes toward Loue 2s fchoel-boyes fr6 cheb 
ButLoue fro Loue,towards {choole with heanie locke, 


Oo 


Exter Iulier agadine, 


Jul. Hit Romeo hift:O for aFalkners voice, 
To lurethis Taffell gentle backe againe, 
Bondage is hoarfe,and may not fpeake aloud, 
Elfe would I teare the Caue where Eccholies, 
And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe,then 
With repetition ofmy Rome. : 
Rom. Itis my foule that calls vpon my name, 
How filuer fweet, found Louers tongues by night, 
Like fofteft Muficke to attending eares, : 
Iui. ‘Romeo, 
: ‘Kom. My Neece. 
Inl. Whata clock to morrow 
Shall I {end to thee? 
Rom, By thehoure of nine. 
Tul. Twillnot faile, ‘tis rwenty yeares till then, 
Jhaue forgot why I did call thee backe, — 
Rem, Let me ftand here till chou remember it. 
Tul, I thall forget,to haue thee fill ftandthere, 
Remembring how J Loue thy company. 
Rom. And Ile till ftay,co haue thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 
Zul, Tis almoft morning,I would hauethee gone, 
And yetno farther thena wantons Bird, ~~ 
That let’s it hop alittle from his hand, 
Like a poore prifoner in his twifted Gyues, 
And with a filken thred plucks it backeagaine, 
So louing Tealous of his liberty. 
Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 
lal. Sweet fo wouldy, 
Yet I fhould kill thee wich much cherifhing: 
Good night,good nighr, 
Rom. Parting is {uch {weete forrow, 
That I thall fay goodnight,tll it be morrow. 
Iul. Sleepe dwell yponthine eyes, peace in thy bref 
Rom. Would i were fleepe and peace fo fweetto ref, 
The gray ey’d morne fmiles on the frowning ni by 
Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with ftreakes oflight, 
And darkneffe feckel’dlikea drunkardreeles, 
From forth dayes pathway,made by Titans wheeles. 
Hence will ltomy ghoftly FriesclofeCell, 
Hishelpe to craue,and my deare hap ro tell. 











Exit 


Enter Frier aleve with a basket. 


Fri. The gray ey’dmorne fmiles on the frowniingsighh 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreaks of light: 
And fleckled darkneffe like a drunkard reeles, 
From forth-daies path,and Titans burning wheelese 
Now erethe Sunaduancehisburningeye; 
The day to cheere,and nights danke dew to dry, 
Imuft vpfill this Ofier Cage ofours, | 
With baleful weedes,and precious Tuice@ flowersy 
The earth that’s Natures mother, is her Tombe, 

Whit is her burying graue chatis her wombe: 


And from her wombe children of ditrers kind we 
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We fucking on her natural] bofome find : 
Many for many vertues excellent : 
None but for fome,and yer all different, 
Omickleis the powerfull grace that lies 
Jn Pla nts, Hearbs, tones,and their true qualities: 
for nought fo vile,that onthe earth dothliue, 
But tothe earch fome {peciall good doth gue; 
Nor ought fo good, but ftrain’d from that faire vfe, 
Redoles from true birth, (tumbling on abufe. 
Vertue it felfe turnes vice being mifapplied, 
And vice fometime by a@tion dignified. 
Exter Romeo, 
Within the infanc rin’d of this weake flower; 
Poyfon hath refidence;and medicine power ¢ 
For this being fimelt, wich that parc cheares each part, 
|Being ralted flayes all fences with the heart. 
Two {uch oppofed Kings encampe them fill, 
Inman as wellas Hearbes, grace and rude will: 
And where the worfer is predominant, 
Full foone che Canker death cates vp that Plant, 
Rom. Good morrow Father, 
Fri. Benedecite. 
What early tongue fo (weet falereth me? 
Young Sonne,it argues a diftempered heady 
Sofoone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed; 
Care keepes his watch in euery old manseye, 
And where Care lodges, fleepe will neuer lye ¢ 
But where ynbrufed youth with ynftuft braine 
Doth couch his lims,chere, golden fleepe doth raignes 
Therefore thy earlineffe doth me affure, 
Thou art vprous’d with fome diftemprature ; 
Orifnot fo,then bere I hitit right, 
Our Romeo hath not beene in bed tonight, 
Rom. That laft is true,the fweeter reit was mine. 
Fri. God pardon fin: waft thou with Rofaline ? 
Rom, With Rofaline,ray ghoftly Father? No, 
Thaue forgot that narve,and thatnames woe. 
Fri: That’s my good Son, but wher haft thou bin then 2 
Rom, Tle tell thee ere coouaske it me agen: 
Thaue beene feafting with mine enemiey 
Where on a fudden one hath wounded me, 
That’s by me wounded:borh our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phificke lies ¢ 
Ibeareno hatred, bleffed man:for loe 
My interceffion likewife fteads my foe. 
Fri. Be plaine good Son,reft homely in thy drifc, 
Ridling confeffion, findes but ridling thrift. 
Rom. Then plainly know my hearts deare Loueis fer, 
Onthe faire daughter of rich Capalet : 
Asmine on hers,fo hers is fet on mine} 
Andall combin’d ,faue what thou muft combine 
Byholy marriage; when and where,and how, 
emet,we wooed, and made exchange of vow : 
lletell thee as we paffe,bur this I pray, 
hatthou confent to marrie vs to day: 
Fri, Holy §. Francts,whata change is heere? 
Is Rofaline that thou did{t Loue fo deare 
So foone forfaken ? young mens Loue thenlies 
ot truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
lela Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath wathe thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ? 
How much falt water throwne away in waft,: 
ofeafon Loue that of it doth not taft. 
The Sun nor yet thy fighes,from heauiencleares, 
y old grones yet ringing in my suncienteares : 
Ohere vponthy cheeke the ftaine doth fir, 


‘Ofan old teare that is not watht off yer. 
If ere chou waft thy felfe,and thefe woes thine, 
Thou and thefe woes, were all for Rofaline. * 
And art thou chang’d?pronounce this fentence then, 
Women may fall, when there's no Arength in men. 
Rom. Thou chid’ft me oft for louing Rofuline. 
Fri, For doting noc for louing pupill mine: 
Rom. And bad’{t me bury Loue. 
Fri. Not ina graue, 
Tolay one in, another out to haue. BAAS 
Rom. I pray thee chide me not,her ] Lou now 
Doth grace for grace,and Lotie for Louc allow : 
The other did not fo. 
Fri, O the knew well, 
Thy Lone did read by rote,that could not fpell : 
But come young wauerer,come goe with me, 
In one refpea, fle thy affiftant be: 
For this alliance may fo happy proue, 
Tocurne your houfhould rancor to pure Lone, 
Rows. Olet vs hence, ftand on {udden haft. 
Fri. Wifely and flow,they ftimble chat run faft. 
Exeunt 
Enter Benuolio and Mercutio. 
Mer. Where the deu le fhould this Romeo be ? came he 
not home tonight? ; 
Ben, Not tohis Fachers,] (poke with bis man. 
Mer. Why that fame pale hard-harted weiich, that Ro 


| faline torments hie fo;thathe will fore run mad. 


Ben. Tibalt,the kinfraan to old Capwlet,hath fent a Let. 
tex to his Fathers houfe, 
eMer.. A challenge on miy life. 
Ben. Ronteo will anfwere it, 
Mer. Any man that can write,may arifwete a Letter. 
Ben. Nay; he will anfwere the Letters Maifter how he 
dares, being dared. 
Mer. Alas poore Romeo, he is already dead ftab’d with 
a white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with 
aLouefong, thevery pinne of his heart, cleft with the 
blind Bowe-boyes but- fhaft,and is he aman to encounter | 
Tybalt? © 
‘Bex, Why whatis Tibals ? . 
Mer. More then Prince of Cats, Oh hee’s the Cotragi-| 
ous Captaine of Complements : he fights as you fing | 
prickfong, keepstime, diflance,and proportion, herefis/ 
his minum, one, twe,and the third in your bofom :ihe ve- | 


) try butcher of a filk burton,a Dualifsa Dualifts s i 


of the very firt houfe of the firft and fecond caufe? ah the 
immortall Paffado the Punto reuerfo,the Hay. 

Ben. The what ? 

Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affeQing phan- 
tacies,thefe new. tuners of accent : Ie(ua very good blade, 
avery tallman,avery good whore. Why isnot thisala- 
mentable thing Grandfire,that we fhould be thus afflied 
with thete ftrange flies : thef@ fafhion Mongets,thefe par- 
don-mee’s,who ftand fo much on the new form, that they 
cannot fit at eafeon the old bench. O their bones, their 
bones, 

Exter Romeo, 
Ben, Here comes Romeo,here coines Reweo, 

Mer, Withouthis Ree, likea ctyed Hering..O fcth, 
flefh, how art thou fithified ? Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarch ftowed in: Laura tohis Lady, wasa kitchen 
wench,marrie fhe had a becter Lone to berime her: Dido 
a dowdie, Cleopatra aGipfie, Hellen and Hero, hildin(gs 

and Harlots:Thisbie a gray cie or fo, but notto the purpoic, 
Signior Romeo, Bow ionr,there’s a French falutation to your 
ff French! 
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serach flop : you gauevs the the counterfait fairely laft 
night. : 

Romeo, Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit 
did I giue you? 

Mer, Theflip fir,the flip,can you not conceiue? 
| Rom. Pardon Mercutio,my bufinefie was great,and in 
1 fucha cafeas mine,a man may ftraine curtefie, 
| Mer, That’sasrouchas to fay,fuch a cafe as yours con- 
4 ftrains a man to bow in the hams, 

Rom. Meaning tocurfie, 

Mer.. Showhattmott kindly hit it. 

Rom. Amoft curteous expofition. 

Me, Nay,Lam the very pinck of curtefies 

Rom. Pinke for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Rom. Why then ismy Pump well flowr’d. 

Mer. Sure wit, followme this ieaft, now till thou haft 
worne our thy Pump, that when the fingle fole of itis 
worne, the.icaft may remaine after che wearing, fole- 
fingular. 

Rem, Ofinglefol’d ieakt, 

Soly fingular for the fingleneffe. 
Mer. Come betweene vs good Bennolio,my wits faints, 
‘Rom. Swits and {purs, 
| Swits and {purs,or Ile crie a match. 
| Mer. Nay,if our wits run the Wild-Goofe chafe,f am 
done ; For thou hat more of the Wild-Goofe in one of 
thy wits, then am furel hauein my whole fiue. Was I 
“with you there for the Goofe ? 

Rom. Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing, when 
thou waft not there forthe Goole. - 

Mer, Twill bite thee by the eare for that ieft. 

Rom. Nay,good Goofe bite not, 

Mer. Thy wit is avery Bitter-fweeting, 

Iris amoft fharpe fawce. 
Rom. Andis it not well feru’d into a Sweet-Goofe? 





an ynch narrow,to anell broad, 

Rom. 1 fretch it out for that word,broad,which added 
to the Goofe,proues thee farre and wide,abroad Goofe. 

Mer, Why isnot this better now, then groning for 
Loue,now art thou fociable,now art thou Romeo: now art 
thou what thou art, by Art as well as by Nature, for this 
driueling Louc is likea great Naturall, thatruns lolling 
vp and downe to hid his bable in ahole. 

Ben. Stop there, ftop there. 

‘Mer, Thou defir’t me to ftop inmy tale againftthe 
Ben. Thou would ’ftvelfe haue made thy tale large.(haire. 
Mer. O thou art deceiu’d, I would haue made it fhore, 

or I wascometothe whole depthofmy tale, and meant 
| indeed to oceupie the argument no longer. 


Enter Nur {e and ber man. 
Rom. Here’s goodly geare. 
A fayle,a fayle. 
CMer. Two,two:a Shirt and a Smocke. 
Newer. Peter? 
Peter. Anon. 
Nur. My Fan Peter? 
Mer, Goods Peter to hide her face ? 
For ber Fans the fairer face? 
Nur. God ye good mortow Gentlemen. 
Mer. God ye gooden faire Gentlewoman. 
Nur. Isitgooden? 
Mer. ’Tisno leffe Itell you : for the bawdy hand of the 
Dyall isnow vpon the pricke of Noone, 
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the young Romes? 


Mer. Oh here’s a witef Cheuerell, chat firetches from | 


Nar, Out vpon you: what a man are you? 
Rom. One Gentlewoman, 
That God hath made,himfelfe to mar, 
Nur. By my roth ic is faid , for himfelfe to, mat ‘i 
t ha:Gentlemen, can any of you tel me where] may fad 


Romeo. I can tell you: but young Romeo will be old 
when you haue found him, then he was when you on 
him: I am the youngeft of that name, for fault of : 

Nur. You fay well, brik 

Mer. Yeais the worft well, 

Very well tooke : Ifaith,wifely,wifely, — 

Ner. If you behe fir, 

I defire fome confidence with you? 

Ben. She will endite him to fome Supper, 

Mer. A baud,abaud,abaud. Soho, 

Rom, What haft thon. found? 

(Mer. NoHare fir, vnleffe a Hare fir ina Lentenpie 
that is fomething ftaleand hoare ereitbefpent, _ ‘ 
AnoldHarehoare, and an old Hare hoareis very good 

meat in Lent. ee 
But a Hare that is hoare is too much fora {core, whenit 

hoares ere it be {pent, 
Romeo will you come to your Fathers ? Weele to dinner 
thither. 

Rom. ‘1 will follow you, 

' Mer, Farewell auncient Lady: 
Farewell Lady,Lady,Lady . 









: Exit... Mercutio, Benulin, 

Nur, Ipray youfir, what fawcie Merchant was this 
that was fo full of his roperie? 

Rom, AGentleman Nurfe, that louesto heare himfele 
talke,and will fpeake more in a minute, then he will fland 
to ina Moneth. 

Nar. Anda fpeake any thing againftme, Netake hin 
downe,& 2 were luftier then he is,and cwentie fuch lacks 
and if I canpot, He finde thofe chat fhall : fcuruie knaug! 
am none of his flurt-gils, Iam none of his skainesmatts, 
and thou muft ftand by too and fuffer every knaue tovle 
me at his pleafure. 

Pet. 1 fawno man vfe you at his pleafure: if] had, my 
weapon fhould quickly haue beene out, I warrant you] 
dare draw affoone as another man, if I {ee occafionina 
good quarrell,and the law on my fide, 

Nur .Now afore God,I am fo vext,that every part about 
me quivers, skuruy knaue: pray youfir a word! ati 
told you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out, 0 i 
fhebid me fay, I willkeepe tomy felfe : burt fir ie 
tell ye, ifye fhould leade her ina fooles paradife, ast) 
fay,it were avery groffe kind of behamour, a6 t ey My: 
for the Gent!ewoman is yong: & therefore, if you {hou 
deale double with her, truely it were an ill ching 19 ee 
fered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake dealing. 

Nur. Nurfe commend me to thy Lady and Mite t, 
proteft vnto thee. ele 

Nur. Good heart, and yfaith I willtell her asm 
Lord,Lord the will beaioyfull woman | aay 

Rom, What wilt thou tell her, Nusfe? thou doe 
matke me ¢ Hee 

Nor, Lwilltell her fir, that you do proteft, which 
take it,is a Gentleman-like offer. ai this 

Rom. Bid her deuife fome meaves to come to fhsi ‘ 
And there fhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Befhriu'd and married: here is for thy paines 

Nur, Notruly firnot a penny. 

Rom. Gotoo,| fay you fhall, 


=> 
— 


Narfe 
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Nar. This afcernoone fir? well fhe fhall be there. 
Ro. And ftay thou good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall, 
Within this houre my man {hall be with thee, 
Andbring thee Cords made like a tackled ftaire, 
Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, 
Muft be my conuoy inche fecret night. 
Farewell,be truftic and He quite thy paines : 
Farewell,commend me to thy Miftreffe. 
Nar. Now.God in heauen bleffe thee:harke you fir, 
Rom. What faift chou my deare Nurfe? 


Norfe. Is your man fecret, did you nere heare fay two - 


may keepe co unfelf putting one away, 

Ro. Warrant thee my manastrucas fteele, 

Nar. Well fis,my Miftreffe is t he fweeteft Lady,Lord, 
Lord, when ‘twas a little prating thing, O there is a No- 
bleman in Towne one Pars ,that would faine lay knife a- 
board : but fhe good foule had as Iecue.a fee Toade,a very 
Toade as fee him: I anger her fometimes,and tell her that 
Paris is the properer man, but Ile warran: you, when i fay 
fo, fheelookes as pale as any clout in the verfall world. 
Dothnot Rofemarie and Romeo begin both with a letter 2 

Rom. I Nurfe,whatof that ? Both with an R 
Nor. Amocker that’s the dogsname. R, is for the no, 
Iknow it begins with fome other letter, and fhe hath the 
prettieft fentencious of it, of you and Rofemary, that it 
would do you good to heare it. 
Rom, Commend me to thy Lady, 
Nor. 1 athoufand times, Peter? 
Pet. Anon. iF 
Nur. Before and apace, 
Enter Inliet. 
Jul, The clocke ftrook nine, when I did fend the Nurfe, 
Inhalfe an houre fhe promifed to returne, 
Perchance (he cannot meete him:that’s not fo: 
Oh the is lame, Loues ficrauid ihould be thoughts, 
Which ten times fatter glides then the Sunnes beames, 
Driving backe fhadowes ouer lowring hils. 
Therefore do ninible Pinion’d Doues draw Loue, 
And therefore hath the wind-{wift Cupid wings: 
Now is the Sun vpon the highmoft hill 
Ofthis daies iourney,and frommnine till ewelue, 
Ithreelong houres,yet fhe isnot come. 
Had fhe affeGtion sand. warme youthfull blead, 
She would be as {wift in magion asa ball, 
My words would bandy her to my (weete Loue, 

Andhis to me,but old folkes, 

Many faine asthey were dead, 

Vowieldie,flow,heauy,and pale as lead. 

bo | Enter Narfe. 
OGod the comes,O hony Nurfe what newes? 
Haft thou met with himPfend:thy man away, 
Nur.' Peter'ftay atthe gate. 
Jul, Now good {weet Nurfe: 
Lord, why lookeft thou fad ? 
Though newes,beé fad,yettell them merrily. 
Ieoodthou fham’ft the muficke of fweet newes, 
By playing itto me, with fo fower'a face, 
Nar. Tama weary,giue meleaue awhile,’ 
Fiechow my bones.ake,what a iaune haue L had?) 
ful: Lwouldthowhad?ft my bones,and I thy-newes: 
*ycome I pray thee fpeake| good good Nurfe feake. 
Nar. Tefu what haft?can yea not Raya while ? 
you not fee that I am out of breath 2. ; 
4ul. Howargchou out of breath, when thou haft breth 
fay to me,tharthouart ourof breath ? 
‘Meexcufe that chou doftmakein this delays: - 


Exit Neurfe and Peter. 
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Is longer then the tale thou doft excufe: 

Is thy newes good or bad?an{were to thar, 
Say either,and Ile ftay the circaftance = 

Let me be fatisfied, ift good or bad? 

Nar. Well; you hauemadea fimple choice, you know 
not how to chufea man : Romeo,no norhe though his face |’ 
be better then any mans, yerhis legs excels all mens, and 
for a hand,and'a foote,anda body, though they be not to 
be talkt on,yet they are paft compare: he is not the flower 
of curtefie,but Ile warrant him as gentle a Lambe :gothy| | 
waies wench,ferde God, What haue you din’dathome?] . 

Jul. Nono:but ali this this did I know before 
What faies he of our marriage? what of thar? i 

Nur. Lord how my head akes,what a head haue D2? , 

It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces, fi 
My backe a tother fide :0 my backe,my backe: 
Bethrew your heart for fending meabour’ © 
Fo catch my death with iaunting vp anddowne:: 

ful. Vaith:) am forrie thar that thou arefowvelly ¢ 
Sweet fweer, fweet Nurfe,tell me what faies my Loue?: 14! 

Near. Your Loue faites like aa honeftGeutleman, ; 
And a courteous, and a kind,and a handfome; 
Aud I warrant a vertuous:where is your Mother?» 

/u/.. Where istmy Mother ? 2of 

Why the is within, where fhould the be? ’ 
How odly thou replitt: Bolt} 
Your Loue faies like an honeft Gentleman: 
Where is your Mother? © | 
Nur. O Gods Lady deare, 
Are you fo hot?marrie come vp I trow, 
Is this the Poultis for my aking bones ? 
Henceforward de your meflages your felfe, 
Tul. Heere’sfuch a coilescome what faies:Romeo? 
Nar, Hate you got leaue to goto fhriftto day? 

Iul, Thaue. se ae, usd 
Nar, Thewhigh you henteto Prier Eawrence Cell, 
here ftaies a Husband to make youa wife: ~ 

Now comes the wanton bloudvp in your cheekes, 

Theile be in Scarlet ftraight-at any newes: >> 

Hie you to Church, muttan other way, o 01/5: 

To fetch a Ladder by the whichyour Loue'|s: 

Muft climde a birds neft Sootie when it isdarke: 

Lam the drudgesand toile in yourdelight +: 

Bat you fhall- beare the burthen foone at ni ghits. ; 

Go lle to dinner, hie you tothe Cell. ie ‘< 
J#i. ie to high Fortune,honeft Narfe; farewell, Exeunn. 


Enter Frier.and Romeo. 

Fri. So fmilethe heauens yponthis holy:a&, 
That after houres,with forrow chide vs not. 

Rom. Amen,amen,but come what forrow can, 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy 
That one fhort minute gives me in her fight: 
Do thou but clofeour hands with holy words, 
Then Loue-denouring death do what he dare, 
Itis inough.I may but call -her mine, 

Fri. Thete violent delights haue violent endes, 
And in their triumph:die like fire and powders 
Which as they kifle confumes The fweeteft hon 
Is loathfome:in kis owne delicioufneffe,  -- 


| And in the tafte confoundes the appetite, 


Therefore Loue moderarely,long Loue doth fo, 
Too fwatt arriues as tardie as too flow, 
; Olss20 So. EnterTulier. 
Here comes the Lady.:Oh fo light afoot 
Will nere weare our the everlafting flint, -: 
ff 24 
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And yet not fall,folightisvaniti¢y cof! bn 
Confeffor: 


Brags of his fubMance,notofOimament :/ |: 


‘They are 


thot dayes,is the mad blood fitring. 

+ Mer. Thou artlike one of thefe tellowes,that when be 
‘enters the confines of '2 Tauctnesclaps me his Sword vpon 
the Table,and fayes,God {end me no needofthee: and by 
ithe operation of the fecond cup,drawes higyop the Draw- 
‘er, when indeed there is no need. ar ht ' 
| Bes. AmIlikefuchaFellow?.- 

| Mer. Come,comesthowartias hota Tacke in thy mood, 
‘as any in /talie: arid afloone moued to be moodie, and af- 
{oone moodie:to be mou'd. 5 
| Ben. And whattoo? 

Mer. Nay jand there weretwo fuch, 
‘none fhortly,for one would kill the other:thou, why thou; 
wilt quarréll witha manthat hath a haire more, or a haire, 
‘Neffe in his beard,then thou haftichou wile quarrel! with a| 
bman for cracking Nuts, ‘haning no otherreafon, bur bee! 
cavfe thou haft-hafellueyes s what ‘eye, bur fuch an eye, 
would fpieolmfuch aquarrell Athy headisas full of quar-) 
rels,as an egge isfull of meary sand yet thy Head hath bin’ 


brel’d with a man for coffingiinthe ftreer;becanfe he hach 
wakened'thyDog that hath laine afleepein the Sun-Did’tt! 
chou not fall out wich a Tailor for wearing his new Doub. 
Jet before Eafter ? with ahothersfortying his new fhooes | 
with old Riband;andyperahourwilt Tucor, mefromquar-, 
relling ? ‘Son by ohilld WOTIG diiw,esiGOd soste TF 
| Ben, Andloweredoape cocquarell as thowart,any man 
fhould buy the Fee-fimple of my life, foran houre anda 
quarter, Tigi wd ais aug + mm 30 
/” CMer. TheiBee-fiarple 20: fimple.: 
: Enver Tybalt,Petrachio,and orbers.).- >... 
Ben. By wy head here comes the Capuletsy 
| (Ager: By my beele kearenots> > 2:01" SE 

; 

i 


Ty5. Follow me clofe,for will fpeaketothem, 


 iGentlernengGood-den,a wWord-withonélef you: 


, Mer, And but one word with one of vs?couple ie with 
ifomething, make ita wordsanda blowsio> ofles iii ni bra 
twill giue me occafion. (00726 5 67 8h @OHi2Ié Piwi 
‘Herc. Could you'iwerak’ fome accafion without 
foiuing? 4 & gil etdO vbel 9rij esmoo 913i 
e Tib. Mercutie how en g1s0 iW 
/ ¢ 1 


A 


Manone en eae 
” a 


Lhe Tragedie of Romeoand F uliet. 


| Your worfhip in that fenfe,may call him mar, 


we fhould haue/ 


beaten as addle as anegge for quarrelingsthou haft quar | 


Tib. You fsall find. meapt ough toxhaofir;2nd you | 
tooT 





eee 













Mer,. Confort? what doft thou make vs Mine 
thou make Minftrels of vs,looke to heare nothin b ane 
cords :heere’s my fiddlefticke,heere’s thatthall . rie 
daunce. Come confort. ip i: 

Ben, Wetalke here inthe publike haunt of men: 
Either withdraw vnto fome private place, 
Or reafon coldly of your greeuances:: 

Or elfe depart, here ail cies gaze on vs. 
Mer, Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them si 
I will not budge for no mans pleafure I, ) 
Enter Romeo, 

Tib. Well peace be with you fir,here comes my min.) 

Mor. Burlle be bang’d fir ifhe weare yout Eiuery, | 
Marry go before to field,heele be your follower, © | 


Tib. Romeo,the loue! beare thee,canaffoord 
No better terme then this:T hou arta Villaine, 

Rom. Tibalt the reafon that I have-to loue thee 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage : 
To fucha greeting: Villaine am I none; 
Therefore farewell, I fee thou know’ ft menor, 

Tb. Boy,this fhall nor excufe the iniuties 
That thou haft done me,thercfore turneanddraw,: 

Rom. I do proteft i never iniur’d thee, 

But lou’d thee better then thow can ft denife: 
Till chou fhale know the reafon of my loue, 
And fo good Capylet, which name I tender 

_ As dearely as my owne,be fatisfied, 

Mer. Ocalme,difhonourable, vile fubmiflion: 
Alla Stucatho carries it away. 
Tybalt,you Rat-catcher,will you walke?’ 

Tib. What wonlds thou have with me? 

Mer. Good King of Cats;nothing but one of your nine 
lives,that J meane to make'bold. withall jand as you fll 
vfeme hereafter dry beate thé reft of che eight. Will you 
pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by the eares ?>Make 
haft,lea(hminebe abouryour eares ereatbe out, 

716, Yamfor you. rive at 

Rom, Gentle Mercatio.put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come fir,your Patfado. >. - 1 e980) ae 

Rom, Diaw Benuolio,beat dawne their weapons: 
Gentlemen,fo: fhame forbeare this outrage, 
Tibalt, Adercatio,the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona ftreetes. 

Hold Tybalt good Mercutio. 


t ] 


7 
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wo let Tybal. 
Mer. Yam burr, ; of Meh 
A plague a both the Houfes,l'am fped: 
Is he gone and hath nothing ? U 
Ben, Whatart thou burt ? pure ae 
Mer, 1,1,a {cratch,a feratch marty ‘risinough, 
Where is my Page?go Villaine fetch a Surgeon. 
Rom. Courage man,the hurt cannot bette : | 
Mer, No tis not fo deepeas fo wide df 
Church doore,but’tisinough, ‘twill ferwe saske for vA ‘| 
morrow,and you fhall find mea graveman.1am pepr' 
| warrant,for this world':aplague a both your! 
What, aDog; 4Rat, a’Moufe,a Cat to ferarch 3" she 
death v/a Brageart,a Rogue,s Villaine; that fig He Z 
| bookeof Arithmetickes owhy the deu'lescame’yor 
tweene vs? L was hure vader your armes"” waa 
Rom. Ithought‘all for the belt, 957" 
| oaer!-Helpe me into fome houfe Beanalio, ) 
' Or fhall faint:a plague'’a bothyour houfess? 
| They haue made'wormesmeatofme, °° 
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Thaue jt,and foundly to your Houtfes. 

Rem. This Gentleman the Princes neere Alie, 
My very Friend hath got his mostall hure ° 
fomy behalfe,my reputation ftain’d 
With Tibalts (launder, 7y6ale that an houre 
Hath beene my Cozin:O Sweet luliet, 

Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, 
And inmy temper foftned Valours fteele. 
Enter Beunolio. 

Ber. O Romeo,Romeo,biaue Mercatio’s is dead, 
That Gallantsfpirit hath afpir’d the Cloudes, 
Which too vntimely here did fcorne the earth. 

Rom, This daies blacke Fate,on mo daies doth depend, 
This but begins,the wo others mutt end,* 

Enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the Furious Tybalt backe againe. 

Rom. He gon in triumph,and Adercatio {laine? 
Away to heauen refpective Lenitie, 

And fire and Fury,be my conduc now. 
Now Tybalt take the Villaine backe againe 
That lace thou gau'ft me,for Afercutios foule 
Jsburalittle way aboue our heads, 
Staying for thine to keepe him companie* - 
Rither thou or I,or both ,muf goe withhim. 
Tib. Thou wretched Boy that didft confort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This fhall determine that. 

They fight. Tybalt falles. 
Ben. Romeo,away be gone: 
The Citizens are vp,and Tybalt flaine, 
Stand not amaz d,the Prince will Doome thee death 
Ifthow art taken:hence,be gone, away. 

Rom, ©1 lam Fortunes foole. 


Bes. Why doftthou ftay ? 


exit. 


Exit Romeoe 
Enter Citizens. 
Citi. Which way tan he that kild (Aercatio? 
Tibalt that Murtherer,which way ran he? 
Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 
Citi, Vp fir go with me: 
Icharge thee in the Princes names obey. 
Enter Prince ald Montague ,Capulet their 
Wives and all. 
Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this Fray 2 
Ben. ONoble Prince,I can difcouer all 
The ynluckie Mannags of this fatall brall: 
There lies the man flaine by young Romeo, 
That flew thy kinfman braue Adercatio. 
Cap. Wi. Tybale,my Cozin ? O my Brothers Child, 
OPrince,O Cozin,Husband,O the blood is fpild 
Of my deare kinfinan.Prince as thou art true, 
For bloud of ours, (hed bloud of AZonutague. 
0 Cozin,Cozin, oF 
Prin. Beanolio,who began this Fray eo" © 3 
Ben. Tybalt here flaine, whom Romeo's hand did flay, 
Romeo that {poke him faire,bid him bethinke 
Hownice the Quarrel] was,and vrg’d withall 
Your high difpleafure: all this vitered, 
With gentle breath,calme looke,knees humbly bow’d 
Could not take truce withthe varuly fpleene 
Of Tybalts deafe to peace, but that he Tiles 
With Peircing fteele at bold Adercutio’s breatt, 
Whoall as hor,turnes deadly point to‘point, 
And witha Martiall fcorne,with one hand beates 
Cold death afide,and with the other feids? = 
Itback to Tybalt, whofe dexterity.” aci3 
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” Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 
Hold Friends,Friends part,and fwifter therhis tongue; . 


. His aged arme,beats downe their fatall points, 
| And twixe them rufhes,vnderneath whofe arme, 


An enuious: throft from Tybale,hic the life 
Of Rout Aercntioand then Tybalt fled. 
But by and by comes backe toRemeo, 
Who had but newly entertained Reuenge, 


- And too’e they goe like lightning, fer ere I 


Could draw to part thear,was ftout Tybalt {laine : 
Andashe fell did Romeo turne and flie: 
This is the truth,or let Benwolio die. 
Cap. Wi. Heisa kinfovan to the Moeuntague, 
Affection makes him falfe;he fpeakes not true: 
Some twenty of them fought inthis blacke ftrife, 
Andall chofe twenty could but kill one life. 
I beg for luftice,which thou Prince muft giue: 
Romeo few Tybalt Romeo mutt not liues 
Prin. Romeo {lew him,he flew Mercutio, 
Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe. 
Cap. Not Romee Prince,he was Adercatios Friend, 
His faule concludes,but what the law fhould end, 
The life of Tybalt. 
Prix. And for that offence, 
Iramediately we doeexile him hence : 
I haus an intereft infyourhearts proceeding: 
My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
Buc He Amerce you with fo ftrong a fine, 
That you fhall all repent the loffe of mine. 
Tt will bedeafe to pleading and excufes, 
Nor teares,nor prayers fhall purchafe our abufes. 
Therefore vfe none,let Romea hence in haft, 
Elfe when he is found,that houre is his laft. 
Beare hence this body, and atrend our will: oD 
Mercy not Marders,pardoning thofe that kill. 


Exernt> 


Enter Inliet alone. 

Iul, Gallop apace, you fiery footed fteedes, 
Towards Phabus lodging {uch a Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft, 
And bring in Cloudie night immediately, 
Spred thy clofe Curtaine Loue-performing night, 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke,and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes,vntalkt of and ynfeene, 
Louers cam fee to doe their Amorous rights, 
And by their owne Beauties:or if Loue be blind, 
Tt beft agrees with nightscome ciuill night, 
Thou fober fuced Matron all in blacke, 

" And learne me how to loofe a winning match; 

Plaid for a paire of Rainlefle Maidenhoods, . 
Hood my vnman’d blood bayting in my Cheekes, 
With thy Blacke mantlé,cill trange Loue grow bold, 
Thinke true Roue acteédfimple modeftie : , 
Come night,come Romed,come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lie vpon the wings ofnight j 
Whiter then new Snow vpon a Rauens backe: pits 
Come gentle night,comedlouing blackebrow’d night, ~~ 
Giue me my Romeo,and:when I fhall die, “ 


} Take himand cuchim out in little flarres, «- 


And he will miake'the Face of heauen fo fine, v 
That ell che world willbe in Loue with night; 
And pay no worhhip to the Garifh Sun, > 
O Thaue boughe the Manfion of a Loue; 
Butnot poffett it,and though] am {eld, 
Not yet enioy'd,fo tedious is this day, 
Asis the night before fome Feftiuall, 
ff 3 
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To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may nor weare them,O here comes my Nurfe : 
Exter Nurfe with cords. 

And the brings newes and euery tongue that {peaks 
But Romeos, name, {peakes heauenly eloquencek: « 
Now Nurfe, what newes?what haft thou there ? 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nar. J,1,theCords. 
‘ Iuli. Ay me,what newes ? 

Why doft thou wring thy hands. 

Nur, A welady,hee’s dead,hee’s dead, 
Weare vndone Lady,we are vndone. 

Alacke the day,hee’s gone, hee’s kil'd,he’s dead. 

Tul, Can heauen be fo enuious ? 

Nar. Roweocan, 
- Though heauen cannot.ORomeo,Remeo, 
Who euer would haue thought it Romes, 

Lali, What diuell art thou, 

That doft torment me thus 2 
This torture fhould be roar’d in difmall hell, 
Hath Romeo {laine him(elfe 2 fay thou but I, 
And that bare vowell 1 fhall poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye ef Cockatrice, 
I amnot J, ifthere be fuch an J. 
Ox thofe eyes fhot,that makes thee anfwere I: 
fhe be flaine fay L,or ifnot,no. 
Briefe,founds determine of my weale or wo. 
Nar. \faw the wound,] {aw it with mine eyes, 
‘God faue the marke,here on his manly breft, 

A pitteous Coarfle,a bloody piteous Coarfe; 
Pale,pale as afhes,all bedawb'd in blood, 

All in gore blood,I founded acthe fight- 

Jul. O breake my heart, 
Poore Banckrout breake at once, 
To prifon cyes,nere looke on libertie. , 
Vile earth to earth refigne,end mation here, 
And thou and Romeo preffe on heauie beere. 
Nar, O Tybalt, Tybalt,che deft Friend Lhad: 
Ocurteous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 
That,euer I fhould liue to fee thee dead. 
Iu. What ftormeis this that blowes fo contrarie? 
Ts Romeo flaughtred ? and is Tybalt dead? 
My deareft Cozen,and my dearer Lord: 
Then dreadfull Trumpet found the generall doome, 
For who is liuing,if thofe two aregone ¢ 
Nur. Tybalt is gone,and Romeo banifhed, 
Romeo that kil’d him, he is banifhed. 
Jnl. OGoa! 
Did Rom’os hand fhed Tybalts blood 
It did,it did alas the day it did, 
Nar. O Serpent heart, hid with a flowring face, 
Tal, Did euer Dragon keepe fo faire a Cane? 
Beautifull Tyrani,fiend Angelicall; 2 

Rauenous Doue-feather'd Rauen, 
Woluith-ravening Lambe, .. 
| Difpifed fubfiance of Divine thow: — 

Lust oppotice to what thou inflly feem’ft, 

A dime Saint,zn Honourable Villaine: 

O Nature! whachad’f thou to dee in hell, | 
Whenthou did't bower che fpirit of a fiend 
In meortall paradife of fuch {weet Heth? 

Was evet booke containing fuch vile. matter. . 

So fairely bound ? O.that deceicfhould dwell . 

In fuch a gorgeous Pallace, 
Nar. There's no truft,no faich,no honeftie in men, 

All petius’d,all forfworne,all naught,ail diffemblers, 
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‘ But wherefore Villaine did’@t thou kill my Cozin? 
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Ah where's my man ? jue me fome Agus gi 
Thefe griefes,thefe smh shel fortowns eaees 
Shame come to Romeo. eked 

Zul. Blifter’d be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh,he was not borneto fhame : 

Vpon his brow fhame is afham’d to fit; : 

For’tis a throane where Honour may be Crowng 

Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth: 

O what a beaft wasI to chide him 2 
Nur. Willyou {peake well ofhim, 

Thatkil'd your Cozen? 

Znl. Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband 
Ah poore my Lord, what tongue fhall fmooth thyn 
When I thy three houres wife have mangled i, ik 
That Villaine Cozin would haute kil’d my husband; 
Backe foolifh teares,backe to your natitie {pring i 
Your triburarie drops belong to woe, : 
Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy : 

My husband liues that 7iba/t would haue flaine, 

And Tibalt dead that would haue flaine my husband; 

All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then? 

Some words there was worfer then Tybalts death 

That murdered me,I would forget it feine, 

But oh, it preffes to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deedes to fianers minds, 

Tybalt is dead and Romeo banithed : 

That banifhed,that one word banithed, 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalts: Tibalts death 

Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or if fower woe delights in fellowthip, 

And needly will be rankt with other griefes, 

Why followed not when the faid Tibalrs-dead, 

Thy Father or thy Mother,nay or both, 

Which moderne lamentation might haue mou'd, 

Bi t which a rere-ward following Tybalts death 

Romeo is banifhed to fpeake that word, 

Is Father,Mother,Tjealt,Romeo,Iuliet, 

All flaine,all dead: Romeois banifhed, 

There is no end,no limit,meafure,bound, 

Inthat words death,no words can that woe found, 

Where is my Father and my MotherNurfe? 
Nar. Weeping and wailing over Tybalts Coal, 

Will you goto them ?l will bring youthither. _ 

J.Wath they his wounds with tears:mine thal befpem 

When theirs are drie for Romeo’ s banifhment, 

Take vp thofe Cordes, poore ropes you arebeguil’d, 

Both you and I for Romeo is exild: 

He made you for ajbigh-wayto mybed, 

But I 2 Maid,die Maiden widowed. 

Come Cord, come Nurfe,Ileto my wedding bed, 

And death not Romeo,take my Maiden head, 

Nur. Hie to your Chamber, le find Remeo 

To comfort you,I wot well whereheis: 
Harke ye your Romeo will be heere at night, 
He to him,he is hid at Lawrence Cell, Le 
Jul. G find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come,to take hislaft farewell. Eu 


Enter Frier and Rewso, 


Fri, Romeecome forth, 
Come forth thou fearfull man, ) 
AffliGtion is enamer’d of thy parts: 
And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Rom. Father what newes ? 
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What is the Princes Doome ? 
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand) 
That I yet knownot? 
Fri. Too familiar 
‘Is my deare Sonne with fuch fowre Company ; 
Ibring thee tydings of the Princes Deome. 
Rom. What leffe then Doomefday, 
Isthe Princes Doome ? 
Fri. A gentler iudgement vanifht from his lips, 
Not bodies death, burt bodies banifhment. 
Rom. Ha,banifhment?be merciful fay death : 
For exile hath more terror in his looke, 
Much more then death:do not fay banifhment. 
Fri. Here from Verova art thou banifhed: 
Bepatient,for the world is broad and wide, 
Rom, Thereis no world without Verona wealles, 
But Purgatorie, Torture, hellit felfe : 
Hence banifhed,is banifh: fromthe world, 
And worlds exileis deach. Then banifhed, 
(sdeathymiftearm’d,calling death banithed, 
Thou cut’ my head off with a golden Axe, 
And {mileft ypon the froke that murders me. 
Fri, O deadly fin,O rade ynthankefulneffe! 
Thy fale our Law-calles death,burt the kind Prince 
Taking thy pare,hath rufht afide the Law, 
Andturn'd that blacke word death,to banifhment. 
This is deare mercy,and thou feeft it not, 
Kom, “Tis Torture and not mercy, heauen is here 
Where Zulter liues,and every Cat and Dog, 
And little Moufe,euery vo worthy thing 
Live here in Heauen and may looke on her, 
But Romeo may not.More Validitie, 
More Lfonourable ftatesmore Courtthip lines 
Incartion Plies, then Romeo:they may feaze 
Onthe white wonder of deare Jaliets hand, 
And fteale immortall bleffing from her lips, 
Who euen it’pure and vettall modeftie 
Still blufh,as thinking their owne kiffes fin. 
This may Flies doe,when I from this mutt flie 7 
And faif thou yet,that exile isnot death ? 
But Romeo may not,hee is banithed. . 
Had’ thou no poyfon mix:,na fharpe ground knife, 
No fudden meane of death, though nere fomeane, 
But banifhed to kill me? Banifhed ? pyre 
OFrier,the damned vfe that word in hell : 
Howlings attends it,how haftthcu the hare 
Being a Diuine, a Ghoftly Confeffor, 
ASin-Abfolucr,and my Friend prefett : 
Omangle me with that word ,banithed > 
Fri. Then fond Mad man,heare me fpeake, 
Rom. O thou wilt fpeake againe of banifhment. 
Fri, We giue thee Armoutto keepe off that word, 
Aduerfities fweete milke,Philofophie, 
To comfort thee,thongh thou art banifhed, © 
Rom. Yet banifhed?hang vp Philofophier 
Vnleffe Philofohpie can make a Laliet , 
plant a Towne,reuerfe 4 Princes Doome, 
Ithelpes Hot, it preuailes nor,talkeno more. 
Fit. O then L-fee,chat Madmen haue no eares, 
Kom. How fhould they, 
hen wifemen haueno eyes 2" 
Fri, Let me.difpaire with thee of thy eftate, 
Rom, Thowcan’tt not fpeake of that } doft not feele, 
ert thou as young as J#liet my Loue: 
Anhoure bat martied, 7yba/r murdeted, 
oting like me,and like me banifhed, 
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} Then mighteft thou fpeake, 
Then migbteft thou teare thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the ground as. I doe now, 
Taking the meafure of aa ynmade graue., 
Enter Nurfe,and knockes, 
Frier. Arife one knockes, 
Good Romeo hide thy felfe. 
Rom. Nor I, 
Voleffe the breath of Hartficke groanes 
| Mift-like infold me from the {earch of eyes. 


- Kuoske 
Fri. Harke how they knocke: 
(Who’s there ) Rowseo arife, 
Thou wilt be taken, ftay a while,ftand yp : 
Kuocke. 
Run to my fludy:by and by,Gods will : 
What fimpleneffe isthis:I come,{ come, 
Kwocke. 


Who knocks fo hard ? 
Whence come you? what’s your will ? 
Enter Nurfe, 
Nur. Letme comein, 
And you fhall know my errand: 
Icome from Lady Iwlier. 
Fri. Welcome then, 
Nur. Oholy Frier, Otell me holy Frier, 
Where’s my Ladies Lord? where’s Romeo 2 
Fri, Thereonthe ground, 
With his owne zeares made drunke, : 
Nar, Ohe iseuen in my Miftreffe cafe, 
Tuft in her cafe,O wofull fimpathy : 
Pittious predicament, euen fo lies the, aed 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
Stand vp, ftand vp,ftand and youbeaman, ““ 
Por Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 
Why fhould you fall into fo deepe an O, 
Rom. Nurfe. 
Ner. Ab fir,ah fir,deaths the end of all, 
Kom. Speak’ thou of /elierthow is it with her? 
| Doth not fhethinke me an old Murtherer, 
Now I haue ftain’d the Childhood ef our ioy, 
Wich blood remoued,but little from her owne ? 
Where is fhe ? and how doth fhe? and what fayes 
My conceal’d Lady to onr conceal’d Loue ? 
Wer. Oh fhie fayes nothing fir, bur weeps and weeps, 
And now fals onher bed, and then Rarts-yp, 
And Tybalt calls,and then on Romeo cries, 
And then downe falls againe. : 
Ro.As if that name fhot from the dead leuell of a Gun, 
Did murder her,as that names curfed hand 
Murdred ber kinfman.Oh tel! me Frier,tell me y 
| In what vile part of this Anatomie 
Doth my name lodge? Tell me,that may facke 
The hateful! Manfion. 
Fri, Hold thy defperace hand : 
Astthou aman ? thy forme cties out thou are: 
Thy teares are womanith,thy wild a@s: denote 
The ynreafonable Furie of a beaft, | 
Vafeemely woman,in a feemitg man, 
And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both, 
Thou haft amaz’d me.By my hély order, 
_ Ithoughe thy difpofition better temper'd, | 
Haft thou flaine 7ybale? wilt thon flay thy felfe? 
And flay chy Lady that in thy life lies, ; 
By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe? © 
Why ray!’ thou on thy birth? the heauenand earth 2 
= 3 Since 
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In thee at once, which thou at once would’tt loofe. 
Fic, fie,thou fhamft thy fhape,thy toue,thy wit, 
Which like a Vfurer abound’ft in all :. 
And vfeft none in that true v{eindeed, 
Which fhould bédecke thy thape, thy loue,thy wits 
Thy Noble fhape,isbut a forme of waxe,, 
| Digreffing from the Valour ofa man, 
‘Thy deare Louc fworne but hellow periutie, 
Killing that Loue which thou haft vow'd to cherifh. 
Thy wit,char Ornament, to fhape and Loue, 
 Mifhapen in thecondu& ofthem both : 
: Like powder ina skilleffe Souldiers flaske, 
‘Is fet afire by thine ownedgnorance, 
And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 
“What,fowfe thee man,thy Juliet is aliues 
Forwhofe deare fake thou watt but lately dead. 
“There art thou happy-7yGalt would kill thee, 
}Bucchou flew'ft TySale, there arcthou happie.: 
 Thelaw that threatned death became thy Friend, 
“And turn’d it co exile,there art chou happy. 
1A packe or bleffing light vpon thy backe, 
- Happineffe Courts thee in her beft array, 
But like a mifhaped and fullen wenchs 
| Thou puttelt vp chy Fortune and thy Lowe: 
‘Take heed,take heed, for fuch die miferable. 
Goe get thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 
Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her: 
Butlooke thou fay nor till the watch be fet, 
Bor then thou canft get paffe to Mantwa, 
Where thou fhale fine cill we can findea time 
Toblaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 
Beg pardon of thy Prince,and call thee backe, 
With twenty hundred thoufand times mors ioy 
Then thou went’ft forth in lamentation, 
Goe before Nurfe,commend meto thy Lady, 
And bid her haften all che houfe to bed, 
Which heaay forsow makes them apt vatos 
Romeois comming.’ . ¢ e 
Near. O Lord,[ could haue ftaid here all night, 
To heare good counfell:oh what learning is! 
My Lord ile-tell my Lady you will come. 
Rom. -1Do fayarks bid my, Sweete prepare to chide, 
Nur. Eeere Gr,a'Ring fhe bid me giue youfir:: 
Hie you,makehaft, for ingrowesvery late, 
Rom. How-well my.comfort isxeuiu’d by this. 
Fri. Gohence, -. asi ce foe 
Goodnight,and here ftands all your ftate: ., 
Either be.gone before the watch be fet, .., 
Or by the breake ofday difguis'd from hence, 
| Soiourne ip.ACanta, le find out your man; 
| And he thall fignifie from.time to rime, . . 
Euery goed,lizp to yousshat-chaunces heere: 
-Giue me thy hand, ’cis late, farewell, goodnight. 
Rom. Burthat aioy padoy,callsouton me, 
 Trowere a gricfe,to buicie co past with thee : 
iFarewelleszoue! <iin bliw yi Excunt. 


Enter old Capulet jis Wife and Paris. 


| Cap. Things have falae out fifo valuckily, 

I Taar we have had no.time to moueour Dangheer : 

| Looke youstne Low'd het kinfraan Tydad dearely, 
AndfodidI. Well,we were borne to dic.: ... 

"Tis very late, fhe’l got come downere night : 

i 1 promifeyou,but for ¥QUE COMPIDY 9-6 pe! 





* 








TheT ragedse of Romeoand Juhet. 
YT I would hauc bin abed anhoureago. (> 

Par. Thefetimes of wo, aftoord notimesto wiiee id 

Madam goodnight,commend me to yourDaughtey os 
Lady. J will,and know her mind early to morrow. 

To night, the is mewed yp to her heauinefle, ea 
Cap. Sir Paris Iwill make a defperate tender 

Of my Childes loue: I thinke fhe will berul'd 

Inall refpe&s by me: nay more,] doubtirnor. 

| Wife,go you toher ere you go to bed, 

Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Paris Loue, 

And bid her,marke youme,on Wend{day next, 

But foft,whar day is this? “on 
Par. Monday my Lerd, 


Since birth,and heauen and earth,allthreedo meete 


A Thurfday let itbe:a Thurfday tell her, 

She fhall be married to this Noble Earle: 

Will yoube ready ? do you like this haft?: 

Weele keepe no great adoe,a Friend ortwo, 

- For harke you,7ybalt being flaine fo late, 
Ic may be thought we held him carelefly, 

+ Being our kinfman,if we renell much : 
Therefore weele have fome halfe a dozen Friends, 
Andthereanend, But what fay you to Thurfday? 


I would that Thurfday were to morrow, - 


Go you to Juliet ere you goto bed,. 

Prepare her wife,againft this wedding day. 
Farewell my Lord, light tomy Chamber hoa, 
Afore me, it is fo late, that we may callirearly byand by, 
Goodnight, Exenet, 


| It was the) lightingale,and not the Latke, 

| That pierft the fearefull hollow of thine care, 
Nightly fhe fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Beleene me Loue,it was the Nightingale, 


| No Nightingale:looke Loue what envious ftreakes 
Do lace the feuering Cloudes in yonder Eaft: 
Nights Candles are burnt out,and I ocond day 
Stands tipto onthe miftie Mountaines topsy 

1 Lmuftbe gone. andlive,orRay-and die. 


| Iris fome Meteor thacthe Sun exhales, 
To beto thee this nighta Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Dlantaa. 
Therefore fay yet,thounced’ft not to be gone, 

Rom, Lerme betane,let me be putto death, 

I am content,fo thou wilt haue it fo. 
He fay yon gray is not the mornings eye,’ 
"Tis but the pale reflexe of Ciathias browe 
Nor that is not Larke whofe noates do beate 
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 
I haue more care to ftay,then will to go: 
Come death and welcome,Ju/iet wills it fo. 
How ift myfoule,lets talke,itis not dae, 


-y |) Icis the Larke that fings fo ont of tune, . 
|, 7 J) Staining hath Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes 
15 |) Somefay the Larke makes fweete Divition ; 
|), This doth not fo:for fhe dinideth v5 nov me 
_= | Some fay,the Larke and loathed Toad changeeyes 
“=> Onow I would they had chang’d voyees £OR) sinct 








Cap. Monday, baha:well Wendfday is too foone, | 


Paris. My Lerd, 


Cap... Well, get you gone, a Thurfday,beltthen: 


Exter Romeo and Iuliet aloft. 


Inl. Wilethou be gone? It is not yet necreday t 










Rom. It was the Larkethe Herauld of the Morne: 


Ial. Yondlightis not daylight,] knowitl: 






Tali, Icis,it is,hie hence be gone away « 









A “The Tragedie of Romeo and Julet. 


Since arme from arme that veyce doth vs affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Hunt f-vp to the day, 
O now be gone,more li ght anditli ght growes. 
Rom. More light 8 light;more darke & darke our woes. 
Enter Madam and Nurfe. 
Nar. Madam. 
Il. Nurfe. ; : 
Nur.¥ our Lady Mother is comming to your chamber, 
The day is broke, be wary,looke about, 
Tul, Then window let day in,and lec life.out. 
Rom. Farewell,farewell,one kiffe and He defcend. 
Jul, Artthon gone fo? Loue, Lord,ay Husband, Friend, 
[muft heare from chee euery day in the houte, 
For ina minute there are many dayes, 
O by this count I thall be much in yeares, 
Ere lagaine behold my Komsee. 
Rom. Farewell: 
Iwill omit no oportunitie, 
That may conuey my grectings Loue,'o thee. 
Jul. O thinkeft chou we fhall eucr meet againe ? * 
Rom.t I doubt it not,and all thefe woes hall ferue 
For {weer difcourfes in our time tocome. 
Inilet. O God! Thaue anill Diuining foule, 
Methinkes I fee thee now,thou art fo lowe, 
As one-deadin the botcome ofa Tombe, 
Either my eye-fight failes,or thou look’ft pale. 
Rom, And truft me Loue,in my eye fo do you: 
Drie forrow drinkes our blood. Adue,adue. 
Jal, O Fortune,Fortune;all men call thee'fickle, 
Ifthou are fickle, what doft thou with him 
That is renown’d for faith? be fickle Fortune: 
For then I hope thou wiltnot keepe hinvlong, 
But fend him backe. 


Exit, 


Enter Dother, 
Lad. Ho Daugiter,are you vp ? 
Tul: Who ift that calls? Isit my Lady Mother. 
Is fhe not downe fo late, or vp-(0 early 2: 7 
What vnaccuftom’d cause procures her hither? 
Lad. Why how now Jaliet? 

Jal. Madam J am not well. nr 
Lad, Eucrmore weeping for your Cozins death 2? \ 
What wilt thou wafh him from his gravewith teares 2°“ 

And if thou could’ft,thou could’ft nor make him live : 
Therefore haue done,fome griefe fhewes much of Loue, 

But much of griefe,(hewes ftill fome want of wit. °°! 
Jul, Yer let me weepe,torfuch a feeling loffe. 
Lad. So thal! you feele the loffe,but not'the Friend 
Which you weepe for. 
Jul, Feeling fo the loffe, 
Icannot chufe'but euer weepe the Friend. 
La, Well'Girle,chouweep’{t not fo much for his death, 
Asthat the. Villaine lines which flaughter'd him, 
Tul, What Villaine;Madarm ? 
Lad. Thatfame Villaine Romeo. 
Tal, Villaineand he, be many Miles affunder: 
God pardon; I.doe withallimy heart: 
| And yet no man like he,dorh  grieue my heare. 
Lad, Thatis becaufe the Traitor liues.: ; 
fal. Madam from the reach of thefe my hands" 
Would none but Tmight venge my Cozins death, - 
Lad, Wewillhaue vengeance for it,feare thou nor. 
Then weepemoimore,lefeidro onein Atantuay) 
Where that fame banifhtuRumagate doth litte, 
Shall giue him fuch ativnaceiittom’d dra, © |! 
That he thallfoone keepe: 29-4alrcompanyt ©! 
And then likope thou wilt befatisfied.vo! 220° | 


69 
Ini. Indeed I neuerfhall be fatisfied °°’ 
With Romeo, till Ibeholdhim. Dead © 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinftman vext : 
Madam if you could find out but aman 
Tobeare a poyfon,! would temper it; 
That Romeo {hould vpon receit thereof, 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam’d,and cannot come to/him, 
To wreakethe Lonel bore my Cozin, v9 
Vpon his body that hath flaughter’d him. 
Ato, Find thou thé meanes, and Ile find fach a matt, 
But now He tell thee joy full tidings Gyrle. 
Jul, Andioy comes well,in fuchaneedy time, 
What are they,befeech your Ladyfhip ? rie 
(Mo. Well,well,thou hatt a carefull Father Child?” § 
One who to put thee from thy heauinefle, pe 
Hath forted outa fudden day ofioy, 
That thou expects not,nor Tlooke not for. 
Tul. Madam in happy time,what day is this? Hs 
Mo. Marry my Child,early next Thurfday morne, ~~ 
The gallant young,and Noble Gentleman, aoe 
The Countie Pars at Saint Perers Church,’ 
Shall happily make thee a ioyfull Bride. Sieh 
Tat. Now by Saint Peters Church,and Petertoo,** — 
He fhall not make me there 2 ioyfull Bride. oa 
I wonder at this baft,that I mutt wed’ 
Ere he that fhould be Husband comes to woe - 
I pray youcell my Lord and Father Madam, ° 
1 will not marrie yet,aid when I doe,] fweare 
It fhalibe Romco,whom you know | hate 
Rather then: Pars. Thefe arenewes indeed, - 
Afo. Here comes your Father,tell Him fo your felfe, 
And fee how he will take it at yourhands. 95? 


- w 
ee i 


Enter Capulet and Nur{e. ort 


Cap, Whenthe Sua fets,the earth doth drizzle daew-\} 
Bat for the Sunfet of my Brothers Sonne, | Eos 
Ic raines downright, ain ke 
How now ¢A Conduit Gyrle,whae flillin teares 22° ° 251 
Evermore fhowring in one little body? hohe 
Thou counterfaits a Barke,a Seaya Wind?! 2 200) 
For flill thy eyes,which I may call the Sea; obnd T 
Do edbe and flow with teares,the Barke thy body is)” ’ 
Sayling:in this falt floud,the windes thy fighes;~ ©. oA 
Who raging with the teares and they Withthem, 
Without a fudden calme will ouerfet | 
Thy tempeft toffed body. How now wife? 

Haue youdeliuered to her our decree? 
Lady, I fir; 
But fhe will none, the gives you thankes, 
I would the foole were married to her graue, aces | 

Cap. Soft,take me with you,take me with you wife, ~’} 
How, will fhe none?doth fhe not give vs thanks? 
Is the not prond?doth fhe not count herbleft, 
Voworchy as fheis that we have wrought |” 
So worthy a Gentleman,to be her Bridegroome 

ful, Not proud you haue, if 
Bur thankfulkthatyon haue : ras. 
Proud can I neuer'be of what I haue, © © 


> But thankfull even for hacé,that is meant Love. 


Cap. How now ? 


_ How now 2 Chopt Logicke what is this??? ©2220! 


Proud, and I thanke youzand I thanke you not, ony 
Thankeme no thankings,nor proud me no-prouds, ish 


| Bur fettle your fine ioints *gainft Thurfday next, 09 9° - 
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Heare me with patience,butto {peake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what,ger theeco Cuurch a Thurfday, 
Or neuer after looke mein the face, 
Speakeinor, reply not,co not an{were me. 
My fingers itch,wife : we {carce thought vs blea, 
That God had lent vs but this onely Child, 
But now] fee this one is one too much, 
And that we havea curfe in hauing her : 
- Out on her Hilding. 
,  Nwr. Godin heauen bleffe her, 
| You are too blame my Lord to rate her fo. 
Fa. And why my Lady wifedomerhold your tongue, 
Good Prudence, {matter with your goflip,go. 
| Nur, Ufpeakenotreafon, 
‘Father,O Godigoden, 
| May not one {peake ? 
| Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 
Veter your grauitie, ore a Goffips bowles 
| For here we need itnot. 
La. Youare toohot. 
Fa. Gods bread, itmakes me mad: 
‘Day ,night,houre,ride,time, worke,play,. 
Alone in companie,ftill my care hath bin 
') To haue her matcht,and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
Offaire Demeanes, Y outhfull,and Nobly Allied, 
‘Stuft as they fay with Honourable parts, 
Prop ortion’d as ones thought would with a man, 
And thento haue a wretched puling foole, 
‘Awhining mammet,in her Forcunes tender, 
‘To anfwer, lle not wed, I cannot Loue: 
Jam too young,I pray you pardon me. 
But,and:y.ou will not wed,le pardon you. 
‘Graze where you will,you fhall not heufe with me: 
| Looke too’t,thinke on’t,I donot vic to ieft. 
Thurfday is neere,lay hand on heart,aduife, 
And you be mine, Ile giue you to my Friend: 
| And you benot,hang,beg,ftraue, dic in the {treets, 
For by my foule,Iic nere acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine fhail neuer do thee good: 
Truft too’t, betbinke you, lle not be forfworne 
| Inli. Istherenopittie fitting in the Cloudes, 
That fees into the botrome of my griefe? 
| O {weet my Mother calt menot aways 
Delay this masriage,for amonth,a wecke, |, |: 
‘Or ifyoudo rlotsmake the Bridall bed 
In chat diam Monument where Tybalt lies. 

Mo. Talkenotto me,for lie not fpeake a word, 
Do as thou wilt,for I] haue done with thee.) .. . 
| Jal. © Goddrasiyis5 a : 
/O Nurfe,how hall this be preuented ? A 
| My Husband is on earth,my faith in heauen, | 
/How fhall that faith returne againeto earth, ; .., 
'V oleffe that Husband fend ir me. from heauen, » 
{By leauing earth ?Comfort me,counfaile mes...) : 
‘Hlacke,alackeghatheauen fhonldpraGite ftratagems 
‘Vpon fo fofhadubiee as my feller tacos) bon 
, What (gift schouchafi. thou, not aword ofioy?,,... 
'Some comfort. Nuthee ros eeie) roy 


oT 


Exit r 


Exit. 


> 


Tragedicof 








| Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue 


| And therfore hauel little calke of Loue, 





Benig {poke behind your-backe,then to your face. 





Romeoand Falter. 
Nor, Fainh hereitiiss; ov 254) ore trop we 
Romeo is banifhed,andall the world to nothing; vethoe 
That he dares nere come backeto challenge: hs 
Or ifhe do, itneeds muft be by ftealth, .-- 7 ‘ok 
Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth. 
I thinke itbeft you married with the Countie M 
O hee’s a Lously Gentleman : iV el 
Romees a difh-clout to him:an Eagle Madamio! 
Hath not forpreene,fo quicke,fo faire an eyeric 
As Paris hath, befhrow my very hearer, : 
Ithinke you are happy in this fecond match; 
Forit excels your firlt:or ifit didnot, 
Your firft is dead,or twere as good he were, 
As living here and you no vfe of him. 
Jul. Speakeftthou from thy heart? 
_ Nur, And from myfoule too, 
Orelfe befhrew them both. 

Jul. Amen, 

Nur, What? 

Jnl, Well,thou haft comforted me marue'lousmych 
Goiin,and tell my Lady Lam gene, Lica” 
Hawing difpleaf'd my Father,to Lawrence Cell, 

To make confeffion,and tobe abfolu’d. 

Nar, Marrie I will,and this is wifely done, 

Jal. Auncient damnation,O moft wicked fiend! 
It is more fin to wifh me thus-forfworne, 





Which fhe hath praif’d him with aboue compare, 
So many thoufand times ?Go Countellor, 
Thou and my bofom ehenchforth thall be twaine: 
Ile to the Frier to know his remedie, 

If all elfefaile,my felfe haue power todie. © Exum, 
.. Exter Frier and Countie Pats. 


Fri. On Tharfday fir?the time is very fhort. 

Par. My Father Capslet will haue it fo, 
And J am nothing flow ro flack bis haft. 

Fri, You fay youdonotknowthe Ladies mind? =} 
Voeuen isthe courfe,likeitnot. 

Pa. Inimoderately fhe weepes for Tybalts death, 


For Venws {miles not in a houfe of teares. 
Now fir,her Father < ountsit dangerous 
That fhe doth giue her forrow fo much {way : 

And in his wifedome,hafts our marriage, 

To ftop the inundation of her teares, 

Whichitoo much minded by her felfe alone, 

May be put from her by focietie. 

Now doe youknowthereafonofthishaft? = 

Fri. 1 would I knew not why it fhould below d, 

Looke fir,here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Emer Luliet. 38 
Par. Happily met,my Lady and my wifes” 
Inl, That may be fir,when Imay be a wife. 
Par, That may be,muft be Louc,on Thurfday next. 
dul. What muft be thall be, 

' Fri, That’s acertaine text. 3 > 
Par. Come you to make confeffion to this Father 
Inl, To antwere that,I fhould confeffeto you: 
Par. Donot denieco him,that you Loue me 
Tul. Lwillconfeffeto youthat! Louehims » 
Par. Sowill ye,Lam {ure thatyou Louenits 
Tul. If1 do fosit will be of morepricey | © 






Par. Poore foule,thy faces rauch sbufd ernie: 


~~ The Tragedie ; ‘Romeo and juliet. 7! 


Iwi. The teares haue got {mall victorie by that: 
fot it was bad inough before their {pighe. 
Pa. Thou wrong ft it more then teares with that report, 
Jul. Thacis noflaunder fir,which is atruth, 
And what I {pake,I {pake it to thy face, 
par. Thy face is mine,and thou haft flaundred it, 
Inl. Ie may be fo,forit isnot mine owns, 
Are youat leifure, oly Father now, 
Or thall i come co. yout euening Maffe? 
fri. My lcifure ferues:me penfucdaughternow. 
My Lord you muft inereat.the time:alone. 
Par, Godtheild: 1 fhould difturbe Dewotion, 
Juliet,on Thurfday early willdrow fe yee, 
Till then adue,and keepethis holy kifles East Pars. 
Iul. O thut the doore,and. whenxhou halt done fo, 
Come weepe with me,paitope,paft carespaft helpe. 
Fri. O Jalict,Ualseadie know thy -grieie, 
Inftreames me paft the compafle of my wits : 
[heare chou nult.and nothing may prorogue its 
On Thurfday next be married to this Countie, 
In. Tellme not Frier that thou heareft of chis, 
Voleffe thou cell methow I may preuent it: 
Ifin thy. wifedome,thou canft gine no helpe, 
Dothou bur callmy-refolution wile, 
And with’ his knife, Ile helpe ic prefently, 
Godioyn’d my heast,and Komees chou oar hands, 
And ere this hand bythee to Romeo feal’d: 
Shall be the Labell to another Deede, 
Or my true hearc with.trecherous revolt, , 
Turne co another, this fhall flay chem both: 
Therefore out of thy long expetien’ft time, 
Gine me fome prefent countell,or behold 
Twixtimy extreames and mepthis bloody knife 
Shall play the vampeerearbitrating thar, 
‘Which the conmmiffion of thy yeares and art, 
Could to no sffue of true honaut bring; 
Be not folong to fpeak,] long to die, 
Ifwhat thou {peak (t,{peake not of remedy. 
Fri. Hold Daughter] doe {pie a kind ofhope, 
Which craves as defperate an executions 
Asthat is defperate which we would preusnt. 
Ifwather then to marrie Countie Pars 
Thou haft the ftrength of will to flay thy felfey 
Thenis iclikely thou wilt vndercake 
Athinglike death to chide away this fhaine, 
That coap’(t with death himielfe,to {cape fro it: 
Andifthou dar’ft,{le giue thee remedie, 
Inl. Oh bid medeape,rather then marrie Para, 
From of theBattlements of any Tower, 
Or walke in theeuifh waies,or bid me lurke 
Where Serpents are: chaine me with roaring Beares 
Orhide me nightly in a Charneil boufe, 
Orecouered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With reckie fhankes and yellow chappels fculls: 
Orbid me go into.a new made graue, 
And hide me with a dead man in his graue , 
Things that'to heare them told, have made me tremble, 
And { will doe it without feare or doubr, 
To live an vn¥ained wife to my fweec Loue, 
\ Fri, Hold then: goe home, be merrie, giue confent, 
To marrie Paris; wen{day is to rnorrow, 
To morrow night looke that thou lie alone, 
Let not thy Nurfe lie with thee in chy Chamber : 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 
And this diftilling liquor dcinke thou off, 
When prefently through all thy veines fhall run, 


A cald and drowfie humour : for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his natiue progreffe,but furceafe: 
No warmth,no breath fhail teftifie thou liueft, 
The Rofesin thy lips and cheekes fhall fade 
To many afhes,the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he fhut vp the day of life: 
Each part depriu’d of {upple gouernment, 
Shall ftiffe and ftarke,and cold appeare like death, 
And inthis borrowed likeneffe of fhrunke death 
Thou fhalt continue two and forty houres, 
And thenawake,as from a pleafant {leepe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 
Torowfe thee from thy bed, there art chou dead : 
Then as the manner of our country is, 
Inthy beft Robes yncouer’d on the Beere, 
Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue : 
Thou fhals be borne to that fame ancient vaule, 
Where all the kindred of the Capalets lie, 
Inthe meane time againft thou fhale awake, 
Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift, 
And hither fhall he come,and that very night 
Shall Remeo bearethee hence to Mantua. 
And this fhall free thee from this prefent fhame, 
If noinconftant toy nor womanifh feare, 
Abate thy valour intheadting ir. 
jul. Giue me,giue me,O tell not me ofcare. 
Fri. Hold get you gone,be ftrong and profperons: 
In this refolue, Ele fend a Frier with ipeed 
To Afantua with my Letters to thy Lord, 
Iu. Loue gine me ftrength, 
And ftrength fhall helpe afford; 
Farewell deare father. Exit 


Enter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurfe, avd 
Serning men,two or vbree. 
Cap. So many guefts inuite as here are writ, 
Sirrah,go hire me twenty cunning Cockes. 
Ser. You thall haue none ill fir, for Ile trie ifthey can 
licke their fingers. 
Cap. How canft chou trie them fo? 
Ser. Marrie fir, tis anill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers : therefore he that cannot licke his fingers 


. goes not with me. 


Cap. Go be gone,we hall be much vn furnifht for this 
time : what is my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence? 

Nur. \forfooth. 

Cap. Well he may chanceto do fome good on her, 
A peeuith felfe-wild harlotry icis. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nur. See where fhe comes from fhrift 
With metrie looke, 

Cap. How now my headftrong, - 
Where haue you bin gadding ? 

Jel, Where I haue tearnt meto repent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofition : 
To youand your behefts,and am enioyn’d 
By holy Lawrente,to fall proftrate here, 
To beg your pardon:pardon I befeech you, 
Henceforward I am euer rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the Countie,goe tell him of this, 
He haue this knot knit vpto morrow morning. 

Jnl, Imecthe youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 
And gaue him what beconred Loue I might, 
Not ftepping ore the bounds of modeftie: 

Cap. Why Iam glad on’t,this is well,ftand yp, 
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This is as’ fhould be,letme fee the County: 
I marrie go J fay,and fetch him hither. 
Now afore Goa, this reueren’d holy Frier, 
All our whole Cittie is nsuch bound to him, 

Isl, Nurfe will you goe with me into my Clofet, 
To helpe me fore fuch needfull ornaments, 
As youthinke fitto furnifh me to morrow? 

Mo. No nos till Thurfday,chere’s time inough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe,go with her, 
Weele to Church to morrow. 





Exeunt Iuliet and Nurfe. 
Mo. We fhall be fhort in our prouifion, 
‘{’Tis now neere night, 

Fa. Tuth,] will ftirre about, 
And all things fhall be well,{ warrant thee wife: 
Go thou to /ulet helpe to deckevp her, 
Henot to bedto night, let me alone: 
| Tle play the hufwife for this once, What ho ? 
They are all forth, well I will walke my felfe 
To Countie Paris,to prepare him vp 
Againft to morrow,my heart is wondrous lighe, 
Since this fame way-ward Gyileis foreclaim’d. 


Enter Ialiet and Nurfe. 

Zul. 1 thofeattires are beft,but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue meto my felfe'to night : 
For I haue need of many Oryfons, 
To moue the heauens to file ypon my ftate, 

Which well thou know ’ft,is croffe and full of fin. 

Enter (Mather. 
Mo. What are you bufic ho?need you my help ? 
Jnl. No Madam, we haue cul’d fuch neceflaries 

Asarebehoouefull forour ftatcetomorrow: 
' |Sopleafe you,let me now be left alone; + 
And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you, 
For I am fure,yowhaue your hands full all, 
Inthis fo fudden bufineffe, 

Mo. Goodnight. 
Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Tut. Farewell: 
God knowes when we fhall meete againe. 
I haue afaint cold feare thrills through my veines, 
| That almoft freezes vp the heate of fire: : 
Tle call chem backe againe to comfort me. 
Nurfe, what fhould flie do here? \ 
My difmall Sceane,I needs muft a& alone: 
Come Viall, what if this mixture do not worke at all ? 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning? | 
No, no, this fhall forbidic. Lie thouthere, \ 
What ifit be a poyfon whic the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to haue me dead, 
Leaft in this marriage he fhould’be difhonour’d, 
Becaufe he married me before to Komeo? 
I feareitis,and yet methinkes it fhouldnor,, 
For he hath ftill beene tried a holy man. 
How, if when I am laid into the Tombe, 
J wake before the rime that Romeo \ 
Come to redeeme me? There’s a fearefull point: 
Shall Inot then be ftifled inthe Vault 2 
To whofe foule mouth no healthfome ayrebreathsin; 
And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes. \ 
Or if[ liue,is it not very like, 
The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together withthe terror of the place, 
As ina Vaulte,an ancient receptacle, 


Exeunt, 


0 ee hee 


e Tragedte of Romeo and lice 


Exeunt Father and Mothne 


| Makehaft,the Bridegroome,he is come already: 


. Why Louel fay?Madam, {weet heart: why Bride? 


- Sleepe for aweeke, for the next night I warrant 











Where for thefe many hundred ceresthe bones 
Of all my buried jaioteltoi a packr, by ia 
Where bloody Tybale,yet but greencinearth, © 
Lies feftring inhis fhrow’d,where as they fa 2641 
At fome houres in the night Spirits refort: : 
Alacke,alacke,is itnot like that] A) 
So early waking, what with loathfome finels, 1. | 
And fhrikes like Mandrakes torne out of the earth: 
That liuing mortalls hearing them,run mad, ish 
Oif1 walke,fhall I not be diftraught, 

_ Inuironed with all thefe hidious feares, v fi 
And madly play with my forefathers ioynts? ©.) 
And plucke the mangled Tybalt fronv his fhrow’d? 
And in this rage,with fome great kinfmans b 
As (withaclub) dath out my defperate brain 
O looke,me'thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft, 
Seeking out Romeo that did fpit his body Gi 
Vpon my Rapiers poine : flay Tybalt,ftays 
Romeo,Romeo,‘Romeo,here’s drinke : I drinke to thee 


Enter Lady of the bon{e and Nurfe. iad | 


Lady. Hold, 
Take thefe keies,and fetch more {pices Nuirfe, 
Nur, They call for Dates and Quincesin the Paftrie: 
Entér old Capulet, 
Cap. Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, ] 
The fecond Cocke hath Crow’d, 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, ‘cis three a clocke: 
Looke tothe bakte meates, good dngelica, 
Spare not for coft. 
Nar, Go you Cot-queane,go, 
Get you to bed, faith youle Be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 
Cap. No nota whit:what ? I haue watcht ere now 
All night for leffe caufe,and nere beene ficke, 
La. Yyouhave bin a Mowfe-hunt in your time, 
But I will watchyow from fuch watching now. 
Exit Lady and Nuwfe. 
Cap. Aicalous hood;a jealous hood, 
Now fellow,whae there? 
Enter three or foure with [pits,and logs,and baskets, 
Fel. Things for the Cooke fir,but 1 know not what. 
Cap. Make haft, make haft, firrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter, he will fhew thee where they are. 
Fel, | have ahead fir, that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. 
Cap. Maffe and well faid,a merrie horn 
ou fhalt be loggerhead; good Father, tis day. 
ee rr Lah 
The Countie will be here with Muficke firaight, 
For fo he faid he would, ] heare him neere, 
Nurfe, wife, what ho? what Nurfe I fay? 
Enter Narfe. 
Go waken Jufet,goand trim her vp, 
He go and chat with Paris:hie,make haft, 


one, 
Css 






Make haft] fay. the 
Nar. Miftris,what Miftris? Jwliee? Fat I warrant her tht, 
Why Lambe,why Lady ¢fie you fluggabed, 


What not a word ? You take your peniworths nowe 
TheCountie Pars hath fet vp his reft, 


That you hal! reft buc little,God forgiue me * 
Marrie and Amen : hew found is fhea fleepe ? } 










! jiu needs wake her : Madam,Madam, Madam, 





‘|Reuiuc,looke-wp,or I will diewith thee : 


_|Vpon the fweteft flower of all the field. 


| |And with tiny Child, my ioyesare buried. 





The Tragedie of 


let che Countietake you in your bed, 
Feele fright you vp ytaith, Willicnot be? 
What dreft,and in your clothes,and downe againe ? 
{muftneeds wake you : Lady,Lady,Lady 2!" 
Alas,alas,helpe,helpe, my Ladyes dead, 
(Oh weladay,thae eucr 1 wasborne, noe 
Some Aquaevite ho,my Lord,my. Lady 20<°« 
| Mo. Whatnoite is heere? 4; Enter Aether. 
| Nur. O lamentable day. + +51 be, 
| My What isthe matter ?: 
| Nur. Looke,looke,oh heauie day. 
Mo. Ome,O ME,my Child, ay onely lifes 


dW 






























Helpe,helpe,cail helpe. 
ros, Euter Father. + nav 
_ Fa. Forfiame bring Juliet forth;her Lordiscome. 
| Nar.’ Shee’s dead:deceatt,thee’s deadzalacke the day. 
| M.Alacke'the'day,fhee’s.dead, fhee’s deadythee’s dead, 
| Fa Hae Let mefee her:out alas fhee’s wold; 
Herblood is fetled: and -herioynts are ftiffe 
Lifeand chefelipshaue long bene fep crated ¢: 
Death lies omherdike an vntiorelyfroft 


| Nar, O Lamentable day! 
| Mo. O wofull time. 
| Fa, Death that hath cane her hence to makeme waile, 
Ties vp my tongue, and will notlet me {peake. 
Enter Frier aud the Countie. 
Fri, Come,is the Bride ready to goto Church ? 
Fa, Ready to go, but never to returiie, 
OSonne,the night before thy:wedding day, 
Hath death laine with thy wife: there fhe lies; 
Flower as fhe-was,deflowred by him. 
Death is my Sonne in law,death is my Heire, 
MyDauehter he hath wedded, I will die, 
And leaue hinvall life lining ,allis deaths. 
Pa. Hauelthought long tofeethis mornings face, 
And doth it giuemefuch afight as this ? 
Mo, Accur’st,vnhappie, wretched hatefull day, 
Mo miferable houre,that ere time faw 
Inlafting labour of his Pilgrimage, 
But one,poore one,one poore and louing Child, 
Butone thing to reioyce and folace in, 
And cruell death hath catche irfrom my fights 
| Nar. Owo;O wofull, wofull wofullday; 
Mott lamentable day, moft wofull day, 
That euer,ener,1 did yet behold, 
Oday,O.day,0 day,O hateful day, 
Neuer was feene fo blacke a day as this : 
0 wofull day, O wofull day. 
| Pa. Beguild,diuorced, wronged, {pighted, laine, 
Mott deteitable death, by thee beguil’d, 
By cruell,cruell thee, quite overthrowne 5)” 
Oloue, Olifesnorlife,bucdoue in death. 
Fat. Defpis’d,diftrefled, haced martir’d,kil’d, 
icomfortable time;why cam’(t thos now 
omurther, miurther ourfolemnitie? 
OChild,o Child;my foule,and not my Child, 
ead art thou,alacke my Child is dead, 


Fri. Peace ho for fhameé,confufions : Caré liues not 
Inthefe confufions,heauenianid your felfe 

ad partin this faire Maid now heauen hath all, 
(Andall the better isitforthe Maid : 
our part in her,you could:not keepe from'death, 


Romeo and Iulet.. ee 


| what fay you Siton Catling ? 
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ai et ae a ae 
But heaven keepes his part inveternall life's.“ 
The moft youfought was her promotion, 242)" 
For twas your heauen, fhe fhouldft be adivarrA' (9°° 
And weepe yenow, {ceing fhe is aduan’'ft °° YY =! 
Above the Cloudes,as high as Heauen it felfes 
@ in this loue,you loue your Child fo ill, 
That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well - 
Shee’s not well'married,that liues married long, 
But fhee’s beft married ,thardies married yong. 
Drie vp your teares,and fticke your Rofemarie 
On this faire Coatfe,and asthe cuftome is; 
And in her beft array beare her to'C hurch¢ 
For though fome Nature bids:all'vs lament, 
Yet Natures teates are Reafons nerrimene,?: > 
Fa. Ali things that we ordained Feftiuall,*- 
Turne from their office to blacke Funeral}; 
Our inftruments to melancholy Bells, 
Our wedding cheare,to a fad buriall Feaftse- 2< : 
Our fol emne Hymnes;to fullen Dyrges change; 
Our Bridall flowers ferue for aburied Coarfe?: 
And al) thibgs change them to'the contrarre! 
Fri. Sit go youin ; and Madam,go with’ hipr, 
And go fir Par ,euery one prepare °° (8 508 
To follow this faire Coasfe ynto her pratie 2! 2 
The heauen's dolowrevponyou,forfome ill: ~> af 
Moue them ne more, by crofling theit hiph will: Exeust' 
Mx, Faithswe may put vp ourPipes and’ be gone,” 
Nar. Honelt goodfellowes :|Ah put Vpsput ‘Ps ae 
For well you know this is a pitiful cafes © a 
Ju. I byamy troth,the cafe may be amended. = | 
Enter Peter, MOY SS 
Pet, Mafitions,oh Mufitiens, 
Hearts eafe, hearts eafe, 
O,and you will have me lite,play hearts eafé, 
Ma, Why hearts eale ; ja 
et, O Mufitions, | Gaps 
Becaufe my heart it felfe plaiesymy heart is full. 
Ju. Nota dump we, 'tis no time to play now. 
Pet. You will noc then? 8D 
Mz, No. 
Pet. Twill then give it you foundly. 
Mz. What will you giuevs ? 
- Pet, Nomoney on my faith, but the 
I will giue you the Minftrell; os 
Ata, Then willl giue you the Serving creature, 
Peter. Then will J lay the ferving Creattires Dapper 
on your pate.J will carie no CrochetsHeRe you, ile Fa 
you,do you note me?! : 
‘ Ma. And you Re vs,and Fa vs,you Note vs. 
2 J. Pray you put vp your Dagger, 
And pur oat your wit, 
Then haue at'you with my wit, 
Peter. 1 will drie-beate you with an 
And put vp my yron Dagger; 
Anfwere me like men 3) %*" 
When griping griefes the heare doth 
fickewith her filuer founds aes 
Why filuer found? why Mufieke with her filuer found? 


2 


glecke. 


yton wit, 


wound, then Mue 


Ma. Mary fr,vecatfetiluer hatha tweetfound. 

Per, Prate(t,what fay you Hugh Rebicke? 

: ne ay pes Bree Re Mufitions found for fil. f 
et. Prateltto,what fay you James Soumd-Pof? (vert 

3.CMu. Faith | know se what to fay. © wre AY 

Pet.O Lery youmercyzyou are the Singer. 

I will fay for yous it is Mufieke with her filuer found, 
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Becaufe Mufitions have no gold for founding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe 

| doth lend redreffe. Exits 
Mn, Whatapeftilent knaueisthisfame2 

4.2. Hang him Tacke, come weele in here, tartie for 
the Mourners,and {tay dinner. Exit. 

. Enter Romeo. 

Rows, If Imay truft the flattering truth of fleepe, 
My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newes at hand: 
My bofomes L. fits lightly in his throne: 

And all thisan day an vecuftom’d fpirir, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 

(Strange dreame that gives adeadmanleaueto thinke i) 

And breath’d fuch life with kiffes in my lips, 

That I reviu’d and was an Emperour, 

Ah me, how {weet is loue it felfe poffe?t, 

‘When but loues fhadowes are fo richinioy. 
Enter Romeo's man. | 

| Newes from Veroza,how now Balthazer? 

Doft chou nor bring me Letters from the Frier 2 

How dothmy Lady ? Is my Father well? 

1 How doth my Lady Jw/iet ? that I aske againe, 

1 For nothing can beill,if fhe be well. 

; J4an. Then theis well,and nothing can be ill. 

| Her body fleepes in Cape/s Monument, 

] And her immortall part with Angels liue, 

1 faw her laid low in her kindreds Vauit, 

} And prefently tooke Pofte to tell it you: 

| O pardon me for bringing thefeill newes, 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Rom. Is it euen fo? 

Then I denie you Starres. 

Thou knoweft my lodging,get me inke and paper, 

And hire Poft-Horfes,i will hence to night. 

Man. 1 do befeech you fir, haue patiences 

Your lookes are pale and wild,and do import 

Some mifaduenture. ) 

Rom. Tuth,thou art deceiu’d, 
Leaue me,and do the thing I bid thee do, 
Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier > 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Fool Exit Sfan. 

Rom. Mo matter : Get thee gone, 

And hyre thofe Horfes,Ile be wah thee ftraight, 
Well Jaliet,1 will lie with chee to night : 

Lets fee for meanes: O mifchiefe thou art fwift, 
To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 

I do remember an Appothecarie, rents 
Andhere abouts dwells,which late I noted 

In tattred weeds, with overwhelming browes, | 
Culling of Simples,meager werehislockes, 
Sharpe miferie had worne him to thebones ; 

And in his needie fhop a Tortoyrs hung, 
An Allegater ftuft,and other skins \ 
Ofill fhap’d fithes,and about his fheluesy 

A beggerly account of emptie boxes, 
) ise earthen pots Bladders, and muftie feedes,’ | 

emnants of packthred,and old cakes of Rofes 

| Werechinly {catteredtomakevpathew. = 
' Noting this penury,to my felfe I faid, 
| An ifa man did needa poyfon now, 

| Whofe fale is perfent death in Afantua, 
- Hete liues a Caitiffe wretch would fell ic him. 
| O this fame thought did bur fore-rin my need, | 

_ And this fame necdie man muft fell itme. ; 


e Tragedie of Romeo and lnhet 


( As Iremember,this fhould be the houlesy ee 


-1 1 Bucl will write againe to AZantwa, 






Being holy day,the bee gers fhop is fhur, 
What ho? Appothecarie? 
Enter Appethecarie, 

App. Who call’s fo low’d ? 

Rom. Come hither man, } {ee that thon art poore 
Hold,there is fortieDuckets,letmehaue 1? 

A dram of poyfon,fuch foone fpeeding geare 
As will difperfe it felfe through all the yeines : 
That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead, : 
And that the Trunke may be difcharg’d of breat 
As violently,as haftie powder fier'd : 
Doth hurry from the tarall Canons wombe, 

App. Such mortall drugs Thaue,but AZantuaylg 
Is death to any he, that vtters them. . 

Rom. Art thou fo baye and full of wretchedneffe,, 
And fear’ft to die? Famine is in thy cheekes, : 
Need and opreffion ftarueth in thy eyes, 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backei 
The world is not thy friend ,nor the worlds laws 
The world affords no law to make theerich. 

Then be not poore,but breake it and take this, 

App. My pouerty bur not ey will confents, 

Rom. Ipray thy pouerty,and not thy will, 

App. Purchis in any liquid thing youwill 
And drinke it off,and ifyouhad the ftrength = 
Of twenty men,it would difpatch you Atraight, 

Rom, There’sthy Gold, 

Worle poyfon to inens foules, 
Doing more murther in this loathfome world, 
Then thefe poore compounds that thou maieftnot {ell 
I fell thee poyfon,thou haft fold menone, _ 
Farewell buy food,and get thy felfe in fiehh, 
Come Cordiall,and not poyfon,go with me 
To Zuliets graue,for there muft I vic thee. ; 
Exennt, 
Enter Frier Iohn to Frier Lawrences 
Tok, Holy Francifcan Frier,Brother,ho? 
Enter Frier Lawrence, 

Law, This fame fhould be the voice of Friet John, 
Welcome from CVantna,what fayes Romeo? 
Or if bis mind be writ,giue me his Letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-foote Brother out, 
One of our order ro affociate me, 

Here in this Cirie vifiting the fick, 

And finding him, the Searchers of the Towne 
Sufpedting that we both were ina houfe 
Wherethe infectious peflilence did raigne, 
Seal’d vp the doores,and would not let vs forth, 
So that my (peed to Adantwa there was ftaid. 

Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo? 

lohan. I could not fend it,here it is againes 
Nor get a meflenger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull were they of infedtion. 

Law. Vohappie Fortune: by my Brotherhood 
The Letter was not nice,but full of charge, 

Of deare import,and the neglecting it 
May do much danger: Frier Jobe go hence, 
Get mean Iron Crow, and bring it fraight 
Vnto my Cell, 

John, Brother Tle go and bring it thee. 

Law. Now mutt to the Monument alone, » 
Within his chree houres willfaire Juliet wake, 
Shee will bethrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 


«Exit 


















And keepe her at my a till Romeo come, 
Poore lining Coarfe,clos'din a dead mans Tombe, 
Exit. 
Enter Paris aud bis Page. 


Par. Give me thy Torch Boy, hence and ftand aloft, 
Yet put ic out,for I would norbe feene : 
Vnder yond young Trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow pround, 
Sofhall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread, 
Being loofe,vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 
But thou hale heareit-whiftle then tame, 
As fignall that thou heareft fome thing approach, 
Give me thofe flowers. DoasI bid ehiees 29, 

Page. Lamalmoft afraid to ftand alous 
Here in che Churchyard,yvet J will aduenture. 

PaSweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed Ittrew: 
Owoe,thy Canopie is duft and ftones, 
Which with fweet-water nightly I will dewe, 
Orwanting that,with teares deftil’d by moness 
The obfequies that I for thee will keepe, | 
Nightly fhall be,to ftrew thy graue, and weepe, 

urbiftle Boy. 

The Boy giues warning ,fomething doth approach, 
What curfed feot wanders this wayes tonight, 
Tocroffe my obfequies,and true loues right é ? 
“lak aTorch? Mufflemenighta while. 


Enter Romeo,aud Peter. 


Kom. Giueme that Mattocke,é the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter,early in the morning 
See thou deliuer it to my Lordand Father, 
Giue me the light ; vpon thy life I charge thee, 
What ere thou hear’ft or fee(t, and all aloofe, 
Anddo not interrupt mein my courfe, 
| Why I defcend into this bed of death, 
Ispartlyto behold my Ladies face: 
But chiefly totake thence from her dead finger, 
|A precious Ring : a Ring that I mutt vie, 
In deare employment,therefore hence be gone: 
Butifthou icalous doft recurne co prie 
In what I further fhall intend to do, 
By heauen I will teare thee ioynt byi ioynt, 
And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs : 
Thetime,and my intents are fauage wilde: 
Mote erce and more inexorable farre, 
Then emptie Tygers,or the roaring Sea. 
Pet, Iwill be gone fir,and not troubl eyou 
Re, So thalt thou fhew me friend fhip:take thou thar, 
ine and be profperous,and farewell good fellow. 
Pet. For ail this fame,Ile hide me here about, 
His ookes T feare,and his intents I doubr. 
Kom, Thou dereftablemawe,thou wombe of death, 
org’d with the deareft morfell of the earth: 
hus Lenforce thy rotten Jawes to open, 
Andin defpight, He cram thee with more food. 
Par. Thisis that banifht haughtie Mountague, 
atmurdred my Loves Cozin; swith which griefe, 
tis fuppofed the faire Creature djeuly 
And hereis come to do fome villanousfhame 
Tothe dead bodies : i willapprehend hime 
top thy vnhallowed toyle,vile AZonntagne : 
“vengeance be purfued further then death? 
ondemned vallaine,I do apprehend thee, 
°y and go withme,for thou mutt die, 
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Sess 
Row, Imult indeed,and therfose came I hicher: 
Good gentle youth,tempt nota defperate man, 
Flie hence and leaue me,thinke vpon thofe gone, 
Letthem affright thee, I befeech thee Youth, 
Pur not an other fin ypon my head, 
By vrging me to furie. O-be gene, 
By heauea tloue thee better then my felfe, 
For I come hither arm’d againit my felfe ; 
Stay not,be gone, line,and hereafter fay, 
Amad mans mercy bid thee run away, 
Par. Ida defiethy commifferation, 
Aad apprehend thee fora Fellon here. 
Xo. Wiltthou prouoke me ? Then haue at phee Boy, | 
Pet. O Lord they fight, 1 spill go call the Wacch, 
Pa. Ol am flaine,if thon be merciful, 
Open the Tombe,lay me with Juliet, 
Rom. In faith Ewiil,lec me perufe this face: 
Mercutius kinfavan Noble Countie Pars, 
What faid my man, when my betoffed foule 
Did not attend him as we rode? thinke 
He told me Pars fhould haue martied JwHee. 
Said he not fo? Or did I dreame it fo? 
Oram Tmad,hearing him talke of Judiet, 
To thinke it was fo ?O giue me thy hand, 
One,wric with me in fowre misfortunes booke. 
Ile brie thee ina triumphant grave, 
A Grave; Ono,a Lanthogne} flaughtred Youth : 
For here lies Iuhet sand her beautie makes 
This Vault a feafting prefence full of \ight. 
Death lie thou thereby a dead maninter’d. 
How oft when men are arthe point of death, 
Haue they beene merrie? Which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death? Oh how may I 
Call thisa lightning ?O my Loue,my Wife, 
Death that hath fucke the honey of thy breath; 
Hath had no power yet vpon thy Beautie: 
Thou are not conquer’d : Beauties enfigne yet 
Is Crymfon in thy lips,and in thy cheekes, 
And Deaths pale flagis not aduanced there, 
Tybale,ly ft chou there in thy bloudy fheet ? 
O what more favour can} do to thee, 
Then with that hand that cut thy yeuth in twaine, 
To funder his that was thy encemie ? 
Forgiue meCozen, Ah deare Juliet: 
Why art thou yet fo faire ?1 will beleeue, 
Shall I beleeue,thac vafubftanciall death is amorous ? 
And that the leane abhorred Monfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour > 
For feare of that, fill will ftay with thee, 
And neuer froma this Pallace of dym night 
Depart againe:come lie thou in my armes, 
Heere’s ro thy health, whereere thou tumbleft in. 
O true Appothecarie! 
Thy drugs are quicke, Thus with akiffel die. 
Depart againe; here,here will } remaine, 
With Wormes that are thy Chambermaides: O here 
Will T fer vp my cuerlafting reft ; 
And fhake the yoke of inau{picious farres 
From this world-wearied fleth : Eyes looke your laft é 
Armes cake your laft embrace; And lips,O you 
The dootes of breath, feale with a tighteous kiffe 
A dateleffe bargaine to ingroffing death: 
Come bitter conduét,come vnfauoury guide, 
Thou defperate Pilot. sNowatoncerunon’ | 
The dafhing Rocks thy Sea-ficke wearie Barke 
Heere’s to my Loue. Otrue A sgenees 
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bo 36. 
Thy drugs are quicke.. Thus with a kiffe I diex 
; Enter Frier with Lanihorue,Crow and Spade. 
Fri. St. Francis\be my, {peed,how oft co,night: 
Haue my'old feeeftumbled at graues ? Who's; shere? 
Man. Here’s one,a Friend, & one-that: knowes you well, 
' . Fri. Blifle be vpon you, “Tell me.good my Friend 
;What Torch is yond that vainely.lends his light 





















iro gtubs,and éyeleffe Sculles As I difcerne, 

‘It burneth in the Cepe/s Monument. eae 
Man. Icdothfoholy fir,.-.- 7 

{And there’s my Maftes,onechat you loue:»' 

; Fri. Whoisite.... (toc 

= Adan. : ROMED |... 3 

i Fri, How long hath he bin there? 

? (Man. Full halfe an houre, 

: Fri, Gowith meto the Vault. 

;  Afan, I darenorSir. 

My Matter knowes not but 1 am.gone hence, 

, And fearefully did menace me with death; 

‘If I did Ray to looke on his.eprents. 


‘ 
- 


© much I feare fomeill valuckiething. © < 
1 Man. Asi did fleepe,vnder this young tree here, 
dreamt my maifter and another fought, wy © 
“And that my; Maitter (lew him. 
| Pré. Romeo. . $9 
Alacke,alacke,what blood is.this which ftaines 
The ftooy entrance of this Sepulcher ? 
What meanethefe Mafterlefle, and goarie Swords 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of peace? 
‘Romeo,oh pale: who elle?what Paris too? 
lAnd fteept,in blood 2 Ab what an yn knd houre 
Ss guiltie of this lamentable chance? 
The Lady ftirs,: 
: Lal. O comfortable Fries, where’s my Lord? 
Ido remember. well where.I fhould be: 
‘And there I am,where is my Roviseo? 
Fri. I heare fome noyfe. Lady,come.from thatneft 
Of death ,contagion,and vnnaturall fltepe, 
‘A greater power then we can contradi& 
‘Hath thwarted our entents,come,come away, 
Thy husband in thy bofome.there Jies.dead: 
And Pars too:come Ile difpofe of thee, 
‘Among a Sifterhood of holy Nunnes : 
Stay notto queftion,for the watch is.comming, 
Come,go good Jaliet,I dare no longer ftlay. 
'  Iul. Goget thee hence;for I will notuaway, 
| What’s here? A cup clos'd in my true loses hand? 
*Poyfon I fee hath bin his timeleffe end 
(0 churle,drinke all?and leftno friendly drop, 
‘To helpeme after, i will kiffe thy lips, 
Happlie fome po yfon yet doth hang onthem, 
Tomake me die wth areftoratiue. 
Thy lips are warme, os 
Enter Boyand Watch . 
wasiche Lead Boy,which way? 
Jul. ¥eanoife? 
Then ile be briefe. O happy Dagger. 
’Tis in thy, fheath,thereruftiand let me die: Kils herfelfe. 
Bey. Thisisthe place, ..., 
There where theTorch doth burne 
Watch. The ground is bloody, 
Search about, the Churchyard. 
Gofome of you,who ere you find attach, 
| Pittifull fight, here lies che Countie flaine, 
} And Iuliewt bleeding, warme and newly dead 


Exit. 





mean. Fae agedie of Romeoand lulvet, 


| Wecanneuwithour citeumftance deferpirc 5 


_ That calls our perfon from olrmornings reft? © 


Fri, Stay,then Ile go alone,feares comes'vpon me, -' 


| And Romeo dead,and Jaliet dead before, waa 





' What further woe confpires apainft my age? 








Who here hath Jaine theferwoidayesburied, > 
Go tell the Puince,runne co the Capalets,. m0). 1. 
Raife vp the Monntagues fome others fearch, 

We fee the ground whereenthele woes do lye, 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes, 


. Enter Romeo’ sate isi sho 
Watch, Here’s Romes’r man, : 
We found him in the Churchyard, ©. s903 ey) 0. 
Con. Hold bis in fafery, till the Prince come hither, 
. Enter Frieryan d another Watchman... 
3. Wat. Hereisa Frier that trembles, fighes and wee 
We tooke this Mattocke andthis Spade from him, 
As he was comming from this Churchyard fide, 
Con. A great fufpition,ftay thePrier too. |... 
See Exnterthe Prince, * athaey 
_ Prin, What mifaduentureis fo earely vp, 


pes 


Enter Capubet and bis Wife. rn 
Cap. What fhould it bethat they fo fhrike abroad?) 
Wife. Othepeople in the ftreete crie Romeo, 
Some Ju/iet arid fome Pares and all runne 
With open outcry toward out Monument. 
Pri. What feare is this which ftartles in your cares? 
Wat. Soueraigne,here liésthe Countie Paré flaing, 


Warme and new kil'd, 
Prin. Search, 
Seeke,and know how,this foulemurder comes. 
Wat. Here is a Frier,and Slaughter’d Romeos man, 
Wich Inftruments vpon them fit toopen: 
Thefe dead mens Tombes, 
Cap. Obeauen! ial 
O wife lookehow our Daughter bleedes! 
This Dagger hath miftaine,for loe his houle ’ 
Is empty on the backe of AZountacue, ; 
Andis mifheathed in my Daughters bofome. 
wife. Ome,thisfight of death,is as a Bell 
That waines my old agetoaSepulcher. 
Enter Mountague. 
Pri, Come Mountague;for thou art early vp 
To fee thy Sonne and Heire,now early downe. 
Monn. Alas my liege,my wife is dead tonight, 
Griefe of my Sonnes exile hath ftopt her breath: 


Prin, Looke:and thou fhalt fee. meh 
Monn. O chou voraught,what manners in isthis, 
To prefle before thy Fathertoagrave?- 
Prin, Seale vp the moutlvof ourra ge for awhile, 
Till we cancléare thefeambiguities, 
And know their {pring their head,their true defcent, ihdl 
And then will |. be generall-of your woes, <" 
Andlead you evento death?meane timeforbeare; | * 
Ard let mifchance be flavero patience, 
Bring forththe parties oftfufpition. = 
Fri. Lan the greateftableto doe leaf, 
Yet moftfufpedted asthe time andplace « 
Doth make againft me of this direfull murther: 
AndheereI ftand beth — and ee 
My (elfe condemned,andmhy felfeexcus’d- |, » 
Prin. Then fay at cane 2 thou doft know : this 
Fri, willbe briefe,for my fhore dace ofbreat 
Is not fo long as is atedious tale, : 
Romeo there dead,was husband to that luliet, : 
And the there dead,that’s Rosses faithful wife: 


7 ~ The Tragedte of Romeo and luhet. 


[married them; and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tybalts Doomefday : whofe vntimely death 
Banifh’d the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie: 
For whom (and not for Tybalt) Luliet pinde. 
You, to remoue that fiege of Greefe from her, 
Betroch’d,and would haue married/her perforce 
ToCountie Pars. Then comes fhe to me, 
And (with wilde lookes) bid me deuife fome meanes 
Torid her from this fecond Marriage, , 
Orin my Cell there would the kill her felfe: 
Then gaue I her (fo Tutor’d by my Arz) 
Afleeping Poticn, which fo tooke effect 
As intended, for it wrought on her 
Theforme of death. Meanc time, I writ to Romeo, 
Thathe fhould hither come, as this dyre nighr, 
To helpe to take her from her borrowed graue, 
Being the time the Potions force fhould ceafe. 
But he which bore my Letter, Frier Joba, 
Was ftay’d by accident ; and yeRternight 
Return’d my Letterbacke. Then all alone, 
Atthe prefixed houre of her waking, 
Came I to take her from her Kindredsvault, 
Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 
Till 1conueniently could fend to Romeo. 
Butwhen I came (fome Minute ere the time 
Ofher awakiog) heere vatimely lay 
The Noble Para, and true Romeo dead. 
Shee wakes, and I intreated her come foorth, 
And beare this worke of Heauen, with patience 
Bucthen, 2 noyle did fcarre me from the Tombe, 
And fhe (too defperate) would nor go with me, 
| But (as it feemes) did violence onher felfe. ~ 
Allthis 1 know,and to the Marriage her Nurfe is priny : 
Andifoughe in this mifcarried by my faule, 
Letmy old life be facrific’d,fome houre before the time, 
Vato the rigour of feuereft Law, 
| Prin, We fill haue knowne thee for a Holy man. 
Where’s Rosweo’s man ? What cathe fay tothis? | 
| Bey. J brought my Mafter newes of falsets death, 


A ee rte 


| 


sain ll 
And then in pofte he came from ALantisa 
To this fame place, to this fame Monument. 

This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 
And threatned me with death, going in the V. aul, 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

‘Pria, Giue me the Letter,] will look on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch 2 
Sirra, what made your Mafter in this place? 

Page. He came with flowres to ftrew his Ladies eraue, 
And bid me ftand aloofe, and fo I did: = 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my Maifter drew ‘on him, 

And then I ran away to call the Watch. 

Pria, This Letter doth make good the Friers 
Theis courfe of Loue, the tydings of ber death : 
And heere he writes, thar he did buy a poyfon 
Ofa poore Pothecarie, and therewithal! 

Came to this Vault to dye, and lye with Zu/ier, 
Where be thefe Enemies ? Capzlet, Mountague, 
See what a fcourge is laide ypon your hate, 

That Heauen finds meanes to kill your ioyes with Lone: 
And I, for winking at your difcords too, : 
Haue lofta brace of Kinfmen: All are punifh'd, 

Cap. O Brother Mosntagne, cite me thy hand, 
This ismy Daughters ioynture, forno more 
Can I demand. : 

Moun. But I can give thee more: 

For I will raife her Starnein pure Gold, 

That whiles Verona by that nameis knowne, 

There fhall no figure at that Rate be fer, 

As that of True and Faithfull Jo/ser. 

Cap. As rich fhall Rowzeo by his Lady ly, 
Poore facrifices of our enmity. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sunne for forrow will not thew his heads . 
Go hence, to haue more talke of thefe fad things, 

Some fhall be pardon'd, and fome punifhed, 

For neuer was a Storie ofmore Wo, 

Then this of Juliet, and her Romeo, 


Ge 


words, 


Exenut omnes 
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THE LIFE OF TYMON 


| fgeb oA THEN. 





eA ttus Primus. Scena “Prima. 





Enter Poet , Painter, Teweller, Merchant and Mercer, One might interpret. 
at feneralldoores. Pain. Itisa pretty mocking of the life: 
Heere is a touch ; Is’t good? 
Poet. Poet. I will fay of it, 


Ic Tutors Nature, Artificial ftrife 
Liues in thefe toutches, livelier then life, 






passeuep Ood day Sir. 


(RS =~ Pain, Lam glad y’are well. 
Xe) Poet. Lhauenotieeneyoulong, how goes 


eel 


Enter certaine Senators, 

Pain, How this Lord is followed, 

Poet, The Senators of Athens, happy men, 

Pain, Looke moe. 

Po.You fee this confluence,this great flood of vilton, 
I have in this rough worke, fhap’d out aman 
Whom thisbeneath world doth embrace and hugge 
With ampleft entertainment : My free drift 
Haltsnot particularly, but moues it felfe 
Ina wide Sea of wax, no Jeuell’d malice * 
Infedts one comma in the courfe I hold, 
But flies an Eagle fl:ght, bold, and forth on, 
Leauing no Tract bebinde. ; 

Pain, How thall] vaderftand you? 

Poet. Twill vaboult to you. 
You fee how all Conditions, how all Mindes, 
As well of glib and {lipp’ry Creatures, as 
Of Graué and auftere qualitie, render downe 
Their feruices to Lord Timon : his large Fortune, 
Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties co his love and rendance 
Ail forts of hearts; yea, from the elaffe-fac’d Flattett 
To Apemantus, that few things loues better: 
Then co abhorre himfelfe ; euen hee drops downe 
The knee before him, and returnes in peace : 
Moltrich in Timens nod. 

Pain. \faw them {peake together. 

Poet, Sit,I haue vpona high and pleafant hill 
Feign’d Fortune to be thron’d, 
The Bafe o’th’ Mount 
Is rank’d with all deferts, all kinde of Natures 
That labour on the bofome of chis Sphere, 
To propagate their {tates 5 among’ft them al » 
Whofe eyes are on this Soucraigne Lady fist, 
One do I perfonate of Lord Tinmons frame, ee) 
Whom Fortune with her Iuory hand watts to ie 
Whole prefent erace, to prefent flaues and feruan’ 
Tranflates his Riuals, ; ’ 

Pain. Tis conceyu'd,tofcope ‘ 
This Throne, this Fortune,and this Hill me thinks 


che World ? 

Pain. Ic weares fir, as it growes. 

Poet. 1 that’s well knowne: 

But what particular Rarity ? What ftrange, 
Which manifold record not matches : fee 
Magicke of Bounty, all thefe {pirits thy power 
Hath coniur’d to attend, 

1 know the Merchant. 

Pain. Lknowthem both: th’others a leweller. 

(Mer, O'tis a worthy Lord, 

Jew, Nay that’s moft fixt, 

Mer. Amott incomparable man, breath’das it were, 
To an vntyreable and continuate goodnefle : 
He paffes. 

Jew. 1 baue a Tewell heere. 

Mer. O pray let’s fee’s. For the Lord Tiwon, fir ? 

Tewel. [fhe willtouch the eftimate. But for that-— 

Poet, When we for recompence haue prais’d the vild, 
It ftaines the glory in that happy Verfe, 
Which aptly fings the good. 

CMer. ’Tisa goodtorme, 

Tewel. Andrich : heere is a Water looke ye, 

Pain, Youare rapt fir, in fome worke, fome Dedica- 
.tion tothe great Lord. 

Poet. A thing flipt idlely from me. 
Qur Poefie is as aGGowne, which vies 
From whence ’tis nourifht: the fire i’th Flint 
Shewes not, till it be frooke : our gentle fame 
Prouokes it felfe, and like the currant flyes 
Eachbounditchafes, Whathaueyouthere? 
Pain. A PiGure fir : when comes your Booke forth ? 
Poet. Vpon the heeles ofmy prefentment fir. 
Let’s fee your peece. 
Pain. ’Tisa good Peece. ‘ 

Poet. So’tis, this comes off well,and excellent. ” 

Pain. Indifferent. : Sg 

Poets Admirable: How this grace 
Speakes his owne ftanding : what a mentall power 
This eye fhootes forth? How biggeimagination 
Moues in this Lip, to th’dumbnefle of the gefture, 





Pe 
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Timon of Athens. 


With one man becken’d from the reft below, 
Bowing his head againft che fteepy Mount 

To climbe his happineffe, would be well expreft 
[nour Condition. 

Poet. Nay Sir, buthearemeon: 

All chofe which were his Fellowes but of late, 
Some better then his valew ; onthe moment 
Follow his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 
Raine Sacrificiall whifperingsinhisearc, 
Make Sacred euen his ftyrrop, and through him 
Drinke the free Ayre. 

Pais. I marry, what of thefe ? 

Poet. When Fortune in her fhift and change of mood 
Spurnes downe her late beloned ; all his Dependants 
Which labour’d after him to the Mountaines top, 
Euen on their knees and hand, let him fic downe,: 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain, Tis common: 

Athoufand morall Paintings I can fhew, 


That fhall demonftrate thefe quicke blowes of Fortunes, 


More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well, 
To thew Lord Timon, that meane eyes hauc feene 
The foot aboue the head. 


Trumpets found. 
Enter Lord Tumon, addreffing bimfelfe curteot{ly 
toewery Swtor. 


Tim. Imprifon’dis he, fay you? 

CMef. Imy good Lord, fiue Talents is his debt, 
His meanes moft fhort, his Creditors moft ftraite: 
Your Honourable Letter he defires 
To thofe haue fhut him vp, which failing, 

Periods his comfort, 
Tim. Noble Ventidizs well: 
Tam not of chat Feather, to fhake off 
My Friend when he muftneede me. Ido know him 
AGentleman, that well deferues a helpe, 
Which he fhall haue. Ile pay the debt, and free him. 

Mef. Your Lordfhip ener bindes him. 

Tim. Commend me to him,] wil fend his ranfome, 
And being enfranchized bid him cometo ime; 

Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp, 
Buctofupporthinvafter. Fare you well. 
Mef. All heppineffe to your Honor. 


Enter an old Athenian. 
Oldm. Lord Timon,heare me fpeake. 
Tim, Freely good Father. 
Olds. Thou hafta Seruant nam'd. Lacilins. 
Tim, I haue fo: What ofhim ? 
Oldm. Moft Noble Tizzon, call the man before thee, 
Tivs.. Attends he heere, or no? Lucillizes. 
Luc. Heéere at your Lordfhips feruice. : 
Oldm, This Fellow heere,L. 7son, this thy Creature, 
By night frequents my honfe. Tamaman 
That from my firft hauebeene inclin’d to thrift, 
And my eftare defernes an Heyre more rais d, 
Then one which holds a Trencher. 
Tim, Well: what furcher? ils 
Old. One onely Daughter haus d, no Kin elfey 
On whom I may conferre what [ haue got : 
The Maidis faire, a’th'youngeft for a Bride, 
And Thaue bred her at my deereft coft 
In Qualities ofthe be, This man of thine” 
Attempts her loue :I prythee (Noble Lord) . 


a caiteeamt  t 


pennntss a ee tea 


Joyne with meto forbid him her refort, 
My felfe haue {poke in vaine. 
"Tim. The man is honeft, 
Oldm, Therefore he will be Tizso#, 
His honefty rewards him in it felfe, 
It muft noc beare my Daughter, 
ins. Does fhe loue him? 
Oldm. She is yong and apt: 
Our owne precedent paffions do inftruct vs 
What lenities in youth. 
Tim. Loue youthe Maid? ¥€ 
Luc. I my good Lord,and theacceptsof it. ~ 
Oldm. Ifin her Marriage my confent be mifling, 
I callthe Gods to witneffe, I will choofe. 
Minc heyre from forth the Beggers of the worlds 
And difpoffeffe her all. 
Tim. Hov fhall the be endowed, 


| if fhe be mated withan equall Husband? | 


Oldm. Three Talents on theprefent ; in fiiture, all. 
Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath fern’d me long: 
To build his Fortuhe, I will fraine alittle, 
For tisaBondin men, Giue him thy Daughter, 
What you beftow, in him Tle counterpoize, 
And make him weigh with her. 
Oldim, Mot Noble Lord, ‘ 
Pawne me to this your Honour, fhe ishis, , -‘ 
Tim. My handtochee, 
Mince Honour on my promife. 
Lac, Humbly I thanke your Lordfhip, neuer may 


| That (tate or Fortune fall into my keeping, 


Which is notowed to you. 
Poet. Vouchfafe my Labouts 
And long liue your Lordthip. 
Tim. tthanke you,you fhall heare from me anon: 
Go notaway. What have youthere, my Friend ? 
Pais. A peece of Painting which I do befeech 
Your Lordthip to accept. 
Tim. Painting is welcome. 


Exit 


} ‘The Painting is almoft the Naturall man: 


For fince Dithonor Traffickes with mans Nature, 
He is but out-fide : Thefe Penfil’d Figures are 
Euea fuch as they gite out. [like your worke,, 
‘And you fhall finde I like it; Waite accendance 
Till you heare further from me. 

Pain. The Gods preferue ye. ' 

Tins, Well fare you Gentleman : give me your hand, 
We muft needs dine together: fir your Iewell 
Hath fuffered vnder praife. 

Jewel, Whatmy Lord, dilpraife? 

Tim. A meere faciety of Commendations, 
If I fhould pay you for’c as ‘tis extold, 

Tt would ynclew me quite. 

Jewel, My Lord,’tis rated © 
As thofe which fell would gine : but you well know, 
Things of like valew differing in the Owners, 

Are prized by their Mafters. Belecu’t deere Lord, 
You mend the Jewell by the wearing it, . 
Tim, Wellmock’d, Enter Apermastut. ... |} 

Mer. Nomy goed Lord,he fpeakes y common toong 
Which all men ipeake with him. .., 

Tim, Looke whocomes hcere,will you be chid? 

Jewel. Wee lbeare with your Lordthip, _ 

Mer. Fee'l{paremone, = 4. > 

Tim. Good metrow to thee, a. 
Gentle Aper mantis, ties g 
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Ape. Till l be gentle ftay thou for thy good morrow. 
_ When thou art Timons dog se, and thefe Knaues honeft. 
| Tim, Why doft thou call chem Knaties, thou know’ ft 
| chem not? : 
| Ape. Arethey not Athenians? 
Tim. Yes. 
Ape. Then Irepentnor. 
lew. Youknow me, Apemantus? 
Ape. Thouknow’tt I do, 1 call’d thee by thy name. 
Tim. Thouart proud Apemantus? : 
Ape. Of nothing fo much,as that I am notrlike Timon 
Tim. Whether art going > ‘ . 
Apes Toknocke out anhoneft Athenians braines. 
Tim, That's a deed thou’t dye for. 
espe. Right, if doing nothing be death by th’Law, 
Tim. How lik’ft thou this picture Apemant us? 
Ape. The bett,for the innocence, 
Tim, Wrought he not well that painted it. 
Ape. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
y¢t he’s but a filthy peece of worke. : 
Pain, Y'areaDogee. 
Ape, Thy Mothers ofmy generation : what’s the,if I 
beaDogge? 
Tim. Wilt dine with me Apemantus? 
Ape. No: Teatenot Lords. — 
Tim And thou fhould’ft,thoud’tt anger Ladies, 
ape. O they cate Lords; 

So they come by great bellies. 

Tim. That’s a lafciuious apprehenfion, 
Ape. So, thouapprehend’ft it, 

Take it for thy labour. 
Tim. How doft thou like this lewell, Apemsantiss? 
Ape. Not fo weil as plain-dealing which wil not caft 

amanaDoi, . 

Tim, What doft thou thinke ’tis worth? 
Ape, Not worth my thinking. 
How now Poet? 
poet. How now Philofopher ? 
pe. Thou lyeft. 
. foets Artnotone? 
‘Ape. Yes. 
Post. Then Ilye nor. 
| Ape. Artnota Poe? 
“Poet. Yes, 
Lf Ape. Thenthou lye : 
| Looke in thy laft worke, where thou haft fegin’d him a 


“> worthy Fellow. 


Poet. That's not feign’d, heis fo. 
Ape. Yesheis worthy of thee,and to pay thee for thy 
labour. He that louesto be flattered,is worthy o’th flat- 
' terer. Heautens,that I were a Lord, 
_ Tim, What woulditdothen Apemantsa? 
Ape. E’ne as Apemantus does now, hate a Lord with 
my heart. r 
Tim. What thy felfe? 
Ape. I. : 
Tim. Wherefore?! 
Ape. That Thadno angry wit to bea Lord.} 
Are not thou a Merchant? ; 
Mer. 1 Apemanins, 
Ape. Traffick confound thee,ifthe Gods willnot. 
Mer, Uf Trafficke doit, the Gods do it. att 
Ape. Traffickes thy God,& thy God confound thee. 
Trempet founds. Enter a Meffenger. 
Tim. What Trumpetsthae 
Mef. "Vis Alcibsades,and fome twenty Horfe 


Timon of cAthens. 


| Shew me this peece, Iam ioyfull of 


: {uppic ioynts : that there fhould bee fm 


- Is buchis Steward: no meede but he repayes 





















All of Companionthip: 58 

Tim. Pray entertaine them, giuethem 
You muft needs dine with me: Sondtryo 
Till Thaue thanke you : when dinners do 


Btideto ys 
Whenge 
ne 


our fj 
Enter Alcibiades with Y ee 


Moft welcome Sir, 
Ape. So,fo; their Aches contraa, ‘and @ 
thefe {weet Knaues, andall this Curtefe: me ant 
mans bred out into et and Monkey, Crain of 
| Alc. Sir,youhaue fau’d my lone} 
-Moft hinnierly onyour fight, yee 
Tim. Right welcome Sir: 
Ere we depatt, wee'l fharea bounteous time 
In different pleafures. 
Pray you let ysin. 
ee Exter two Lords, 
1. Lor at tinte a day is't 4 
Ape. Time tobe HiodeR. pag 
1 That time ferues fill. 
Ape. The moft accurfed thou that fil! omith it 
. Loe of going ne Timons Feaht, 
é. 1, to tee meate fill Knaues, and w; 
2 Tities well, farthee well, a 
Ape. Thou art a Foole to bid me farewell rw; 
ee Nach die ¢ farewell twice, 
Ape. Should’ haue kept one to thy felfe, forT mem 
to giuethee none. 
_ Hang thy felfe. : 
Ape. No I will do nothing at chy bidding: 
Make thy requefts to thy Friend, 
2 Away vnpeaceable Dogge, 
Or Ile fpurne thee hence. ' : 
c4pe. Iwill flye like adogge, theheeles a'thAfte, 
1 Hee’s oppofite to humanity. 
Comes fhall we in, 
And tafte Lord Timous bountie : he out-gocs 
The verie heart of kindneffe. 
2 Hepowres it out: Plats the God of Gold 


Exenyp, 


Seuen-fold aboue it felfe : No guift to him, 
But breeds the giuer areturne: exceeding 
All vfe of quittance, 
1 The Nobleft minde he carries, 
That ever gouern’d man, 4 
2 Longmay he liuein Fortunes, Shall we in? 
Ile keepe you Company, Exw 


Hoboyes Playing lowd Muficke. 


A great Banquet feru'din : and then, Enter Lord Timnlt 
States, the Athenian Lords, Ventigins which Tinmt 
deem'd from prifon. Then comes dropping after al Ap 
mantus difcontestedly like bimfclfe, 


Ventig. Moft honoured Timon, 
It hath pleas’d the Gods to remember my Fathers apt 
And call him to long peace: 
He is gone happy,and has left merich: 
Then, asin gratefull VerrueLambound = 
To your free heart, I do returne thofe Talents ‘ He 
Doubled with thankes and feruice, from whofe help 
I deriu’d libertie. 

Tim. O by no meanes,' : 
Honeft Ventigins You miftake my loue, I gue 


Timon of eAthens. 


fganeic freely ever, and cher’snone 

Can truely fay he giues, if he receives: 

jfour betters play at that game,we mutt not dare 
Toimitate them : faules that are rich are faire. 

Vin. ANoble fpiric. 

Tim.Nay my Lords,Ceremony was but deuis'd at firft 
To fet a gloffe on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneffe,forry ere’tis fhowne: 

But where chere istruse friendthip,thereneeds none. 
Pray fitymore welcome areye tomy Foriunes, 
Then my Fortunes to me. 

1. Lord. My Lord,we alwaies have confeft it. 

Aper, Hoho, confeft it? Handg’dit? Have you not? 

Timo. O Apermantus youare welcome. 

Aper. No: You fhall not make me welcome: 

Icome to haue thee thruft me out of doores. 

| Tim, Fie, th’art a churle, ye'haue got a humour there 
Does not becomea man, tis muchtoo blame: 

They fay my Lords,fra furor brenis eff, 

But yond man is verie angrie. 

Go, let him haue a Tabic by himfelfe : 

For he does neither affect companie, 

Nor is he fit for’c indeed, 
Aper. Let me ftayat thine apperill Timon, 

Icome to obferue,] give thee warning on’t. 

Tims. Ltake no heede of thee : Th‘art an Athenian, 
therefore welcome :I my felfe would haue no power, 
prythee let my meate make thee filenc. 

Aper. Lfcorne thy meate, *twould choake me: for! 
fhould nere flatcer thee, Oh you Gods! What anumber 
of men eats Timon, andhe fees “emnot? It greeues me 
to fee fo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
allthe madneffeis,he cheeres them vp too. 

Iwonder men dare truft themfelues with men, 

Methinks they fhould envite them without knives, 

Good for there meate,and fafer for their liues.: 

There’s much example for’e,the fellow that fics next him, 
now parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
adiuided:draughe : isthe readieft man to killhim. ’Tas 
beene:proued, if I wereaibuge man Ifhould feare to 
drinke at meales, leaft they fhould {pie mywind-pipes 


dangerous noates,great men fhould drinke with harneffe | 


on their throates. 

Tim. My Lord in heart : and fee the healch go round. 

2, Lord. Levit flow this way my good Lord, 

Aper. Flow this way? A braue fellow. Hekeepes his 
tides weil, thofe healths will make theeand thy fate 
looke ill ,7320%, 

Heere’s that which is too weake to bea finuer, 
Honeft water,whichnere left mani’ch’mire : 
This and my food are equals, there’s no ods, 
Feafts are to proud to giue thanks tothe Gods, 


Apermantus Grace. 

Tusmortall Gods, tcraue no pelfe, 
T pray for wo man but nay felfe, 
Graunt I may neger pros fo fond, 
To tr «ft man on bis Oath or Bond. 
Ora Harlot for ner weeping, 
Or ¢ Dogge that feemes afleeping , 
Or a keeper with my freedome , 
Or ony friends if I fhonld need em, 

Amen. So fall toot: 

Richmen fin, and I ca’ root 


Much good dichthy good heart,.Alpsrmsanmt xe 
Tiws, Captaine, 


| Alcibiades, your hearts in the field now. 
Alci. My heart is euer at your feruice my Lord. 
Tim. Youhadrather beata breakefaft of Enemies, 
then a dinner of Friends. 
Alc, Sothey were bleeding new my Lord,there’s no 
meat like*em,| could wifh my beft friend at fuch a Feaft. 
Aper, Would all thofe Flatterers were thine Enemies 
then, thatchen show mighr’ft kill ’em : & bid meto’em. 
1. Lord, Might we but have that happineffe my Lord, 
that you would once vfe our hearts, whereby we might 
expreffe fome part of our zeales, we fheuld thinke our 
{clues for ever perfect. ' 
Timox, Oh no doubt my good Friends, butthe Gods 
themfelues haue prouided that I fhall have much helpe’ 
from you: how had you beene my Friends elfe. Why 
haue youthat charitable title from thoufands ? Did not 
you chiefely belong to my heart? I haue cold more of 
youtomyfelfe, then you can with modeftie fpeake in 
your owne behalfe. And thus farre | confirme you. Oh 
you Gods(thinke I, )what need we have any Frien ds; if 
we fhould'nere have need of’em? They were the moft 
needleffe Creatures living; fhould we nere hane vfe for 
‘em ? And would moft refemble fweete Infiruments 
hung yp in Cafes,that keepes there founds to them- 
felucs, Why Ihaue often wifht my felfe poorer, that 
I might come neerer to you : we are borne to do bene- 
fics. And what better or properer can we call our owne, 
then the riches of our Friends ?Oh what a pretious com- 
fort ‘tis, tohaue fo many like Brothers commanding 
one anothers Fortunes. Oh joyes,e’nemade away er’t 
can beborne : mine cies cannot hold our warerme thinks: 
to forget their Faults, I drinke to you. 
atper. Thou weep’ft to make them drinke, T#men, 
2,Lerd, Joy had the like conception in our cies, 
And at that inftant, like ababe {prung vp. 
Aper. Ho,ho: Haughto thinke that bebe a baftard, 
3. Lord. Tpromife youmy Lord you mou'd me much. 
Aper, Mach. 


Sound Tucker. Enter the Maskers of Amazons with 
Lutes in their bands danncing and playing. 


Tins. Whatmeanesthat Trumpe? How now 2 


Enter Sernant. 


Ser, Pleafe you my Lord, there are certaine Ladies 
Moft defirous of admittance. 


Tima, Ladies? what are their wils ? 

Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner my Lord 
which beares that cffice,to fignifie their pleafures, — ? 

Tims. \ pray let them be admitted. 


Enter Cupid with tbe Maske of Ladies, 


_ Cup. Haileto thee worthy Times and to all that of 
his Bounties tafte:the fiue beft Sencesa chnowledge thee 


their Patron,and come freely to gratulate thy plentious 
bofome,; 


There taft,touch’ all,pleas’d from thy Table rife; 
They onely now come but to Feaft thine eles. 


Timo. They’s wecomeall, let ‘emhauekirid admit. 
tance, Muficke make their welcome. 
Luc. You fee my Lord, how ample y’are beleu’ 
Aper. Hoda ti oo 
Whatafweepe of vanitie comes this way. 
They daunce? They are madwomen, 


| | BSS Like 
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a 
Like Madneffe is he glory of this life, 
As this pompe fhewes to a little oyle and roote. 
We make our feluesFooles, to difport our felues, 
And {pend our Flatceries, to drinke thofe men, 
Vpon whofe Age we voyde it vpagen 
With poyfonous Spight and Enuy, 
Whe liues, that’s not deprauicd, or depraues ; 
Who dyes, that beares not,one {purne to their graues 
Of their Friends guift : 
I fhould feare, thofe that dance beforeme now, 
Would one day ftampe vpon me : Tas bene done, 
Men fhut their doores againft a fetting Sunne, 


Hoboyes, and ceafe. 


Tim, You haue done our pleafures 
Much grace (faire Ladies) 
Seta faire fafhion on our entertainment, 
| Which was not halfe fo beautifull, and kinde: 
You haue added worth vntoo’t, and lufter, 
Andentertain’d me with mine owne deuice. 
Tam to thanke you for’t. 
iLord, My Lord youtake vs euenat the beft. 


taking, I doubeme. 
Tim. Ladies,there is an idle banquet attends you, 
Pleafe you to difpofe your felues. 
AllLa. Moftthankfully,ymy Lord. 
Tims. Flauius, 
| Fla. My Lord. 
* 9Zim. The licele Casket bring me hither. 
Fla. Yes,my Lord. More Iewels yet? 
There is no croffing him in’s bumor, 
Elfe] fhould tell him well, yfaith Ifhould; 
When all’s fpent,hee’ld be croft then,and he could : 
Tis pitty Bounty had not éyes behinde, 
That man might ne're be wretched fur his minde. Exit. 
1 Lord. Where be our men? 
Ser. Heere my Lord,in readineffe. 
2 Lord. Our Horfes. 
. Tim, Omy Friends: 
Thaue one word to fay to you: Looke you, my good L. 
~ } Imuft intreat you honour me fo much, 
{ As to aduance this Iewell,accept it,and weare ity 
Kinde my Lord, 
| 0:1 Lord. Lam fo farrealready in your guifts, 
All, So are weall. 
Enter aSeruant. 
, Ser. My Lord,there are certaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and Come ro vifit yous 
Tim. They are fairely welcome. 
eins Enter Flanins. 
; Fla, Ubefeech your Honor, vouchfafe mea word, it 
© | does concerne you neere. 
Tim. Necre? why then another time Ile heare thee, 






Fla. \fcasfe know how, 
stiesba bisis Exter another Serwant. 
Ser, May it pleafe yout Honor,Lotd Laciss} 
(Outofibis free loue) hath prefented to you 
Foure Milke-white Horfes, traptin Siluer. : 
Tim. 1 thallaccept them fairely : let the Prefents: 
Be worthily entertain’d. : 





Timonof eAthens, 





The Lords rife from Table with much adoring of Timon, and 
tofhew their loues, each Jingle out ax Amazon,and all 
| Dance, men with women, aloftie ftraine or twoto the 


Aper Faith for the worftis filthy, and would not hold 


Exenut. 


I prythee let's be pronided to thewthem entertainment, 












’ 


Enter a third Secreto eae 


How now ? What newes? 























































onoutable Geni, 
Mpanie to Morrow, | 


Hono 
of Grey-hounds, BE WO brace 


Tim. lle hunt with him, 

And let them be receiu’d, not witho 
Fla. What will this come to? 
He commands vs to prouide, and g 

all out ofan empty Coffer 
Nor will he know his Purfe,or yeeld me this, 
To thew him what a Begger his heart is, 
Being ofno power tomake bis wifhes good, 
His promifes flye fo beyond his fate, 
That what he {peaks is all in debt,he ows for eu’ry Words 
He is fo kinde,that he now payes intéreft for'ts 1 
His Land’s put to their Bookes. Well, would I were 
Gently put out of Office,before I were fore’d out: 
Nappieris he that has no friend to feede, 
Then fuch that do e’ne Enemiesexceede, 
I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

Tim. You do your felues much wrong, 
You bate too much of your owne merits, 
Heere my Lord,a trifle of our Loue, 

2.Lord, With more then common than 
I willreceyue ir, 


ut faire Reward, 





{UE Sreat guifts, and 





Exit 


kes 


t-Z.Oh, I befeech you pardon mee, my Lord, in thit, 
Tews. Youmay take my word my Lord :Tknowno 
man can iuftly praife, but what hed’ es affect. Tweigle 
my Friends affection with mine owne: He tell you true, 
Ie call ro you. 
All Lor, Onone fo welcome. 
Tim. {take all, and your feuerall vifitations 
So kinde to heart; *tis not enough to gine: 
Me thinkes, I could deale Kingdomes to ay Friends, 
Andnere be wearie, A/cibiades, 
Thou art a Soldiour, therefore fildome rich, 
Te comes in Charitieto thee: for all thy living 
Ismong’ftthe dead : andali the Lands thouhatt 
Lye ina pitcht field. 
Alc. 1, defil'd Land,my Lord. 
1.Lord. We are fo vertuoufly bound, 
Tim. And fo ara I to you. 
2.Lord, Soinfinitely endeer’d, ' 
Tim. Alltoyou. Lights,more Lights. 
1.Lord. The beft of Happines,Honor, and Fortunes 
epe with you Lord’ Timon. 1 
Tim. Ready for his Friends. Excennt Lor 
Aper. What acoiles heere, fering of beckes,and itt 
ting outofbummes, I doube whether their Legses be 
worth che fummes that are giuen for ’em, 
Friendfhips full of dregges, 
Me thinkes falfe hearts, fhould neuer have found legges: 
Thus honeft Fooles lay out cheie wealth on Curthies. 
Tim. Now Apermaatus(if thou wert not fullen) 
I would be good tothee, sty we ‘<a 
Aper. No, Ile nothing ; for if I fhould be brib d ad 
| there would be none left to raile yponthee,and then te 
wouldft finne the fafter, Thou giu'ftfo long sf 
feare me) thou wilt gine away thy felfe in paper etl 4 
What needs thefe Feafts, pompes, and Vaine-gl ee “ 









Ke 


a\e 
‘ 


Timon of eA thens. : 





“Fim. Nay,and you begin to.raile on Societie once, I 
4m fworne not to giuc regard to you. Farewell,& come 
with beccer Moficke.... foal Exit 
Mer. So: Thouwilt not hearemeenow, thou shalt 
gotthen. Ulelocke thy. heauen from thee 1 
Ohthat mens eares fhould be . 
To Counfell deafe, but not to Flarterie, Exit 
Enter a Senator. ; 
Sen, And latefiuethoufand : ro Varro and to Lfdore 
He owes nine thoufand, befides my former fumme, 
Which makes it fue and twenty, Srill in motion 
Of raging watte? It cannot hold; it will not, 
ifi want Gold, fteale-but abeggers Dogge, 
And giue it Tmo, why the Dogye coines Gold. | 
{If would fell my Horfe,and buy twenty moe | 
Better then he; why giue my Horfé to T#mow, 
Aske nothing, giucic him, it Foles me ftraight 
And able Horfes :. No Porter at his gate, 
Bucrather one that fmiles,and fill iauices 
Allthat paffe by. It cannot hold, noreafon. 
Can found his ftate in fafety. Caphss hoa, 
mpbis I faye 
(" Enter Caphis. 
Ca, Heere fir,wharis your pleafure. 
Sew. Get on your cloake,& haft you to Lord Timer, 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not ceaft 
With flight deniall; nor then filene’d, when 
Commend me to your Mafter,and she Cap 
Playes inthe right hand, thus; but tell him, 
My Vies cry tome ; I muft ferue my turne 
Out of mine owne, his dayes and times are pait, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Haue fmit my credit. I loue,and bonour him, 
|Butmuftnot breake my backe, to heale his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my releefe { 
Mut not be toft and curn’d to mein words, | 
Butfinde fupply immediate, Get you gone, | 
ut ona moft importunate afpect, 
Avifage of demand : for I do feare 
When every Feather ftickes in his owne wing, 
Lord Tiron will be left anaked gull, 
Which flafhes now a Phoenix, get you gone. 
Ca. J go fir. 
Sen. go fir? 
Take the Bonds along with you, 
And haue the dates in.: Come, 
Ca. Twill Sir. 


Sen. Gow Exeunt 


Enter Steward,with many billes ix bis hand. 
Stew, Nocare,no ftop, fo fenfeleffe of expence, 

That he will neither know how ro maintaine it, 

Norceafe his how of Riot. Takesno accompt 

How things go from him, nor refumeno care 

-JOf what is to continue: neuer minde, 

Was to be fo vnwife, tobe fo kinde,, 

What (hall be done, he will not heare, till feele : 

Imuft be round with him, now he:comes from huating. 

Pye, fie,fie,fics ‘olf a 


} 


Enter Caphis, Ifidore,and Varro. 
Cap. Good euen Varve : what, yourcome for money? 
Var, 1st not your bufinefle rooe 
Cap. Itis.and yours too, Lfidore? . 
Ifid. Icis fo. : 





Cap. Would we were all difchare’d, 


Var. 1 feare it, 
Cap. Heere comes the Lord: 


Enter Timon,and bis Traine, 
Tim. So fooneas dinners done,wee'l forth againe 
My Alcibiades. With me,what is your will? | 
Cap. My Lord,heereis a note of certaine dues, 
Tim, Dues? whence are you? 
Cap. Of Athens heere,my Lord. 
Tim. Goto my Steward. : ae 29 
Cap. Pleafe ivtyour Lordthip;he hath put me off 
To the fucceffion of new dayes this moneth: : 
My Mafter is awak’dby great Occafion, seis 
To call vpon his owne, and humbly prayes you; 
That with your other Noble parts,yow'l fuite, 
In giuing him his right. F. 
Tim. Mine honeft Friend, ; 
I ptyzhee but repaire to. me next morning. 
Cap. Nay,good my Lord. : 
Tim, Containe thy felfe,good Friend. 
Var. One Varroes {eruant, my good Lord. 
Ifid. From Ifdore,be humbly prayes yous fpeedy pay- 
ment 
Cap. Ifyou did know my Lord,my Mafters wants. 
Var. "IE was due on forteyture my Lord, fixe weekes, 
and paft. ' - 
Ifi. Your Steward puts me off my Lord,and I © 
Am fentexpreffely to your Lordthip. 
Tim, Give me breath: 
I do befeech you good my Lords keepe on, 
Ile waite vpon you inftantly. Come hither : pray you 
How goes the world, that I am thus encountred 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 
And the detention of long fince due debts . 
Againft my Honor? 
Stew. Pleafe you Gentlemen, 
Thetime is ynagreeable to this bufineffe: 
Your importunacie ceafe, till after dinner, 
That I may make his Lordfhip ynderftand; 
Wherefore you are not paid. OTR 
Tim. Do fo my Friends,fee them well entertain’d, 
Stew. Pray drawneere, Exit. 


Exéer Apemantus aud Foole. subd 

Caph. Scay,ftay, here comes the Foole with Apeman- 
tus, ler's ha fome {port with em, 

Var. Hang him,hee'l abufe vs. 

Ifid, A plague vpon him dog ge. 

Var. How dott Foole? 

Ape. Doft Dialogue with thy. fhadew ? 

Var. \{peakenocto thee. 

Ape. No’tis to thy felfe. Come away. 

Ift, There’s the Foole hangs on your backe already. 

Ape. No thouftand’tt fingle, th’art net on him yet. 

Cap. Where's the Foole now # 

Ape. He laftask’d the queftion. Poore Rogues, and | 


| Vfurer's men, Bands berweene Gold and want. 


Al. What are we Apemantus? 

Ape. Affes. 

All, Why? 

epe, That youask me what you are, & donot know 
your felues. Speake to ‘em Foole, . 

Foole. How doyow Gentlemen? 

All, Gramercies good Foele': 
How does your Miftris? 





































































































Foole, She’s e’ne fetting on water to feal’d fuch Chice 

kens as youare, Would we could fee you at Corinth, | 

Ape. Good; Gramercy. 

Enter Page. 

Foole. Looke you,beere comes my Mafters Page. 

Page. Why hownow Captaine? what do you in this 
wifeCompany. _ . 

How dott chou Aperwsazt ua? 

Are. Would I had aRod inmy mouth, 
aniwer thee profitably. 

Boy. _ Prythee Apemantws reade me the fuper{cripti- 
on of chefe Letters,i know net whichis which. 

- Ape. Canft not tead ? 

Page. No. 

Ape. There will litle Learning dye then that day thou 
atthang’d. This is to Lord Timon, thisto Alcibiades,Go 
thou was’t borne a Baftard, and thou't dye a Bawd. 

Page. Thou was't whelptaDogge, and thou fhale 
famifh a Dogges death. 

Anfwernot, I amgone. 

Ape. Ene fo thou out-runtt Grace, 
Foole I will go with youto Lord Timons. 

Faole, Willyouleaue me there? 

“Ape. 1f Timon ftay athome, 

You three feruethree Viurers >. 

All. Y would they feru’d vs. 

Ape. So would I: 

| As good atricke as euer Hangman feru’d Theefe,: 

Feole. Are you three Vfurers men? 

All. 1 Foole, 

Poole. Y thinke no Vfurer, but ha’s a Foole to his Ser- 
uant. My Miftris is one, and Iam her Foole : whenmen 
come to borrow of your Mafiers, they approach fadly, 
and go away merry but they enter my Mafters houfe 
merrily,and go away fadly. The réafon of this? 

Var, Y could render one. 

Ap. Doit then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
mafter, anda Knaue, which notwithftanding thou fhale 
be no leffe efteemed. é 

Varro. Whatis a Whoremafter Foole? 

Faole, AFocle in good cloathes, and fomething like 
thee. "Tis a fpirit, fometime vappeares Lkea Lord,fom- 
time like a Lawyer, fomtetime like a Philofopher, with 
two ftones moe then’sartificiall one. Hee is verie often 
like a Knight ; and generally, in all fhapes that man goes 
vp and downe in, from fourefcoreto thirteen, this fpirit 
walkes in. 

Var, Thou att not altogether a Foole. 

Foole. Nor thou altogether a Wife man, 
As much foolerie as I haue,fo much witthou lack’ft.3 

Ape. That anfwer might have become Apsmantut, 


All. Afide,afide,heere comes Lord Timon. 


that I mi ght 


o 
o 


Exit 





Enter T tmox and Steward, 


Ape. Come with me(Foole)come. 
Foole. Ido nor alwayes follow Louer, 
aad Woman, fometime the Philofopher. 

Stew. Pray youwalkencere, 

Tle fpeake with youanon, 

Tia. Youmake me meruell wherefore ere thi 
Had younot fully laide my fate before me, 
That I might fo hauerated my expence 
As [had leaue of meanes, 

Stew. You would.not heare me: 


‘elder Brother, 


Exesnt?, 
$time 


—— Timon of eA thens, a 


| When my indifpofition puc 






Atmany leyfures I propofe, 
Tim. Gotoo: 
Perchance fome fingle vantages YOu tooke 
youbacke, * 
And that vnaptneffe made your minifter 
Thus to excufe your felfe. 
Stew, O my good Lord, 
At many times I brought in my accomprs, 
Laid them before you, you would throw th 
And fay you found them in mine honeftie, 
When for fome trifling prefent you haue bid me 
Returne fo much, I haue fhooke my head,and wepe: 
Yea *gainft th’ Authoritie of manners, pray’d vod : 
| To hold your hand more clofe: I did indure 
Nor fildome, nor no flight checkes,when ] haue 
Prompted you in the ebbe of your eRate, 
And your great flow of debts; my lou'd Lord, 
Though youhearenow (too late) yes nowesatime 
The greateft of your hauing, lackes a halfe, " 
To pay your prefent debts, 

Tim. Let all my Land be fold, 

Stew. "Tis all engag’d, fome forfeyted and gone, 
And what remaines will hardly ftop themouth : 
Ofprefent dues ; the future comes apace; 

What fhall defend the interim,and at length 
How goes our reck*ning? 

Tim. To Lacedemon did my Landextend, 

Stew. O my goad Lord,the worldis buts word, 
Wereir all yours, to give it inabreath, 

How quickely were it gone. 

Tis. You tell me true. 

Stew. Ifyou fulpea my Husbandry or Falfhood, 
Call me before th’exadteft A uditors, 

And fet me on theproofe. So the Gods bleffe me, 
When all our Offices haue beene oppreft 

With riotous Feeders,when our Vatles have wept 
With drunken fpilth of Wine; when cuery roome 
Hath blaz’d with Lights, and braid with Minftrellie, 
Thaue retyr’d me toa waftefull coc Ker 

And fet mine eyes at flow.  eeneiaiamenet 

Tim, Prythee no more, 

Stew. Heauens haue I aid, the bounty of this Lord: 
How many prodipail bits haue Slaves and Pezants 
This nightenglutted : whois not Timons, 

What heart,head, {word forcesmeanes,but is L, Timon: 
Great Timon, Noble, Worthy Royall Timon: 

Ah, when the meanes are gone, that buy this praife, 
The breath is gone, whereof this praifeis made: 
Feaft won, faft loft ; one cloud of Winter fhowres, 
Thefe flyes are couche, 

Tim. Come fermon me no further. 

No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart; 
Vowifely, notignobly haue% given. 
Why doft thou weepe, car ft thou the confciencelacke, 
To thinke J thall lacke friends : fecure thy heart, 
If1 would broach the veflels of my loue, 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 
Men,and mens fortunes could I frankely vfe 
AsI can bid thee {peake. 
Ste. Afferance bleffe your thoughts. ‘ 

Tim.And infome fort thefe wants of mine are crown, 
That] account them bleffings. For by chefe 
Shall I trie Friends: You thall perceiue 
How you miftake my Fortunes: 
Tam wealthic in my Friends. 
Within there, Flawisus,Sermiliss 2 


em off, 


Timon of A thens. 


Enter three Sernants. 

Ser. My Lord, my Lord. 

Tim. Lwill difpatch you feuerally. 

Youto Lord Luciss, to Lord Lacallus you, I hunted 
with his Honor to day; you to Sempronins; commend me 
totheirloues ; and I amproud fay, that my occafions 
hue found time to vie’em towarda fupply of mony : let 
therequeft be fifty Talents, 

Flam, As youhaue faid, my Lord. 

Stew. Lord Lucius and Lucullus? Humh, 

Tim, Go you fir to the Senators ; 

Of whom, euen to the Srates beft healsh ; I haue 
Deferu’d this Hearing : bid ’emfend o’th’inftant 
Athoufand Talents to me. 

Ste, Lhaue beene bold 
(For that I knew it the moft generall way) 

Tothem, to vfe your Signet,and your Name, 
putthey do fhake their heads, and [ am heere 
Noricher in returne, 

Tim. Is ctrue? Can't be? 

Stew, They anfwer ina ioynt and corporate voices 
Thatnow they are at fall, wane Treaturecannoc 
Dowhat they would, are forrie : you are Honourable, 
But yet they could haue wifhe, they know not, 
Something hath beene amiffe ; a Noble Nature 
May catcha wrench; would all were well; tis pitty, 

And fo intending other ferious matters, 

After diftaftefull lookes; and thefe hard FraGtions 
With certaine halfe-caps,and cold mouing nods, 
They froze me into Silence. 

Tim. You Gods reward them: 

Prythee man looke cheerely. Thefe old Fellowes 
Haue their ingratitude inthem Hereditary : 

Theit blood is cak’d, *tis cold, it fildome fowes, 
Tislacke of kindely warmth, they are not kinde ; 
And Nature,as it growesagaine toward earth, | 
I {{sfathion’d for the iovrney dull and beauy. 

| |G0 to Ventiddiza (prythee benot fad, 
Thou art true,and honeft ; Ingenioufly I fpeake, 
 Noblame belongs tothee:) Henriddins lately 
buried his Father, by whofe death hee’s ftepp’d 

Intoa great eftate: When he was poore, 

Imprifon'd, and in fearfitie of Friends, 

Icleer’d him with fiue Talents : Greet him from me, 
Biuhim fuppofe, fome good neceffity : 
Touches his Friend, which craues to be remembred 
With thofe fine Talents ; that had, gine’t thefe Fellowes 
Towhom’tis infant due. Neu’r fpeake,orthinke, 
That Timsons fortunes ‘mong his Friends can finke, 

Stew. I would I could not thinke it: 

That thought is Bounties Foe 3 
ing free it {elfe, it thinkes all others fo. Exeunt 
Flaminins waiting to fpeake with a Lord from his Mafter, 
enters a fersant to him. 


Ser.Thaue told my Lord of you,heis comming down 
Oyou, 


Flam, Ithanke you Sir. 
Enter Lucuilits. 
Ser. Heere’s my Lord. 
Luc, One of Lord Timons men? A Guift] warrant. 
Why this hies right  Ldreampt ofa Siluer Bafon & Ewre 
night, Flaminives honeft Flaminins, you are verie re- 
ectiuely welcome firs Fillme fome Wine. And how 
dogs thar Honourable, Compleate,Free-hearted Gencle- 





man of Athens, thy very bouutifull 
fter? 

Flam, His health is well fir. 

Luc. Lamright glad that his bedithis well fir : and 
what haft thou there vnder thy Cloake, pretty Flaminins? 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty boxSir, which in 
my Lords behalfe, I come to intreat your Honor to fup- 
ply : who hauing great and inftant occafion to vfe fiftie 
Talents, hath fent to your Lordthipto furnifhhim: no- 
thing doubting your prefent affitance therein. 

Lue, La,la,la,la: Nothing doubting fayes hee? Alas 
good Lord,a Noble Gentleman ‘tis,if he would not keep 
{o gooda houfe. Many atime and often J ha din’d with 
him, and told him on’t, and come againe to fupperto him 
of purpo%e, to haue him {pend leffe, and yet he wold em- 
brace no counfeil,take no warning by my comming, cue- 
ry man has his fault,and honefty is his.1 ha told him on’e, 
but I could nere get him from’s. 

Enter Seruant with wine. 

Ser. Pleafe your Lordthip,heere is the Wine. 

Luc. Flaminius, Thauenoted thee alwayes wifes 
Heere’s to thee, 

Flam. Your Lordfhip fpeakes your pleafure. 

Luc. [haue obferued thee alwayes for a towardlie 
prompt {piric, giuetheethy due, andone that knowes 
what bélongs to reafon; and canft vfe the time wel, ifthe 
time v{e thee well, Good parts in thee ; get you gone fir- 
rah. Draw neerer honeft Flaminius. Thy Lords a boun- 
tifull Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou know'ft 
well enough (although thou com’ft tome) that this is no 
time to lend money, efpecially vpon bare friendfhippe 
without fecuritie. Here’s three Solidares for thee, good 
Boy winke at me, and fay thou faw’ft mee not. Fare thee 
well. Sata 
Flam, 1s't poffible the world fhould fo much differ, 
And we alive that lived ? Fly damned bafeneffe 
Jo him that worthips thee. 

Luc. a? Now I fee thouart a Foole, and fir for thy 
Matter. ESE, 

Flam May thefe adde to the number ¥ may {cald thee: 
Let moulten Coine be thy damnation, 
Thou d:feafe of a friend,and not himfelfe : 
-Has friendfhip fuch a faint and milkie heart, 
It turnes in leffe then twonights? O you Gods ! 
I fecle my Mafters paffion. This Slaue vnto his Honor, 
Has my Lords meate in him: . 
Why fhould it thriue, and curne to Nutriment, 
When heis curn’dto poyfon? 
Omay Difeafes onely worke vpon’t: 
And when he’s ficke to death let not that part of Nature 
Which my Lord payd for, be of any power 
To expell fickneffe, but prolong his hower. Exit. 
Enter Lucins,with three rangers. | 

Exc.Who the Lord Timon? He is my very good friend 
and an Honourable Gentleman. 

1 We know him for no leffe, thogh we are but firan- 
gets tohim, But] can tell you one thing my Lord, and 
which I heare from common rumours ,znow Lord Tisrons 
happic howres are done and paft, and his eftare fhrinkes 
from him, , 

Lucius. Fyeno; doe not beleeuc it: hee cannot want 
for money. 

2 But beleeus youthis my Lord, that not long agoe, 
onc of his men was with the Lord Lacud/a, to borrow {o | 
many Talents, nay vrg’d extreamly for’, and fhewed 


what 
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86 Limon of eAthens. | 
What neceflity belong’d toot,and yet was deny’de. \ What charitable men affoord to Begeers, 


Luci. How? 

2 Itell you, deny’de my Lord. ees ~s 

Luci. Whata flrange cafe was thar? Now before the 
Gods lamafham‘d on’r, Denied thar honourable man ? 
There was verie litle Honour thew in’t.. For my owne 
part, I muft needes confeffe, I haue receyued fome {mall 
kindneffes from him, as Moncy , Plate, fewels, and fuch 
like Trifles; nothing comparing tohis: yet had hee mi- 
frooke him,and fent to me, fhould ne’re haue denied his 
Occafion fo many Talents. 


Enter Seruilins. 

Sernil. See, by good hap yonders my Lord, [haue 
{wet to fee his Honor. My Honor’d Lord, 

Lucil. Sernilius? You are kindely met fir. Farthewell, 
commend meto thy Honourable vertuous Lord, my ve- 
ry exquifite Friend. 

Serwil. May it ple2fe your Honour, rhy Lord hath 
ferit = 

Laci. Ha? what ha’s hefent?I am fo much endeecred 
to that Lord; hee’s ever fending : how fhall 1 ehank him 
think’ thou ? And what has he fent now ? 

Sernil. Has onely fent his. prefent Occafion now my 
Lord :tequefting your Lordthip to fupply his inftant vie 
with fo many Talents. 

Lucil. Uknow his Lordfhip is but merry with me, 

He cannot want fifty fiue hundred Talents. 

Seru:l. Burin the mean time he wants lefle my Lord. 
If his occafion were not vertuous, 

I fhould not vrge it halfe fo faithfully. 

Luc, Doft thou {peake ferioufly Serwilius? 

Seruil. Vpon my foule’tis true Sir. 

Luci. Whatawicked Beaft was ito disfurnifh my 
felfagainft {uch agood time,when I might ha fhewn my 
felfe Honourable ? How vnluckily it hapned,thar-i fhold 
Purchafe the day before for alittle part,and vndo a great 
deale of Honour? Sevuilius, now before the Gods I am 
not able to do (the more beaft I fay)I was fending to vie 
Lord Tiwion my felfe, thefe Gentlemen can witneffe 5 but 
T would not for the wealth of Athens J bad done’t now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordfhip, and I 
hope his Honor will conceiue the faireft of mec, becaule 

| Thaueno power tobekinde. And tell him this from me, 
I count it one of my greateft affliGtions fay,that I cannot 
pleafure fach <n Honourable Gentleman. Good Seruili- 
ws, Willyou befriend mee fo farre, astovfe mine owne 
words to him? 

Ser. Yes fisx,] fhalls« Exit Seruil, 

Lucil. Ile coke you outa good turne Seruilins. 

_ True as you faid, Timon is (hranke indeede, 
Andhe that’s once deny’de, will hardly fpeede, 

1 Doyou obferuc this Hoffilins ? 

2 I,towell. ; 

u Why this is the worlds foule, 

And iu@ of the fame peece 

Is euery Flatterers {port : who can cal! him his Friend 
That dips inthe fame difh ? Fer in my knowing 
Timon has bin this Lords Father, 

And kept his credit with his purfe: 

Supported his eftate, nay Timons money 

Has paid his men theirwages, Hene're drinkes, 
But Timons Siluer treads vpon his Lip, 

Aad yet, oh fee the monftroufneffe of man, 
When he lookes.out inan vngratefull fhape ; 
He does deny him (in refpeét of his) 


Exit. 


3 Religion grones atit. 

1 Formine owne part, I neuer tafte 
Nor came any of his bounties ouerme, 
Tomarke me for his Friend. Yet} proteg 
For his right Noble minde, illuftrious Vert, 
And Honourable Carriage, 

Had his neceffity made vie ofme, _ 

I would have put my wealth into Donat} 
And the beft halfe fhould haue return’d¢ 
So much I lou his heart ; But I perceiue, 
Men maftleatne now with pitty to difpence 
For Policy fits aboue Conicience. : 


Timon in By life 
Vertue, 


on, 
ohim, : 


Exenp, 


Enter athird Serwant with Seropronins another 
of Timons Friends, 


Semp. Muft he needs trouble me in’t ? Hum, 
"Boue all others? 
He might have tried Lord Lucins,or Lucullus 
And now Veatidgins is wealthy too, ; 
Whom he redeem’d from prifon. All thefe 
Owes their eftares ynto him, 

Ser. My Lord, 
They have all bin touch’d, and found Bafe-Mertle, 
For they haue al] denied him. 

Semp. How? Haue they deny’de him? 
Has Ventidgins and Lucullus deny’de him, 
And does he fend to me ? Three? Humh? 
Ic fhewes but litle loue, or iudgement inhim. 
Mutt ] be his laft Refuge ? His Friends(like Phy itians) 
Thrive, piue him ouer ; Muft I take th’Cure vpon me? 
Has much difgrac’d me in’t, Pe angry athim, 
That might baue knowne my place. I fee no fenfe fort, 
Bat his Occafions might haue wooed me fir: 
Forin my confcience, J was che firft man 
That ere received guift from him, 
And does he thinke fo backwardly of me now, 
That Te requite it laft?No : 
So it may prove an Argument of Laughter 
To th’reft,and ‘mong’ft Lords be thought a Fooles 
Ide rather then the worth of thrice the fumme, 
Had fent to me firft, but for my mindes fake : 
Pde fuch a courage to do him good. Butnow setuint, 
And with their faint reply, this anfwer ioynes 
Who bates mine Honor, fhall not know my Coyne. Eat 

Ser. Excellent: Your Lordfhips a goodly Villain: the 
divell knew not wharhe did, whenhee made man Polt- 
ticke she croffed himfelfe by't: and J cannot thinke, bit 
in the end, the Villanies of man willfec himeleert, How 
fsirely this Lord ftrines to appeare foule 2 Takes Verity 
ous Copies to be wicked: like thofe, that ynder hottea- 
dent zeale,would fer whole Realmes on fire,of fucham 
ture is his politike loue, |’ iz " 
This was my Lords befthope, now all are fled 
Saue onely the Gods, Now his Friendsare dead, iy 
Doores that were ne’re acquainted with theit Wards: 
Many abounteous yeere, muft beimploy’d 
Now to guard fure their Mafter : 
And thisisallaliberali courfeallowes,; __ 
Who cannot keepe his wealth, muft keep his 
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Enter Varro’s wean, meeting ethers. All Timsoms Credit 
wait for bis comming oft. Then enver Lecrns 
and Hortenfius. . 
. ' (ai As 
Var. man.W cll met,goodmorrow Titus & Hort 
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Tit. Thelike to youkinde Varro, 
Hort. Lucins what do we meet together? 
Laci. 1,and [think one bufineffe do’s command ysall. 
for mine is moncy. 
Tit. So is theirs,and outs. 
Enter Philotuz. 
Luci. And fir Philotus too, 
phil, Good day at once. 
Laci. Welcome good Brother. 
What do you thinke che houre? 
phil. Labouring for Nine. 
Laci. So much ? 
phil. Isnot my Lord feene yet? 
Laci. Notyes. 
Phil, 1 wonder.on’t,he was wont to fhine at feauen. 
Luci. 1, but the dayes are waxt fhorter with him : 
You mutt confider, that a Prodigall cousfe 
{slike the Sunnes, but not likehis recouerable, I feare : 
Tis deepeft Winter in Lord Timons purfe, that is: One 
may reach deepe enough, and yet finde littles 
Phil. 1am of your fearc, for that. 
Tit. Ue fhew you how tobferue a ftrange cuent : 
Your Lord fends now for Money ? 
Hort. Mott true,he doe’s. 
Tit. And he weares lewels now of Timons guift, 
For which I waite for money. 
Hort. Itis againft my heart. 
Luci. Marke how firange it fhowes, 
Timon in this, fhould pay more then he owes : 
And e’ne asif your Lord fhould weare rich Lewelss 
And fend for money for ‘em. 
Hort. me weary of this Charge, 
The Gods can witnefle : 
[know my Lord hach fpent of Timons wealch, 
And now Ingratitude, makes it worfe then ftealth. 
Varro. Yes,mine’s three thoufand Crownes: 
What's yours ? j 
Laci, Fiue thoufand mine, 
Varro. Tis much deepe,and it fhouldfeem by th’fum 
Your Matters confidence was aboue mine, 
- JElfe furely his had equall’d. 
Enter Flausinius, 
Tit. One of. Lord Timous men. 
Luc, Elaminius? Six, a word : Pray is my Lordreadie 
tocome forth ¢ 
Flam. No,indeed he isnot. 
Tit, Weattend his Lordfhip: pray fignifiefo much. 
Flam. Ineed not tell him that, he knowes you are too 
Enter StewardinaCloake, muffled. (diligent. 
Luci, Fla:is not that his Steward muffled fo? 
He goes away ina Clowd: Callhim,call him. 
Tit. Do youheare,fir? 
2Varro, By your leaue,fir. 
Stew, What doye aske.of me, my Friend. 
Tit. Wewaite for certaine Money heere, fir. 
Stew, 1, if Money were as certaine as your waiting, 
‘Twere fure enough, . 
Why then preferr’d you net your fummes and Billes 
When your falfe Matters eate of my Lords meat? 
Then they could fimile, and fawne vpon hisdebts, 
And take downe th’Intreft into their glute’nous. Mawes.) 
You do your felues but wrong,to ftirre me vp, 
Let me paffe quietly : 
Beleeue’t, my Lord and I haue made anend, 
Ihaue nomore to reckon, he to fpend, 
Lyci. J, but this anfwer will not ferue. 








Stew. Ifc’twillnot ferue, ‘tis not fo bafe as you, 
For you ferue Knaues. 

1. Varro. How? What does his cafheer'd Worfhip 
mutter ? : 

2.Varre, No matter what, ‘hee’s poore, and that’s re- 
uenge enough, Whocap fpeake broader, then hee that 
has no houfe to put hisheadin? Such may rayle againft 
great buildings. 

Enter Seruilius. 

Tit. Oh heere’s Seruilius : now wee fhall know fome 
anfwere. 

Sert. [fi might befeech you Gentlemen, to repayre 
fome other houre, I fhould deriue much from’s. For tak’r 
of my foule, my Lord leanes wondroufly to difcontent : 
His comfortable temper has forfeoke him,he’s much out 
of health, and keepes his Chamber. 

Luci, Many do keepe their Chambers, are not ficke: 
And if it be fo farre beyond his health, eee 
Mc thinkes he fhould the fooner pay his debts, 

And make acleere way to the Gods, 

Seruil, Good Gods. 

Titus. Wecannottake shis for anfwer, fir, 

Flaminins within, Serniliws helpe, my Lord, my Lord. 


Enter Timon in arage. 
Tim. What, are my dores oppos'd againft my paflage? 
Haue I bin ever free, and muftmy houle 
Be my retentiue Enemy ? My Gaole? 
The place which I have Featted, does itnow 
(Like all Mankinde) fhew me an Iron heart ? 
Lucs. Putinnow Titus. 
Jit. My Lord,heere is my Bill. 
Luci. Here’s mine. 
1.Var. And mine,my Lord, 
2Var. And ours,my Lord. 
Philo. All our Billes. 
Tim. Knockeme downe with’em, cleaue meeto the 
Girdle. 
Lac, Alas,my Lord. 
Tim. Cut my heart in fummes. 
Tit. Mine, fifty Talents. 
Tim. Tell out my bleod. 
Luc. Fiue thoufand Crownes, my Lord. 
Tim. Fiue thoufand drops payes that. 
What yours? and yours? “ 
1. are My Lord, 
2.Var. My Lord. 
Tim. Teare me, take me,and the Gods fall vpon you. 
" Exit Timon, 
Hort, Faith T perceiue our Mafters may throwe their 
caps at their money ,thefe debts may well be call’d defpe- 
rate ones, for a madman owes “em. Exeunt. 
; Enter Timon. ‘ 
Timon. They hauce'ene put my breath from mee the 
flaues, Creditors ? Diuels. 
Stew. My deere Lord. 
Tim. Whatifit fhould be fo? 
Stew. My Lord. 
Tim. \ehaueit fo, My Steward? 
Stew, Heere my Lord. 
Tim. So fitly? Go, bid all my Friends againe, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Semprowins Vilorxa: All, 
lle once more feaft the Rafcals, , 
Stew, O my Lord,you onely {peake from your diftra~ 
&ed foule ; there’s not fo much left to, furnith out amo- 
derate Table, 


Timon 


(ore trespenreessnnsns ene asp gf STOEL CTE ECTS DEST LC LE ET ATE ET LE LOL AO nO 










































































































































































$e 





Timon of eAthens. 
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Tim. Be itnotin thy care: 
Go I charge thee, inuite them all, letin the tide 






; with Attendants. 
x.Sen. My Lord, you haue my VOyce, too’t, 
| The faults Bloody: 
j Tis ueceffary he fhould dye: 
Nothing imboldens finne fo much,as Mercy 
2 Moft trues the Law thall bruife’em. 
“lc. Honorsheaith,and compafiion to the Senate, 
. 1 NowCaptaine. 
Alc, Laman humble Sutor to your Vertues 5 
For pitty is the vertue of the Law, 
And none but Tyrants vfe it cruelly, 
I pleafes time and Fortuneto lye eauie 
Vpon a Friend of mine, who in hot blood 
| Hath ftept into the Law: which is paft depth 
To thofe that (without heede) do plundge intoo’t. 
He is a Man (fetting his Fate afide)of comely Vertues, 
Nor did he foyle the faé with Cowardice, 
(And Honour in him,which buyes out his fault) 
But with a Noble Fury, and faire {pirir, 
Secing his Reputation touch’d co death, 
He did oppofe his Foe: 
And with iach fober and vanoted paffion 
He did behoouc his anger ere twas {pent, 
As if he haa but proud an Argument. 
| 1 Sex, Youvadergotoo firi& a Paradox, 
Striuing to make an ygly deed jooke faire: 
4 Your words haue tooke fuch paines, as if they labour'd 


| Vpon the head of Valour; which indecde 

Is Valour mif-begot, and came into the world, | 
When Sects, and Factions were newly borne. 
Hee’struly Valiant, that can wifely fuffer 

‘| The worft that man can breath, 

.} And make his Wrongs, his Out-fideg, 

_ || To weare themlike his Rayment, careleffely, 
And ne're preferre his iviuries'to his heart, 

| To bring ix into danger. 

If Wrongs be euilles, andinforce vs kill, ' 

| What Folly 'tis;to-hazard lifefor Hl. 
eAlci, My Lord. 3 

1.Sea, You cannot make groffe finnes looke cleare, 
'| To revenge is no Valour, but tobeate. 

- Alci. My Lords, then ynder faucur pardon me, 

. | T€Iipeakelikea Caprtaine. 

Why do fond men expofe themfelues to Barrell, 

And not endage all threats ? Sleepev pon’r, \ 

bAndles the Foes quictly cat their Throats 

}{ Withous repugaancy ¢ifthere be 

,| Such Valour in the bearing, what make wee 

| Abroad? Why then, Women ate more valiant 

{ That ftay at home, it Bearing carty it’: 

And the Affe, raore Capeaine then the Lyon? 

{| The fellow loaden with irons,wiferthen the Tudge? 

1 Tf Wifedome be infutering, Oh my Lords, 

| As you are great, be pitifully Good, 

| Who eaninot'condenme raflinefiein cold blood? 

Yo kill, I grant} is finnes extreameftt Gui, 

But in defence, by Mercy, tis mot ky | 

Tobe in Abper, is impieties 

Bue who is Man, that isner/Anorie. 

Weigh but the Crime with this, 


. 


Pere - cere 


Of Knauss once more: my Cooke and Ile pronide.Zxeunt 


Enter three Senators at one doore, Alcsbiades meeting them, 


' And flaine in fight many of your enemies 


His dayes are foule, and his drinke dangerous, 


‘To bring Man-flaughter into forme, and fet Quarrelling 


d Thacmakes the Senate vely. 


»Tis Honour with moft Lands to be at ods, 


2.Ses, You breath in vaine, 
Alsi, In vaine 2 . 
His ferwice done at Lacedemon,and Bi 
Wete a fufficient bribes for his life, 
i What’s that? 
Ale. Why fay my Lords ha’s done fai 


zantium, 


re fetuice, 
How full of valour did he beare himfelfe 
In the laft Confli&t,and made plenteous wounds? 
2 Hehas made too much plenty with him ; 

He’s a fworne Riotor, hehasa finne 

That often drownes him,and takes his valout prifoner, 
If there were no Foes, that wereenoy h ; 
To ouercomehim. In that Beaftly furie, 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages, 
And cherrith FaGtions. *Tis inferr’dto vs, 







1 Hedyes, 

Alci, Hard fate: he might haue dyed in warre, 
My Lords, ifnot for any partsin him, 
Though his right arme might purchafe his owne time 
And bein debt tonone: yet more to moue you, é 
Take my defertsto his, andioyne’emboth, 
And for I know, your reuerend Ages loue Security, 
Ile pawne my Victories, all my Honour to you 
Vpon his good returnes, 

If by this Crime, he owes the Law his life, 
Why let the Warre receiue’t in valiant gore, 
For Law is Rri@, and Warreis nothing more, 

1 Weare for Law, he dyes, vrge it nomore 
On height of our difpleafure: Friend, or Brother) 
He forfeits his owne blood, that {pilles another 

Alc, Mutt it befo? It muft aot bee: 

My Lords, Fdobefeech youknow mee. 

2 How? 

Alc. Caltme to your remembrances, 

3 What. 

Alc. I cannot thinke but your Age has forgotme, 
It could notetfe be, I fhould proue fo bace, 
To fue and be.deny’de fach commen Grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 

1 Do you dare ous anger ? 

Tis in few words, bur fpacious in effet: 
We banifi thee for ever, 

Ale, Banith me? 

Bavifh your dotage, banith viurie, 







1 Ifafter'two dayes fhine, Achens containe thee, 
Attend ous waightier Iudgement. 
And not to {weil our Spirir, 
He thall be executed'prefently, Esti) 

Alc, Now the Gods keepe you old enough, 
Thatyoumayliue 
Onely in bone, chat none may looke on you, 
I'm worfe then mad : I haue kept backe their Foes 
While they haue told their Money, and let out 
Their Coine vpon large intereft. I my felfe, 
Rich onely in large hurts, All thofe,for this? 
Is this the Balfome, thatthe vfuring Senat 
Powresinto Captaines wounds? Banifhment. 
[t comes not ill + [hate not to be banifht, 

Icis a caufe worthy my Spleene and Furie, 
That I may ftrike at Athens, Ile cheere vp 
My difcontented Tropes, and lay for hearts; 


Souldicrs fhould brooke as little wrongs as Gode. etl 


Timonof Athens. 


Enter diners Friends at fenerall doores, 


1 The good time of day to you, fir. 

2 Lalfo with it to you : Ithinke this Honorable Lord 
did but try vsthis other day. 

1 Vponthat were my thoughts tyring when wee en- 
countred. I hope itis not fo low with him as he made it 
feeme in the triall of his feuerall Friends. 

2 Itfhould not be, by the perfwafion ofhis new Fea- 
fing. 

I fhould thinke fo. Heshath fent nee an earneft in- 
yiting, which many my neereoccafions did vrge mee to 
put of : burhehath coniur’d mee beyond them, and I 
muft needs appeare. 

2 Inlikemanner was in debt tomy impertunat bu- 
fineffe, but he would not hearemy excufe. I am forrie, 
whenhe fentto borrow ofmee, thatmy Prouifion was 
out. 

t lam ficke of that greefe too,as I ynderftand how all 
things go. c 

2 Euery man heares fo : what wou!d hee haue borro- 
wed of you? 

1 Athoufand Peeces. 

2 Athoufand Peeces? 

1 What of you? 

2 Hefentto me fir————Heere he comes. 


Enter Timon and e4ttendants. 

Tim. With all my heart Gentlemen both: and how 
fare you? 

1 Euer at the beft,hearing well of your Lordthip, 

2 The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, 
then we your Lordfhip, / 

Tim. Nor more willingly leaues Winter, fuch Sum- 

mer Birds aremen, Gentlemen, our dinner will nor re- 
compence this long ftay: Keaft your eares with the Mu- 
ficke awhile: If they will fare fo harfhly o’th’Trumpets 
found : we fhall too’t prefently, 

1 Thopeit remaines not vnkindely with your Lord- 

thip, that I recurn’d you an empty Meffenger. 
_ Tim. O fir, levi not trouble you, 

2 My.Noble Lord, 

Tim. Ab my good Friend,what cheere? 

The Banket brexght in, 

2 My moft Honorable Lord, ] am e’ne fick ot fhame, 
‘that when your Lordthip this other day fentto me, I was 
fovnfortunate a Beggar. 

Tim. Thinke not on’, fir. 

2 Ifyouhad fent but two houres before. 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance, 

Come bring in all together. 
2 All couer’d Difhes, 

1 Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 

3 Doubt notthat,if money and the feafon can yeild is 

1 How do you? What’s the’newes ? 

3 Alcibiades is banifh’d sheare you of it? 

Both. Alcibiades banith’d? 

3 Tis fo, be {ure of it, 

1 How? Howg 

2 I pray you vpon what? 

Tim, My worthy Friends, will you draw neere ? 

3 He tell you more anon.Here’s a Noble feat toward 

2 This is the old man till, 

3 Wilthold? Wilt hold? 

2 It do's: but time will,and{o, 
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3 Idoconceyue. . 

Tim, Each manto his ftoole, with that {purreas hee 
would to the lip of his Miftris : your dyet hall beein all 
placesalike, Make not a Citie Feaft of it,to let the meat, 
coole, ere we can agree vpon the firft place, Sit,fit. 
The Gods require our Thankes. a cae 

You great Bencfattors, fprinkle our Society. with Thanke- 
fulneffe. For your ovone guifts, make your felues prais'd : But 
referue frill to gine, leaft yonr Deities be defpifed. Lend to each 
man enough, that one neede not lend to another. For were OKT 
Godheads to borrow of men, men would for fake the Gods. Make 
the Meate be beloued, more thew the Man that fines it.. Let 
no Affembly of Twenty, be without a {core of Villaives. Ef there 
Sit twelue Women at the Table, let a dozen of thene bee as they’ 
ave. The reft of your Fees,O Gods, the Senators of Athens,. 
together with the common legge of People, what is amiffe in 
them, you Gods, make futeable for deftruttion. For thefe my 
prefent Friends, as they are to mee nothing, fo in nothing blefle 
them, and to nothing are they welcome. 
Vacouer Dogges, and lap. 

Some {peake, What do’s his Lordfhip meane ? 

Some other. 1knownot, , 5 

Timon. May you a better Feaft neuer behold . 
You knot of Mouth-Friends: Smoke, & lukewarm water 
Is your perfection. This is T#mons latt, ne 
Who ftucke and fpangled you with Flarteries, 

Wathes it off, and fprinkles in your faces 

Your reeking villany, Live loath’d, and long 

Moff {miling, fmooth, derefted Parafites, 
Curteous Deftroyers, affable Wolues, mecke Beares:’ 
You Fooles of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Times Flyes, 
Cap and knee-Slaues, vapours, and Minute lackes. 
Of Man and Beaft, the infinite Maladie 

Cruft you quite o’re. What da’ft thou go? 

Soft, take thy Phyficke firft ; thou too,and thou: 
Stay I will lend thee money, borrow none. 
What? Allin Motion? Henceforth be no Featt, 
Whereat a Villaine’s not a welcome Gueft. 

Burne houfe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be 
Of Timon Man, and all Humanity. Exit 
Enter the Senators with other Lords, 


x Hownow, my Lords ? 

2 Know you rhe quality of Lord Timmons fury > 

3 Pufh,did you fee my Cap? 

4 Ihaue loft my Gowne. 

1 He’s bur a mad Lord, & nought but humors fwaies 
him, Hegaueme a Iewell th’other day, and new hee has 
beate it out of my har 
Did you fee my Iewell? 

2 Did you feemy Cap, 

3 Heere’tis, 

4 Heerelyesmy Gowne. 

1 Let's makenoftay. 

2 Lord Timonsmad. | 

3 I feel’t vpon my bones, 

4 One day he giues ys Diamonds,next day Rones, 

Excunt the Senators. 


Exter Tinson, 


Tim. Let me looke backe ypon thee, Othou Wall | 
That girdles in thofe Wolues, diue in che earth, 


‘And fence not Athens, Matrons, turne incontinent, 
‘Obedience fayle in Children: Slaues andFooles 
r SCAN SE _.. Plucke 
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| And minifter in their feeds, to generall Filthes. 
‘Conuert o th’Inftant greene Virginity, 

| Doo’t in your Parents eyes. Bankrupts,hold fat 
‘VRather then render backe; out with your Kniues, 


| Large-handed Robbers your graue Mafters are, 

‘| And pill by Law. Maide, to thy Mafters bed, 

| Thy Miftrisis o’th Brothell, Some of fixteen, 
‘Plucke the lyn’d Crutch from thy old hmping Sire, 

‘| With it, beate out his Braines, Piety,and Feare, 

‘| Religion to the Gods, Peace, Iuftice, Truth, 

|| Domefticke awe, Night-reft, and Nei ghbour-hood, 
J Inftrution, Manners, Myfteries,and Trades, 

| Degrees, Obferuances, Cultomes, and Lawes, 
‘Decline co your confounding contraries. 

] And yet Confufion liue ; Plagues incident to men, 

| Your potent and infectious Feauors,heape 

On Athens ripe for ftroke. Thou-cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may halt 
Aslamely as their Manners. Luft,and-Libertie 

| Creepein the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth, 
That ’gainft the ftreame of Vertue they may ftrine, 
| And drowne themfelues in Riot, Itches,Blaines, 
| Soweallth’Athenian bofomes, and their crop 

| Be generall Leprofie : Breath, infect breath, 

| That their Society (as their Friendfhip) may 

| Be merely poyfon. Nothing Ile beare fromthee 

| But nakedneffe, chou deteftable Town:, 

| Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes + 


Th’vokindeft Beaft, more kinder then Mankinde, 

| The Gods confound (heare me you good Geds all) 
Th’Achenians both within and out that Wall : 

| And grauntas Timex growes, his hate may grow 

| To the whole race of Mankinde, high and low. 

| Amen. — 


Enter Steward with two or three Seruantse 


| x Heare you M.Scteward,where’s our Mafte:? 
| Are we vndone, caft off, nothing remaining? 


| Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods, 
{lamas pocreasyou. | | 

} «& SuchaHoufe broke? 

4 So Noblea Matter falne, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the arme, ° 
1 And goalong with him. 

1 2 Aswedoturneourbackes _ 
} From our Companion, throwne into his graue, 
So his Familiars to his buried Forcunes 

‘ 1Slinke all away, leaue their falfe vowes with him 
Like empty purfes pickt; and his paore felfe 

A dedicated Begyar tothe Ayre, 

Wich his difeafe,of all fhunn’d pouerty, 


——— 


sat »),  Enrer other Seruants, 
Stew. All broken Implements of a ruin’d houfe, 
3 Yet do ourhearts weare Timons Livery, 
That fee] by our Faces: weare-Fellowes ftill, 
Serving alike in forrow: Leak’d is our Barke, 
‘And, we pooreMates,fand on the dying Decke, 


Hearing the Susges threat; we muftall pare... 

Unto thisSeaof Ayre. coor. eons! 

_ Stew. GeodFellowes al, 
52519 nee 


Walkes like contempt alone, More of our Fellowes, 


Tinton of Athens. 


Plucke the graue wrinkled Senate fromthe Bench, ) 


| And cut yout Trufters throates. Bound Seruants, feale 


! 


Tinson will to the Woods, where he fhall finde, ~~ 


Exit, 


Stew, Alack my Fellowes,what fhould I fay to you? 





|} Will lugge your Priefts and Seruants from your ere 
»{{ Plucke ftour mens pillowes from below theis hea Ae | 


The lateft of my wealth Ile fhare amono'tvoy = 
Where ever we fhall mecte, for sate iP a 
Let's yet be Fellowes, Let's thake our heads and, 
As *twere a Knell ynto our Matters Fortunes per | 
Wehaue fegne betrer dayes. Let each take faba 
Nay put out all your hands : Not one word ; 
Thus part we richin forrow, parting poore, 
Embrace and part fenerall mayes 
Oh the fierce wretchedneffe that Glory brings vs! 
Who would not wifh to be from wealth exem y 
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt? die 
Who would be fo mock’d with Glory,or to ling 
Butina Dreame of Friendthip, 
To haue his pompe, and all what ftate compounds 
| Bot aie painted like his varnifht Priends ; : 
Poore honeft Lord, brought lowe by his 0 
Vndone by Goodneffe : eis ruthie teed at 
When mans worft finne is, He do’s too much Good 
Who then dares to be halfe fo kinde agen? | 
For Bounty that makes Gods, do till marre Men: 
My deereft Lord, bleft to be moft accurft, 
Rich onely to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes 
Are made thy cheefe Afflictions. Alas (kinde Lord) 
Hee’s flung in Rage from this ingracefull Seate 
Of monftrous Friends : . 
Nor ha’s he with him to fupply his life, 
Or that which can command its 
Ile follow and enquire him our. 
Ile euer ferue his minde, with my bef will, 
Whilft I haue Gold, Ie be his Steward fill, 


More, : 


Exit, 
Enter Timon in the woods. 


Tim. O bleffed breeding Sun, draw from the earth . 
Rotren huapidity : below thy Sifters Orbe 
infeéttheayre. Twin’d Brothers of one wombe, 
Whofe procreation, refidence, and birth, 

Scarfeis diuidare; touch them with feuerall fortunes, 
The greater fcornes theleffer, Not Nature 

(To whomall fores lay fiege) can beare great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 

Raife me this Begger,and deny’t that Lord, 

The Senators fhall beare contempt Hereditary,’ 
The Begeer Native Honor. 

I: is the Paftour Lards, the Brothers fides, 

The want that makes him leaue: who dares? who dares 
In puritie of Manhood {tand vpright 
And fay, this mans a Flatterer. if one be, 
Soare they all : for euerie grize of Fortune 

Is fmooth'd by that below. The Learned pate 
Duckesto theGoldenFoole. All’s obliquic: 
There ’snothing leuell in our curfed Natures 
Bot direét villanie, Therefore beabhorr’d, 
All Feafts, Societies and Throngs of men. 
His femblable, yea himfelfe Timon difdaines, 
Deftruétion phang mankinde ; Earth yeeld me Roores, | 
Who feekes for betcer of thee, fawce his pallate 
With thy moft operant Poyfon. What is heere? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering,precious Gold? 

No Gods, I am noidle Votarift, ide 
Roots you cleere Heauens, Thus much of this will make 
Blacke, white; fowle, faire; wrong, rights 
Bafe, Nobles Old; young ; Coward,valiant. bis 
a you Gods | why this? what chis, you Gods P why this 







Limon of eA thens. 


This yellow Slaue, 

Will knit and breake Religions, bleffe ch ‘accurft, 

Make thehoare Leprofie ador’d, place Theeucs, 

And give them Title, knee,and approbation 

With Senators on the Bench: Thisis ic 

That makes the wappen'd Widdow wed againe; 
Shee, whom the Spittle-houfe, and vicerous fores, 
Would cathe gorge at. This Embalmesand Spices 
To’ch’Aprill day againe. Come damn'd Earth, 

Thou common whore of Mankinde, that puttes oddes 
Among the rout of Nations, | { will make thee 

Dothy right Nature, Afarce afarre off. 
Ha? A Drumme ? Th’are quic ke, 

But yet lie bury thee: Thou'c go (trong T heefe) 
When Gowry keepers of thee cannot ftand: 

Nay ftay thou out for carneft. 


Enter Alcibiades with Drumme and Fife in warlike matener, 
and Phryniaand Zimandya, 


Alc. What art thou there ? fpeake. 

Tim, ABeaftasthouart. The Canker guaw thy hart 
For fhewing me againe the cyes of Man. 

| Ale. Wohatis thy name? Is man fo hatefull to: thee; 
Thar art chy felfe a Man ¢ 

Tim. 1am 24ifaniropos, and hace Mankindee 
Forthy part, I do with chou wertadogge, 

That I might loue thee fomething, 

Alé. Vknow thee wells 
Butin chy Fortunes am volearn’d, and ftrange. 

Tim. know thee too, and more then that I know thee 
Inot defireto know. Follow thy Drummie, 

With mans blood paint the ground Gules,Gules : 
Religious. Cannons, civill Lawes are cruell, 

Then what fhould warre be? This fell whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deftruction then thy Sword, 

Por all her Cherubin looke. 

- Phriz. Thy lips rot off. 

Tim, J willnot kiffe thee, then the rot returnes 
Tothine owne lippes againe, 

Alc. How came the Noble Tinson to this change? ? 

Tim. As the Moone do’s, by wanting light to giue: 
But then renew I could not like the Moone, 

There were no Sunnes to borrow of, 

Alc. Noble rimon, what friendfhip may I do thee ? 

Tim, None,but to maintaine my opinion, 

Alc. What is it Tinton? 

Tim. Promife me Friendfhip,but peiforme none, 
Ifthou wilt not promife,the Gods plague thee, for thou 
artaman: ifthoudo'ft performe, confound thce, for 
thou arta man, 

Ale, Thaue heard in fome fort of thy Miferies. 

Tim, Thou faw’f them when I had profperitie. 

4c, Ufeethem now, then was a bleffed time, 

Tim. As thine is now,held with a brace of Harlozs, 

Tamas. Is this th’ Athenian Minion, whom the werld 
Voie'd foregardfully ? 

Tis, Artthou Timsandra? Timan. Yes. 

Tim.Be a whore fill, they loue thee not that vie thee, 
giue them difeafes, leauing with thee their Luft. Make 
vie of thy fale houres, feafon the flaues for Tubbes and 
Bathes » bring ee Rofe-cheeke youth tothe Fubfaft, 
and the Diet, 

Timas, Hang thee Monfter. 

Alc. Pardon him {weet Timandra for his wits 

Ate drown’d and loft in his Calamizies. 
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, Thaue bur little Gold of late, braue Timon, 
| The want whereof, doth dayly make seuolt 
In.my penurious Band. I haue heard and greeu’d 
| u ow curled Athens, mindeleffe of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neig hbour fates 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod vpon them. 
Tim. I prythee bearethy Drum,and get thee gone. 
Alc. Lam thy Friend, and pitty thee deere Timon. 
Tim. How doeft thou pitty him whom } doft troble, 
Thad rather be alone, 
Alc. whe fare thee well : 
Heereis fome G old for thee. 
Tim, Keepe it, Icannot eate. it. 
Alc. When Ihaue laid proud Athens on a heape. 
Tim. Warr'tt chou ’gaiaft Athens. 
Alc. 1 Fimon,andhaue caufe, 
Tim. The Gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And thee after, when thou haft Conquer d. 
Ale, Why me, Timon? 
Tim, That by killing of Villaines 
Thou was’t borne to conquer my Country. 
Put vp thy Gold, Goon,heeres Gold, goon; 
Beasa Planetary plague, when Jove 
Willo’re fome high-Vic’d City, hang his a 
In the ficke ayre : :letnot thy {word skip one: 
Pitty not honoar’d-A ge for his white Beard, 
Heisan Vfurer, Strike me the counterfec Matron, 
It is her habite onely, chat is honeft, 
Her felfe’s a Bawd. Letnotthe Virgins cheeke 
Make foft chy trenchant Sword : for thofe Milke pappes 
That chrough the window Barne bore at mens eyes, 
Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 
But fet them down horrible Traitors.Spare not the Babe: 
Whole dimpled {miles from Fooles exhauft their mercy; 
Thinke it a Baftard,whom the Oracle 
Hath doubrfully pronouneed, the throat fhall cut, 
And mince it fans remorfes Sweare againft Obiees, 
Put Armour on thine eares,and on thine eyes, 
Whofe proofe, nor yels of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding, 
Shall pierce aict. There’s Gold to pay thy Souldiers, 
Make large confufion : and thy fury {pent, 
Confounded be thy felfe. Speake not, be gone. 
Alc. Haft thou Gold yer, He take che Gold thou gi- 
ueft me, not all chy Counfell. 
Tim. Doft thou or doft thou not, Heauens curfe vpon 
thee. 
Both, Giue vs fome Gald good Timon hay more? 
Tim, Enoughto makea Whore forfweare her Trade, 
Andto make Whores, a Bawd. Hold vp you Sluts 
Your Aprons mountant; you are not Orhable, 
Although I know you ‘l (weare, terribly fweare 
Inco ftrong fhudders, and to heavenly Agues 
Th'immortall Gods that heare you.Spare your Oathes : 
Ie truft to your Conditions, be whores (till. 
And he whofe pious breath feekes to conuert you, 
Be trong in Whore, allure him, burne him vp, 
Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoke, 
And be no tuine-coats: yet may your paines fix months 
Be quitecontrary, And Thatch 
Your poore thin Roofes with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang’d) no matter: 
Weare them, betray withthem; Whore fill, 
Paint till ahorfe may myre Vpon your faces 
A pox of wrinkles, 
Both, Well,more Gold, what then? 


hh 2. Beleeve’r 





































































































































































































1 Of him, that his particular toforefce 
| Smels from the general weale. Make curld’pate Rufians 
1 And let the ynfcart’d Bray getts ofthe Warre 


: 
3 


Should yet be hungry : Common Mother, thou 
P’Whofe wombe vnmeattireable, and infinite breit 
'/'Teemes and feeds all : whofe felfefame Mettle 
| Whereof thy proud Childe (arrogant man)is puft, 
| Engenders the blacke Toad, and Adder blew, 


Th 


Beleeue’t that wee'l do any thing for Geld. 
Tim. Confumptions fowe © ri 
In hollow bones of man, ftrike their fharpe fhinnes, 


| And marre mens {purring. Cracke the Lawyers voyce, 
That he may never more falfe Title pleade, 
| Nor found his Quillets fhrilly : Hoare t 


he Flamen, 
Thar feold’f again{t the quality of flefh, : 


1 And notbelecues himfelfe. Downe withthe Nofe, 


Downe with it flat, cake che Bridge quite away 


Deriue fome paine from you. Plagucall, . 
That your Activity may defeate and quell 


| The fourfe of all Erection. There’s more Gold, 
| Do you damne others, and let this damne you, 


And ditches graue you all. 
Borh, More counfell with more Money, bounteous 


| Timon. 


‘Tim. More whore, more Mifcheefe firft, I haue gi- 


| ven you carneft. 


Alc, Strike vp the Drum towardes Athens, farewell 
Timon ifI thrive well, He vifitthee againe. 
_ Tim. TfThope well, lle neuer fee thee more, 
Alc, Ineuer did thee harme. 
Tim. Yes, thou fpok’{t well of me. 
Alc.’ Calf thou that harme? 
Tim. Mendayly finde it, Get thee away, | 
And take thy Beagles with thee, . 
“* Alc. We but offend him, frike, Exeunt, 
Tim. That Nature being ficke of mans vnkindneffe — } 


| 


The gilded Newt, and eyeleffe venom'’d Worme, 
With all ch’abhorred Births below Crifpe Heaueny 
Whereon Ayperions quickning fire doth fhine: 


‘| Yeeld him, who all the hamane Sonnes do hate, 


From foorth thy plenteous bofome, one poore roote : 
Enfeare thy Fertileand Conceptious wombe, 
Let it no more bring out ingratefull man. 


_| Goe great with Tygers, Dragons, Wolues, and Beares, 

'| Teeme with new Montters, whom thy vpward face 

:{ Hath tothe Marbled Manfion all aboue 

i} Neuer prefented. O,a Root, dearethankes: 
i we vp thy Marrowes, Vines,and Plough-torne Leas, } 


jereof ingratefull man with Licourifh draughts’ } 
And Morfels Vnctious, preafes his pure minde, j 
x —_— 


‘1 That from it all Confideration flippes _—_— 


Enter Apemantus, 


}}Morermoan? Plague,plague. 


epe. 1 was direéted hither. Men report, 
ou dof affe& my Manners,and doft vfethem. 
Tim. ‘Tis then, secaule thou doft not keepea dogge 


‘| Whom] would imitate, Confumption catch thee. 


_sApe. Thisisin thee a Nature but infe&ed, 
A poore vamanly Melancholly fprun 


‘| From change of future. Why this Spade? this place ? 


This Slaue-like Habir, and thefe lookes of Care ? 
‘Thy Flatterers yet weare Silke, drinke Wine,lye foft, 


| Hugge their difeas’d Perfumes,and haue forgot 
A Thar euer 77708 was. Shame not thefe Woods, 


By. purcing on the cunning of a Carper. 
Bg thoua Flateerer now, and feeke to thrive 


- Tyas 








'| That the bleake ayre, 


] They neuer flatter’d thee. What haft thou given ¢ 









\- By that which ha’s yndone thee s hind 
And lethis yery breath whotn thou'lr ede nah 
Blow off thy Cap = praife his moft vicious ft 

| And call it excellent : thou waft told thus « | 

Thou gau’ft thine cares (like Tapfters, that Badieanaiy 

To Knaues,and all approachers :°Tis mon iuft | 

That thou turné Rafcall, had’ft thou wealth 4 gine 

Rafcals fhould haue’t. Do notaffume my hieeaans a 

| Tim, Were tlike thee, Pde throw aveay nent | 

aad W away my {elfe, 
Ape. Thouhaft caft away thy felfe,being like thy ciel 

A Madman fo long, now a Foole: what think’@ ae 

thy boyfterous Chambetlaine 

Will put thy fhire on warme ? Will thefe moyhtT 

| That haue out-liu’d the Eagle, page thy Bedi vn 

| And skip when thou poinr'ft out? Will the cold bid 
Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning tafte 

To cure thy o’re-nights farfet ? Call the Cre 
Whofe naked Natures live in all the {pight 
Of wrekefull Heanen, whofe bare vnhoufed Trunkes; 
To the conflicting Elements expos’d : 
Anfwer meere Nature : bid them flatter thee, _ 
O thou fhalt finde. 
Tim, AFoole of thee: depart. 
‘Ape. Tloue thee better now, then ere I] did, 
Tim. Lharethee worfe, 
Ape. Why? 
Tim, Thou flatter’ft mifery. 
Ape. 1 flatter nor, butfay thou arta Cayriffe, |. | 
Tim. Why do’ft thou fecke me out? tus 
Ape. Tovexthee. 
Tim. Alwayes a Villaines Office, ora Fooles,’ 
Doft pleafe thy felfe in’t ? 
Ape. I, 
Tim, What,aKnauetoo? — . 
Ape. If thou did’ft put chis fowre cold habit on 
To caftigate thy pride, twere well: butchou 
Doftic enforcedly : Thou'dft Courter be againe - 
Wert thou not Beggar : willing mifery 
Out-liues: incertaine pompe, is crown'd before: 
The one is filling ftill, neuer compleat: 
‘The other, at high with :beft (tate Contentleffe, 
Hath a diftracted and moft wretched being, 
Worfe then the worft,Content, 

| Thou thould’ft defire to dye,Being miferable. 

Tim. Not by his breath,thatis more miferable. 
Thou art aSlaue,whom Fortunes tender arme 
With favour neuer clafpt ; but bred’a Dogge, 
Had?ft thou like ys from our firft fwath proceeded, 
The fweet degrees thar this breefe world affords, | 
To fuch as may the paffiue drugges of it 
Freely command ’ft : chou would’ft haue plung’d thy f¢ 
In.generall Riot, melted downe thy youth | 
In different beds of Luft, and neuer learn’d 
TheIcie precepts of refpect, but followed 
The Sugred game before thee. Bur my felfe, 
Who had the world as my Confe@tionarie, 
The mouthes, the congues, the eyes,and hearts of men | 
At duty more then I could frame employment; 
That numberleffe vpon me ftucke, as leaves | 
Do on the Oake, haue with one Winters brufh 
Feli from their boughes, and leftmeopen,bare, 
For euery ftorme that blowes. I to beare this, 
That neuer knew but better, is fome burthen: 
Thy Nature, did commence in fufferance, Time 
Hath made thee hard in’r, W hy fhould’ft y hate Men? 


Taine, 


— 


atures, ° 


f 





ffchoa wile curle ; thy Father (thac poorerag ge) 
Mutt be thy fubie& 5 who in fpight put ftuffe 
To fome fhee-Begger, and compounded thee 
poore Rogue, hereditary. Hence, be gone, 
if thou hadft not bene borne the worft of men, 
Thou hadft bene a Knaue and Flacceser. 
Ape, Axt thou proud yet? 
Tim, J, that] am notthee. 
Ape. 1, shat I wasno Prodigal. 
Tim. J, that | am one now. 
Wereall the wealth I haue fhut vp in thee, 
| Pld gine chee leaue to hang it. Get thee gone s 
That the whole life of Athens were in this, 
Thus would I cate it, : 

Ape. Heere, I will mend thy Feaft. 

Tim, Firtt mend thy company, take away thy {elfe, 

Ape, Sol fhall mend mine owne, by th’lacke of thine 

Tim, °Tis not well mended fy, ic is but borche; 

Hfnot, I would ir were. 

Ape. What would’ft thou haue to Athens ? 

Tin. Thee chicher in a whirlewind ;: ifthou wilt, 
Tellthem there | haue Gold ,looke,fo I haue. 

Ape. Heere isno vfe for Gold. 

Tim. The beft, and trueft : 

For heere ix fleepes, and do's no hyred harme. 

Ape. Where lyeft anights Timon ? 

Tim, Vuder that’s aboue me. 

Where feed’(t chou a-dayes eApemantis ? 

Ape, Where my ftomacke findes meate, or rather 
where I cate it. 

Tim. Would poyfon were obedient, & knew my mind 

Ape. Where would’ft thou fend it ? 

Tim, To fawce thy difhes. 

Ape. The middle of Humanity thou neuer kneweft, 
but the extremitie of both ends. When thou walt in thy 
Gilt, and thy Perfume, they mock thee for too much 
Curiofitie: in thy Ragges thou know’ft none,but art de- 
fis'd forthe contrary, There’s a medlet for thee,eatc it. 

Tins, On what Ihate,I feed not. 

Ape, Do’ft hate a Medler? 

Tim. I,though it looke like thee. 

pe. And th’hadft hated Medilers fooner, } fhould’R 
haue loued chy felfe betternow. What man didd’t thou 
euer know vnehrift, thac was belowed after his meanesy 

Tis. Who without thofe meanes thou talk ft of did 
thou euer know belou’d ? 

Ape. My felfe. 

Tim. Lvnderftand thee : thou had’ft (ome meanes to 
keepe a Dogge. 

Apem. Whatthingsinthe world canftthou neereft 
compare to thy Flatterers ? 

Tim, Womenneereft, burmen: men are the things 
themfelues. What would’ft thon do with the world 4- 
pemantus, ificlay inthy power? 

Ape. Giueit the Beafts, co be rid of the men. 

Tims. Would’tt thou haue thy felfe fall inthe confu- 
fion ofmen, and remaine a Beaft with the Beafts, 

Ape. 1 Timon, os 

Tim. A beaftly Ambition,which the Goddes graunt 
thee t’attaineto, Ifthou wertthe Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee : ifthou wert the Lambe, the Foxe would 
tate thee: ifthou wertthe Fox, the Lion would fufpe& 
thee, when peraduenture thou wert accus’d by the Affe: 
Ifthou wert the Affe, thy dulneffe would torment thee ; 

pand Rill chou lin’dit but as. a Breakefatt tothe Wolfe. If 
tou wert the Wolfe, thy greedinefle would afflict thee, 
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&.oft thou fhould’ft hazard thy life for thy dinner. Wert} H 
thouthe Vnicorne, prideand wrath would confound | 
thee, and make thine owne felfe the conqueft of chy fury. | 
Wert chou a Beare, thou would’ft be kill'd by the Horfe: 
wert thou a Horfe, thou woula’tt be feaz'd by the Leo- 
pard ; wert thou a Leopard, thou wert Germane to the 
Lion, and the {pottes of thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy | 
life. All thy fafety were remotion, and thy defence ab- 
fence, What Beaft could’ft thou bee, that were not fub- 
ie&ttoaBeaft : and what a Beaft artthou already, thar 
feeft not thy loffe in transformation. 

Ape. If thou could’ft pleafe me 
With {peaking to me,thou might’tt 
Haue bit ypon itheere. 
The Commonwealth of Athens,is become 
A Forreft of Beafts. : 

Jim, Howha’s the Affe broke the wall, that thou art 
out of the Citie. 

Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter: 
The plague of Company light vpon thee: 
1 will feare to catch it, and giue way, 
When I know not what elfetodo, 
Ile fee thee againe. 

Tim. When thereis nothing liuing but thee, 
Thou fhalt be welcome. 
Thad rather bea Beggers Dogee, 
Then Apemantus. 

Ape. Thouart the Cap 
Of ali the Fooles aliue. 

Tim, Would chou wert cleane enough 
To {pit vpon, 

Ape. Aplague on thee, 
Thou art too bad to curfes 

Tim. All Villaines 
That do ftand by thee, are pure. 

Ape. Thereis no Leprofie, 
But what thou fpeak’ft. 

Tis. 1f Il name thee, [le beate thees 
But i fhould infe& my hands, 

Ape. would my tongue 
Could roe themoff. 

Tim. Away thou iffue of a mangie dogge, 
Choller does kill me, 
Thatthou art aliue, I (woond to fee chee, 

Ape. Would thou would’ft burft. » 

Tim. Away thou tedious Rogue, I am forry I thall 
lofea ftone by thees t 

Ape. Beatt, 

Tim. Slaue, 

Ape. Toad, 

Tim. Rogue,Rogue,Rogue. 
Tam ficke of this falfe world,and will loue noughe 
But even the meere necefficies vpont: 
Then Timon prefently prepare thy grauc : 
Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beate 
Thy graue ftone dayly make thine Epitaph, — 
That death in me, at others liues may laugh. 
O thou fweete King-killer, and deare diuorce 
Twixe naturall Suane and fire; thou bright defiler 
of Himseas pureft bed, thou valiant Mars, 
Thou euer, yong, freth, loued,and delicate wooer, 
Whofe blufh doth thawe the cenfecrated Snow 
That lyes on Dians lap. 
Thou vifibleGod, 
That fouldreft clofe Impoffibilities, ' 
And mak’ft them kiffe; that {peak’A with euerie To gre . 
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Timon of Athens. 












To euerie purpofe :O thou touch of hearts, 
Thinke thy flaue-man rebels, and by thy vertue 
et them into confounding oddes, that Beafts 
May haue the world in Empire. 

Ape, Would ’twere fo, 
But nor-till lam dead. Me fay th’haft Gold: 
Thou wilt be throng’d too fhortly. 

Tim, Throng’d too? 

Ape. I. 

Tim. Thy backeI prythee, 

Ape. Liue, and loue thy mifery, 

Tim, Long liue fo,and fo dye. Iam quit. 
Ape. Mo things like men, 
Eate Tiseou, and abhorre then, 





Exit Apeman. 
Enter the Bandetti. 


1 Where fhould he haue this Gold ? Iris fome poore 
Fragment, fome flender Ort of his remainder : themeere 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friendes, droue 
him intothis Melancholly. 

2 Itisnois’d 
He hath amaffe of Treafure. 

Let ys make the affay vpon him,ifhe care not foi’e, 
he will fupply vs eafily : ifhe couctoufly referucit, how 
fhall’s get it? 42 

2 True: forhe beares it not about him: 

Tis hid. : 

1 Ishotthishee? 

All, Where? 

2 ‘Tishis defcription. 

3 He? Iknow him. 

All. Saue thee Timox, 

Tim. Now Theeues, 
All, Soldiers,not Theeues. 
Tim. Both too,and womens Sonnes. 

All, We are not Theeues, but men 
That much do want. - 

Tim. Your greateft want is,you want much of meat: 
Why fhould you want ? Behold,the Earth hath Rootes: 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Spricgs: 

The Oakes beare Maft, the Briars Scarlet Heps, 
The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each bufh, 
Layes her full Mefte before you. Want? why Want? 

1 We cannot liue on Graffe,on Berries, Water, 
As Beafts,and Birds, and Fifhes. 

Ti. Nor onthe Beafts themfelues,the Birds & Fifhes, 
‘| You muff eate men. Yet thankes I muft youcon, 

That you are Theeues profeft: that you worke not 

in holier fhapes : For there is boundleffe Theft 
inlimited Profeffions. Rafcall Theeues 

Heere’s Gold. Go, fucke the fubtle blood o’th’Grape, 
Till the high Feauor feeth your blood to froth, 

And fo feape hanging. Truft not the Phyfitian,' 

His Ant. dotes are poyfon, and he flayes 

Moethenyou Rob: Take wealth, and liues together, 
Do Villaine do, fince you proteft to doo’t. 

Like Workemen, le example you with Theeuery : 
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his yreat attraction 
Robbes the vafte Sea. The Moones an arrant Theefe, 
And her pale fire, ise {natches ftom the Sunne. 

The Seasa Theefe, whofe liquid Surge, refolues _ 

The Moone into Salt teares. The Barth’sa Theefe, «. 
That feeds and breeds by a compofture flolne 

From gen'rall excrement: each thing’s a Theefe, 

The Lawes, your curbe and whip, in their rough power 


— 


Ha’s vncheck’d Theft. 
~ | Rob one another, there’s more Gold, cut th 








Loue not your felues, 


away, 
Toates, (14), 


Breake open fhoppes, nothing can you Reale.” 


All that you meete are Theeues : to Athens 


But Theeues do loofe it: fteale leffe, for this I 
And Gold confound you howfoere : Amen, 

3 Has almoft charm’d me from my Profeffj 
{wading me to it, : 

1 ’Tisin the malice ofmankinde, tha 
vsnot to haue vs thriucin our myftery, 

2 Ile beleeue him as an Enemy, 
And giue ouer my Trade. 

1 Let vs firft {ee peace in Athens, the 
miferable, but a man may be true. 


gitle you, 
On,by per 


the thus aduifes 


Teisno time(y 
Exit Theenes, 


Exter the Steward to Timon; 


Stew, Oh youGeds ! 
Is yond defpis’d and ruinous man my Lord? 
Full of decay and fayling ?Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow’d! 
What an alteration of Honor has defp’rate want made? 
What vilder thing vpon the earth, then Friends 
Who can bring Nobleft mindes, to bafent ends. 
How rarely does it meete with this times guife, 
When man was witht toloue his Enemies ; 
Grant I may ever loue, and rather woo 
Thofe that would mifcheefe me, then thofe that doo, 
Has caught mein his eye, I will prefent my honeft grief 
vnto hioo ; and as my Lord, ftill ferue him with my life, 
My deereft Mafter. 

Tim. Away: what art thou? 

Stew. Haue you forgot me, Sir ? 

Tim. Why doft aske that? hawe forgotall men, 
Then, ifthou grunt’ft, th’art a man, 
Thaue forgot thee. 

Stew. Anhoneft poore feruant of yours. 

Tim, Then] know thee not: 
I neuer had honeft man about me, Tall 
I kept were Knaues, to ferue in meate to Villaines. 

Stew. The Geds are witnefle, 
Neu’t did poore Steward weare a truer greefe 
For his vndone Lord, then mine eyes for yous 

Tim. What, doft thou weepe? 
Come necrer, then lone thee 
Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim'tt 
Flinty mankinde: whofe eyes do neuer giue, 
Burt thorow Luft and Laughter ; pittie’s fleeping: : 
Strange times y weepe with laughing, nor with weeping. 

Stew. 1 begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T’accept my greefe,and whil’ft this poore wealth lafts, 
To entertaine me as your Steward ftill. 

Tim. Had Ta Steward 
So true, fo iuft, and now fo comfortable? 
Italmoft turnes my dangerous Nature wilde. 
Let me behold thy face; Surely, this man 
Was borne of woman, 
Forgiue my generall, and exceptleffe rafhnefle 
You perpetuall foberGods. I doproclaime 
One honeft man : Miftake me not, but one: 
No more I pray, and hee’s a Steward. 
How faine would I haue hated all mankinde, 
And thouredeem’ft thy felfe. But all faue thee,’ 


I fell with Curfes, 


‘Me thinkes thou art more honeft now, then wile : 


For, by opprefling and betraying mee, Thot | 
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: 
| | 


Thou might’ft haue fooner got another Seruice : 
For many fo arriue at fecond Mafters, 
Vpon their firft Lords necke. But tell me crue, 
For I muft euer doubt, though ne're fo fure) 
isnot thy kindneffe fubtle, couetous, 
ifnot a V{uring kindneffe,and as rich men.deale Guifts, 
Expecting in returne twenty for one ? 
Stew. Nomy moft worthy Mafter,in whofe breft 
Doubt, and fufped (alas) are plac’d too late: 
You fhould haue fear’d falte times, when you did Feaft. 
Sufpect {ti!l comes, where an eftate is leaft. 
That which I fhew, Heauen knowes, is meerely Loue, 
Datie, and Zeale, to your vnmatched minde ; 
Care of your Food and Liuing, and beleeue it, 
My moft Honour’d Lord, 
For any benefit that points to mee, 
Either in hope, or prefent, I’de exchange 
For this one with, that you had power and wealth 
To requite me, by making rich your felfe, 
Tim. Looke thee, tis fo: thou fingly honeft man, 
Heere take : the Gods out of my miferie 
Ha’s fent thee Treafure. Go, liue rich andhappy, 
But thus condition’d : Thou fhalt build from men: 
Hate all, curfe all, fhew Charity to none, 
But let the famitht fleth flide from the Bone, 
Ere thou releeue the Begger, Giueto dogges 
What thou denyefttomen. Let Prifons{wallow’em, 
Debts wither ’em to nothing, be men like blafted woods 
And may Difeafes licke vp their falfe bloods, 
And fo farewell, and thrive. 
Stew, O let me ftay,and comfort you, my Mafter. 
Tims. If thou hat’ft Curfes 
Stay not : flye,whil’ft thou art bleft and free : 
Ne're fee thod man, and let me ne’re fee thee, Exit 
Exter Poet, and Painter. 
Pain. As tooke note ofthe place, it cannot be farre 
where he abides, 
Poet. What's to be thought of him ? 
Does the Rumor hold for true, 
That hee’s fo full of Gold? 
Painter, Certaine. 
Alcibiades reports it : Phrinica and Timandyle 
Had/Gold of him. He likewife enrich’d 
Poore ftragling Souldiers, with great quantity. 
Tis faide, he gaue ynto his Steward 
Amighty fumme. 
_ Poet. Then this breaking ofhis, 
Ha'sbeene but a Try for his Friends ? 
Painter. Nothing elfe : 
You fhall fee him a Palme in Athens againe, 
And flourith with the higheft : . 
Therefore, ’tis not amiffe, we tender our loues 
Tohim, in his f{uppos’d diftreffe of his : 
It will thew honeftly in vs, 
And is very likely, to loade our purpofes 
With what they trauaile for, 
Ifitbeaiuft and true report, that goes 
Of his having. 
Poet, What haue younow 
To prefent vato him? 
Painter, Nothing at this time 
ut my Vifitation : onely I will promife him 
An excellent Peece. 
Poets I mutt ferue him fo too; 
Tell him of an intent that’s comining toward him. 
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Painter, Good as thebeft. 
Promifing, is the verie Ayreo’th’ Times 
It opens the eyes of Expetation, 
Performance, is euer the duller for his acte, : 
And but in the plainer and fimpler kinde of people, 
The deede of Saying is quite out of vfe, | 
To Promife, is moft Courtly and fafhionable s 
Performance, is a kinde of Will or Teftament™ 
Which argues a great fickneffc in his iudgement 
That makes it. ; 


Exter Timen from hisCaue. 


Timon, Excellent Workeman, 


| Thou canft not painta manfo badde 
| ‘Asis thy felfe. 


Po.t. Tamthinking 


| What fhall fay I-haue prouided for him : 
| Itmuftbeaperfonating of himfelfe : 


A Satyre againft the foftnefle of Profperity, 
With a Difcouerie of the infinice Flatteries 
That follow youth and opulencie. Jes 
Timon. Mutt thou needes 
Stand fora Villaine in thine owne Worke ? 
‘Wilt thou whip thine owne faults in other men?” 
Do fo, Ihaue Gold for thee. 
Poet, Nay let’s feeke him. 
Then do we finne againft our owne eftate, 
When we may profic meete, and come roo late. - 
Painter. True: 
When the day ferues before blacke-corner’d night ; 
Finde what thou want’ft, by free and offer’d light. 
Come. ioe ere ei 
Tim. Ile meete you at the turne s 
What a Gods Gold, that he is worfhipe 
In a bafer Temple, then where Swine feede ? 
"Tis thou that rigg ft the Barke,and plow’ft the Fome, 
Setleft admired reuerence in aSlaue, i 
To thee be worfhipt, and thy Saints for aye: 
Be crown’d with Plagues, that thee alone obay. 
Fit [meet them. Feds f= 
Poet. Haile worthy Timon. 
Pain, Our late Noble Mafter. 
Timon, Haye I once lia’d 
To fee two honeft men? 
Poet. Sit: , 


_Hauing often of your open Bounty tafted, ~ 


Hearing you were retyr’d, your Friends falne off, 
Whofe thankeleffe Natures (O abhorred Spirits) 
Not all the Whippes of Heauen,are large enough; 
What, to you, 
Whofe Starre-like Nobleneffe gaue life and influence 
To their whole being? Tam rapt, and cannot couer 
The¢monftrous bulke of this Ingraticude 
With any fize of words. 

Timon. Letitgo, 


| Naked men may fee’t the better : 


You that are honeft, by being what youare; 
Make them beft feene,and knowne, 
Pain, He,and my felfe 
Haue trauail'd in the great fhowre of your guifts, 
And fweetly felt it. 
- Timon. 1, youare honeft man. 
Painter, Wearehither come 
To offer you our feruice. 
- Timon. Mofthoneft men: 


a ; itis . as _Why 






























































































































































Why how hall I requite you? ; 
Can you eate Roots, aud drinke cold water, no? 

Both, What we can do, 
Wee'l da to do you feruice, 

Tim. Y'are honeft men, 
Y haue heard that { haue Gold, 
Lam fure youhaue, fpeake truth, y’are honeft men, 

Pain. So itis {aid my Nobile Lord, but therefore 
{Came not my Friend,nor I. 
1 Timon, Good honeft men: Thou draw'ft a counterfet 
Beftin all Athens, ch’art indeed the beft, 
Thou counterfer'ft mot liucly. 

Pain, So,$0, wy Lord. 

Tim. E’ne fo firas! fay, And for thy fiction, 
Why thy Verfe fwels with ftuffe fo fine and {mooth, 
| Thacthou art even Naturall in thine Art. 
But for all this (my honeft Natur’d friends) 
Jmuft needs fay you haue a little fault, 
| Marry ‘tis not monftrousin you, neither wifhT 
You take much paines: to mend, 
| Both. Befeech your Honour 
{ To makeit knowne to vs, 
Tim. You take icill. 
Both, Moft thankefully,my Lord. 
Timon. Will you indeed ? 
Both, Doubtit not worthy Lord, 
Tim, There's newer a one of you but trufts aKnawe, 
| ‘That mightily deceiues you. 

Both. Do we,my Lord? 

Tim, 1\,and youheare him cogges 
See him diffemble, 
4 Know his groffe patchery, Jouc him, feedehim, 
Keepein yous bofome, yet remaine aflur’d 
| That he’s a made-vp-Villaine, 

Pain, know none fuch,my Lord. 

Poet. NorI. 

Timon. Lovke you, 
I lone you well, Ile giue you Gold 
Rid me thefe Villaines from your companies ; 
Hang them, or ftab then, drowne them in a draught, 
Contour’ them by fome courfe,and come tome, 
| Ile giue you Gold enough. 

4%, Both, Namethem my Lord, let's know them. 
Tim. Youchat way, and you this: 
| But two in Company: 
_{ Bach man apart, all fingle,and alone, 
* “TYeran arch Villaine keepes him company : 
| }f where thou art, two Villaines fhall not be, 
Come notneere him. If thou would’ft not tecide 
But where one Villaine is, then him abandon, 
Hence, packe, there’s Gold, you caine for Gold ye flaues: 
You haus worke for me; there's payment, thence, 
You are an Alcumift, make Gold of that: 
Out Raicall dogges, Exeunt 
Enter Steward, and two Senators, 


| Stew. Itisvaine that you would fpeake with Timsen: 
For he is fet fo onely to himfelfe, c 
1 Thae nothing but himfelfe,which lookes like man, 
‘\Is friendly with him. fi ‘ 
1.Sea, Bring vs to his Caue. Set wiies 
Ic is our part and promife to th’Athenians, 
To {peake with Timos. FF X 
2.5ea, Atalltimesalike  . 


Men are not fill che fame : ‘owas Time andGreefes 
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That fram’dhim thus. Time with his faiterhang > 
Offering the Fortunes of his former ra se 
The former man may make him: bring vsto hi 

And chane'd it as it may. ; : 

Stew. Heere is his Caue: 

Peace and content be heere. Lord Timon, Timon 
Looke out, and ipeaketo Friends : Th’Athenians 
By two of their moft reverend Senate greet thee: 
Speake to them Noble Timon. 


Enter Timon ont of bis Came: 


Tim. Thou Sunne that comforts burne,; 
Speake and be hane’d ; 
For each true word, a blifter, and each falfe 
Be as a Cantherizing to the root o’th’Tongue 
Confuming it with {peaking, ; 
t Worthy Timon. 
Tém. Ofnone but fuchas you, 
Aud you of Timon, . 
1 The Senators of Athens,preet thee Timon,’ 
Tim, I thanke them, : 
And would fend them backe the plague, 
Could I but catchit for them, 
1 Oforget 
Whai we are forry for our felues in thee : 
The Senators,with one confent of loue, 
Jntreate thee backe to Athens, who haue thought 
On fpeciall Dignities, which vacant lye 
For thy beft vfeand wearing, 
2 They confeffe 
Toward thee, forgetfulneffe too generall groffes 
Which now the publike Body,which doth fildome 
Play the re-canter, feeling in it felfe 
Alacke of Tsmons ayde, hath fince withall 
Of it owne fall, reftraining ayde to Timon, 
And fend forth vs, to make their forrowed render, 
Together,with a recompence more fruisfull 
Then their offeace can weigh downe by the Dramme, 
T cuen fach heapes and fummes of Loue and Wealth, 
As thall to thee blot out, what wrongs were sheiis, 
And write in thee the figures of their loue, 
Euer toread themchine, 
Tim. You witch mein its 
Surprize me cto the very brinke of ceares; 
Lend me2Fooles heart, anda womanseyts, 
And Ile beweepe thefe comforts, worthy Senators 
1 Therefore fo pleafe thee ro returne with V5 
And of our Athens, thine and ours to ¢ake 
The Captainfhip, thou fhalt be met with thankes, 
Allowed with abfolure power,and thy good namé 
Live with Authoritie : fo foone we fhall driue backe 
Of Alcibiades th’ approaches wild, 
Who likea Bor too fauage, doth root vp 
His Countri¢s peace. aR 
@ And thakes his threatning Sword 
Againft the walles of Athens. : 
1 Therefore Timew. ; 
Tim. Well Gr, Twill: therefore I will fir thus 
If Alcibiades kill my Countrymen, . 
Let Alcibiades know this of Tixson, 
That Timon cares not. But ifhe facke faire Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by’th’Beards, 
Giuing our holy Virgins to the ftaine 
Ofcontumelious, beaftly, mad-brain’d warre? 
Then let him know,and tell him Timon fpeakes "5 In 


A pitty of our aged, and our youth, 
i cannot choofe but tell him that I care not, 
‘and let him cak’t ac worft : For their Kniues care not, 
While you haue throats to an{wer, For my felfe, 
There’s not a whitcle, in th veruly Campe, 
Burl do ptizeicat my loue,be‘ore 
Thereuerends Throatin Athens. So 1 leaue you 
To the protection of the profperous Gods, 
‘As Theeues to Keepers. 
Stew. Stay not,all’s in vaine, 
Tim. \Wby | was.wricing of my Epitaph, 
Jt will be feenc to morrow, My long ficknefle 
| Of Health,and Living, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, lize ftill, 
Be Alcibiades your plagues you his, 
And laft fo long enough 
1 We fpeake in vaine, 
Tim. But yet Lloue my Country,and am not 
One that reioy ces in the common wracke, 
Ascommon beuite doth pus. ic. 
1 That’s wellfpoke, 
Tim, Commend meto my louing Countreymen. 
1 Thefe words become your hppesas they paffe thos 
row them. 
2 And enter in our cares, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding gates, 
Tim. Commend metothem, 
And cell thea, that to eafe them of their greefes, 
Their feares of Hoftile Rrokes, their Aches loffes, ’ 
Their pangs of Loue, with other incident throwes 
That Natures fragile Veffell doch fuftaine 
Inlifes vacertaine voyage, I willfome kindnes do them, 
lleteach them to preuent wilde A/crbiades wrath. 
A. Hike this well, he will returne againe. 
Tim. [havea Tree which growes heere in my Glofe, 
That mine owne vie inuites me to cut downe, 
And fhortly muft I fellic. Tell my Friends, 
Tell Athens, in the fequence of degree, 
Ftom high to low throughout, that who fo pleafe 
Toftop Affliction, let him take his hafte ; 
Come hither ere my Tree hach felt the Axe, 
And hang himfelfe. I pray you do my greeting, 
Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you fill fhall 
Finde him. 
Tim, Come notto mé againe, but fayto Athens, 
Timo hath made his euerlafting ManGion 
Vpon the Beached Vergeof the falc Flood, 
Who oncea day with his emboffed Froths 
Theturbulent Surge (hall cover ; thither come, 
And let nny graue-{tone be your Oracle: 
Lippes, let foure words go by, and Language end: 
What is amiffe, Plagueand Infection mend. 
Graues onely be mens workes, and. Death their gine; 
| | Sunne, hide thy Beames, Tiawon hath done his Raigne. . 


Exit Timon,. 


1 His difcontents are Varemoueably coupled to Na- 
ture, 


ee 

2 Our hope in him is dead ; let vs retarne, 
hd flraine what other meanes is left ynto ys 
Nourdeere peril, 


rie requires fwift foot. ; Exeunt. 


Enter two other Senators with a Meffenger, 


1 Thou haft painfully difcouer'd :are his Kiles 
sfull as thy report? 


Timon of Athens. oP 





CMef. Thaue fpoke the leaft. 
Befides his expedition promifes prefent approach. 
a We ftand much hazard, if they bring not Timon, 
Mef. Imeta Currier, one mine ancient Friend, 
Whom though in generall part we were oppos’d, 
Yet our old Joue made a particular force, 
And made vs {peake like Friends, This man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timons Caue, 
With Letters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowship i'th'eaufe againft your City, 
In part for his fake mou’d. 


Exter the other Senators. 
t Heere come our Brothers. 
3 No talke of Timon, nothing of him expect, 
The Enemies Drunme is heard,and fearefil] feouring 
Doth choake the ayre with duft: In, and prepare, 
Ours is the fall I feare, our Foes the Snare. Exeunt 


Enter a Souldier in the Words. fecking Timon. 

Sol. By all defcription this thould be che place, 
Whofe heere? Speake hoa. Noanfwer ? Whatis this? 
Tymon is dead, who hath our-ftrercht his {pany 
Some Beaft reade this; There do’s not linea Man, 
Dead fure, and this his Graue,what’s on this Tomb, 

I cannot read : the Charraéter He rake with Wax, 

Our Capraine hath in every F isureskills 

Anag'd Interpreter, though yong in dayes: 

Before proud Athens hee’s fer downe by this, 

Whofe fall the marke of his Ambition is, Exit. 


Trampets found. Enter Alcibiades with his Pawers 
before Athens. 


Alc. Sound to this Coward, and lafciuious Towne, 
Our terrible approach, 
5 Sounds a Parly. 
The Senators appeare upon the wals. 
Till now you haue gone on, and fill’d the time 
With all Licentious meafure, making your willes 
The {cope of luftice. . Till now, my felfe and fuch 
As flept within the fhadow of your power 
Haue wander’d with our traver(t Armes,and breath’d) 
Our fufferance vainly : Now thetimeis fluth, 
When crouching Marrow in the bearer trong 


| Cries {of it felfe)no more: Now breathleffe wrong, 


Shall fit and pant in your great Chaires of eafe, 
And purfie Infolence fhall breake his winde 
With feare and horrid flight. 

1.Se#, Nobleand young; 
When thy firft greefes were but ameere conceit,’ 
Ere thou had’ft power, or we had caufe of feare, 
We fent to thee, to give thy rages Balme, 
To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loues 
Aboue their quantitie. 

2 Sodid we wooe 
Transformed 7imor, to our Citties loue 
By humble Meflage, and by promift meanes ; 
We were not al! ynkiade, nor all deferue 


| The common ftroke of warre, 


1 Thefe walles of ours, 
Were not erected by rheir hands, fram whom 
You haue receyu’d your greefe : Norare they fuch, 


That thefe great Towres, Trophees, & Schools fhold fall 
Forprivate faults in them, 


2 Norare they living 




















































































































































98 | Limon of Athens. 





Who were the motiues thatyoufirftwentour, | Thofe Enemies of Timens, and mine own 
(Shame that they wanted, cunning in exceffe) Whom you your felues fhall fet out for as 
Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lord, _ | Fall and no more; andto attone your fea ae 
Inco our City with thy Banners fpred, Wish my more Noble meaning, not a ‘ews 
By decimasion and atythed death 5 Shall paffe his quarter, or offend the flreame | 
if thy Reuenges hunger for that Food Of Regular Iuftice in your Citties bounds . 
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deftin'd tenth, But thall be remedied to your publique Lai 
And by the hazard of the {potted dye, Ac heauieft anfwer. " 

| Let dye the fpotred. Both, *Tis mott Nobly fpoken. 

1 Allhaue not offended : ats Alc. Defcend,and keepe your words. 


For thofe that were, it is not fquase to take 
Oa thofe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lands 
Are not inherited, then deere Countryman, 
Bring inthy cankes, but leaue without thy rage, 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thofe Kin 
Which inthe blufter of thy wrath muft fall 
With thofe that haue offended, like a Shepheard, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th’infeéted forth, 
Bur kill noe alrogether, 

2 What thou wilt, 
| Thou rather fhalt inforce it with thy {mile, 

Then hew too’t, with thy Sword. 

1 Set but thy foot 
Againft our rampyr’d gates, and they fhall ope : 
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before, 
To fay thou’t enter Friendly. 

2 Throw thy Gloue, 
Or any Token of thine Honour elfe, 
That thou wile vie the warres as thy redreffe, 
And not as our Confufion s All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our Towne, till wee 

Hawe feal’d thy full defires 

| Ale. Thenthere’s my Gloue, 
Defend aad open your yncharged Ports, 


Enter a Meffenger, 

Mef. My Noble Generall, Timon is dead 
Entomb’d vpon the very hemmeo’th’Sea ; 
And on his Graueftone, this Infculpture which 
With wax Il brought away : whofe foft Impreffion 
Interprets for my poore ignorarice. 


Alcibiades reades the Epitaph. 
Heere lies a wretched ( oar {e, of wretched Soule bereft, 
Seck not my name: A Plagme confume you, wicked Caitf lefts 
Heere lye I Timon, who aline,all lining men did bate m | 
Paffe by,and curfe thy fill, bret paffe and flay not bite thy gar ; 
Thefe well expreffe in thee thy latter {pirits: i 
Though thou abhorrd’ét in vs our humane griefes 
Scornd’ft our Braines flow, and thofe our droplets which ; 
From niggard Nature falls yetRichConceit 
Taught thee to make vat Neptune weepe for aye 
On thy low Graue, on faults forgiuen. Dead 
se Timon, of whofe Memorie 

ecreafter more, Bring me into your Citi 

And I will vfethe Oliue, with he Swot a 
Make war breed peace 5 make peace ftine wat,make each ) 
Prefcribe ro other, as each others Leach. 
Let our Drummes ftrike. Exennt, 
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Rice M ON of Athens. 
eal } i Lucius, And 

SSI Fuca, two Flattering Lords, 
cs, a (burlifh Philofopher. 
Sempronius another flatee ering Lord. 
Alcibiades, an Athenian ( aptaine. 
Poet. 
Painter. 
jeweller. 
Merchant. 
(ertaine Senatonrs. 
(ertaine Maskers. 
Cortaine T heeues. 


ered Raed Sateen men eeereanine: Kowacmnawaumnne 


Flaminius, one of Tymons Seraants. 
Seruilius, another. 
( aphis. i 


Uy a kerry 
Uarro. | 


DI a}, ar 7 

z lass “Sexerall Seruants toV [urers. 
Titus. | 

Lucius. | 

Hortenjis | 


Ventigius. one of Tymons falfe Friends, 
(upid. 

Semprontus. 

With diuers other Seruants, 

And Attendants. 








en Oy 
























































































































































ee 


















































ne 





H 


Bs Seon a ies. 


a 


YZ @ £4 


E TRAGED 





LE OF 


CASAR: 


eA tlus Primus. Sceena Prima. 


Enter Flauins, Murellus , and certaine Commouers 
oner the Stage. 


Flanius. 


Ence: home youidle Creatures, get you home: 
H: this a Holiday ? What, know you not 


(Being Mechanical) youought not walke 
Vpon a labouring day,wichout the Ggne 
Of your Profeffion? Speake,what Trade art thou ? 

Car. Why Sir,a Carpenter. 

Mur. Whereis thy Leather Apronjand thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy beft Apparrell on ? 

You fir, what Trade are you ? 

Cobl. Truely Sir, in refpeét of a fine Workman, Iam 
but as you would fay,a Cobler. 

Muar, But what Trade art thou? Anfwerme directly. 

Cob, A Trade Sir, that LhopeI may vie, witha fafe 
Confcience, which is indeed Sirsa Mender of bad foules. 

Fla, What Trade thou knaue? Thou naughty knaue, 
What Trade ? 

Cobl. Nay I befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
ifyou be out Sir, Lcanmend you, 

Mar, What mean ft thouby that ? Mend mee, thou 
fawey Fellow ? 

Cob. Why fir, Cobble you. 

Fla, Thouart a Cobler,are thou ? 

Cob, Truly fir, all that] line by, is with the Atle: I 
meddle with no Tradefinans matters, nor womens mat- 
ters; but withal ! am indeed Sir,a Surgeonto old fhooes: 
when they-arein great danger, Irecouer them, As pre= 
pet men as euer trod vpon Neats Leather, hauc gone Yp- 
onmy handy-worke, 

Fla, But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? 

Why do’ft chou leade thefe men about the freets? 

Cob, Truly fir, to weare out cheir fhooes, to get my 
elfe into mote werke, But indeede fir, we make Holy- 
day to fee Cofar, and to reioycein his Triumph, 

Mur. Wherefore reioyce ? 

What Conqueft brings he hone ? 
What Tributaries follow him ro Rome, 

° grace in Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheeles? 
You Blockes,you ftones,you worfe then fenfleffe things: 
Oyou hard hearts, you cruel] men of Rome, 

New you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 

sue you climb’d vp to Walles and Battlements, 

© Towres and Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, 4 
our Infants in your Armes, and there haue {ate 
The liue-long day,with patient expectation, 


| To fee great Pempey paffe the ftreets of Rome: 


And when you faw his Chariot but appeare, 
Have you not made an Vniuerfall fhout, 
That Tyber trembled yaderneath her bankes 
Fo heare the replication of your founds, 
Made in her Concaue Shores? 


| Anddo you now put on your beft attyre? 


And do you now cullouta Holyday ? 

And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way, 

That comes in Triumph ouer Pompeyes blood? 

Be gone, 

Runne to your houfes, fall vpon your knees, 

Pray co the Gods to intermit the plague 

That needs muft hight on this Ingratitude. 

Fla. Go,go,good Countrymen, and for this faule 

Affemble all the poore men of your fort; 

Draw them to Ty ber bankes,and weepe your teares 

Into the Channell, till the loweft ftreame 

Do kiffe the mofl exalted Shores of all, 

Exeunt all the Commoners, 

See where their bafeft mettle be not mou‘d,. 

They vanifh tongue-tyed in their guiltineffe : 

Go you downe that way towards the Capitol, 

This way willl : Difrobe the Images, 

Ifyou do finde them deckt with Ceremonies. 

(Mur, May we do fo? 

You know itis the Feaft of Lupercall, 
Fla. [tis no matter, let ne Imagés 

Bsheng with Cafars Tvophees : le abour, 

And driue away the Vulgar from the ftreets; 

So do youtoo, where you perceiue themthicke, 

Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Cefars wing, 

Will make him flye an ordinary pitch, 

Whoelfe would foare aboue the view ofmen, 

And keepe vs all inferuile fearefulneffe, Exennt 

Enter Cafar, Antony for the Courfe,(. alphurnia, Portia, De- 

cius,Cicero, Brutus,Caffius,Caskaya Sooth{ayer:af 
ter them Murellus and Flaniu. 
Caf Calphurnia. 
Cask, Peaceho, Cefar fpeakes, 
Caf. Calphuruia,s 
Calp. Heere my Lord. 
Caf. Stand you dire€ly in Antonio's way, 

When he doth run his courfe. 
Ant. Cafarmy Lord. 
Caf. Forget notin your {peed Astonio, 

To touch (alpburnia :for our Elders fay, 


Antonio, 
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The Barren touched in this holy chace, 
Shake off their fterrile curfe. 
Aut, \fhallremember, 
When Cefar fayes,Do this; it is perform’d. 
Caf: Set on,and leaue no Ceremony out. 
Seoth, Cafar. 
Caf. Ha? Who calles? 
Cask, Bideuery neyfe be fill: peace yetagaine, 
Caf, Whoisit inthe preffe, that calles on me? 
‘Lb Yheare a Tongue fhrilier then all the Muftcke 
Cry, Cefar : Speake, {4/ar is turn’d toheares 
Sooth, Beware the Ides of March, 
Cef. What man is that? 
Br. A Sooth=fayer bids you beware the Ides of March 
Caf. Sethim before me, letme fee his face. 
Caffi.Fellow, come from the throng ,look vpon C afar. 
Caf. What fay{t chou to me now? Speak once againe, 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. 
Caf. Heis a Dreamer, let vs leave him: Paffe. 
Senuet. Exeunt. Manet Brat Caff. 
Cafi. Willyou go fee the order of the courfe? 
Brut. NotI. 
Caf. Upray you do. 
“Brat, Lamnot Gamefom: I do lacke fome part 
Of that quicke Spirit thatisin Axtony: 
Let me not hinder Caffius your defires 5 
Ile leaue you. 
Caffi. Brutus, 1 do obferue you now of late: 
1 Thaue not from your eyes, that gentleneffe 
And (hew of Loue,as I was wont to haue st 
You beare too ftubborne,and too ftrange a hand 
Quer your Friend, that loues you. 
Bru. Caffius, ; 
Be not deceiu’d : If I haue veyl’d my looke, 
Lturne the trouble of my Countenance 
| Meerely vpon my felfe, Vexed Iam 
Of late, with paffions of fome difference, 
Conceptions onely proper to my felfe, 
Which giue fome foyle (perhaps) to my Behauicurs + 
But let not therefore my good Friends be greeu’d » 
(Among which number Ca/fius be you one) 
Nor-conftrue any further my neglect, 
Then that-poore Bratus with himfelfe at warre, 
Forgets the fhewes of Loue to other men. 
Cafi. Then Bratus, 1 haue much miftook your paffion, 
By meanes whereof ,this Breft of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value,worthy Cogitations. 
Tell me good Brutus, Can you fee your face? 
Brutus. NoCaffius: . ; 
For the'eye fees not it felfe but by reflection, 
By fome other things. 
Caffius. "Tisiuft, 
And it is very much lamented Bratus, 
That you haue no fuch Mirrofs, as will turne 
Your hidden worthineffe into your eye, 
That youmight fee your fhadow: 
1 haue heard, 
Where many ofthe beft refpect in Rome, 
(Except immortal Cefar) {peaking of Brutus,’ 
And groaning vnderneath this Ages yoake, 
Haue with’d, thac Noble Bratws had his eyes. 
Bre, Lito what dangers, would you 
Leade me Caffins? 
That you would haue me feeke into my felfe, 
For that which isnot inme? 
Caf. Therefore good Brutus, be prepar’d to heare ; 


The Tragedie of Fulins (afar. 





And fince you know, you cannot ee yo 
So well as by Reflesions1 your Glalfe, es 
Will modeftly difcouer to your felfe 

That of yout felfe, which you yet know not of. 
And be not iealous on me,gentle Bretus : a 
Werelacommon Laughter, or did vfe 

To ftale with ordinary Oathes my loue 

To euery new Protefter: if you know, 

That I do fawne oninen, and hugge them hard 
And after fcandall them : Or ifyou know d 
That I profeffe my felfe in Banquerting : 

To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous, 


Flourifh, and Shout, 


Bre. Whatmeanes this Showting ? 
I do teare, the People choofe Cefar 
For their King. 
Caffi. 1, do you feare it? 
Then moft I thinke you would not haucit fo, 
Bru. Y would not Caffises, yet I love him well: 
But wherefore do you hold me heere fo long? 
What isit, that you would impart tome? 
If it be ought toward the generall good, 
Set Honor in one eye, and Death i'th other, 
And I will looke on both indifferently : 
For let the Gods fo {peed mee, as { loue 
The name of Honor, more then J feare death, 
Caf. I know that vertue to be in you Bratm, 
As well as I do know your outward fauour, 
Well, Honor is the fubiect of my Story : 
I cannoctell, what you and other men 
Thinke of this life : But for my fingle felfe, 
Thad as liefenot be, as liue to be; 
Inawe of fuch a Thing, as I my felfe. 
| I was borne free as Cafar, fo were you, 
We both haue fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the Winters codd, as well as hee. 
For once, vpona Rawe and Guftie day, 
The troubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores, 
Cafar faide to me, Dar’ ft thou (a/fims now 
Leape in with me into this angry Flood,’ 
And fwim to yonder Point? Vponthe word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 
And bad him follow : fo indeed he did. 
The Torrent roar’d, and we did buffecit 
With lufty Sinewes, throwing it afide, 
And ftemming it with hearts of Controuerfes 
But ere we could arriue the Point propos’, 
Cajar cride, Helpe me Caffius,or | finke. 
I (as e4neas, our great Anceflor, 
Did from the Flames of Troy, vpon his fhoulder 


The old e 4uchyfes beare) fa, from the wanes of Tybet 


Did I the tyred (‘far : And this Man, 

Is now become a God, and Ca/fiss is 
Awretched Creature, and muft bend his body, 
If Cafar carelefly but nod. on him. 

He had a Feauer when he was in Spaine, 

And when the Fie was on hiin,! did marke 


| How he did thake: Tis true, this God did fhake, 


His Coward lippes did from their colour fly¢, 
And that fame Eye, whofe bend doth awe the 
Did loofe his Luftre : I did heare him grone* 
I, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans: 
Marke him, and write his Speeches in their Bookess 
Alas, it cried, Giue me fome drinke Tit inints;) 


World, 


Se eett 





AS 





| The Tragedie of Fulus Cafar. 





Aialicke GirlezYe Gods,it doth amazeme, ~ 
Aman of fuch a feeble temper fhould 
So get the ftart of the Maiefticke world, 
And bearethe Palme alone. 
Shout. Flou-ilh, 
- Bru,’ Another generall fhout ? 
tdobeleeue, that thefe applavfes are 
For fome new Honors, that are heap’d on Cafar. 
Caffi. Wihy man, he doth beftride the narrow world 
Like a Coloflus,and we petty men z 
Walke vnder his huge legges,and peepe about 
To finde our felues.difhonourable Graues. 
Men at fometime, are Matters of their Fates. 
The fault (deere Bratus )is not in our Starres, 
But in our Selues, that we are.vnderlings. 
Brotus and Caefar : \WVhat fhould be in that Cefar ? 
Why fhould that name be fouinded more then yours ? 
Write them together : Yours, is as faire a Name: 
Sound them, it doth become the month afwell 
Weigh them, itis as heauy : Coniure with ’em, 
Brutus will ftart a Spiritas foone as Cesare 
Now inthe names of all the Gods at once, 
Vpon what meate doth this our Ca/ar feede, 
That he is growne fo great? Age,thouart fham’d. 
Rome, thou haft loft the breed of Noble Bloods. 
When went there by an Age, fiance the great Flood, 
But it was fam’d with more then with one man? 


When could they fay (till aow )that talk’d of Rome, | 


That her wide Walkes incompaft butoneman? 
Nowislit Rome indeed, and Roome enough ~~ 
Whenthere isin it but one onely man. 

Olyou and I, haue heard our Fathers ay, 

There was a Bratus once, that would haue brook’d 
Th’eternall Diuell to keepe his State in Rome, 
Aseafily as a King. 

Bra, Thatyou do loue me, Iam nothing iealous : 
What you would worke me too,! hate fomeayme: 
How I hauethoueht of this,and ofthefe times 
Ifhall recount beereafter. Forthis prefent, 

Iwould not fo (with loue I might intreat you) 
Be any further moou’d: What you haue faid, 
Iwill confider:what you haue to fay 
Iwill with patience heare, and finde atime 
Both meete to-heare,and anfwer fuch high things, 
Till then, my Noble Friend, chew vpon this : 
Bratw had rather bea Villager, 
| Then to repute himfelfea Sonne of Rome 
Vader thefe hard Conditions,as this time 
Isliketolay vpon vs. 
Cafi. Lamgladthat my weake words ~ 
Haue ftrucke but thus much fhew of fire from Bratus, 


Enter Cafar and.bis Traine. 


Zrn. The Games are done, 
And Cefar is returning, 
Caffi. As they paffe by, 
Plucke Caskaby the Sleeue, 
And he will (after his fowre fafhion) tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 
Bre. I willdo fo: but looke you Caffins,:' 
The angry {pot doth glow on Cafars brow, 
| And all the reft;looke like a chidden Traine; 
Calpburnia’s Checke is pale, and Gicera. 
Lookes. with fuch Ferret,and-fuch fiery eyes.) 
As we haue feene him in the Capitoll 


iil 


\ Being croft in Conference, by fome Senators. 
Caffi. Caska will tell vs what the matter is. 
Caf. Antonia. [4s 
Ant, Cafar. 
Caf: Letmehane men about me, that are far, 
Sleeke-headed men, and {uch as fleepe a-nights:s 
Yond Caffins has aleane and hungry looke, 
He thinkes too much : fuch men are dangerous: 
Ant. Feare him not Cefar, he’s not dangerous, « « 
He is a Noble Roman,and well ginen. fiz 
Caf: Would he were fatter; Bat I feare himnot : : 
Yet if my name were lyableto feare, : 
Ldonet know the man I fhould auoyd =~ 
So foone asthat fpare Caffims,, He reades muchgin 
He is a great Obferuer, and helookes sulbe 
Quite through the Deeds of men. He louesno Playes, |) 
As thou doft Antony : he heares no Mufickes! tor bin 
Seldome he {miles, and{miles in fuch afore.» | 
As ifhe mock’d:himfelfe, and fcorn’d his {pirit 
That could bé mou’d to {mile'atany thing. 
Such men as he, be neuer-at hearts eale, ~ 
Whiles they behold a greater chen themfelties, «> 
And therefore are they very dangerous. | 
T rather tell thee whatis to befear’d, . 
Then what I feare ; for alwayes lam Cafar. 
Come on my right hand, for:this eare is deafe, 
Andtell metruely, what thou think’tofbim..* Semmit, § 
' Exennt Cefar and his Fr dine: 


Cask, You pul’d me by the cloake, would you fpeake 
with me? etc 

Bra. 1 Caska,tell vs what hath chanic’dto day 
That Cefar lookes fo fad. i 

Cask, Why you were withhim, were yau not ? 

Bru. Ufhould sot then aske (aska what. had chane’d, 

Cask, Why there was.a Crowne offer’d hims.& being 
offer’d him, he put it by with the backe of hishandcthus, 
and then the people fell a fhouting. tt pat 

Bra, What was the fecond nayfe for? |: 

Cask, Why for that too, of: .ta7 

Caf. They fhouted thrice: what was thelaft cry for? 

Cask, Why for that too, tis) 

Bra. Was the Crowne offer’d him thrice? 

Cask, I marry was’e, andhee put it by thrices\euerie 
time gentler then other; and at euery putting by;..mine 
honett Neighbors fhowted. rs : 

Cafi.. Who offer’d him the Crowne? 

Cask, Why Antone 2250). Sis 

Bra. Tell vs the manner of itjgentle Caskaiod yas °' 

Caskas I can as well bee hang’d as tell, che'manner of 
it: Icwas meeteFoolerie, I did not-marke is.) I fawe 
(Marke Antony offer hima Crowne, yet:’twes nota 
Crowne neyther, twas one of thefe Coronets. :, and asT 
told you, hee put it by once : but forall that, to my thin- | 
king, he would faine haue had it, Then hee.offered it to} 
him againe : then hee put it by againe: but ro my think-| 
ing, he was very loath co lay his fingers off ir, And then |) 
he offered it the thi¢d time; hee put it the third, time by; } 
and ftillas hee -refus’dit, the rabblement howted, and} 
clapp’d theirchopt hands, and threw vrpe their {weatie} 
Night-cappes, and vttered.fuch a deale of finking | 
breath, becaufe Cafar refus’dthe Crowne, thatit had} 
(almoft) choaked Cefar: for hee {woonded, and -fell)} 
downe atit:And for mine owne part, I durftnor laugh, | 
a feare of opening my Lippes, and receyuing the bad 

yte. ARAN 25% { Dis c Pd : ; 
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Tragedie of Fulius: Cafar. 
Caf. Bur toft 7 pray you: what, did:Cefar {wound ? 
Cask, He felldowne: inthe Market-place;and foam’d 
‘at mouth,and was {peechlefle, 

Bret, “Tis very like he hath the Falling fickneffe, 
Caf. No,Cefar hath it not: but you,and I, 

‘| And honeft Caska,we haue the Failing ficknefle. 


If J were Brutus now,and he were Caffius, 
_ He fhould not humer me, I will this Night 
In feuerall Hands,in at his Windowes throw. 

As if they came from feuerall Citizens, - 
Writings, all tending to the great opinion 
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| “Cask, Tknow not what youmeane by thar, but Jam 
fure Cefarfeltdowne, “Ifthe tag-ragge people did not 
pclap bim,and-hiffe him, according’as he pleas’d, and dif- 
4 pleas’d them,as they vfero doethe Players in the Thea- 
‘tre, | amino true man. 

Brut. What faid he,when he came nto himfelfe? 

Cak, Marry, before he fell downe, when he perceiu’d 

ithe common:Heard was glad he refis’d the Crowne, he 
pluckt me ope his Doublet; and offer’d them his Throat 
| cocut: and Thad beene a man of any Occupation, if I 
would not hauetaken:himata word, I would I might 
F goe to Hell among the Rogues, and fo’hee fell) When 
he came to himfelfe againe, hee faid, Ii hee had dane,or 
faid any thing amiffe,he:defie'd their Worfhips to thinke 
it was his infirmitie. Three or foure Wenches where I 
ftood, cryed, Aleffe good Soule, and forgane him with 
call their hearts: But there’s no heed'to be taken of them; 
if Cefar had ftab'd their Mothers,they would haue done 
no leffe. . bee 
| ‘Brut. And after that,he came thus fad away, 
Caffi. Did Cicero fay any thing ? 
Cask. I,he fpoke Greeke, 
 Caffi. Towhat effect ? > ; 
| Cask, Nay, and I tell you that, Ile ne’re looke you 
| i’th’ face'againe. But shofe that ynderftood him, {mild 
at one another, and fhooke their heads: buc for mine 
owne pare, it was Grecke ome: I could tell you more 
newes toot: Adurrellus and Flanins, for pulling Scarffes 
off Cefars Images, are put to filence,. Fare you well, 
There: wasemore Foolerie yet , if 1 could remem= 
ber it. egitiane: 

Caf. Will you fuppewith me to Night,Caska? » 

Cask. No,I am promis’d forth, 

Caffid' Will you Dine with me to morrow? 

Cwk; I,if Ibealiue, and your minde hold, and your 
Dinner wofth the:eating, -: 
° Capie Good,t will expe& you, 

Cask; Doe fo: farewell both, Exit, 

Brut. What a blunt fellowis this grownecobez 
He was quick Mettle,when he went to Schoole. — 

Caf. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bolder Noble Enterprize, 
How-euere puts:on this tardie forme: 
This Rudéneffe'isia Sawce to his good Wir, 
Whitli gitiesimenttomacketo difgett his words 
Wich Bectet’ Appetite, -: oo 
LV Brate Andfoitise 28° 
'Porthis tinteD will leaueyou: | 
 Tomortewif youpleafe to fpeake with me, 
| pg: éome Hoine'to you: or if you will, "> 
Corie hobede me,and I will wait foryou, 
“SC afi Ywill doe fos tilbthen,thinkeof the World. 
Spee PSR: 29 -1% vrs: + Lit Exit Brutus. 
| Well Brutts,thou art Noble»yet T fee, 
|-Phy Honorable Mettle maybe wrought 
tProm that itis dilpos'd therefore it is meet, 
That Nable mindes keepe'euer with their likes: 
For whofe fitme,that cannot be feduc’d?: 
Cafar doth beare me hard,but he loues Bratus. 


———, 


ween Sees menceinsaienanreninaty _ a 


| That Rome holds of his Name: wherein obfcurely 


And after this,let Ca(arfeavhim fure, 
For wee will fhake him, or worfe dayes endure, 






Cafars Ambition fhall be glanced at. 






Exit, 





Thunder, and Lightning. Enter Casha, 
and Cicero, 





Cic, Good enen,Caska: brought youCeh 

Why are you breathleffe and sig. fave you fer om 
| Cask, Arenot you mou’d,when all the fway of Barth 

Shakes, like aching vnfirme? O Cicero, 
I haue feene Tempefts,when the {colding Winds 
Haue riu’d the knottie Oakes,and I haue feene 
Thambitious Ocean {well,and rage,and foame, 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: 
But never till to Night,neuer till now, 
Did I goethrough a Tempeft-dropping-fire, 
Eyther there is a CiuilNtrife in Heauen, 
Or elfe the World,too fawcie with the Gods, 
Incenfes them to fend deftru@tion, 

Cie. Why, faw you any thing more wonderfull? 

Cask, Acommon {laue, you know him well by fight, 
Held vp his left Hand,which did flame and burne 
Like twentie Torches ioyn’d; and yerhis Hand, 
Not fenfible of fire,remain’d vnfcorch’d, 
Befides,] ha’not fince put vp my Sword, 
Againft the Capitoll | meta Lyon, 
Who glaz’d vpon me, and went furly by, 
Without annoying me. And there weredrawne 
Vpon aheape,a hundred gattiy Women, 
Transformed with their feare, who {wore,they faw 
Men, all in fire, walke vp and downe the fireetes, 
And yesterday ,the Bird of Night did fir, 
Euen at Noone-day,vpon the Market place, 
Howting,and fhreekiog. When thefe Prodigies 
Doe fo conioyntly meet, letnot memfay, 
Thefe are their Reafons,they are Naturall:°: : 
Fox I beleeue,they are portentous things 
Vato the Clymate,that they point vpon. 

Cic, Indeed, it is a ftrange difpofed time: 
But men may conftrue things after their fathion, 
Cleane from the purpofe of the things themfelucs, 
Comes Ca/ar to the Capitell to morrow? 

Cask, He doth: forhe did bid Antonio 
Send word to you, he would be there co morrow. 

Cic.. Good-night then;Caska: > ~ 
This difturbed Skie is not to walke in. 

Cask, Farewell Cicero. Exit Cicero. 


Enter Caffius. 
Caffi. Who’s there ? 
Cask, A Romane, 
Caffi. Caska, by your Voyce. 
Cask, Your Eart is good. 
Caffies what Night is this? * 
Cafi. Avery pleafing Night to honeft men. 
Cask, Who ever knew the Heavens menace fo? , 
Caf. Thofe thathaue knowne the Earth fo full o 
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For my part,t have walk’d about the Areets, 
Submitting me vate the perillous Nights...» .. 
And thus ynbraced,Cska,as you fee, i294 
Haue bar’d my Bofome to-the: Thunder-ftone ; 
‘And when the crofic blew Lightning feem'd to open: 
The Breft of Heauen, I did prefent my felfe 
Euen inthe ayme,and very flath of ir, (uens ? 
cis the parc of men,to feare and tremble, .. 
‘When che BiG mightie Gadssby tokens fend 
Such dreadfull Heraulds,to aflonith vs, 
Caffi. You are dull, Ceska : Baier wlioas 
lAnd thofe{parkes of Lifegtharfhould be ina Roman, 
FYou doe want, or elie you vle not... a: 
You looke\pale,and gaze,and put on fearg, “J 
And caft your felfe in wonder, tte 3 
To fee the ftrange impatience of the Heatiens: 
But if you. would confiderche true caufe, sf 
Why all thefe Fires,why ail thefe gliding Ghofts, 
Why Birds and Beafts, from qualitie andkinde, 
Why Old men,Fooles,and Children calculaze, 
|Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Naturesand pre-formed Faculties, 
Tomonftrous qualitie; why you fhall finde, 
That Heauen hath irfus’d.them wich thefe Spirits, 
To make them Inftruments of feare,and warning, 
Vate fome monftrous State. 
Now could I (Casha) name.to thee a man, 
Moft hike this dreadtull. Night, : 
That Thunders, Lightens opens Graues,and roares, 
As doth the Lyon in the Capioll : 
Aman no mightier then thy felfe,or me, 
Inperfonall action ; yet prodigious growne, 
And fearefull,as thefe ftrange. eruptions are. 
Cask, “Tis Cafar that youmeane: 
Is it not, Caffizs ? 
Caf. Levit be who it is: for Romans now 
Haue Thewes,and Limbes,like to their Anceftors ; 
But woe the while,our Fathers mindes are dead, 
And we are gouern’d with our Mothers {pirits, 
Our yoake,and fufferance, fhew vs Woraanith. 
Cask, Indeed, they fay,the Senators to morrow 
Meane to eftablith Ce/ar asa King : 
And he fhall. weare his Crowne by Sea,and Land, ° 
Ineuery place,faue here in Italy. | 
Caf. I know where I will weare this Dagger then; 
Cafins from Bondage will deliuer Caffiva s 
Therein,yee Gods, you make the weakemoft Rtrong; 
herein, yee Gods,you Tyrants doe defeat, 
or Stonie Tower,nor Walls of beaten Brafle, 
|Norayre-leffe Dungeon,nor ftrong Linkes of Iron, 
Can be retentiue to the ftrength of {piric: 
But Life being wearie of thele worldly Barres, 
Neuer lacks power to difmiffe it felfe. 
If I know this,know allthe World befides, 
That part of Tyrannic that I doe beare, 
Tcan thake off at pleafure. Thunder frill 
Caks Socan T: 
So euery Bond-man in his owne hand beares 
© power to cancell his Capriuitie, 
Caffi. And why fhould Cefar be a Tyrant then? 
Poore man,I know he would not bea Wolfe, 
ut that he fees the Romans are bur Sheepe: 
© Were no Lyon, were not Romans Hindes, 
Thofe that with hafte will makea mightie fire, 
*gin it with weake Strawesy What crathis Rome? 
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The Tragedooh fouls Clan 


Cask, But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Heae | 


im 
| What Rubbith,and what Offall? when it ferues 
“For the bafe matter,to illuminate .., 
So vile a thing as Cafar. But oh Gricfe, 
| Where haftthou led me? I (perhaps) {peake this 
' Before a willing Bond-man : then I know 
| My anfwere mult be made, But lam arm’d, 
| And dangers are to ime indifferent. 
Cuk. You fpeake to Caska,and to fuch a man, 
Thatis no flearing Tell-tales, Hold, my Hand: 
Be faCtious forredréffe of allthefe Griefes, ; - 
And I will fer. this foot of snine as farre 
As who goes fartheft, 
Caf. There’s a Bargaine madé.. 
Now know you, Caska,I haue mou'd already 
Some certaine of the Nobicit minded Romans 
| To vnder-goe,with me,an Enterprize, 
Of Honorable dangerous confequence; 
And I doeknaw by this, they {tay for me 
In Pompeyes Porch: for now this fearefull, Night, 
There is no ftirre,or walking inthe flreetes ; 
And the Complexion of the Element 
Is Fauors, like the Worke we have in hand, 
Mot bloodie, fierie,and moft texrible, 
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Enter Ciuza, AT 
Cuka. Stand clofe awhile, for heere 

hafte. armrests st 3 

Cai. "Tis Cimna,1 doe knowhim by his Gate, 
He isa friend. Cinua,where hafte you jo? ee i 
| Cinna, To finde out you: Who's that, Adetellus 
Cymber ? ; ; rod ff 
Caffi. No, itisCaska, one incorporate | 
To our Attempts. Am [not {tay’d for, Cinna? 
Cinna, lamegladon', | ., 

Whata featefull Nighe is this ? 

There’s two @r three of vs haue feene firan 
Cafi., Acad not ftay’d for? tell me. 
Cinna. Yes, youare. O Caffius, se 

If you conkine winne the Noble Brutus 

To our part youu . E 
Caf, Be you content. Good Civna,take this Paper, 

And looke you lay it in the Pretors Chayre, 

Where Brutus may but finde it : and throw this 

Inat his Window; fet this vp with Waxe 

Vpon old Brstus Statue: allthisdone, . - : 

Repaire to Pompeyes Porch,where you fhall finde ys. 

Is Decives Brutus and Trebonius there ? 

Cinna, All,bur Adfetellus Cymber,and he’s gone 

To feeke you at your houfe. Well, 1 will hie, 

And fo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me, __ 

Caf. Thatdone,repayre to Pompeyes Theater, 

Exit Cinna, 


comes one in 


ge fights. . 


Come Caska,you and I will yet,ere day, 
See Brews at his houfe: three parts of him 
Is ours alreadie, and the man entire 
Vpon the next encounter,yeelds him ours. 
Cask, O,he fits high inall the Peoples hearts : 
Aad that which would appeare Offence in ys, 
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymie, 
Will change to Vertue,and to Worthineffe, 
Caffe Him,and his worth,and our 
You haueright well conceited: let 
For it is after Mid-night, and ere day, 
We will awake him, and be fure of him. 
Exeunt. 
kk 3 


great need of him, 
vs goe, 
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- AdlusSecundus. 





» Enter Braties in bis Orchard. ~ 









































Brats What Lucius, hoe?” 

Icannot,by the progreffe of theStarres, 
Giue guefle how neere to day--Lucizs,I fay? * 
1 would it were my fault to fleepe fo foundly. 
When Lucins,when? awake, fay: what Lacine ? 
!  Gxiter Lacing 
Lue. Cal?d'you, my Lord? * : 
Bret. Get mea Taporin my Study, Lacins: 
' Whenitislighted,come and callmehere. 
Luc. Iwillniy Lord. Exit-* 
Brut, Ic mutt be by his ceath : and formy part, 
know no perfonall caufe,to fpurne at him, © 
‘But for the generall, He would be crown’d®' | 
‘How that might change his nature ,there’s the queftion? 
tis the bright day,that brings forth the Adder, 
And chat craves warie walking: Crowne himthat, 
‘| And then I graunt we puta Sting in him, 
‘That at his will he may doe danger with. 
‘Th’abufe of Greatnefle,is, when it dis-ioynes 
Remorfe from Power: And to fpeake truth of Cefar, 
Thaue not knowne,when his Affe@tions {way'd 

More then his Reafon. But’tisa common proofe, 
That Lowlyneffe is young Ambitions Ladder, 
‘Whereto the Climber vpward turnes his Face : 
| But wheh he once attaines the vpmoft Round, 
Hethen vate the Ladder turnes his Backe, 
Lookes in the Clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees 
By which hedidafcend: fo Cafarmay; | 
Then leaft he may,preuent.--And fince the Quarrell 
Will beare no colour, for the thing he is, 

Fafhion it thus ; that what he is,augmented, 
Would runne to thefe,and thefe extremities : 
‘And therefore thinke him asa Serpents egge, 
Which hatch’d, would as his cide grow mifchieuous; 
And kill him inthe fheil. 

e Enter Lucius. 

Luc. The Taper burneth in your Clofer, Sit: 
Searching the Window fora Flint,I found 
This Paper,thus feaPdvp,andTamfure 
It did not lye there when I went'to Bed. 

Gines him the Letter. 

Brat. Get you to Bed againe,it is not day 
Is not to morrow (Boy) the firft of March? 

lac. I know not,Sir. get 

Brut. Looke inthe Calender,and bring me word. 

Luc. Twill, Sir. Exit. 

’ Brut. The exhalations,whizzing in the ayre, 
Giue fo much light,that I may reade by them. 

. Opens the Letter and reades. 

Brutus thon fleep' ft ; awake, and fee thy felfe : 
Shall Rome,ec. fpeake ,/trike, redreffe. 
Brutus,thon fleep' ft: awake. 
Such inftigations haue beene often dropt, 
Where | haue tooke them vp : 
Shall Rome,crc. Thus muft I piece it out + 


Pe OR RE 


My Anceftors did from the ftreeres of Rome 
The Tarquin driue, when he was call’d a King. 
Speake, trike, redreffe. Am 1 entreated 


The Tragedie of Fulins (afar. 
Sega TL To fpeake,and frike ? O Rome; Imake thee promiaan 
TI ye the tedvetfe will BMoWNon tacaGiNY 2 tates al 


| Thy full Petition atthe hatid of Brstns, -" 0°. 


» Since Caffins firtt did whet me'againgt Cfar, 
. Lhaue not flept. ap sie 


| Andthe firft motion, all the Juterim is 


. Are then in councell; and the ftare ofa man, | 
| Like toa littleKingdome,fuffersthen © | 
_ The nature of an InfurreGion, 


_ That by no meanes I may difcouer them, 


. They are the Faction. O Confpiracie, 


| Hide ic in Smiles,and Affabilitie: 


| Not Erebus ic felfe were dimmé enough, 





Shall Rome ftand vnder one mans awe? What Rome? © |) Thar fret the Clouds,are Meflengers of Day. 









Lac. Sit,March is wafted fifteene dayes, n> wi) 
ie isc _  Ruocke within? 001 
| "Brat, "Tis good. Go to the Gate,fome body knock: 


Betweene the acting of a dreadful thing, 







Like a Phantafma,or a hideous Dreame: 
The Gensi#s,and the mortall Inftruments 


Enter Lucing. 


| Lue, Sir, tisyour Brother Ca/fine at the Door, 
Who doth defireto fee you.‘ 


Brut. Wshe alone? 

Lee, No,Sir,there are moe withhim,~ | 

Brat. Doe you know them? CH 

Luc, No,Sir,their Hats are pluckt about theirEares, | 
And halfe their Faces buried in their Cloakes, 


By any wnarke of fauour. 
Brut. Let’em enter: 


Sham’ft thou to fhew thy dang’rous Brow by Night, 
When cuills aremoft free ? O then, by day 

Where wilt thou finde a Cauerne darke enough, 4 
To maske thy monftrous Vifage?Seck none Confpiracie, 


For if thou path thy natiue femblance on, 
To hide thee from preuention. 


Enter the Confpiraters, Caffius C aska, Decitily 
Cinna, Metellis,and Trebonits. 


Caf. Ithinke we are too bold vpon yaur Reft: 
Good morrow Brutu,doe wetrouble you? 
Brut. \haae beene vp this howre,awake all Night: 
Know Ithefe men,that come along with you? 
Caff. Yes,eucry man of them ; and no manhere 
But honors you ; and every one doth with, 
You had but that opinion of your felfe, 
Which euery Noble Roman beares of you. 
This is Trebonins. 
‘Brat. He is welcome hither. 
Caff. This, Decius Brutus. 
Brut. He is welcome too, 
Caff. This, Caska ; this, (inna; and thi Metel 
Cyber, 
Brut, They are all welcome, 
What watchfull Cares doe interpofe themfelues 
Betwixt your Eyes,and Night? ‘ 
Caffs Shall 1 entreat 3 word ? They whifper \e 
Decius, Here lyes the Eaft ; doth not the Day se 
heere ? 
Cak. No. ey 
Cin. Opardon, Sit, it doth ; aud yorgrey Lines, 


Cask, You hall confeffe,chat you are both deceiu’d 
Heere,as I point my Sword,the Sunne ariles; 


Which is a great way growing on the South, sweet 


war 
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| Weighing the'youthfull Spafari of che yeare, 
some two moneths hence, vp higher toward the North 
He firtt prefencs his fire,and the high Eatt - 
stands as che’ Capitol, directly heere. 
, Bre. Giue'aieyour hands all ouer,one by one, 
| Caf. Andlet vs fweare our Refolation. 
| Brut. No, not’an Oath vif northe Face ofmen, 
The fufferance of our Soules;'the times Abufes' 
ifthefe be Motiues weake, breake off betimes, 
and euery man hence, to his idle bed : 
So let high-fighted-Tyranny rarige on; 
Tilleach man drop by Lottery. But if thefe 
(AsT am fure they do) beare fireenough 
To kindle Cowards, and co ftetle with valour 
The melting Spirits of women) Then Countrymen, 
What needle we any fpurre, but our owne caute; 
Toptickevs toredrefle? What other Bond, 
then fecret Romans, that have {poke the word, - 
‘And will not palter ? And what otlier Oath, 
Then Honefty to Honefty ingae’d, 
That this (hall be, or we will fall for it. 
Sweare Prie(ts and Cowards, and men Cautelous 
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffering Soules 
That welcome wrongs ; Vnto bad caufes, fweare 
Such Creatures as men doubt; but donot fiaine 
The euen vertue of our Enterprize, 
Nor th’infuppreffiue Mettle of our Spirits, 
Tothinke, that orour Caufe,or our Performance 
Did neede an Oath. ‘When every drop of blood 
That every Roman beares, and Nobly beares 
Isouilty of afeuerall Bafterdie, | 
Ifhe do breake the fmalleft Particle 
Ofany promife that hath paft from him. 

(af. But what of Cicero ? Shall we found him ? 
Ithinke he will ftand very ftrong with ys. 

Cask, Let vs not leaue him out, 

Cyn, No, by no meanes, 

Metel. O let vs haue him, for his Siluer haires 
Will purchafe vs a good opinion: 
And buy mens voyces, to commend our deeds ; 
Itfhall be fay, his iudgement rul’d our hands, 
Ouryouths,and wildeneffe, fhall no whit appeare, 
Burall be buried in his Grauity- 

Bra, O name him not; let vs not breake with him, 
For he will neuer follow-any thing 
That other men begin: 

Caf; Then leaue him out, 

Cask. Indeed, he is not fir. 

Decivs. Shallno man elfe be touche,but onely Cefar ? 

Caf. Decias well yre’d : I chinke it is not meer, 
Marke Antony fo well belou’d of Cafar,: 
Should out-Jine Cefar, we thall finde of him 
Athrew'd Contriver. And you know, his meanies 
fhe improue them, may well fretch fo farre 
As to annoy vs all: which to prevent, 
Let Antony and Cefar fall together. 

Bra. Our courfe will feeme too bloody, Cains Cafsins y | 
To cut the Head off, and chen hacke the Limbes : 
Like Wrath in death, and Enuy afterwards: 
Por Antony, is but a Limbe of Cafar. 
Let's be Sacrificers, but not Butchers Caine : 
We all and vp asainft the fpirit of Ce/ar, 
And in the Spitie of men, there is no blood: 
Othat we then could come by Cafars Spirit, 
And not difmember Ce/ar ! But (alas) 
Cefar muft bleed forit. And gentle Friends, 


*: * 





ss . SIS 
Let's kiil him Boldly, but not Wrathfally : 
Let’s carue him, as.a Difh fit for the Gods’, 
Not hew him as a Carkaffe fit for Hounds: 
And let our Hearts, as fubtle Mafters do, -* 
Stiere vp theitSeruants to an aéte of Rage, © 
And after feeme to chide “em. : This fhall make 
Our purpofe Neceffaty,and not Enuious, ~ 
Which fo appearing to the common eyes, 
We fhall be call’d Purgers, not Murdérets, ' 
And for Marke Antony,thinke not of hiay?* \" 
For he can dono more then Cefars Arme,--“ 
When Cafarsheadis off, “" ” x 
Caf. Yet I feare him,’ ” A te 
For in the ingrafted loue he beares to Cx/ar. 
Bre. Alas,good Ca(sins, donorthinke ofhim: - 
If he loue Cefar, all that he can do bee Fiakel?, 
Isto himfelfes take thought,and dye for Cafar, 
And that were much he fhould : for he'is giuen 
To fports,to wildeneffe,and atich compaiiy,: °? 9! 
Treb. There is no feare in him; let hinynotdye; >: YY 
For he will line, and laugh at this heeréafter’” °° 90 
- Clocke Prikess\ 
Bra. Peace, count the Clocke. PY ISK ION ity 
Caf. The Clocke hath ftrickenthree, ~' 
Treb. ’Tistimetopart. 
Caf’ Buritis doubrfull yet, a is 
Whether Cafar will come forth to day,or no: * 
For he is Superftitious growne oflate, 10 "| 
Quite from the maine Opinion he held once; 
Of Fantafie, of Dreames, and Ceremonies’: 
Ic may be, thefe apparant Prodigies, 
The vnaccuftom’d Terror of this night, ** 
And the perfwafion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitoll to day. 
Decius. Neuer feare that : Ifhe be fo refolu'd, 
I can ore-{way him ; For he loues to heare, 
That Vnnicornes may be betray’d with Trees, 
And Beares with Glaffes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toyles, and men with Flatierers, 
But, when I tell him, he haces Flacterers, 


| He fayes,he does; being then mofi flattered, 


Let me worke : 
For I can giue his hithour the true bent 3 
And IJ will bring him tothe Capitoll. . 

Caf. Nay,we will all of vs, be thereto fetchhim) « ” 

Bra. By the eight houre,is that the vetermoft? 

Cin. Be that the vttermoft, and faile nor then, 

Met, (aius Ligarius doth beare Cefar hard, 
Who rated him for {peaking well of Pompey ; 

I wonder none of you haue thought of him. 

Bru. Now good cMetellus go along by hims 
He louesme well, and I haue giuen him Reafons, 
Send him but hither, and Ile fafhion him. 

Caf; Fhemorning comes vpon's: 

Wee'lleaue you Brutus, 
And Friends difperfe your felues; but all remember » 
What you haue faid, and fhew your felues true Romans. 

Bra. Good Gentlemen, looke freth and mersilys 

Let not our Jookes put on our purpofes, 

But beare itas our Roman A@ors do, 

With vntyr’d Spirits,and formall Confancie, 

And fo good morrow.to you euery one, 
Manet Brutus; 

Boy : Lucins : Faftafleepe ? Itis no mateer, 

Enioy the hony-heauy-Dew of Slumber : 

Thou haft no Figures, norno Fantafies, 


Exonnt. 
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Which bufie care dzawes; in the braines ofimen’; 
Thereforethou fieep’ftfofound, aoe 
} Enter Portias 

Por, Brutus, my Lord, ».. 


an So 
; 


Iris not for your health, thusto commit ...... 
Your weake condition, totheraw.cold morning, 


Scole from my bediand yefternight at Supper 
Youfedainly atofe,and walk’d about, . 
sMufing, and fighing, with your armes aecroffe : 
éAnd when [ ask’d you what the matter was," 
“You ftar’d vpon me, with vngentle lookes.. , 
Hil vrg’d you fursher, then yon {cratch'd your head, 
And tov.impatiently.ftampe with your foote: 

“YerI infifted, yet youanfwer’dnot, 
‘But with an angry, wafterof your hand 
(Gaue figne forme toleaue you: So did, 
Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience 
Which feen-d coo much inkindled ; and withall, 
Hoping it was but an effect of Humor, . 
Which fometime hath his houre with euery man. 
Ic will not fet you eate, nor talke, nor fleepe ; 
‘And could it worke fo much vpon your fhape, 
| As it hath much preuay!'d on your Condition; | 
I fhould not know you Bretus, Deare my Lord, 
‘Make me acquainted with your caufe of greefe. 

Bre, Lam not well in bealch,.andthatis all. 

Por, Brutus is wife, and were he notin health, 
He would embrace the meanes to come by it. 

Bra. Why fo 1 do: good:Portia go to bed. 

’ Por. 1s Brutus ficke? Andis it Phyficall 

To walke vnbraced, and fucke vp the humours 
| Of the danke Morning ? What, is Bratus ficke> 
‘And will he fteale out of his wholfome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night? 
And tempt the Rhewmy;and vnpurged Ayre, 
To adde yato hit ficknefle? No my Brutas, 
You haucfome ficke Offence within your minde, 
Which by the Right and Vertue of my place 
Tought to know of: Andvpon my knees, 
Icharme you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vowes of Loue, and cthd@great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make vs one, 
That yonynfold to me, your felfe; your halfe, © 
Why youre heauy : and what men tonight 
Haue had tefort to you: for heere haue beene 
Some fixe or feuen, who did hide their faces 
Euen from darkneffe. 

Bra. Kneele not gentle Portia, 
| Por. Afhould nornecde, ifyou were gentle Brats, 
Within tho Bond of Marriage, tell me Brutus, | 
Is it excepted, I fhould know no Secrets 
‘That appertaine to you?,Am I your Selfe, . 
;But as it were in fort, or limitation ? 
‘To keepewich you at Meales, comfort your Bed, 
‘And talkecoyou fometimes? Dwell I butin the Suburbs 
“OF your good pleafure ? 1fit.beno more, 
*Portiais Brotus Haxlot, nos his Wife. see 
’ Brn. Youare my.true and-honourable Wife, 
‘As deere to me, as are the ruddy droppes 
Tharwifit my fad heart. 

Por. Uf this were true, then fhould I know this)fecret, 
Tgraunt lam a Womans but withall, : 
A Woman that Lord Bratz tooke to Wife: 
I graunt [ama Woman; but withall, 


. 


TheTragedie of Fulus. (afar. aa 
| Thinke you, lamno ftronger thenmy Sex. 
Bru.Portia: Wat meane you?wherforerife younow?: | 


' Giuing my felfea voluntary.wound 


i Por, Nox foryoursneither... Yhaue vngently Brute 


| The fecrets of my Heare. 


- Leaue me.with haft, 








A Woman well reputed ; Late’s Daughter, See; 







Being fo Father'd, and fo Husbanded?. 


Fell me your Countels, Iwill not difclofe’em 27g | 
Thaue made {trong proofe ofmy Confancie. 
: add 


Heere,in the Thigh : Can I beare that with 
And not my Husbands Secrets ? 

Bra. O yeGods! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife, .. 
Harke,harke,one knockes.; Pertia go ina while 
And by and by thy bofome fhall partake : 


Patience,» | 


All my engagements, I will conftrue to thee 
All the Charractery of my fad browes; : 
Exit Portig, if 

Enter Leciusand Ligarins, 
Luciss, who's that knockes, i 

Lac. Heere is 2 ficke manthat would {peak with va, 

Bra, Caius Ligarius; that Adetellus {j sie vith as 
Boy;ftand afide,  Caiss Ligarins how? 

Cai. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue; 

Bra. O.what a time haue you chofe out braue Cains. 
To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not fickg,. 

Cai, Yam not ficke, if Bratus hauein hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor, 

Bru. Such an exploit haue Jin hand Ligarinsy 
Had you a healthfull eare to heare of it, 

Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
Iheere difcard my ficknefle, Soule of Rome, 
Braue Sonne, deriu’d from: Honourable Loines, 
Thou like an Exorcift, haft coniur’d vp, 

My mortified Spirit,. Now bid me runne, 
And I will Mriue with things impofhble, 
Yea get the better of them. What’stodo? 

Bre. A peece of worke, > 
That will make ficke men whole. 

Cai. But are not fome whole,that we muft make fick} 

Bra, Tharmuft wealfo. What itis my. Cas, 
I fhall ynfold to thee,as we are going, 
To whom it muft be done. 

Cai. Set on your feote, 

And with aheart new-fir'd, I follow you, 
To doI know not what: but it fufficeth 
That Brutus leads me on. 

Bra, Follow me then. 






Thwnders 
Exewnt 


Thunder & Lightuing. \ 
Enter Iulins Cafar in his Night-gowtes — 


Cafar. Nor Heauen, nor Earth, 
Haue beene at peace tonight: : 
Thrice hath Ca/pburnia, in her fleepe cryed out, 
Helpe,ho: They murther Cafar., Who's within 2, 
Enter a Serwant. 
Ser. My Lord. ' 
Caf. Go bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succeffle. 
Ser. I will my Lord. 
Enter Calpburnia. forth? 
Cal. What mean you Ce/ar? Think you to walk for 
You fhall not ftirre our of yourhoufe today. Awe 
Caf. Cafar fhall forth; the things that threaten" 
Ne're look’d but on my backe ; When chey ihall ICS nd 
The face of (far, they are vanifhed. cul. 


Exit 









The Tragelheof Fullus (afar. 


/ 


“ Calp. Cafar, 1 never ftood on Ceremonies; 
Yet now they fright me: There is onewithin, 
| Befides the things that we haue heard and {eene, 
Recounts moft horrid fights feene by the Watch, 
A Lionneffe hath whelpediin the ftreets, 
And Graues haue yawn’d, and yeelded vp their deads 
‘| Fierce fiery Warriours fight vpon the Clouds 
In Rankes and Squadrons, and right forme of Warre 
Which dyizel’d blood vpon the Capitoll ; 
The noife of Battell hurtled in the Ayre: 
Horffes do neigh, and dying men did grone, 
And Ghofts did fhrieke and fqueale about the frcets, 
OCafar, thefe things are beyond all vie, 
And I do feare them, 
Caf. What can be auoyded 
Whofeend is purpos’d by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet Cofar fall go forth: for thefe Predigtions 
Areto the world in generall, as to Cafar. : 
Calp. When Beg gers dye, there areno Comets feen, 
The Heauens themfelues blaze forth the death of Princes 
Caf. Cowards dye many times before thtir deaths, 
The valiant neuer cafte of death but once y2 9 
Ofall che Wonders that I yer haue heard, 
Itfeemes to me moft frange that men fhould feare 
Seeing that death,.a neceflary end 
Will come,when it will come. 
Exter a Servant, 
What fay the Augurers ? 
Ser, They would not haue you to ftitre forth to day. | 
Plucking the intrailes ofan Offering forth, 
{They could not finde a heart withimthe beat, 
Caf: The Gods do this in fhame of Cowardice: 
Cefar fhould be a Bealt without a heart 
Ifhe fhould ftay at home to day for feare: | 
No Cafar fhall not; Danger knowes full well 
That Cafar is more dangerous then he, 
Weheare two Lyons litte:’d in one day, | 
And I the elder and more terrible, 
{And Cefar thall go foorth, 
Calp, Alas my Lord, 
Your wifedome is.confum’d in confidence: 
Donot go forthtoday: Callit iny feare, 
That keepes you in. the houfe, and not your owne, 
Wee'l fend CAark Antony to the Senate houfe, 
And he fhall fay, you.arenot well to day; 
Letme ypon my knee,preuaile in this. 
Caf. Mark Antony {hall fay 1am not well, 
And for thy humor, I will Atay avhome, 
Exter Decius: 
Heete’s Decivs Brutus,hefhall tellthem fo. 
Deci, Cafar,all haile : Good morrow worthy (efar, . 
Icome to fetch you to the Senatehoufe; 
Ce Andyou are comeinvery happy time, 
obeare my greeting to the Senatars, 
And tell themthat I willnot come to day: 
*not,is falfe: and thar dare not, falferi: 
will not come'to day, tel them fo Decinsst? 2: 
— Calp, Say heis ficke. 
Cef. Shall Cefar fend-a Lye? ; 
tue | in Conqueft Rretcht mine Arme fo farre, 
obeafear'd to tell Gray~beards the truth: 
ins.90 tell them, (efar willnot come. 
ec. Moft mighty Cefar,let me know fome caufe, 
thi be langhtat when I tel them fo. 
Caf. The caufe is inmy Will, I wilbnot come, 
atis enough to fatisfie the Senate. 


th = 
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Se 





z 
But for your priuate fatisfa@tion, 


Becaufe I loue you, I willlet you know, 
Calphurnia heere my wife, ayes meat home: 
She dreampt to night,fhe faw my Sratue, 
Which like a Fountaine,with an bundred fpouts 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came foiling ,& did bathe their hands in it: ; 
And thefe does the apply, for warnings and portents)"_ 
And euils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hach bege’d, that I will Ray at home to day: 
Deci. This Dreame is all amiffe interpreted, 
It was a vifion, faire and forcunate : 
Your Statue {pouting bloodin many pipes,” 
In which fo many fling Romans bath'd 
Signifies that from you great Romie thall fucke 
Reuiuing blood, and that great men thall'preffe 
For Tindtures,Staines,Reliques,and Cosgnifance, 
This by Calpharnia’s Dreame is fignified,”” ° 
Caf. Audthis way haué you-well expoutided ir, 
Dect. Thaue, when you hate heard what T can fay : 
And know it now, the Senate haue concluded 
To giue this day,a Crowne to mighty Cafar. 
Ifyou fhall fend them word you will not come, 
Their mindes may change, Befides,it were a mocke 
Aptto be rendei’d, for fome one to lay,< 2 a 
Breake yp the Senate, till another time: geese Bi 
When Cafars wife thall meere with better Dreames, 7 
If Cefar hide himfelfe, thal! they not whifper 
Loe Cefaris affraid? ~~ 
Pardon me Cefar, for my deere deere lone: 
To your proceeding, bids me tell yoii this st 
And reafon to my loue is liable: TSE 
( «{-How foolith do your fears feeme now Calphurnia? 
Tam afhamedI didyeeldtothem. — -® ch Sie 
Giueme my Robe, for IT will gO, 


Enter Brutus, Ligavius, Meteilus,Caska, Treboo 
nius, Cynnd,and Prblins, 
And looke where Publiitis come to fetch mie; 
Pub. Good morrow Cefar. : 
Caf. Welcome Publius. 
What Brutus,are you ftirr'd fo earely too? 
Good morrow (uka: Cains Ligariws, 
Cafar was ne'te fo much your enemy,’ pete. 
As thar fame Ague which hath made you leane. 
What is’ a Clocke? 
Bra. Cafar,’tis truckeneight, 
Caf. Ithanke you for your paines and curtefie. 
Enter Antony, Be Haast 
See, Antonythat Reuels] ong a-nights 
Isnotwithftanding vp, Good morrow Antony. 
Ant. Sota moft Noble Cefar. Res 
Caf. Bidthem prepare within: 
I am too blame to be thus waited for.’ 
Now Cynna,now Metellus : what Ti vebouins, 
I haue an houres talke in fore for your 
Remember that you call on me to day: 
Be neere me, that I may remember you. - 
Treb. Cafar 1 will':aad fo neere will] be, to 
hat your beft Friends fhall with Thad beene further, | 
Cef-Good Friends go in,gnd tale fonie'wine withme | 
And we (like Friends) wif ftraight way gotogether, 
Bra. Thateuery likeis nor the fame,OGefar, 9 
The heart of Brutns eariies to thinke Vpom* 
Enter Arvemidoris,’ 
Cafar, beware of Brutus, take beede of Cafs ius; come nor 
Nee rg 


Exeunt 
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necre Caska,hane an cye to Cynnaytrujemot Frebaniss marke 


The mighty Gods defend thee... 5; 
pore ees 4, 5. Thy Louer, Artemidorns. 

| Heere will Lftand, till Cefarpaffe along, ' 

And asa Sutor will I give himthis: - 

My heart laments,-that Vextug cannot line 

| Ont ef the teeth: of Emulation. : : 

4 If thou reade this, O Cefar, thou mayeft lines 

'} Wnot, the Fates with Traitors do contrive. 

. Enter Portia and Lucins. 

Por. Lptythee Boy,run to theSenate-houfe, 

| Stay notto anfvwver me, but getthee gone...) 

| Why doeft thou ftay 2 

{ Luc, Toknowmy errand Madam, 

Por. 1 would haue had thee there and heere agen 
Ere I can tell thee what thoufhould’ft do there ; 
1-O Conttancie, be {trong ypon my fide, 

Set a huge Mountaine cweene my Heart and Tongue : 
Thaue a mans minde, but a womans might : 
How hard it is for women to keepe counfell. 
Art thou heere yet? ae 
1 Lue. Madam,what fhould Ido? 
4 Ran to the Gapitoll,and nothing elfe? 
And fo returneto,you,and nothing elfe ? 
Por. Yes,bring me word Boy, ifthy Lordlook well, 
| For he went fickly forth : and take good note 
4. What Cz/ar doth, what Sutors preffe to him. 
| Hearke Boy,what noyfe is that ? 
... Lace Ibearenone Madam. 
{ Por. Prythee liften wells. ; 
1 Theard a bufsling Rumor like aFray, 
} And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 
4 = Lacs, Sooth Madam, ] heare.nothing......0 
“Enter the Soothfayers 
Por. Come hither Fellow, which way haft thou bin? 
Sooth. Atmine owne houfe;good Lady, 
Por. Whatistaclocke? 0.) 
Sooth. About the ninth houre Lady. 
Por, Is Cefar yet gone tothe Capitol? 
Sooth. Madam nor yet, I goto take my ftand, 
To fee him paffe on to the Capiroll. 

‘ Por. Thou halt fome fuite to Cefar,haft thou not? 

1 © Sooth. That I haue Lady, if it-will pleale Cefar 
Tobe fo.good to,Cefar,as to heareme: 
I fhall befeech him to befriend himfelfe. 

Por, Why know’ thou.any, harme’s intended to-! 
wards him? jern Loo 

Sooth, None that I know willbe, 

Much that I feare may chances, . iy 
Good morrow to you: heere,the fireet is narrows 
The throng that followes Ce/ar,at the heelesy.; 

1 Of Senators, of Pracors, commion Sutors,. 

Will crowd a feeble man (almoft)to death: 

Ie get metoa place more voyd, and there 

‘# Speake to Bip Cefar ashe.comes along. 

| Por Ambergodnd | div Medi Lesh 

_ f deyeime dawayeakeathing | 

[The beartofwomanis? O Brxtas, 99. 1 

. The Heauena fpeede thee in thine enterprize. 
Suxe.the Boy heard. me.: Bratgs hatha fuires 3. E 
iThac Cefar willnot grant...O,igrow faint : 
[ponte audcommendmetomy Lords.) 2). 


Exit 


“Hie Tiaeniagl fuluc Cal. 


well CMetellus Cymber, Decius Brutus loves thee not: Thow | 
haft wrong’d Caizs Ligariss...T here 1 but one mindein all 
thefe msen,andit ws bent againf: Cafar : If thow-beeft not Im- 
mortall, looke about you: Security gines way to Con(piracie . | 


Exit. 












Say 1 am metry;Come to me againe, 
And bring. meword what he doth fay tothee; >> Eiey), 
TiS a laste 
Attus Tertius.” 
Jalignoey nial usin Svea al 
Flourifh. 
Enter Cafar, Brutus, Caffins, Caska, Decins, Merellus, Tyem 


bonins ,Cynna,Antony, Lepidus, Artimedorus, Pubs 
* an dius and the Soothfayer, 


Caf: The Ides of March are come. 

Sooth. 1 (afar, but not gone. 

Art. Haile Cefar >Read this Scedule. 

Deci. Trebowiws doth defire you to ore-read 
(At your beft leyfure) this his humble fuite, 

Art. O Cafar,reade mine firft: for mine’s a fuite 
Thactouches Ce/ar neerer. Read it great Cefar. 

Caf. What touches vs our felfe,fhall be laft ferw'd, 

Art, Delay not Céfar, read it inftantly. 

Caf: Whiat,is the fellow mad? 

Pub. Sitra,giue place. 

Capi. What,vrge you your Petitions in the ftrect? 
Come to the Capitoll, 

Popil. I wilh your enterprize to day may thriae, 

Caffit. What enterprize Popillins? 

Popil, Fare you well. 

Bra, What faid Popsllins Lena ? 

Caffi, He wifhtto day our enterprize might thrive: 
I feere our purpofe is difcouered. 

Bra. Looke how he makes to Cefar: marke him. 

— Caffi, Caska be fodaine, for we feare prevention. 
Brutus what fhall be done? If this be knowne, 
Caffius or (afar neuer fhall curne backe, 

For I will flay my felfe. 
Bra, Caffius be conftant: 
Popillius Lena (peakes not ofourpurpofes, 
For looke he fmiles, and Cefar doth not-change. 
Caffi. Trebonius knowes his times for look youBratws 
He drawes Mark Antony out of the way. 
Deci. Whereis Metellus Cimber,let him 20, 
And prefently preferre his fuite to Ca/ar. 
‘Brus Heis addreft : preffe neere,and fecond him. 
Cin, Caska,you arethe firft that reares your hand, 
Cef. Are weall ready? What is now amifle, 
That Cefar and his Senate muft redreffe ? 
Metel.Moft high,mof mighty,and moft puifant Cefar 
Metellus Cymber throwes beforethy Seate 
An humble heart. = 
' Caf. Imuft preuent thee Cymber : 
Thefe couchings,and thefe lowly courtefies °- 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, : 
And turne pre-Ordinance,and firft Decrees. 
Intothe lane of Children. Be not fond, ° : 
Tothinke that Ce/ar beares fuch Rebel! blood. 
That will bethaw’d fromthe true quality f 
With that which melteth Fooles, I meane fweet Wo! 4) 
Low-crooked-eurtfies,arid bafe Spaniel fawning? 
Thy Brother by decree is banifhed : 3 
If chou doeft bend, and pray,and fawne for him, 
I {purne theelike a Curre out of my way + 
Know, Cafar doth not wrong, nor without canfe 
Willhe be fatisfied. di 
Metel.1s there novoyce more worthy then my Bis 
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Then walke we forth, evento the Market place, 


And wauing our red Weapons ‘o’re our heads, 
Let's all cry Peace, Freedome,and Liberty. 


The Tragedieof Fulius (afar. , 





To {ound more {weetly in great Ca/ars eate, 
for the repealing of my banifh'd Brother ? 
Bra. Lkiffe thy hand, but not in flattery Cefars 
| |Defiring thee, that Publins Cymber may 
Haue animmediatg freedome of repeale. 
Caf. What Brutus? 
Caffi. Pardon Cefar : Cafar pardon : 
Aslowe as to thy foore doth ( affizs fall, 
Tobegge infranchifement for Pablins Cymber. 
Caf. \could be well mou’d, if I were as you, 
ffl could pray to mooue, Prayers would mooue me: 
But I am conftant as the Northerne Starre, 
Of whofe true fixe, and refting quality, 
There is no fellow in the Firmament. 
The Skies are painted with vnnumbred fparkes, 
They are all Fire, and every one doth fhine : 
But, there’s but one in all doth hold his place, 
§o,in the World; "Tis furnith’d well with Mer, 
And Men are Flefh and Blood,and apprehenfiue; 
Yetin the number, I do know butOne 
That vnaflayleable holds.on his Ranke, 
Vathak’d of Motion: and that Lamhe, 
Letme alittle thew ir, euenin this: 
That I was conftant Cymber fhould be banifh’d, 
And conftant do remaine to keepe him fo. 
Cinna. O (afar. 
Caf. Hence: Wilt thou lift vp Olympus ? 
Deciws, Great Cafar. 
Cef. Doth not Brats boorleffe kneele ? 
Cauk Speake hands fog ae. 
; They fab Cafar. 

Caf. Et Te Brace? Then fall Cafar. 
Cin, Liberty,Freedome; Tyranry is dead, 
Run hence, proclaime, cry it about the Streets, 

Caf. Some to the common Pulpits,and cry out 
liberty, Freedome,and Enfranchifement. 
Bra. People and Senators, be vot affrighted : 
Fly not, ftand ftill : Ambitions debt is paid. 
Cask, Goto the Pulpit Bratu. 
Dee. And Caffiits too. 
Bra. Where's Publius? 
Cie. Heere, quite confounded with this mutiny. 
Met. Stand taft together, leaf fome Friend of Cefars 
Should chance ~-rees 
Bra. Talkenct of tanding. Publius good cheere, 
There is no harme mrended to your perfon, 
Nor to no Romanelfe: fo tell them Pablins. . 
Cafi. And leaue vs Publius, leaft that the people 
Rufhing on vs, fhould do your Age fome mifchiefe. 
Bru, Do fo, and Jet no man abide this deede, 
But we the Doers. 
. Enter Treboninus, 
Caffi.. Where is Antony? 
Treb. Fled to his Houfeamaz’d; 
Men, Wiues,and Children, ftare,cry out,andrun, 
Asit were Doomefday. 
Bru. Fates,we will know your pleafures : 
That we fhall dye we krow, ‘tis burthe time 
And drawing dayes out, that meni ftand vpons 
Cask, Why hethat cuts off twenty veares of life, 
|Cuts off fo many yeares of fearing death. 
Bra. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit : 
Soate we Cefars Friends, that haue abride’d 
His time of fearing death. Stoope Romans, ftoope, 
And let vs bathe our handsin Cz/ars blood 
Vp to the Elb owes,.and befineare our Swords: 


Dyes: 


{, 





Caffi, Stoop then,and wath, How many Ages hence 


| Shall this our lofty Scene be aéted ouer, 


In State vnborne, and Accents yet ynknowne? 

Bre, How many times fhall C¢far bleed in {port, 
That now on Pompeyes Bafis lye along, 

No worthier then the duft ? 
Caffi. So oftas that fhall be, 
So often fhall the knot of vs be call’d, 
The Men that gaue their Country liberty. 

Dec. What, fhall we forth? 

Caffi. I,euery man away. 

Brutws {hall leade, and we will grace his heeles 
With the moft boldeft,and beft hearts of Rome. 
Enter a Seruant, 

Bre. Soft,who comes heere? A friend of Antonies, 

Ser. Thus Brutus did my Mafter bid me kneele; 
Thus did AZark «Antony bid me fall downe, 

And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay + 
Brutusis Noble, Wife, Valiant,and Honeft ; 
Cafar was Mighty, Bold,Royall,and Louing: 
Say, Iloue Brews, and I honour him ; 

Say, I fear’d Cefar; honour’d him,and lou’d him? 
If Brews will vouchfafe, that Antony : 
May fafely come to him, and be refolu’d 

How Cafar hath defern’d to lye in death, 

Mark Antony, thal not loue Cefar dead 

So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 

The Fortuaes and Affayres of Noble Bratws, i 
Thorough the hazards of this vntrod State, 
With all true Faith, So fayes my Mafter Antony. 

Bru, Thy Matter isa Wife and Valiant Romane, 
T never thought hira worfe : 

Tell him, fo pleafe him come vote this place 
He hell be fatisfied : and by my Honor 
Depart vntouch’d. 

Ser, Ile fetch him prefently. Exit Sernants |. 

Bra, 1 know that we fhail haue him well to Friend, 

Caffi. T wilh we may : But yet haue I a minde 
That feares him much sand my mifgiuing fill 
Falles fhrewdly to the purpofe. 

Enter Antony, 

Bra, But heere comes Autony : 
Welcome AfZark Antoxr. 

Ant. Omighty Cefar!] Daf thou lye folowe? 
Are all thy Conquefts,Glories, Triumphes;Spoiles, 
Shrunke to this little Meafure ? Fare thee well. 

I know not Gentlemen what you intend, 

Whveelle muft be let blood, who elfe is ranke: 

1f I my felfe. there isne houre fo fit 

As Cafars deaths houre ; nor no Inftrument 

Of halfe that worth, as thofe your Swords; made rich 
With the moft Noble blood of allthis World. 

I do befeech yee, if you beare mehard, 

Now, whil’ft your purpled hands do reeke and fmoake, 
Fulfill your pleafure, Liueathoufand yeeres, 

I fhall not finde my felfe fo apt to dye. 

No place will pleafe me fo, no meane of death, 

As heere by Cafay, and by you cut off, 

The Choice and Mafter Spirits-of this Age. 

Bru. O Antony | Begge not your death of vs: 
Though now we muft appeare bloody and cruel, 

As by our hands, and this our prefent Aéte 
You fee we do : Yet fee you but our hands, 
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Our hearts you fee not, they are pitrifull : 

And pitty to the generall wrong of Rome, 

As fire driues out fire, fo pitty, pitty 

Hath done this deed on Cafar. For your part, ; 
To you, our Swords haue leaden points ALarke Antony ; 
Our Armes in ftrength of malice, and our Hearts 

Of Brothers temper, do receiue you in, 

| With all kindeloue, good thoughts,and reverence, 
Cafft. Your voyce hall be as trong as any mans, 
Inthe difpofing of new Dignities. 

Bru, Onely be patient, till we haue appeas’d 
‘The Maltittde, befide themfelues with feare, 

And then, we will deliver you the caufe, 
| Why I, that did lone Cefar when I flrooke him, 
Haue thus proceeded. 

Ant. 1 doubt not of your Wifedorhe ; 

Let each man render me.his bloody hand. 
Firft Mareus Brutus will 1 fhake with you ; 
Next Cairs Caffivs do l take your hand ; 
Now Decius Bratis yours; now yours ALeteAiss ; 
Yours Cinna; and my valiant Caska,yours3 
Though laft, not leaftinloue, yours good Trebonius , 
Gentlemen ali: Alasywhat fhall [fay, 

My credit now ftands on fuch flippery ground, 
That one oftwo bad wayes you muft conceit me, 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. 

That I did loue thee Cefar,O”tis true: 

If chen thy Spirit looke vpon vsnow, 

Shall itnot grecue thee deerer then thy death, 

To fee thy Axtony making his peace, 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Foes ? 

Moft Noble, in the prefence of thy Coarfe, 

Had I.as many eyes,as thou haft wounds, 
Weeping as faft as they ftreame forth thy blood, 
It would become me better, then toclofe 
Intearmes of Friend{hip with thine enemfes. 
Pardon me /#liws, hecre was’t thou bay’d braue Hart, 
Heere did’ft thou fall,and heere chy Hunters ftand 
Sign'd in thy Spoyle,and Crimfon’d in thy Lethee, 
O. World!shou waft che Forreft to this Hart, 
And this indeed,O World, the kart of thee, 
How like aDesre,fwoker by many Princes, 
Doft thou heere lye ? 

Caf. Mark, Antony. « 
Ast, Pardoame Cains Caffins: 

The Enemies of Cefar, thal} fay this: 
Then, ina Friend, it is cold Modeftie, 

Caf. blame you not for praifing Cefar fo, 
But what compact meance you to haue with vs ? 
Will you be prick’d in sumber of our Friends, 
| Or flaall we on, and nor depend on you? 

Ant, Therefore { tooke your hands, but was indeed 
'Sway'd frown the point, by looking downe on Czfar, 
Friends ac J with you all, and loue you all, 
Vpon this hope, that you fhall giue me Reafons, 
Why, and wherein, Cefar was dangerous. 
Bra. Or elle were this a fauage Spectacle : 
Our Reafons are fo full of good regard, 
‘That wereyou Antony, the Sonne of Cafar, 
“You fhould be fatisfied. 
Ant. Thaetsall I feeke, 
And am moreouer futor, that I may 
Produce his body tothe Market-place, 
And inthe Pulpit as becomes a Friend, 
Speake inthe Order of his Funerall. 
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And this, the bleeding bufineflethey hanedore: .-—«Bru. You thall Afarke Ameny. 








< ee Brutus,a word with you : 

ou know not what you do; Dono 

ae Antony {peake sa Funeral: jie 

now you how much the people ma , 

By shat which he will Wear : Seis 
Bru. By your pardon: 

I will my felfe into the Pulpit firft, 

And fhew the reafon of our Cafars death. 

What Antony fhall fpeake, I will proteft 

He {peakes by leaue,and by permifsion; 

And that we are contented Czfar fhall 

Haue all true Rites,and lawfull Ceremonies 
It fhall aduantage more, then dovs wrono, 
Caf. know not what may fall, I like it not 
Bru. MarkeAntony, heere takeyou Cafars bod 
You fhallnot in your Funerall fpeech blame ys : 
But {peake all good you can deuife of Cafar ; 
And fay you doo’t by our permifsion: ; 
Elfe fhail you not haue any hand atall 
-Sbout his Fanerall. And you hall {peake 
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my {peech is ended, 
Ant. Be itfo: 
I do defire no more. 
Bru, Prepare the body then,and follow ys Exeyy 
: Manet Antony, 
O pardon me, thou blécding peece of Earth; 
That J am mecke and genile with thefe Butcherss 
Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft man 
That euer liued in the Tide of Times. 
Woe tothe hand that thed this coftly Blood, 
Ouer thy wounds,now do.I Prophefie, 
(Whichlike dumbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips, 
To begge the voyce and veterance of my Tongue) 
A Carfe thall light vpon thelimbes of men; 
Domefticke Fury, and fierce Ciuill’ftrife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy: 
Blood and deftrudion fhail be fo in vie, 
And dreadfull Obieéts fo familiar, 
That Mothers fhall bus {mile,when they behold 
Theis Infants quartered with che hands of Warre: 
All pitty choak’d with cuftome of fell deeds, 
And Cefars Spirit ranging for Reuenge, 
With Ate by his fide, come hor from Hell, 

Shall in thefe Confines,with a Monarkes voyce, 

Cry hauocke, and let flip the Dogges of Warte, 

That this foule deede, fhall fmell aboue the earth 

With Carrion men, groaning for Buriall. 

Enter Oftanio's Seruants 

You ferue Oftanins Cafur, Mo you not? 

Ser. Ido Marke Antony. . 
Aat. (afar did write for him tg cometo Rome, 
Ser. He did receiue his Letters,and is comming, 

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth—— 

OCafar ! 
Ant, Thy heartis bigge: get thee a-part and wept 

Pafsion I fee is catching from mine eyes, 

Seeing thofe Beads of forrow ftand in thine, 

Began to water. Is thy Mafter comming? - 
Ser. He liesto night within feuen Leagues of Romie, 
Ant. Poft backe with fpeede, 

And tell him what hath chane’d : 

Heere isamourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of fafety for Olfawins yet, : 

Hie hence,and tell him fo. Yer {tay a-while, vi 
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| Thou fhalt not backe, till I haue borne this courfe 
soto the Market place: There fhall ftry 
Jomy Oration, how the People take 
The cruel iffue of thefe bloody men, 
According tothe which, thou fhalt difcourfe 
Toyong Ottauius, of the ftate ofthings. 
Lend me your hand, Exeunt 


Enter Bratus and goes into the Pulpit and Cafft- 
us, with the Plebeians. 


Ple, Wewill be fatisfied : let vs be fatisfied, 

Bra Then follow me, and giue me Audience friends. 
Caffins go you into the other ftreete, 

And part the Numbers : 

Thofe that will heare me {peake, let ‘em ftay heere s 
Thofe chat will follow Ca/ius,go with him, 

And publike Reafons fhall be rendred 

Of Cefars death. 

1.Ple. Twill heare Brutus {peake. 

2, Iwill heare Caffivs,and compare their Reafons, 
When feuerally we heare them readred, 

3. The Noble Bratus is afcended: Silence. 

Brea, Be patient cill che lat. 

Romans, Countrey-men, and Louers, heare mee formy 
|caufe, and be filent, tharyou may heare. Beleeue me for 
mine Honor, and haue refpe& to mine Honor, that you 
may belecue. Centure me in your Wifedom, and awake 
your Senfes, that you may the better Iudge. Ifthere bee 
ay in this Affembly, any deere Friend of Cefars, to him 
Ifay, that Brutus loue to Cesar, was no leffe then his. If 
then, that Friend demand, why Brutus rele againft Ce- 
fo, thisis my anfwer: Notthatl lou’d Cafar leffe, but 
that I lou’c Rome more. Had you rather Cefar were li- 
ting, and dye all Slaues 5 then that Ce/ar were dead, to 
liueall Free-mmen ? As Cafar lou’d mee, I weepe for him; 
ashe was Fortunate, I reioyce at it; as he was Valiant, I 
honour him ; But, as he was Ambitious,I flew him. There 
is Teares, for his Louc : Joy, for his Fortune : Honor, for 
his Valour : and Death, for his Ambition, Whois heere 
fobafe, that would be a Bondman? If aay,fpeak,for him 
haue I offended, Whois heere fo rude, that would not 
beaRoman? If any,fpeak, for him haue I offended. Who 
isheere fo vile, that will not loue his Countrey ? If any, 
fpeake, for him haue I offended, I paufe for a Reply. 
ell, None Btatus, none. 

‘Brutus. Then none haue I offended. Ihave doneno 
more to Ce/ar,then you fhall do to Brutus, The Quefti- 
onofhis death,is inroll'd in the Capitoll: his Glory not 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his offences en- 
fore’d, for which he fuffered death. 


Enter Mark Antony, with Cafars body. 


Heere comes his Body, mourn’d by ALarke Antony, who 
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receiue the be- 
nefic ofhis dying, aplacein the Cémonwealth, as which 
of youfhall not, With this Idepart, that asI flewe my 
belt Louer for the good of Rome, I haue the fame Dag- 
ger for my felfe, when it fhall pleafemy Country toneed 
iny death, 

All, Line Gratus,liue,liue. 

A. Bring him with Triumph home ynto his houfe. 

2. Give him a Statue with his Anceftors. 

3- Let him be Cefars 

4. Cefars better parts, 


Shall be Crown'd in Bratns, 
r. Wee'l bring hit to his Houfe, 
With Showts and Clamors< 
Bru. My Country-men. 
24 Peace, filence, Brutus fpeakes, 
1. Peaceho, 
Bra. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone; 
And (for my fake)ftay heere with 4ytony : 
Do grace to Cefars Corpes,and grace his Speech 
Tending to Cefars Glories,which ALarke Antony 
(By our pexmiffion) is allow’d tomake. 
I do intreat youjnot a man depare, 
Saue Ialone, till ztony haue {pgke. 
1 Stay ho,ana let vs heare Wark Antony. 
3 Let him govpinto the publike Chaire, 
Wee'theare him - Noble Antony go vp. 
Ant, For Bratus fake, I ambeholding to you: 
4. What does he fay of Brats? 
3 He fayes,for Brutus fake 
He findes himfelfebeholdingtovsall, * 
4 ’Twere beft he {fpeake no harme of Bratwe heere ? 
1 This Caefar was a Tyrant. : 
3 Nay that’s certaine : 
Weare bleft that Romeis rid of him. 
2 Peace, let vs heare what Axtony can fay, 
Ant. Yougentle Romans. 
All, Peace hoe, let vs heare him. 
#in,Friends,Romans;Countrymen,lerid me yout éars: 
Icome to bury (/ar,not to praife him: 
The euill chat men do, liues after them; 
The good is oft enterred with their bones, 
So let it be with Cafar. The Noble Bratiu, 
Hath told you Cefar was Ambitious : 
If it were fo, it was a greeuous Fault, 
And ereetioufiy hath Céfar anfwer'd it. 
Heexe, vnder leaue of Bratas;and the ret 
(For Brutus is an Honourable man, 
So are they.al]; all Honourable men) 
Come I to fpeake in Ce/ars Funeral; 
He was my Friend, faithfull,and iuft to me; 
But Brutus fayes,he was ‘Ambitious, 
And Bruates isan Honourable man, 
He hath broughe many Captives home to Romé, 
Whofe Ranfomes, did the génerall Coffets fill: 
Did this in Cefar feeme Ambitious ? 
When that the peore haue cry’de, Ce/ar hath wept? 
Ambition fhould be made of fterner ftuffe; 
Yet Brutus fayes, he was Ambitious: 
And Bratus is an Honourable man. 
Youall did fee that on the Lepercall, 
I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crowne, 
Which he did thrice refufe. Was this Ambition? 
Yet Bratus fayes, he was Ambitious : 
And fure he isan Honourable man. 
I {peake not to difprooue what Bretns {fpoke; 
But heere lam, to fpeake what I do know; 
You all did loue him once, not without caufe; 
What caufe with-holds youthen,to mourne for him? 
O Iudgement! thou are fled to brutifh Beafts, 
And Men haue loft their Reafon, Beare with me, 
My hearcis in the Coffin there with Cefars 
And I muft pawfe,till it come backe to me, it 
1 Methinkes there is much reafon in his fayings. i 
2 Ifthou confider rightly of the matter, ° 
Cefar ha’s had great wrong, (his place, |. 
3 Ha’s hee Mafters ? ] feare there willa worfe comein} 
l ‘4 Marke 
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“4. Mark’d ye his words? he would not take J yj Crown, 
Therefore ’tis certaine,he was not Ambitious. 
t. Ifit be found fo, fome will deere abide it, 
a. Poore foule,his eyes are red as fire with weeping, 
3+ There’s not a Nobler man in Rome then Antony, 
» Now marke him, he begins againe to fpeake, 
Ant, But yefterday, the wordot Cela mighe 4 
Haue ftood againftthe World: Now lies he there, 
And none fo poore to do him reverence, 
O Maifters | If I were difpos’d to ftirre 
Your hearts and mindes to Matiny and Rage, 
I thould do Brutus wrong, and Caffits wrong $ 
Who (you all know) are Honourable men, 
I willnot dothem wrong : I rather choofe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong my felfe and you, 
Then I will wrong fuch Honourable men. 
But heere’sa Parchment, with the Seale of Cafar, 
I found it in his Cloffer, ’tis his Will: 
Let but the Commons heare this Teftament : 
(Which pardon me) I donot meanetoreade, 
And they would go and kiffe dead Cafars wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood ; 
Yea, begge a haire of him for Memory, 
‘And dying, mention it within their Willes, 
Bequeathing it as arich Legacie 
Vnto their iffue, 5 a 
¢ Wee'lheare the Will,reade it AZarke Antony. 
_ All. The Will,the Will; we will heare Cefars Will. 
Ant. Haue patience gentle Friends,I muft not read it, 
Tt isnot meete you know how Cafar lou’d you: 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men :, 
And being men, hearing the Will of Cafar, 
Ie will inflame you, it will make you mad; 
‘Tis good you know not that yowafe his Heires, 
For if you fhould,O what would come of it? Hage 
4 Readthe Will,wee'l heare it Antony 
You fhall reade vs the Will, Cafars Will. 
Ant, Willyoube Patient? Will you fay a-while? ? 
| Thaue o’re-fhot my felfe to tell you ofir, =p | 





~~ 


I feare I wrong the Honourable men, 

Whofe Daggers haue ftabb’d Cefar: I do feare it, 
4 They were Traitors; Honourable men? 
All. The Will,the Teftament, 

2 They were Villaines, Murderers:the Will, read the 
Will. 

Ant. Youwill compell me then to read the Will: 
Then make a Ring about the Corpes of Cefar, 
And let me fhew you him that made the Will: 
Shall I defcend? And willyou giue me lezue ? 

Al, Come downe, 

@ Defcend. 

3 Yourhall haue leaue. 

4 ARing, fandround, 

1 Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body, 

2 Roome for Antony, molt Noble Aatony. 

Ant, Nay prefle not fo vpon me, ftand farre off, 

All. Stand backe: roome,beare backe, 

Ant. Ifyou haue teares,prepare to fhed them now. / 
You all do know this Mantle, ] remember } 
The firft time ever Cefar put it on, 

Twas on a Summers Euening in has Tent, 

That day he overcame the Nerng, 

Leoke,i this placeran Cafivs Dagger through: 

See what 2 rent the enuicus Caska made: 

| Through this,the wel-beloued Brutus ftabb’d, / 

‘ate as she pluck’d his se Steele away’: 













Marke how the blood of Cefar of Cafe followedit, 
As rufhing out of deores; tobe refelud tesco 
It Brutus fo vokindely knock’d,or no: 

For Brutus,as you know,was Cafurs Abgel.). 
Tudge,O you Gods, how deerely Cefarlou'd he 
This was the moft ynkindeft cut-ofall, 

For when the Noble Cefar faw him ftab, 
Ingratitude, more ftrong then Traitorsa armes, 
Quite vanquifh’d him: then burfthis Migheyben, 
And in his Mantle, muffling yp his face 
Euen at the Bafe of Pompeyes Statue 
(Which all the while ran blood) great Ce/ar fell. 

O what a fall was there,my Countrymen ?:» 

Then I,and you,and all of ys fell downe, 

Whil'ft bloody Treafon flourith’d over ys; 
Onowyou weepe, and I perceiue you feele 

The dint of pitty : Thefe are gracious droppes.' 
Kinde Soules, what weepe you,when you but beho| 
, Our Cafars Vetture wounded ? Looke youheere, 

* Heere is Himfelfe,marr’d as ie fee with Traitors, 

r. O pitteous fpectacle ! 

2. ONoble Cefar! 

3. Owofullday ! 

4, OTraitors, Villaines ! 

¥. Omoltbloody fight! 

2. We will be reueng’d : Revenge 
About, fecke, burne, fire, kill,flay, 
Letnota Traitor live. 

Am, Stay Country-men. 

1. Peace there,heare the Noble Antony, 
: 2. Wee'l heare him,wee'l follow him, wee'l dy with 

im. ouy 
Ant. Good Friends, fweet Friends,let me nttine 

Te fuch a fodaine Flood of Mutiny ; 

They that haue done this Deede,are honourable, 

What private greefesthey haue, alas Tknow not, 
That madethem doit: They are Wife,and Honourable 
And will no doubt with Reafons anfwer you. 

I comenot (Friends) to fteale away your hearts, 
Tam no Orator, as Brutus is; 

But (as you know me all)a plaine blune man 
That loue my Friend, and that they know fill well, 
That gaue me publike leaue to fpeake of him: 

For I haue neyther writ nor words nor worth; 
AGion,nor Veterance, nor the power of Speeh, 
To ftirre mens Blood, I onely {peake right on: 

I tell you that,which you your felues do know,” 
Shew you fweet Cafars wounds, poor poor dum mouths 
And bid them {peake for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would truffle vp your Spirits,and put a Tongue 
In euery Wound of Czar, that fhould moue 
The ftones of Rome, torife and Mutiny. 

ell, Wee'l Mutiny. 

1 Wee’lburne the houfe of Brats. 

3 Away then, come,feeke the Confpirators. 

Ant, Yetheare me Countrymen,yerheare me {peat 

All, Peace hoe,heare Antony molt Noble Anton. 

Ant. Why Friends,you go to do you know not whit! 
Wherein hath Ce/ar thus deferu’d your toues? 
Alas you know not, I muft cell you then § 
You haue forgot the, Will.I told you of, 

Ail. Moft true,the Will,let’s ftay and heare the Wil 

Ant, Heereis the Will,and vinder Cefars Seale: 
To euery Roman Citizen he gives; 

Fo cuery feuerall man, feuenty fiue Drachmacs. 
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4Ple. MoftNoble Cz/ar,wee'l reuenge his death, 
3 Ple. O Royall Czfar, 
Ant, Heare me with patience, 
All. Peace hoe 
Ast. Moreoter,he hath left'you all his Walkes, 
Hispriuate Arbors, and new-planted Orchards, 
Onthis fide Tyber, he hath left them you, 
And to your heyres for euer : common pleafures 
-\Towalke abroad,and recteate your felues, 
Heere was'a Cafar: when coines fuch another? 
1,Ple. Neuer,neuer: come,away,away: 
Wee'l burne his body in the holy place, 
And with the Brands fire the Traitors houfes, 
Take vp the body, 
2.Ple. Go fetch fire, 
3.Ple. Plucke downe Benches, 
4-Ple, Plucke downe Formes, Windowes,any thing. 
_ a Plebeians, 
Ant. Now letit werke: Mifcheefe thou art a-foor, 
Take thou what courfe thou wilt. 
How now Fellow # 
Enter Sernant. 
Ser, Sir,Océauizs is already come to Romés 
Ant,’ Whereis hee? 
Ser, He and Lepidus are at Ca/fars houfe. 
Ant. And thither will] fraight,to vifit him : 
Hecomes vpon.a with, Fortune is merry, 
Andin this mood will giue vs any ching. 
Ser. Lheard him fay, Brutus and Caffines 
Arerid hke Madmen throughthe Gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the people 
How I had moued them. Bi ing me'to Odtanius, Exennt 


Exter Cinna the Poet,and after him the Plebeians. 


Cinna. I dreamt to night, that I did feaft with Cefar , 
And things vnluckily charge my Fantafie : 
lhaue no will to wander foorth of doores, 

Yet fomething leads me foorth, 

1. What is your name? 

2» Whether are you going ? 

3. Wheredoyoudwell? — 

4. Are you a married inan,or a Batchellor 2 

% Anf{wer euery man direétly. 

1+ Land breefely, 

4. Land wifely. 

3 Land truly,you were beft, 

Cin, What is my name? Whether am going? Where 
dol dwell ?.Am Lainarried man,ora Batchellour ? Then 
toanfwer euery man, direQly and breefely, wifely and 
truly : wifely I fay, { ama Batchelor, 

2 That's as muchas to fay, they are fooles that imar- 
Oe beare me a bang for that I feare : proceede di. 
iely. : 

Cinwa. Directly Lam going to Cafars Funeral}, 

1. AsaFriend, oran Enemy? 

Cina, Asa friend, 

2. That matter isanfwered dire€tly, 

4. For your dwelling : breefely. ‘ 

Cinna, Breefely,t dwell bythe Capitoll, 

3+ Your name fir,truly, 

Cinna, Truly ,my name is Civna. 

1. Teare him to peeces, hee’s aCon {pirator, 

Cinna, Lam Cinnathe Poet,lam Cinza the Poet. 


4. Teare him for his bad verfes, teare him for his bad 
Verfes, , 


Cin, Lam not Cinna the Coni{pirator, 

4. Itisno matter, his name’s Cinna, plucke but his 
neme out of his heart,and curne him going. 

3. Teare him,tear him; Come Brands hoe, Firebrands: 
to Bratus,to Caffins, burneall. SometoDecius Houle, 
and fome to Caska’s; fome to Ligarins : Away,g0. 
Exenut ail the Plebeians. 


: at 
een ee 


As 
. Actus Quartus. 


ee eed 


Enter Antony Ott auits,and Lepidus. 
Ant.Thele many then fhall die,their names are pticke 
Otéa.Y our Brother too mutt dyezconfent you Lepidrs? 
Lep. 1doconfent. 

Oita. Pricke hint downe Autony. 
Lep. Vpon condition Publis thall aot live, , 
Whois your Sifters fonne, ALarke Antony. 
Ant. He thall not liue; looke,with a {pot I dam him, 
But Lepidus, go youto Cefars houfe : 
Fetchthe Will hither,and we fhall derermine 
How to cut off fome charge ia Legacies. 
Lep. Whar? fhall I finde you heere’? 
Otia. Orhcere,or aé the Capitoll. 
Ant. Thisisa flight vnmericable man, 
Meet to be fent on Errands ris it fit 
The three-fold World dinided, he fhould Rand , 
One of the three to fhare it ? 
Otta, So you thought him, 
And tooke his voyce who fhould be prickt to dye 
In eur blacke Sentence and Profcription, 
Ant. Ottanins, t have feene more dayes then you, 
And though we Izy the(é Hononts on this maa, 
To eafe our felues of diuers fland’rous loads, 
He fhall but beare them,as the Affe beares Gold, 
To groane and {wet ynder the Bufineffe, 
Either fed or driuen,as we point the way: 
And hauing brought our Treafore, where we will, 
Then take we downehis Load, and turne himof 
(Like to the empty Affe)to thake his eares, 
And graze in Commons, 
Ota, Youmay do your will: 
But hee’s a tried, and valiant Souldier. 
Ant, Soismy Horfe Oftauins, and forthat 
I do appoint him ore of Provender, 
Itis a Creature that J teachto fight; 
To winde, toftdp, to run direétly on : 
His corporall Motion, gouern’d by my Spirit, 
And in fome tafte, is Lepidus but fo: 
He muft be taught, and train’d,and bid a ine ¢ 
A barren fpirited Fellow ; one that feeds 
On Obie&s, Arts,and Imitations. 
Which out of vfe,and ftal’de by other mén 
Begin his fathion. Do not talke of him, 
But asa property: and now Offauins, 
Liften great things. Brates and Caffius 
Are leuying Powers; We muft ftraight make head : 
Therefore let our Alliance be eombin’d, 
Our beft Friends made, our meanes fretchr, ' 
And let vs prefently go ficin Couiicell, 
How couert mattegs may be beft difclos’d, 
And open Perils fureft anfwered: . 
Ola. Let ys defo: for we are at thie flake, 


Exit Lepidus 
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And bayed about with many Enemi es, 


And fome that {mile haue in their hearts] feare 
Millions of Mifcheefes: Exceunt 
Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilliws, and the Army,  Titinius 


and Pindarus meete them. 
Br. Stand ho, 
Lucil. Giue the word ho, and Stand. 
Bru.. What now Lucillius, is Caffius neere ? 
Lucil. Heisat hand, and Pisdariws is come 
To do you falutation trom his Mafter. 
Bra, He greets me well. Your Matter Pindarus 
In his owne change, or by ill Officers, _ 
Hath given me fome worthy caufe to wifh 
Things done, vndone :Burif he be at hand 
I thall be fatisfied. 
Pia, I donot doubt 
But that my Noble Matter will appeare 
Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour. 
Bra. Heisnot doubted. A word Lucillins 
How hereceiu’d you : let me be refolu’d. 
Lucil, With courtefie,and with refpea enough, 
But not with fuch familiar inftances, 
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference 
Ashe hath vs'd ofold,. © 
Bra. Thouhat deferib’d 
Ahot Friend, cooling.: Euer note Lucillins, 
When Loue begitis to ficken and decay 
It vfeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no trickes,in plaine and fimple Faith: 
But hollow men, Itke Horfes hot at hand, 
Make gallant fhew,and promife of their Mettle : 
Low March within. 
But when they fhould endure the bloody Spurre, 
They fall cheir Crefts, and like deceitfull lades 
Sinke in the Triall. Comes his Army on? 
Lucil, They meane this night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 
The greater pare, the Horfe in general 
Are come with Caffizs. 
Enter Caffius and his Powers. 
Bra. Hearke,heis arriu’d : 
March gently on to meete him. 
Caffi, Stand ho, 
Br#, Stand ho, fpeake the word along. 
Stand, 
Stand. 
Stand. 
Caffi. Moft Noble Brother,you haue done me wrong. 
Bru. ludge me you Gods; wrong I mine Enemies? 
And ifnot fo, how {bould I wrong a Brether. 
Caffi.Bratus, this fober forme of yours,hides wrongs, 
And when you do them 
Brut. Caffius, be content, 
Speake your greefes foftly, Ido know you well, 
Before the eyes of both our Armies heere 
(Which fhould perceiue nothing but Loue from ys) 
Let vsnot wrangle. Bidthem moue away : 
Then in my Tent Caffiws enlarge your Greefes, | 
And I will giue you Audience, 
Caffi.. Pindarus, 
| Bid our Commandersleade their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 
Bra. Lucillivs, do you the like, and let nomen‘ 
Come to our Tent, till we haue done pur Conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinins guard our doore, Exeunt 
Manet Brutus and Caffive. 








Caffi.. That you haue wrong’d me,d ri 
You haue ee Sees and noth Cites ante ith 
For taking Bribes heere of the Sardians ; 
Wherein my Letters,praying on his fide 
Becaufe I knew the man was {lighted off, 

Brn. You wrong’d your felte to write} 

Caf. Infucha eae this, itisnor rake . nin’ 
That cuery nice offence fhould beare his Comment 

Bra. Letmetell you Cafins, youyour {elf | 
Aremuchcondemn’d to haue an itching Palme, 
Tofell,and MartyourOfficesforGold 
To Vodeferuers, 

Cafi. 1,an itching Palme? 

You know that you are Brutw that {peakes this 
Or by the Gods, this {peech were elfe your laft, 

Bra, The name of Caffine Honors this corruption 
And Chafticement doth therefore hide hishead, 

Caffi. Chafticement ? 

Ben. Remember March, the Ides of March remeber: 

Did not great /ulins bleede for Iuftice fake? » 
What Villaine touch’d his body, that did ftab 
And not for Juftice ?, What? Shall one of Vs, ‘ 
That ftrucke the Formoft man ofall this World, 
Buc for {upporting Robbers : fhall wenow, 
Contaminate our fingers, with bafe Bribes? 
And fell the mighty {pace of our large Honors 
For fo much trafh,as may be grafped thus? 
Thad rather be a Dogge,and bay the Moone, 
Then fuch a Roman. 

Caf, Brutus, baite not me, 

Ile not indure it : you forget your felfe 
To hedgemein. IamaSouldier,I, 
Older in praétice, Abler then your felfe 
To make Conditions. : 

Bra. Gotoo: you are not Ca/fiws. 

Caffi. Iam, 

Brn, fay, you are not. 

Caf. Vrge menomore, Lthall forget my felfe: 
Haue minde vpon your health : Tempt meno farther, 

Bra, Away flight man. 

Caffi. Is’tpoffible? 

Bru, Heare me, for] will fpeake, 

Mutt I giue way,and reome to your rafh Choller? 
Shall I be frighted, whena Madman flares? 
Caf, O yeGods,ye Gods, Muft I endure all this? 

Brn. All this? I mere :Fret till your proud hare break 
Go fhew your Slaues how Chollericke youare, 
And make your Bondmen tremble, Mutt lbouge? 
Muft I obferue you ? Muft] ftand and crouch 
Vader your Teftie Humour ? By the Gods, _ 
You fhall digeft che Venom of your Spleene 
Though itdo Splityou. For,from this day forth,” 
He vie you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter 
When you are Wafpith. 

Caffi. Isit cometo this? 

Bru. You fay, you area better Souldier + 
Let it appeare fo; make your vaunting true, 

And it fhall pleafe me well. For raine owne part, 

I thall be glad to Jearne of Noble men. 
Caf: You wrong me every way : 

You wrong me Brutus: 

I faide, an Elder Souldier, not a Better. 

Did I fay Better? 

Bre. If youdid, I care not.: 

Caf. When Cefar liu'd,he durft not thu im, 

te 

Brut .Peace,peace,you durit not fo haue te™P od 















(a. 
s have mow? 











(afi. 1 durk note 
pra. No. Ae, ees 
Caffi. Whar? durftnortempehim 207 8084 6S 
"Bra. For your lifeyou durtinets * 


“ jdoin 


Cafi. Donot prefume too mitch vpan tiiy Late) °° 
Imay dothat I fhall be forty fore! ® HO Ned 

Bru. You haue done that paythould be forry for. 
Thereis no terrowCu/fies in your'thréats 29% °°: 
Forl am Atm’d fo rong in Honefty, °S eas 
That they pafle bymepas theidte Winde, ae 


WhichI refpetnoc. I did feridto yews (Ou 2 
For certaine fummes of Gold, which’ you defy’d me, 
for Ican raife no moriey by vileteaties 005”. 

By Heauen, I hadrather Coinemy' Heart, Su" 

And-drop my blood for Drachmaeg} then'to wring 

From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile trafh” 

By any indireGtion. I did fend = 

Toyoufor Gold topay my Legiafis; | 

Which you deny’d me :was that done like Caffins? 

should I haue anfwer'd Caiws Caffius fo ? 

When Marcus Brutus growes fo Couetous, 

Tolacke fuch Rafeall Counters from bis Friends, 

Be ready Gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 

Dafh him to peeces. — 

Caf, 1 deny’d younot. 
Bra. Youdid. “+ ° 
Cafis I did not. He was but a Foole 

That brought my anfwer back. Brarus hath riu’d my, hart: 

AFriend fhould beare his Friends infirmities; 

But Bratws makes mirie greater then they are. 
Bru. 1 donot, till you practice them on me. 
Cafi; You loue me not. 

Bra, 1 donot like your faults, 
(afi. Afriendly'eye could neuer fée fuch faults. 
Bru. A Flattéters would not, though they do appeare 

Ashige as high Olympus. 

(afi. Come Antony, and yong Oftauins comes! 

Revenge your feluesalone on Caffias, 

For Caffias is a-weary of the World : 

Hated by one he loves, brau’d by his Brother, 

Check’d like a bondman, all his faults obferu’d, - 

Set ida Nore-booke, learn’d,and con’d by roate 

Tocaftintomy Teeth. OL could weepe 

My Spirit from mine eyes. Thereismy Dagger, 

And heere my naked Breaft: Within,a Heart 

Deerer then Pluto's Mine, Richer then Gold: 

that thou bee’fta Roman, take it foorth. 

Ithat deny’d thee Gold, will giue my Heart 

Strike as thou did't at'Cafar : For i know, 

When thou did’ft hate hinyworft; ) loued’ft him becter 

Then ever thou loued’(t Caffias. 9 
Bra, Sheath your Dagger: 

Beanery when you will, it fhall have {cope : 

Do what you will; Difhonor, fhall be Humour, 

O Caffins, youare'yoaked with a Lambe 

hat carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire, 

Who much inforced, fhewes a haftie Sparke, 

And ftraite is cold agen. ! {SHUG 14 
Caf, Hath Caffins liad 12 

Tobe but Mirth and Laughter to his Bretws, 

When greefe and blood'iiittemper’d, vexeth him?” 
Bra, When I {poke that, 1 was ill remper’d too.s* 
Caf,’ Do you'confefle fo much? Giue me your hand. 
Brn, And my heart too. AW Be 
Cafi, O Brutus! il 
Bra, What's the matter ? Son. 7) 


POET I 





The Tragedie of Fulins (-#far. 


Hee’l thinke your Mother chides,and Jeaue yon fo. 


For I haue feene more yeeres I’me fure then yee. 


; Bending their Expedition toward Philippi. 
































=! Caf. Haue not you loud enough to beare with me, 
When that rafh humour which my Mother'gaue me | 
Makes me forgetfull. ) 
Bru, Yes Cafsias,and from henceforth 
When you are ouer-earneft with your Brutus, 


Ester a Poet, 

Peet. Letme goin to fee the Generals, 
Thefe is fome grudge betweene “em, ‘tis not meete 
They bealone,. wh $9 

Lucil. You fhall not cometo them, 

Poet, Nothing but death fhall ftay me.“ 

Caf. How now? What’sthe'matrer? 9" - 

Poet, For shame you Générals; what do you meane? f 
Loue,and be Friends,as two fuch men fhould bee; 


Caf. Ha,ha,how vildely doth this Cynitke rime ? 
Bra. Get youhence firra : Sawcy Fellow;hence, ~ 
Caf. Beare with him Bratus, ris his fathion. 

Brat, Ye know his humor,when he knowes his time : 
What fhould the Warres do with thefe liggittg Fooles? } 
Companion, hence: bende wat & 

Caf. Away,away be'gones Exit Poet 

Bre. Lucillias and Titinins bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies'to night. >» : 

Caf, And come your felues,& bring ade([a/a with you 
Immediately toys. reer 

Bra, Lucius,abowle of Wine. aoe ee 

Caf. 1 did notthinke you could haue bin fo, angry. 

Bru. O Caffias 1 am ficke of many greefes,’ ° 

Cef- Of your Philofophy you make no vie, 

If you giue place to accidental cuils. aginst) 
Bra; Noman beares forrow better. Portiais dead. || 
Caf, Ha? Portia? ages sais : 
Bra, She is dead. 

“Caf. How fcap’d T killing, when T croft you fo 

O infupportable, and touching loffe ! 

Vpon what fickneffe ? ote: 
Bra. Impatient of my abfence, pati 

And greefe, that yong Oftasins with Mark Ante 

Haue made themielues fo ftrong : For with her death 

That tydings came. Wich this fhe fell difttadt, ” 

and (her Attendants abfent) fwallow‘dfire. (°° ' 

Caf. Anddy'dfo? ee de 5 al 

Bre. Euen fo.' 

Caf, O yeimmortall Gods ! 

Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers. | 

Bru. Speak no more ofher:Giue mea bowl of wine, 
In this I bury all vnkindnefle Caftins.’ Drinkgs | 

Caf. My heartis thirfty for that Noble pledge, 
Fill Lacizs,till the Wine ore-fwell the Cup: ~~ 
I cannot drinke toomiuch of Brutus loue, 


‘ 


a 


24 T- 


12 Suk 
+m} 


Enter Titini:s and Meffalaa 


Breatus. Come in Titiniw : 
Welcome good CAeffala: 
Now fit we clofe about this Taper heeré, 
And callin quefti8n our‘neceffities, 

Calf. Portia, artthougone? 

Bra. Nomotel'pray you _ 
Meffala, 1 haue heere receitied Letters; 
That yong Ottansses, and Marke Antony « 
Come downe vpon vs with a mighty powers 


Il 3 Meg, 
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Oltanins, Antony, and Lepidus, cee 
| Haue pac co death,an hundred Senators,, 
Bru. Therein.our Letters donot wellagree 
Mine fpeake'of feuenty Senators, that dy’de 
F By their profcriptions, Cjarro being one. 
Cajfi. Cicero one? 


fa 
ie 


Bra, No Meffala, 4... tins 
Meffa.. Nor nothing in your Letters.writ.of her?..«« 
Bra. Nothing Meffala,. > 


g Adeffa., That me thinkesis ftrange. ., 
~ Bru. Why.askeyou?,........ »!, 
-f Heare you ought of her, inyours? 

_ AMeffa, Nomy Lords...: Y eorl eds! 
Bra. Nowas you are a Roman tellime.true. 
(Meffa.. Then like aRoman, beare the truth I tel!,) 


Forcertaine fhe is dead,and. by Rrange manner. 


L With meditating that fhe muft dye once, 


Doing himielte offence, whil’& we lying ftill, 
‘Are full of reft, defence,and nimbleneffe. 


| The people twixt Philippi, and this ground: 
fDo ftand but ina fore’d affection:, - 
iFor they haue grug’d Vasant nite 
The Egemy, marching along by them, 
By spe al make a Piller number vp, 

irefht, mew, added, and encourag’d : 
1From which aduantage fhall we cut him off. 
If at Philippi we dotace him there, < ..) 
® Thefe people at our backe. 
E 6 Caffi, Heare me good Brother... 
Bru. Vader your pardon... You mutt note befide, 
E That.we bane tride the vernoft of ourFriends : 
- op edne are brim full,.our caufe is ripe, , 
P The Enemy.enereafeth cucry day, 
A Weazth® henner readie ro decline. 
} There isa Tide in the affayres of men, 
} Which taken at the Flood, leades on to Fortune : 
) Omitted, all the voyageof their life, 0 
.Is bound in Shallowes,and in Miferies. 
On fuch a full Sea are we now a-float,: , 
And we muft take the current when ipferues, 
:Or loofe our Ventures... . >, 
+ Caffi. Then with your will go.on :.wee'l along 
| Our felues, and meet them at Philippi. . Tn’ 
| _ Bra, The deepe ofnightis crept vponourtalke, ~ 
| And Nature muft obey.Neceffitie, beigngit ait) 
Which we will niggardwitha little reft; ° 

Thereis no motesto fay.. 


—— 


f = Meffa.Cicerais dead,and by that order.ofprofeription 
b Had you your Letters trom your wife, my Lord?. 4 y 3:1’) 


Bens Why farewell Portia: We mut die Aseffala x \), 


Br#.Good reafons mutt of force giue place to better : 


— ee 3 


Caffi. No more, goodnight, ie : ake: 


Enter Lucius, we 


Bra. Laciue my wieh farewell. good ase/r: a 
Good night Tire Note Necirene Malady 
Good night,and.goodirepofe,) jaya +, : ich ee 
Caf. Omy deere Brother ; ot ad Hol) Tacddcane 
_ This was.arill beginning. ofthe vightsusdaev 
Neuer come fuch diniion’tweene-ourfoules: 
Let itnot Brutus, 3H alonedhehy eas 
Enter Lusins with theGovne... 
Brn, Euery thing is well, 0% § : 
Caf. \Goodnightmy-Lord.: ic »>.. 
Bru. Good night-good Brother,.,.. 
Tit. Mefa. Goodnight Lord Brarue,:. 
_ _ ‘Srv, -Farwelleuery one. od! Exon 
. Give me the Gowne,~ Where isthy InRrument>.... 
Luc. Heere inthe Tent. eee ve 
Sra. What, thou fpeak'ft drewfily? 
Pooreknaue! blametheenor, thou art.ore-watch'd, 
Call Céandio,and fome other of my men, 
le have chem fleepeon Cufhionsin my. Tent,, 
Luc. Varrns,and Claudio, if 
Enter Varrus and Claudio. 
Var. Cals my Lord ? BD INGE F| 
Sra I pray you firs, lyein my Tent andfleepe,”, 
It may be I fhall raife you by and by 
On bufinefle to my Brother Ca/fius.} 
| Kar. So pleafe you, we will ftands, 
_ And watch your pieafure, : 
Bra, {will it.not haueit{o : Lye downe good firs, 
Tt may-be I fhall ocherwife bethinkeme, 
Looke Lucius, beere’s the booke.I fought for fo: 
I put itin the pocket of my Gowne...)' 
Luc. | was ‘ureyour Lordthip did not gine itme. 
|< Bra.. Beare with me.good Boy,] am much forgetfull, 
Canft thou hold vp thy heaue eyes.a-while, 
And touch thy Inftrument a ftraine-or two. 
Luc, my Lord,an’t pleafe you, 
Bru, It does my Boy: 
I trouble thee too much, bur chou art willing, 
Luc. Itismy duty Six, sienna 
Brut. 1 fhould not vrge thy duty paft thy might, 
I know yong bloods Jooke fora time ofteft.. ° 
Lac. \haueflept my Lord already.’ 
Bru. |t was well done,and chow fhale dleepe againes 
I willnot hold thee long, If I doliue, rt 
I will be good to thee. nour 
Muficke, and a Song, 
| Thisis a fleepy Tunes O Murd’rous,dumbler! 
Layeft thou chy Leade\Mace vpon aly Boy, 
That playes thee Maficke ?Gentleknane good night: 
T will not do thee fe much wrong‘fo,wake thee: 
Ifthou do’ft nod, thou-break’ft thy Inftrument, 
Ile take it from thee, and (good Boy)}ggod night: 
Let me fee, let me fee; is not the Leafe turn’d downe 
Where I left reading 2 Heere it is’ thinke:. ’ 
Enter the Ghoft of Cefare- nena 
How ill this Taper burnes. Ha! Who comes here? 
Ithinke ic is the weakenefle of mingeyes 
That fhapes this monftrous Apparition, 
aon vpon me; Art thou any thing? > 
tt thou fome God, fome Angell, or fome Diuell, 
That mak’ ft my blood cold, and my haire to ftare? 
Speake to me, what thou art. a 
Ghoft. Thy euill Spiric Bratss ? 
Brug Why cora’it thou? 





Gluft| 


The Tragedie of Fulius (afar. 
Brut. Well : then] fhall fee theeagaine? 
Ghoft. \,at Philippi. ! 
Brat. Why Iwill fee thee at Philippi then: 
Now I haue taken heare; thou vanifhes. 
jl Spirit, f would hold more talke with thee. { 
Boy, Lucina;Varrus, Clandis, Sits: Awake: 
Clandio, : 
Luc. The ftrings my Lord,are falie, Caffi. Antony, 
Bra< Hethinkes hettill is at his In@rument, The pofture of your blowes are yet vnknowne; 
| Lucius, awake, | oc2 20ie But for your words, they rob the Alsb/a Bees, 
Lac. My Lord. ry And leauc them Hony-leffe. 
_ Bra, Did'it thou dteame Lucas; thaethou fo cryedtt Ant, Not ftingleffe too, 
‘out? i Bra, O yes, and foundleffe too: 
Luc, My Lord, P'desrot know that I did cry. For you haue ftolne their buzzing Avtony, 
Bre, Yestharthowdid’?t}; Did’ & chou fee anything ?{ And very wifely threat before you fling, 
Inc, Nothing my Lord. Aut, Villains? you did not fo,when your vile daggers 
Bras Sleepe againe Lacins: Sitra Claudie, Fellow, Hackt one another in the fides of Cafar : 
Thou: Awake. You fhew’d your teethes like Apes, 
Var. My Lord; © And favwn'd like Hounds, 
Clan, My Lordy: And bow’d like Bondmen, kiffing Caefars feete ; 
Bra. Why did-you fo ery out firs,in your fleépe? Whil’ft damned (aska, like a Curre, behinde 
Both, Did we my Lord? Strooke Cefar onthe necke.. O you Flatterers, 
Bra. 1 :faw yowany thing? Caffi. Flatterers? Now Brates thianke your felfe, 
Var. Nomy Lord, I fawnothing. This tongue had not offended foto day, 
{las. Nor I my Lord. If Caffivs might haue rul’d. 
Bra, Go, and commend me to my Brother Ca/fins: Oita.Come, come,the caufe,Ifarguing make ys fwet, 
Bid him{fet on his Powres betimes before, The proofe of it will turne to redder drops: 


And we will follow, Looke, [ draw a Sword againft Con{pirators, 


Both. ‘It fhallbe done my Lord, Exennt | When thinke you thet the Sword goes vp againe? 
; | WWeuer till Ce/ars three and thirtie wounds 

SF ees | Be well aueng’d; or till another Cafar 

} 


Haueadded {laughter to theSword of Traitors. 
Brut. Cafar, thou canft not dye by Traitors hands, 
nlefle thou bring’ft them with thee. 
Otia. SOI hope; 


f , 
Agius Quintus. 


‘| Twasnot borneto dye on Brutus Sword, 

Enter Ohanins, Antony and their Army. j Bra, O ifthou wer’t the Nobleft of thy Straine} 
Ota, Now Axtonysour hopes are anfwered, | } Yong-man, thow could’ft not dyé more honourable,’ 
You faid the Enemy would not come downe, { Caf. Apeeuith School-boy,worthles of fuch Honor | 
But keepe the Hilles and vpper Regions: j loyo’d with a Masker,and a Reueller, 
Itprowe snot fo: their battailes are at hand, \.  Aat. Old Caffius Rill, 
They meane to watne vs at Philippi heere : |, Otta, Cotnt sfntony avvaye : 
Aafwering before-wedo demand of them. ( Defiance Traitors; hurle we in your teeth, 

Age. Tutt anvin their bofomesjand Pknow | 


t 
Wherefore they doit:'They could be content i 


Ifyou dare fight to day, come tothe Fields 
Voor, when you haue ftomackes: 
' Exit Ottauius. Antony, and Arny 
Caf, Why now blow winde, {well Billow, é 
And {iwimmeBarke: ~ 
The Storme is vp, and all is on the hazard. 
Zra, Ho Lucillins, hearke, a word with you, 
Lucillizs and Meffala ftand forth, 


To vifit other places,and come downe 
With fearefull brauery: thinking by this face 
To faften in our thoughts that they hane Courage; 
Bur’ tis not fo, 
Enter a Mefenger. 
“Me. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant thew: 
Their bloody-figne of Batrell is hung our, 
And fomething tobe-done immediately. 
| ent, Obfauius, leade your Battaile foftly on Caffi. (Meffala\this is my Birth-day : as this very day 
Vpon theleft- hand of the even Field, Was Cajias borne: Giueme thy hand Meffala: 
Ola. Vpon the right hand I,keepe thou'the left. Be thou my witneffe; that againft my willy 
Ant, Why do you croffe mein this exigent. - | (As Pompey was) am I compell’d to fer 
Oda. J do noteroffe you : but will defer “Afarch. | Vpoa one Bartell all our Liberties, 
ri sips: gh . es You know, that Theld Epicerns ftrang, 
‘Drum. Enter Brutus; Caffits ,& their Army; And his Opinion : Now] change my rhinde,’ ’ 
Bru, They ftand,and would haue parley": © And partly credit things that doprefage. 
Cai. Stand falt Titiniss, We muh our andtalke. ° Comming from Sardis, on our former Enfigne: 
| Ofla, Afark Antony, {hall we give figne ofBattaile? | Twomighty Ba glesfell, arid there they pearch'd, 
Ant, No'Cafarswe will anfweron their Chateei , Gorging and feeding from aur Soldiers fiand?; : ' 


ah Who 


Lac.- My Lord, 
Caffi Meffala. 
Atefja, What fayes my General ? 
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Who to Philippi heere conforted vs: 
This Morning are they fled away,and gone, 
And intheic teeds,do Rauens,Crowes,and Kites 
Fly ore our heads,yand downward looke on vs 
Aswe wete fickely prey; their fhadowes feeme 
A Canopy moft fatall, vader which 
Our Army lies, ready to giue vp the Ghoft. 
CMel[a. Beleewenot fo, 
Caffi. I but belecuc it partly, 
For [ am freth of {pirit,and refolu’d 
Tomeete all perils, very conftantly, 
Bra. Euen{o Lacillias. 

Caf. Now moft Noble Brutus, 

The Gods to day ftand friendly, that wemay 
Louersin peace, leade on our dayes to age. 

But fince the affayres of men refts ftill incertaine, 
Let's reafon with the worft that may befall. 

If we do lofe this Battaile, then is this 

The very laft time we fhall fpeake together : 
“What are you then determined to do ¢ 

Bru. Euenby the rule of that Philofophy, 
By which I did blame (ato, for the death 
Which he did giue himfelfe, I know nothow : 
But [do finde it Cowardly, and vile, 

For feare of what might fall, fo to preuent 

The time of life, arming my felfe with patience, 
To ftay,the-prouidence of fome high Powers, 
That gouerne vs below. 

Caffi. Then, if weloofe this Battaile, 
You are contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the fireets of Rome, 

Bru. No Caffiws,no : 
Thinke not thou Noble Romane, 
That ever Bratus will go bound to Rome, 
He beares too great aminde, But this fame day 
Mutt end that worke, the Ides of March begun. 
And whether we fhall meete againe; I knownot : 
Therefore-our euerlaftting farewell take : 
For ener,and for cuer, farewell Ca/fis | 
If we do meete againe, why we fhall {mile ; 
Ifnot, why then chis parting was well made. 

Caf, Fot euer,and for euer, farewell Brutus: 
If we do meete againe, wee'l file indeede ; 
Ifnot,’tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bra. Whythenleadeon, O thata man might know 
The end of this dayes buGineffe, ere it come : 
Butirfufficech, hac.che day will end, 

And then theend isknowne. Comeho,away. Exenng,. 





Alaritiann Enter Bratus ana Meffala. 


AvGruaRideride A4effala, ride and giue thefe Billes 

Vato the Legions,on the other fide. 
Lowd Alarum. 

Let them fet on at once :-for I perceiue 

Bair cold demeanor in Oclauio’s wing::, 

And fodaigg push giues them the ouetthrow : 

Ride,ride 2e/Jala, let.them all come downe, Exeunt 


Alarumse Enter Caffiss and Titinius. 

- Caffi. Olgohe Titénius, looke, the Villaines flye:: 
My felfe haue to mine owne turn’d Enemy : 

This Enfignebeere of mine was turning backe, 

I flew thie, Goward, and did take it from him. 

Titin. Q.Cafins, Brutus gauc the word too early, . 
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Who hauing fome aduantage on Ottanins, Ase 
Tooke it too eagerly s his Soldiers fel}'to fpoyle, .: 
Whil’R we by Antony are all inclos'd. ae 


Enter Pindarus, 


Pind. Fly further off my Lord: flye further off, 
Mark Antony isin your Tents my Lord: 
Flye therefore Noble: Ca/fiws; flye farre off. ‘is 

Caffi, This Hillis farre enoughs Looke,look Titiniy, 
Are thofe my Tents where I perceiue the fire? 

Tit. They are, my Lord. 

Caffi. Titinius, if thou loueft me, 

Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy {purres in him, 
Till he haue brought thee vp toyondet Troopes 
And heere againe, that I may reft-aflur’d 

Whether yond Troopes,are Friend ior Enemy, 

Tit. Iwill be heere againe,euen witha thought; Exit} 

Caffi. Go Pindarms, get higher on that hill,» 
My fight was ever thicke: regard Titinins, 
And tell me what thou nor’ftabout theField, / . 
This day 1 breathed firft, Time iscomeround,'/ 
And where I did begin,there fhall I end, 

“My life is run his compaffe, Sirra,what newes? 

Pind,» Aboxe, Omy Lord. 

Caffi. What newes ? 

Pind. Titinius is enclofed round about 
With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spurre, 
Yet he {purreson. Now they are almoft on him: 
Now Titinins. Now fome light: O he lights too, 
Hee’s tane, Showt. 
And bearke, they fhout for ioy, 

Caffi. Come downe, beholdno more : 
O Coward that I am; to liue fo long, 
To fee my beft Friend tane before my face. 
® Enter Pindarus. 
Comehither firrah : In Parthia did take thee Prifoner, 
And then 1 {wore thee, fauing of thyclife, 
That whatfoeuer I did bid thee do, 
Thou fhould’ft attempt it, Come now,keepe thine oath, 
Now bea Free-man, and with this.good Sword 
That ran through Ce/ars bowels, fearch this bofome, 
Siand not to anfwer: Heere, take thou the Hilts, 
And when my face is couer'd,as’tisnows 
Guide thou che Sword — Ca/ar, thon art reneng 'd, 
Euen with the Sword that kill’d thee. 

Pin. So, 1am free, ! 
Yet would not fo haue beenie 
Durft I have done my will. O Ca/ffius, 
Farre from this Country Pisdarus fhallrun, 
Where neuer Roman fhall take note of him. 


. Enter Titiniusand Meffala. 
Meffa. Ivis but change, Titinius : for Ockanins 

Is ouerthrowne by Nobie Bratus power, 

As Caffius Legions are by Antony....| 
Titin. Thefe tydings will well comfort Caffise 
Meffa. Where cid you leaue him. node Ss 
Titin. All dif{confolate, 

With Pindarus his Bondmman,on this Hill. 
Meffa. Is not that he that lyes vpon the ground? 
Titin. He lies not like the Liuing. O my. heart; 
Mea. Vs nor that hee ? 
Titi; No,this was he Meffala,’ 

But Cafias isno more... O ferting Sunne: 


As iathy.red Rayesthou doeft inks conights 55 
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Soin his red blood Cafsius day is fer. 
The Sunne of Rome is fer, Our day is gone, 
Clowds, Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: 
Miftrutt of my fucceffe hath done this deed: 
Mea, Miftruft of good fucceffe hath done this deed. 
Ohatefull Error, Melancholies Childe : 
Why do’ft thou fhew tothe ape thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O Error foone conceyu'd, 
Thou neuer com’ft vnto a happy byrth, 
But kil’ft the’ Mother that engendred thee. 
Tit. What Pindar us? Where art thow Pindarus? 
Meffa. Seeke him Titinias,whilft Igo to meet 
The Noble Bratns, thiufting this report 
Into his eares ; I may fay thrufting it: 
For piercing Stecle, and Darts inuenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the eares of Bratus, 
As tydings of this fight. 
Tit. Hye you Meffala, 
And I will feeke for Pixdarus the while : 
Why did’ft chou fend me forth braue Cafsins ? 
Did I not meet thy Friends; and did notthey” 
Puton my Browes this wreath of Victorie, 
And bid me giue it thee? Did’ft thou not heare their 
Alas, thou haft mifconftrued every thing. (fhowts? 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
Thy Bratas bid me giue it thee, and I 
Willdo hisbidding. Brutus, come apace, 
And fee how I regarded Caius Cafsins : 
By your leaue Gods: This is a Romans part, 
Come Cafsius Sword, and finde Titinins hart. 


Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meffala, yong Cato, 
Strato, Volumuins, and Lucillias. 
Bra. Where, where Afeffala, doth his body lye? 
Meffa, Loe yonder,and Titizias mourning it, 
Bra, Titinins face is vpward, 
Cato. Heis flaine. 
Bra. O Iulius Cafar, thouart mighty yet, 
Thy Spirit walkes abroad, and turnes our Swords 
Ih our owne proper Entrailes, 
Cato. Braue Titinins, 
|Looke where he haue not crown’d dead Ca/sins. 
Bra, Are yet two Romans liuing fuch as thefe? 
Thelaft ofall the Romans, far thee well : 
Itisimpoffible, that ever Rome 
Should breed thy fellow. Friends I owe mo teares 
Tothis dead man, then you fhall fee me pay. 
Ifhall finde time, Ca/zivs : I fhall finde time. 
Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his body, 
HisFunerals fhall not bein our Campe, 
Leaftit difcomfort vs. Lucillius come, 
‘And come yong Caro, let vs to the Field, 
Labio and Flasio {et our Battailes on : 
‘Tis three a clocke, and Romans yet erenight, 


We fhall try Fortune ia a fecond fight, Exeunt. 


Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meffala, Cato, Lucilliusy ey 


and Flanius, _ 
Bru, Yet Country-men : O yet, hold vp your heads. 
Cato,What Baftard doth not ? Who will go with me? 
Iwill proclaime my name about the Field. 
Tam the Sonne of Marcus Cato, hoe. 
A Foe to Tyrants,and my Countries Friend. 
Tam the Sonne of Marcas Cato,hoe. 

Enter Souldiers,and fight. 


AndIam Bratus, Marcus Brutes, I, 


Low Alarums. 


Brutus my Countries Friend : Know me for Brutus. 

Luc. O yong and Noble Cato, are thou downe ? 
Why now thou dyeft, as brauely as Titiwius, 

And may'{t be honour’d, being Cato’s Sonne. 

Sofd. Yeeld, or thou dyett. 

Luc. Onely I yeeld tadye: 
There is fo much, that thou wile kill me ftraight : 
Kill Bratus, and be honour’d in his death, 

Ssld, \WWe muftnot< a Noble Prifoner, 


Enter eutony, 
2.Seld. Roomehoe: tell Antony, Brutus is tane, 
1.So/d, Ile tell thee newes, Heere comes the Generall, 
Brutus is tane, Brutes is tane my Lord, — 
Ant. Where is hee? 
Luc. Safe Antouy, Brutus is fafe enough : 
I dare affure thee, thatno Enemy 
Shall euer take aliue the Noble Brutus: 
The Gods defend him from fo great a fhame, ~ 
When you do finde him, or aliue,or dead, 
He will be found like Bratus, like him(elfe. 
Ant. This is not Brutus friend, bur | affure 
A prizeno leffe in worth ; kéepe this mati fafe, 
Giue himall kindneffe. I had rather haue 
Such men my Friends, then Enemies. Go on, 
And fee where Brutus be alive or dead, 
; And bring vs word, ynto Ofams Tent: 
| How cuery thing is chane’d. Exeunt, 


you,.. 


Enter ‘Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strate, 
and Uolumnins. 
Brut, Come poore remaines of friends, reft on this 

Rocke, 

Clit. Statillius fhew’d the Torch-light,but my Lord 

He came not backe: he is or tane,or flaine. 

Brut. Sit thee downe,Clitus + flaying is the word, 

Tt is a deed in fafhion. Hearke thee, Clitus.. 

Clit.What I,my Lord? No,not for all the World, 
Brat, Peace then,no words. 
Clit. Me rather kill my felfe, 
Brat. Hearke thee, Dardanins. 
Dard, Shall doe fuch a deed? 
Chit. O Dardanius. 

Dard. © Clitus. 
Clit. What ill requeft did Bratus make to thee? 
Dard.. Tokillhim,(Gtus : looke he méditates. 
Clit. Now isthat Noble Veffell full of griefe, 

That it runnes ouer even at his eyes. 

Brat, Come hither,good Uelumuius, lifta word. 
Volum, What fayes my Lord? 
Brut. Why this, Volumniv: 

The Ghoft of Cefar hath appear’d tome 

Two {cuerall times by Night: at Sardis,once 

And this laft Night, here in Philippi fields: 

I know my houre is come. : 

Volum. Not {o,my Lord, 
Brat. Nay,1 am {ure it is, Volamnius, 

’ Thou feelt the World,Volumnins how it goes, 
Our Enemies haue beat vs to the Pit: Low Alarums. 
It is more worthy,to leape in our felues, 
Then tarsy rill they puth vs. Good Volumnius, 

Thou know’ft,that we two went to Schoole together: 
| Euen for that our loue of old,I prethee 

| Hold thou my Sword Hilts,whileft I runne on it. 

Vol. That’s not an Office fora friend,my Lord, 
Alarnm st:ll, 
scram Hite Fly, 


Res?) 
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Cl. Fiy,flye my Lord, there is no tarrying heere. 
Bra, Farewellto you, and you,and you Volunnines 

Strato,thou haft bin all this while afleepe : 

Farewell to thee, to Strato, Countrymen: 

My heart doth ioy, that yet in all my life, 

I found no man, but he was true to me, 

I fhall haue glory by this loofing day 

More then O€tanizs and Adarke edntony, 

By this vile Conquett fhall atrainevnto. 

So fare you well at once, for Brutus tonguea 

Hath almoft ended hisliues Hiftory : 

Night hangs vpon mine eyes, my Bones would refi, 

That have but labour’d, to attaine this heure. 







Alarum. — Cry within, Flye, fie flye. 
Cl. Fly my Lord, flye. 

Bra, Heace: ¥ will follow: 
I prythee Strato, {tay thou by chy Lord, 
Thou art a Fellow ofa good refpe&t: 
Thy life hath had fome {match of Honor in it, 
Hold then my Sword,and turne away thy face, } 
While Idorun yponit. Wilt thou Serato ? 
| Stra, Giue me your hand firt,Pare you wel my Lord. 

Bra. Farewell good Strato, ———Cafar,now be fill, 
Lkill'd not thee with halfe fo gooda will. Dyes. 


a 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony,O fanins,Meffala, 
Lucilline,and the Army. 
Ofte, What man is that ? 

















(Uefa. My Mafters man. Strato, where is thy Maho? 
__ Stra. Free from the Bondage youare jn Aleffala in 
The Conquerors can but make a fire of him: ‘ 
For Brutss onely ouercame himfelfe, 
And no man elfe hath Honor by his death. 
Lucil, So Brutus fhould be found.I than 
That thou haft prou’d LacelLiss faying true, 
Octa. Alicthatferu’d Bratws,i will entercaine them, 
Fellow,wilt thou beftow thy time with me? ; 
Stra. 1,if Mefala will preferre me to you, 
Otia. Do fo,good Afeffala. 
CMeffa. How dyed my Mafter Strato? 
Stra. Theldthe Sword,and he didrun onje, 
Mela. Oftanins, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateft feruice tomy Mafter. . 
At. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all: 
All the Confpirators faue onely hee, 
Did that they did, in enuy of great Cafars 
He, onely in a generall honeft thought, 
And common good toall, made one of them, 
His life was gentlesand the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ftandvp, 
And fay to all the world; This was. a man. 
Otta. According tohis Vertue, let vs vfehim 
Withall Refpeét,and Rites of Buriall, 
Within my Tent his bones to night fhall ly, 
Molt like a Souldier ordered Honourably: 
So call the Field to reft, and let’s away, 
To part the glories of this happy dey. 
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“eA dus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Thander and Lig bining: Enter three witches. 


Hen thall we three meee againe ? 
y£Y f, in Thunder, Lightning, or in Raine? 
f 2. When the Hurley-burley’s done, 
WW hen the Battaile’s loft,and wonne, 
5 3. That will be'ere the fet of Sanne. 
“x. Where the place? 
2. Vpon the Heath, 
3. There toutieet with Macbeth. 
1. Lcome, Gray-Afalkin. 
All. Padock’cals anon: faire is foule,and foule is faite, 
Houer through the fogse and filthie ayre, Exennt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Alarum within, Enter King Malcome, Doval- 
baine, Lenox. with attendants, meeting 
—— W bleeding Captaine. 


King, What bloody man is that? he can report, 
Asfeemeth by his plight, of the Reuo!r 
The neweft ftaté. -* 

Mal. Thisis the Serieanr, 
Who like a good and hardie Souldier fought 
‘Gaint my Captiuitie : Haile bfaue friend ; 
Say to the King,the knowledge of the Broy!e, 
Asthou didft leaue it,” ss." . 

Cap. Doubefallit ood, 

Astwo fpent Swimmers,that doe'cling together, 
And choake theif Att: The mercileffe Mtacdonwald 
(Worthie tobe a Rebell, for to that 
The multiplying Villanies of Nature 
Doe fwarme vpon him) from the Wefterne Ifles 
OfKernes and Gullowegroffes is fupply'd, 
And Fortune on his damned Quarry fmiling, ° 
Shew'd like a Rebells Whore: but all’s too weake: 
For braue Adacherh (well hee defernes char Name) 

i dayning Fortune, with his brandifht Steele, 

| Which fmoak’d with bloody execution 

(Like Valours Mision) caru’d out his paffage, 
Till hee fac’d the Slaue : 

Vhich neu’r fhooke hands,nor bad farwell to him, 
Tillhe vnfeam’d Hiei from the Nawé torh’ Chops, 
And fix’'d his Head vpon our Battléements, 


' 


| 
| 


Kiag. O-valiatit Coufin,worthy Gentlenian.* 


Cap. As whence the Sunne”gins his reflection; wiles | 


Shipwracking Stormes,and direfull Thandéts # 


3 . A cy oA * 
So from that Spring whence comfort feem'd to come)’: 4 


Difcomfort fwells: Marke King of Scotland,marke, °-* | 


No fooner Juftice had,with Valour arm’, * 


Compell’d thefe skipping Ketnes to traft their heeles, A} 


But the Norweyan Lord, furneying vantage, *' 
With furbufht Armes,and new fupplyes'of meh, 


Began a frefh affaule. 


King. Difmay'd not this our Captaines, AZacherh and 


Banguob? 
Cap. Yes,as Sparrowes Eagles: 
Orthe Hare, the Lyon: 
If I fay footh, I muft report they were 5°" 
As Cannons ouer-charg’d with double Cracks 
So they doubly redoubled ftroakes vpon thé Foe? 
Except they meane to bathe in reeking Wouliids, 
Or memorize another Golgotha, ss 
Icannot tell : but I am faint, 
My Gathes cry for helpe. C4 
King. So well thy words become theeasthy wounds, 
They {mack of Honor both: ‘Goe get himtSutgeons, © 


: Enter Roffe and Angus. 
Who comes here? 
Mal. The worthy Thane-of Rofl, 
Lenox. What ahafte lookes'through his ¢yes? 
So fhould h¢ looke, that feemes to fpeake things ftrange, 
Roffe. God faue the King. Nv Ot 
King. Whence camft theti; worthy Tbane ? 
Roffe. From Fiffe, great King, 2 
Where the Norweyan Banners flowt the Skies’ 
And fanne our people cold,’ 248.20 88 2) 
Norway himfelfe,with terrible ttmbers, * 
Affitted by that moft difloyall Traytor, 
The Thane of Cawdor, began'a dif{mall Conflia, 
Till that Bellona’s Bridegroome, Sept in proofe, 
Confronted bj with felfe-comparifong, °2 
Poine againft Point, rebelliods Arme"gaintt Arme, 
Curbing his layith{pirit : and'to conclude,” * 
The Vigtorie felton vs. iio oan Jon 
King. Greathappineffe, ‘9% °°. > S16 3 
Koff. That now, Sweno,the Norwayés King; 
Craues compofition: © ° Be 
Nor would we'deigne him biitiall of his men, 
Till he disburfedjat Saint Colmes yrich, 9" 
Ten thoufand Dollars,to our generall vf. 
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132, 
King. Nomore that Thase of Cawdor fhall deceiue 
Our Bofome intereft : Goe pronounce his prefent death, 
And with his former Title greet ALachesh. 
Roffe. Ile fee it done. 
_ King. What he hath loft,Noble A7acbeth hath wonne, 
: Exennt, 








Scena T ertia: 


ON RN, Fa 





~ Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 


t. Where haft thou beene,Sifter ? 
2. Killiag Swine. 
3- Sifter, where thou ? 
{ x. A Saylors Wife had Cheftnuts in her Lappe, 
{ And mouncht,8 mouncht,and mounche : 
Giue me, quoth I. 
| Aroynt thee, Witch,the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes. 
{| Her Husband’s to Aleppo gone,Mafter o’th’ Tiger : 
] But ina Syue Ite thither fayle, 
| And likea Rat without a tayle, 
‘| Ie doe, lle doe, and Ile doe. 
2. Ile giue thee a Winde. 
a. Th’are kinde. 
3- And I another. 
~ x. Imy felfe haue all the other, y 
And the very Ports they blow, 
{| Allche Quarters that they know, 
I'ch’ Ship-mans Card. 
| Ile dreyne him drie as Hay: 
Sleepe fhall neyther Night nor Day 
Hang vpon his Pent-houfe Lid + 
He fhall liuea man forbid: 
Wearie Seu’nights,nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle,peake, and pine : 
Though his Barke cannot be loft,. 
Yeritfhalkbe Tempeft-soft, 
Looke what I haue, am 
2. Shewme, thew me. 
1. HereI haue a Pilots Thumbe, - 
Wrackt,as homeward he did come. 
3. A Drumme,a Drumme: 
Macbeth dothcome. 
All, The weyward Sifters,hand in hand, 
Pofters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus doe goe, about, about, 
Thrice to shine,and thrice to mine, 
| And thrice againe,to make vp nines 
| Peace,the Charme’s wound vp. 


Dram within, 


> Enter Macbeth and Banque. 


Mach: So foule and faire a day I haue not feene. 


BanqnosHow fatre is't call’d to Soris? What are thefe, 


So wither’d, and fo wilde in their attyre, . 

That looke not like th'Inhabitants o’th’Earth, 

And yet are on’t? Liue you,or are you aught 

| That man may queftion? you feeme to vnderftand me, 
By each at once her choppic finger laying 
Vpon her skinnie Lips: youfhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete. 

| That you are fo». 





The Tragedie of Macbeth. 





>. All haile ALacbeth,haile tothee Thane of Glam: 
2. Allhaile Macbeth haile to thee Thane of Conk 
3. All haile A¢acberb chat thalt be King hereafter, ‘ 


anq. Good Sirywhy doe you ftart,atid feeme to feq ¥e 


Adac. Speake if you can: aap 


- Things that doe found fo faire? i’ch’name of truth 


Are ye fantafticall,or that indeed ; 

Which outwardly ye fhew? My Noble Partner 

You greet with prefent Grace,and great predigtion 
Of Noble hauing,and of Royall hope, 

That he feemes wrapt withall: tomeyou fpeake not 
If you can looke into the Seedes of Time, 
And fay ,which Graine will grow,and which will not 
Speake then tome,who neyther begge,norfeare 
Your fauors, nor your hate, 


3: Hayle. 
y. Leffler then AZacheth,and greater, 
2. Not fo happy, yet much happyer, 
3- Thou fhalt get Kings though thou be none; 
So all haile A¢acheth,and Banquo. A 
1. Banquo,and Afacbeth, all haile. ‘ 
Mach, Stay you imperfect Speakers,tell me more: 
By Sinells death, know Iam Thane of Glamis, 
But how,of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor lives 
A profperous Gentleman: And to be King, 
Stands not within the profpe& of beleefe, 
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange Intelligence, or why 
Vponi this blafted Heath you ftop our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speake, charge you. Witches vanifo. 
Bang. The Earth hath bubbles,as the Water ha’s, 
And thefe are of them: whither are they vanifh’d? 
Mach, Intothe Ayre: and what feem'd corporal, 
Melted,as breath into the Wirde. ; 
Would they had ftay’d. 
Bang. Were fuch things here,as we doe fpeake about? 
Or haue we eaten on the infane Root, 
That cakes the Reafon Prifoner ? 
Macb. Your Children fhall be Kings. 
Bang. You fhall be King. 
Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too : wentit not fo? 
Bang. Toth’ felfe-fame tune,and wosds:who’s here? 


Enter Roffe and Angus, 


Roffe. The King hath happily receiu’d, Macheth, 
The newes of thy fucceffe: and when he reades 
Thy perfonall Venture in the Rebels fight, 

His Wonders and his Prayfes doe contend, 
Which fhould be thine,or his: filenc’d with that, 
In viewing o’re the reft o’th’felfe-fame day, 
He findes thee in the {tout Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing afeard of what thy felfe didft make 
Strange Images of death,as thick as Tale 

Can poft with poft, and euery one did beare 
Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence, 
And powr’d them downe before him. 

Ang. Weeare fent, 
To giue thee from our Royall Mafter thanks, 
Onely to harrold thee into his fight, 

Not pay thee. . 

Roffé.. And for an earneft of a greater Honors 

He badme, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor: 


* 


In 





-_ The Tragedie of Macbeth. | 
‘Scena Quarta, 


In which addition, haile moft worthy Thane, 
For itis thine. oat 5 

Bang. What,can the Deuill {peake true > 

Mach. The Thane of Cawdorliues: 

Why doe you drefleme in borrowed Robes ? 

Ang. Who was the Thane, lines yet, 

But vader heauie Iudgement beares that Life, 
Which he deferues to loofe. 

Whether he was combin’d with thofe of Norway, 
Or did lyne the Rebell with hidden helpe, 

And vantage s orthat with hoth he labour’d 

Jn his Countreyes wracke, I know not: 

But Treafons Capital, confefs’d,and prou’d, 

Haue ouerthrowne bim. 

Macb. Glamys,and Thane of Cawdor: 

The greateft is behinde. Thankes for your paines, 
Doe younot hope yourChildren fhall be Kings, 
When thofe that gaue the Thane of Cawdor to nie, 
Promis’d no leffe to them, 

Bang. Thattrufted home, , 
Might yet enkindle you vnto the Crowne, 
Belides the Thane of Cawdor, But’tis ftrange: 
And oftentimes,to:winne vs to our harme, 
The Inftrauments of Dartkneffe tell vs Truths, 
Winne va with honeft Trifles,co betray’s 
In deepeft confequence, 
Coufins,a word, I pray you. ° 

Mach. Two Truths are told, 
Ashappy Prologues to the {welling A& 
Of the Imperiall Theame. I thanke you Gentlemen: 
This fupernaturall folliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good. 
If ill? why hath it giuen me earneft of fucceffe, 
Commencing ina Truth? I am Thane of Cawdor. 
If good? why doe I yeeld to that fuggeltion, 
Whofe horrid Image doth vnfixe my Heire, 
And make my feated Heart knock at my Ribbes, 
Again{t the vfe of Nature ? Prefent Feares 
Are leffe then horrible Tmaginings : 

My Thought, whofe Murther yet is but fantafticall, 
-|Shakes:fo my fingie fate of Man, 

That Function is {mother’d in furmife, 
And nothing is,butwhat isnot. 

Bang. Looke haw our Partner’s rape. 

Macb, If Chance will haue rae King, 
Why Chance may Crowne me, 

Without my ftirre, 

Baxq. New Honors come vpon him 
Like our ftrange Garments,cleaue not to their mould, 
But with che aid of vie. 

Mach, Come what come may, 
Time,and the Houre,runs through the rougheft Day. 
fu Bang. Worthy CMacbeth, wee ftay vpon your ley- 

re. , 

Mach. Giueme your fauour: 

My dull Braine was wronght with things forgotten. 
Kinde Gentlemen,your paines are regiftred, 

Where every day 1 cure the Leafe, 

Oreade them. 
Let vs toward the King: thinke vpon 
What hath chane’d:.and at more time, 
The Interim hauitg weigh*d it, let vs fpeake 
Our free Hearts each to other. 

Bang. Very gladly. 

Mach. Tillthen enough: 


ome friends. Exeunt. 


' 
‘ 


SS ee 


Flourifh. Enter King,Lenox,Malcolme, 
Denalbaine, and Attendants. 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 

Or not thofe in Commiffion yet return’d ? « 

Mal. My Liege,they are not yet come back, 
But I haue {poke with one chat faw him die: 
Who did report,that very frankly hee 
Confefs’d his Treafons,implor’d your Highnefle Pardon, 
And fet fortha deepe Repentance: 
Nothing in his Life became him, 

Like the leaning it. Hee dy'de, 

As one that had beene ftudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareft thing he aw’d, 
As *cwere acareleffe Trifle, 

King. There’s no Art, 
To finde the Mindes conftrudtion in the Face: 
He wasa Gentleman,on whom [built 
An abfolute Truft. 

Enter Macbeth Bangqno,Roffe,and Angus. 

O worthyeft Coufin, 
The finne of my Ingratitude euen now 
Was heauieonme. Thouart fo farre before, 
That {wifteft Wing of Recompenceis flow, 
To overtake thee. W ould thou hadft lefle deferu’d, 
That the proportion both of thanks,and payment, 
Might haue beene mine: onely I hauc left to fay, 
More is thy due,then more then all can pay. 

Mach. The feruice,and the loyaleie I owe, 
In doing it, payes it felfe. 
Your Highneffe part, is to receiue our Duties : 
And our Duties areto your Throne,and State, » 
Children,and Seruants; which doe but what they fhould, 
By doing euery thing fafe toward your Loue 
And Honor. 

King. Welcome hither : 
J haue begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee fullof growing. Noble Banquo, 
That haft no lefle deferu’d,nor muft be knowne 
No leffe to haue done fo: Let me enfold thee; 
And hold thee to my Heart, 

Banq. There if 1 grow, 
The Harueft is your owne. 

King. My plenteous Ioyes, 
Wanton in fulneffe,feeke to hide themfelues 
In drops of forrow. Sonnes,Kinfmen,Thanes, 
And you whofe places are the neareft, know, 
Wewill eftablith our Eftatevpon 
Our eldeft, 4Zalcolme, whom we name hereafter, 
The Prinee of Cumberland: which Honor muft 
Not vnaccompanied,inueft him onely, 
But fignes of Nobleneffe,like Starres ,fhall thine 
On all deferuers,. From hence to Envernes, 
And bindevs further to you, 

Mach. The Reftis Labor, which is notvs'd foryou : 
lle be my felfe the Herbenger,and make ioyfull 
The hearing of my Wife,with your approach: 

So humbly take my Jeane. 

King, My werthy Cawdor. 

adacb.The Prince of Cumberland:that is a ftep, 
On which I muft fall downe,or elfe o’re“leape, 
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eo Por Een, 
igre The Tragede of Macbeth, 
For in my way it lyes. Scarres hide your fires, 1) Shake my fell purpofegnor keepe peace betweene > 
Let not Light fee my black and deepe detires : Th’effeét,and hic. Come to my Womans Brefts, 
The Eye winke at the Hand; yer tee that bee, And take my Milke for Gall,you murth’ring Minifters 
| Which the Eye feares, when it is done to fee. Exit. |) Where-cuer,in your fightleffe fubQtances, . 

King. True,worthy Banguo: he is full fo valiant, You wait on Natures Mifchiefe. Come thick Night 
Andin his commendations,Lam fed:. ~ And pall thee in the dunneft fmoake of Hell, ‘ 
It isa Banquet to me. Let’s after him, That my keene Knife fee not the Wound it makes 
Whofe care is gone before,to bid vs welcome : Nor Heauen peepe through the Blanket of the darke, 

























It is a peerclefle Kinfman. Fleurifh. Exewnt, Tocry, hold,hold, Enter Macbeth, 
‘ Great Glamys, worthy Cawdor. 
Pears ee «LE Grearerthemboth,byche all-hafte hereafter, 
’ Thy Letters haue tranfported me beyond 
Scena O uinta. This ignorant prefent,and I feelenow 
™ — | The future in the inftanc. 

Seed : gerah ety i fk Mach, My deareft Loue, 

Dancan comes here to Night, 

Enter Macheths wife alone with a Letter Lady. And when goes hence? 


Mach. To morrow,as he purpofes. 
Lady. They met me in the day of fucceffe : and I haute Lady. O neuer, 
‘learw’d by the perfect /t report, they bawe more in them, thew | Shall Sunne that Morrow fee. 
mortal knowledge. When I burut in defire to queftion them | Your Face,my Thane,is as a Booke,where men 
further, they made thenfelues Ayre, into which they vanifh'd. | May reade ftrange matters,to beguile thetime, 
Whiles I flood rapt-in the wonder of it came Ad ifines from | Looke like the time,beare welcome in your Eye, 
| the King, who all-bail'd me Thane of Cawdor, by which Title | Your Hand,your Tongue: looke like th’innocent flower, 
before, thefe weymard Sifters faluted me, and referrd me to | But be the Serpent ynder’t. He that’s comming, 
the comming on of time, with baile King that fhalt be. This | Muft be prouided for : and you fhall pur ‘ 
bane I thought good to deliver thee (my dearef? Partner of \ ‘This Nights great Bufinefle into my difpatch, 
Greatneffe) that tho might’St not loofe the dues of retoycing | Which fhall to all our Nights,and Dayes to come, 
by being pres of what Greatnelfe xs promis’a thee. Lay | Giue folely foueraigne fway,and Maftesdome. 
tt to thy beart, and farewell. Mach. Wewill {peake further, 
Glamys thou art,and Cawdor,and fhalt be Lady. Onely looke vp cleare: 
What chou art promis‘d: yet doe I feare thy Nature, To alter fauor,euer is to feare; 
It is too full o’th’ Milke of humane kindnefle, Leaue all the reft to me. Exeust. 
Tocatch theneereft way, Thou would’(t be great, 
Art not without Ambition, but without 
The illuefle fhould attend it. What thou would’ft highly, 
That would’ft thou holily: would’fi not play falfe, 
And yet would’ft wrengly winne. f 
Thould’ft haue, great Giamys,that which cryes, 
Thus thou muft doe,1f thou haue it 5 
And that which rather thou do’ft feare to doe, 
Then wifhett fhould be vndone. High thee hither, 
That I may powre my Spirits in chine Eare, 
And chaftife with the valour of my Tongue 
All chat impeides thee from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphylicall ayde doth feeme 
To haue thee crawn’d withall. Enter Meffenger. 
What is your tidings? r 
Me, The King comes hereto Night. 
Lady. Thou're mad to fay it. 
Is not thy Mafter with him? who,wer’t fo, 
Would haue inform’d for preparation, 
Aeff.So pleafe you,it is true: our Thave is comming: 
One of my fellowes had the {peed of him; 
Wao almoft dead for breath,had {carcely more 
Then would make vp his Meflage. 
Lady.- Giue him tending, 
He brings great newes. Exit Meffenger. 
| The Rauen himfelfe is hoarfe, 
“hat croakes the fatall entrance of Dwacan 
Vader my Battlements. Come you Spirits, 
hat tend on mortall thoughts,vnfex me here, 
‘And fill me from the Crowne to the Toe,top-ful 
Of direft Crueltie: make thick my blood, 
Stop vp th’acceffe,and paffage to Remorfe, 
That no compun@tious vifitings of Nacute 


Scena Sexta. 





ene eC ororee agers Caneel 





Hoboyes,and Torches. Enter King, Malcolae, 
Donalbaine, Banquo, Lenox, Macdaf, 
Roffe, Angus,and Attendants, 
King. This Caftle hath a pleafane feat, 
The ayrenimbly and fweetly recommends it felfe 
Vnto our gentle fences. 
Bang. This Gueft of Summer, 
The Temple-haunting Barlet does approve, 
By his loued Manfonry,that the Heavens breath 
Smells wooingly here: no Iutty frieze, 
Buttrice,nor Coigne of Vantage,butthis Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed,and procreant Cradle, 
Where they muft breed,and haunt: [haue obferu’ 
The ayre is delicate. Enter Lady. 
King. See,fee,our honor'd Hoftefle: 
The Loue that followes vs, fometime is our trouble, 
Which fill we thankeas Loue. Herein ] teach you, 
How you fhall bid God-eyld vs for your paines, 
And thanke vs for your trouble, 
Lady. Allout feruice, 
In euery point twice done,and then done double, 
Were poore,and fingle Bufineffe,co coritend 
Againft thofe Honors deepe,and broad, 
Wherewith your Maieftie loades our Honfe: 
For thofe of old,and the late Dignities, 
Heap’d vp to them, we reft your Ermites. 
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King. Whete'’s 








c. = The Fie edie of Macbeth 


~ King. Where’s the Thane of Cawdor? eo". |) Which chou efteem’ft the Ornament of E oe 
We court him ac the heeles; ‘and hada stort “35 1 And live 3 Coward in thine owne Efteeiie n>: 
Tobehis Purueyor /Butdie rides well, (OT | Lertihg Pdarenor; wat vpoti I would, 
And his great Loue (fharpe as his Spurce hathholphim | Likethe poore Cati ‘chrAddase. 
To his home before vs : Faire and Noble Hofteffe Mach. Prythee peace: 
Weare your gueftto nights)... y I dare de- ‘alttharmey becomes man, 
- La. Your Seruants euer, ~ = Who dares no more, is none. 
Have theirs, chemfelues,and what is theirs in compt, La, What Beat was'tthen 
To make their Audit at your a agen pleafure, | That made you breake this enterprizeto me? 
gtillto returne your oware! parades Whemyou i durf¥ do it, chen you were a ‘faint! § 
King: Give me your hari And to be more then what you were, you would - 
Conduét ine to mine-H aft we. rend him hight, : Be fo much tore the man.’ Ner time, Nor pice ° 
And {hall continue, our Graces towards him, * * | Did then adheresand yet yeu would make both: ; 
By your wage Hottelfe, ou , They haue made ‘themifelues, and that their’ Fitted now 
Do’s yvnmake you. Fhaue anien Sucke; and kiow 
How tender ’tis to loue the Babe that sills nie, 
I would, while it was fmyling‘in my Facéjess coed | 
“Scena Sep ima. Haue pluckt my Nipple from his BonseeGuinmes, 
And dafht the Braines out, had I fo ghia 


Ho-boyés.> °. Torches. As you haue done to this.” 
Enter a Sewer, and diners Serwauts with Dilhes and Serurce Mach. If we fhould-faile? 


onerthe Stage. Then enter Macbeth. Lady. We faile ? 


we 


Macb.1fit were dene, wtien’tis done, thentwer well, ; But{crew your courage to the Ricking pee ; 
Itwere done quickly : IfthA@affination And wee'le not fayle: when Dancanis afleepe, - 
Could trammell vp the Confequence,and catch (Whereto the rather fhall his dayes hard la deaey 
With his furceafe, Suceeffe: that buzthis blow ‘ Soundly inuite him) his two Chamberlainey 24 
Might be the be alk andthe endall. Heere, Will] with Wine,and Waffel! jfo comince, / a 
Bur theere, vpon this Banke and Schoole of time, That Memorie,the Warder of the Braine, ©)’ 
Wee'ldiuinpe the life to. come, Bur inthefe Cafes, ‘Shall be a Fume,and the Receit of Reafon 
We ftill haue iudgément heere, that we but reach A Lymbeck onely : when ini Swinith fleepe, ‘ 

Bloody Inftructions,which being taughr, returne _ Their drenched Natures lyes as in a Death, 
Toplagueth’Inuenter, This eulenehanded Iuftice What cannot you and J performe vpon 
Commends th’ Ingredienceof our poyfon’d Challice Th’vnguarded Duscan? What not put ypon 
Toour owne lips, Hee’s heere in double truft; His {pungie Officers? who fhall beare the Sues 
Firft,as Tam his Kirtan, and his Subiedt, Ofour great quell. 
Strong both againft the Deed : Then,as his Hoft, Mach. Bring forth Men-Children onely: 
Who fhovld againft his Murtherer fhut the doore, For thy yvndaunted Mertle fhouid compote. 
Not beare the knife my felfe, Befides, this Duncane Nothing but Males. Will it Hot be receiu’d; 
Hath borne his Faculties fo mecke; hath bin When we haue mark’d with blood thofe fleepie two 
Socleere in his great Office, that his Vertues Of his owne Chamber, and vs’d their very Daggers, 
Will pleade like Angels, Trumpet- -tongu’d againft That they haue don’t ? 
The deepe damnation of his taking off : | Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
And Pitty, like a naked New-borne-Babe, As we fhall make our Griefes and Clamor rore, 
Striding the blaft, or Heavens Cherubin, hors? d Vpon his Death? 
Vpon the fightleffe Curriors of the Ayre, Mach. Yam fertled, and bend vp 
Shall blow the horrid deed in euery eye, Each corporall Agent to this terrible Fear, 
That teares fhall drowne the winde. [have no Spurre | Away,and mock the time with faireft fhow, 
To pricke the fides of my intent, but onely Folfe Face muft hide what the falfe Heart doth know. 
Vaulting Ambition,which ore. leapes i it felfe, Exennt. 
Atidfalles‘on th’other, Enter Lady, 
How now ? What Newes? 

LaHe has almoft fupt: why haue you lef the chamber ? 

Mac. Hath he ask’d for me? 

La. Know younot,heha’s? 

Mac. We willproceed no further inthis Bufinelle: 
He hath Honour’d me of late;and'T have bought 
Golden Opinions frony all forts of people, Enter Banquo,and Fleance,with a Torch 
Which would be worne row in their newelt ¢ gloffe, | before bin, 


a ae emer een Yate, 


Adtus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


Not caftaGde fo foone. Bang. How goes the Night, Boy? 
La, Was the hope druakey: Fleance. The Moone is downe: I haue noe heard the 
Wherein you dreft your felfe? ‘Hath i it flept & fince 2 # Clock, 
And wakes itiiow to looke {67 greene, andipale; Banq. And the goes downe at Twelue. 
At what it did fo freely ? Froin this time, Fleance, Icake’t, tis later, Sire 
SuchT account thy foue. Art thouaffear’d bang. Hold, take my Sword: 
Tobe the fame in chine owne AQ,and Valoiir, There’s Husbandry in Heauen, 
Asthou art in defire ? Would'ft thou haue that Their Candies are afl owt: take thee that too. 
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136) 
| A heauie Summons lyes like Lead vpon me, ... 
And yet I would not fleepe: tot season’) é suit t 
Mercifull Powers ,reftraine in me the curfedthoughts. . 
That Nature giues way to in repofe. ; 





















Enter Macbeth and a Seruant witha Pe riche ae 


| Giue me my Sword: who’sthere? 
Mach, A Friend., ssris eit 
Bang. What Sir not yetatreft? the King's.a beds , 
| He hath beene in vnufuall Pleafure, : 
‘And fent farth great Largeffe to your Offices, 
This Diamond.he greetes your Wife withall,. . 
By the name-of moft kind. Hofteffe,..... «:,-~,. 
"And fhut ypsin meafureleffe content, 
Mac. Being vnprepards) 
| Our will became the fernant to defeat, 
Which elfe-fhould free haue wrought. 
Banq. All’swell. og; 
I dreamt laft Night of the three weyward Sifters: 
To you they haue fhew’dfometruth. ©... 
| = Mach, Wthinke not of them: 
Yet when we ¢an entreat an houre to ferue, 
We would {pend it in fome words vpon that Bufineffe, 
If you would graunt the time. 
Baxq. Av your kind’ leyfure, ; 
Mach, Yf you thall cleaueto my confent, 
When’tis, it fhall make.Honor for you, 
Bang, Sol lofe none, ; 
In feeking to augment it, bur ftill keepe 
My Bofome franchis’d,and Allegeance cleare, 
| T fhall be counfail’d, . 
Mach. Geod sepofethe.while. 
Bangq. Thankes Sir: theliketo you... \Exit Banquo, 
Mach.Goebdid thy Miftreffe,when my drinke is ready, 
She firike vpon the Bell.) Get chee to bed, Exit. 
Is this a Dagger, which I fee before me, | 
‘The Handle toward my Hand? Come,Jet me clutch thee: 
I haue thee notjand yer] {ee chee fill. 
1 Art thounioc farall Vifion, feafible 
To feeling,as to fight? or art thou but 
A Dagger of the Mindesa falle Creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreffed Brainc ¢ 
I fee thee yet, in forme as palpable, 
Asthis whichnow I.draw. J bs | 
Thou marfhall’t me the way that.1 was going, 
And fuch an Inftrument I was to vfe. 
Mive Eyes are made the fooles o’ch’othex Sences, 
Or elfe werthall che reft: I feethee ftill ; 
And on thy Blade,and Dudgeon,Gouts of Bloods 
Which was not fo before. There’s no fuchthing: 
It is the bloody Bufineffe, which informes 
Thus temine Eyes. Now o’re the one halfe World 
Mature feemes dead,and wicked Dreames abufe 
The Curtain’d flcepe: Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Heccats Offrings: and wither'd Murthrer, 
Alarum’d by his Cenrinell,the Woife, ” 
Whofe howle’s his Watch,thus with his ftealthy pace, 
Wich Tarquins rauilhitig fides, cowards his defigne 
Moues likea Ghoft, Thou fowre and firme-fet Earth 
Heare not my fteps, which they may walke, for feare 
‘Thy very ftones prage of my where-abour, 
And take the prefent horrer from the time, 
Which now {utes with it. Whiles I threat;he lines: 
Wrords to the heat of deedes too cold breach gives, 
tis dreodt odc7 A BER rings. 
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I goe,and it is done: the Bell inuites me, 


| Heareit not, Dexeam, for it is a Knell, 
_ | That fummonis thee to Heauen, orto Hell. 


“ Exit, 


Scena Secunda. © 





Enter Lady f 
La.That which hath made thé drunk,hath made 
What hath quench’d thems,hath gitien me fire, 
Hearke,peace: it was the Qwle that fhriek’d, 
The fatall Bell-man, which giues the ftern'ft good 
He is about it, the Doores are open: 
And the-furfeted Groomes doe mock their charge 
With Snores. I haue dsugg’é their Poffets, 


night 


» | That Death and Nature do¢ contend about them. 


Whether they liue,ordye, ~ : 
Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. Who's there? what hoa? 
Lady. Alack,l am afraid they haue awak’d, 
And’tis not done: th’attempt,and not the deed, 
Confounds vs: hearke: I lay'd their Daggers ready, 


_ He could not miffe ‘em. Had he not refembled 
My Father as he flepe,I had don’t, 


My Husband ? 
Mach, Uhaue done the deed: 
Didft thounot heare a noyfe? : 
Lady.J heard the Owle {chreame,and the Crickets cry, 
Did nar you fpeake? 
Mach, When? 
Lady. Now. 
Mab. Asi defcended ? 
Lady. I. 
Mach, Hearke,wholyes ith’ fecond Chamber? 
Lady. Donaibaine. AW 
Mac. This is a forry fight, 10) 
Lady. A foolith thought,to fay a forry fight, 
Mach, There’s one did laugh in’s fleepe, 
And onecry’d Murther,thatthey.did wake eachother: 
I ftood,and heard them; Bur they did fay their Prayers, 
And addreft them againe to fleepe, 
Lady. There are two lodg’d together, i 
Mach. One cry’d God bleffe vs,and Amen the other, 
As they had feene me with thefe Hangmans hands: |"? 


j Liftaing their feare,I could not fay Amen, 


When they did fay God bleffe vs. 
Lady. Confider it nor fo. deepely.. 9. ns 
Mar-But wherefore could not pronounce Amen? 
Ihad moft need of Bleffing,and Amen ftuck in my throat. 
Lady. Thefe deeds mult not be chonght 
After rhefe wayes: fo,it will make vs mad. Ms 
Macb,Me thought I heard. voyce cry, Sleep 0 mores 
(Macbeth does muxther Sleepe, the innocent Sleepe, 
Sleepe that knits vp che rauel’d Sleeue of Care, 
The death of each dayes Life,fore Labors Bath, 
Balme of burt Mindes, great Natures fecond'Coutle, 
Chiefe nourifher in Life’s Feaft. 
Lady. What doe you meane? 


Mach. Stillit'cry’dsSleepe no more to all the Houle: 





Glamis hath murther’d Sieepe,and therefore Cawdor 

Shall fleepeno more: Adacheth thall fleepe nomore. 
Lady. Who was ie,that thus cry’d2why worthy To 

You doe vabend your Noble ftrength,to thinke 

| So braine-fickly of things: Goe get fome Water, re 





| The Tragedte of 
nd wath this filthie Witnefle from your Hand, 
Why did you bring thefe Daggers from the place? 
ney mult lye there ; goe carry chem,and {meare 
the fleepie Groomes with blood, 
Mach. lle goe no more: 
Jam afraid,to thinke what I haue done: 
ooke on’t againe, f dare not. 
Lady. Infirme of purpofe : 
Give me the Daggers: the {leeping,and the dead, 
Are but-as Pidtures: ’tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That feares a painted Deuill, If he doe bleed, 
ile guild che Faces of the Groomes withall, 
for it muft feeme their Guile. Exit. 
Knocke within. 
Mach. Whence is that knocking ? 
|qow is’t with.me,when cuery noyfe appalls me ? 
What Hands are here? hah ; they pluck out mine Eyes. 
Will all great Meprunes Ocean wath this blood 
Cleane from my Hand? no:this my Hand will rather 
The mulritudinous Seas incarnardine, 
Making the Greene one,Red, 


| 
| 
| 


Enter Lady. 
Lady, My Hands are of your colour: but I fhame 
'|'To weare a Heart fo white, Kuocke. 
‘lTheare a knocking at the South entry : 

Retyre we to our Chamber : 

Alittle Water cleares vs of this deed. 
-|How eafie is it then ¢ your Conftancie 
Hath left you vnattended.’ 
Hearke,more knocking. 

Get on your Night-Gowne,leaft occafion call vs, 
And (hew vs to be Watchers: be not loft 
So poorely in your thoughts. 

Mach, To know my deed, 
Twere beft not know my feife. 
Wake Daxcan with thy knocking : 
[would thou could’ft. 





Kuocke. 


4 


Knocke. 


Excunt. 


meee eee a ee 


Scena Tertia. 


Euter a Porter. 


| 


eMeacbeth. | 


Enter Macdeff aed Lenex. 


Macd, Was it fo late,friend,cre you went to Bed, 
That you doe lye fo late? 

Port.Faith Sir,we were carowfing till the fecond Cock: 
And Drinke,Sir,is a great prouoker of three things. 

Macd. What three things does Drinke efpecially: 
provoke ? ; 

Port. Marry, Sir, Nofe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine. 
Lecherie,Sir,it prouokes,and ynprouokes : it provokes 
the defire, but it takes away the performance, Therefore 
much Drinke may be faid co be an Equiuocator with Le- 
cherie: it makes bim,and it marres him; it fets him oa, 
and it takes him offs ic per{wades him, and dif-heartens 
him ; makes him ftand roo,and not ftand too : in conclu- 
fion,equiuocates him ina fleepe,and giuing himthe Lye,), 
leaves him. 

Macd. 1 beleeue,Drinke gaue thee the Lye laft Night, | 

Port. That it did,Sir, ithe very Throat onme; but I 
requited him for his Lye, and (I thinke)being too ftrong } 
for him,though he tooke vp my Legges fometimey yet I} 
made a Shift to caft him, 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macd. 1s thy Mater firring ? 

Our knocking ha’s awak’d him: here he comes. 

Lenox. Good morrow, Noble Sir. 

Mach. Good morrow both, 

Macd, Is the King ftitring, worthy Thane? 

Mach. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to-call 
I have almoft flipt che houre. 

Ma b. Webring youto him. 

Macd. Vknow this is aioyfu 
But yet tis one, 

Mach. The labour we delight in,Phyficks paine: 
This is the Doore. 

Macd. Ue make fo bold to call, for’tis my limitted 
feruice. Exit Macduffe, 

Lenox, Goes the King hence to day ? 

Mach. He does: he did appoint fo. 

Lenox. The Night he’s been varuly: 

Where we lay,our Chimneys were blowne downe, 
And (as they fay) lamentings heard i’ch’Ayres 
Strange Schreemes of Death, 

And Prophecying, with Accents terrible, 


timely'on him, 


li trouble to youl: 


Knocking within, \ Ot dyre Combuftion,and confus'd Events, 


Porter, Here’s a knocking indeede : if a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, hee fhould have old turning the 
Key. . Knock: ' Knock,Knock,Koock. W ho’sthere 
ith’name of Belzebnb? Here’s a Farmer., that hang’d 
himfelfe on th’expectation of Plentie:Come in time, have 
Napkins enow abour you, here you'le {weat fort. Knock. 
(Knock,knock, Who’sthere in th’other Deu:ls Name? 
Faith here’s an Equiuocator, that could fweare in both 
the Scales againft eyther Scale, who committed Treafon 
enough for Gods fake,yet could not equiuecate to Hea- 
uen: oh come in, Equivocator.  Kuock- Knock, 
Knock,Knock, Who’s there? ‘Faith here’s an Englifh 
Taylor come hither, for ftealing out of a French Hofe; 
Come in Taylor, here you may roft yourGoole. Knock, 
Knock,Knock, Neuer at quiet: Whatare you? but this 
place is too cold for Hell. Ile Deuill-Porterit no further: 
Thad thought to haue let in fome of all Profeffions, that 
goe the Primrofe way to th’euerlafting Bonfire... Kneck, | 

Anon,anon,] pray you remember the Porter. 


} New hatch’d toth’ wofull.cime. 
The obfcure Bird clamor’d the liue-long Night. 
Some fay the Earth was feuorous, 
Aud did fhake. 
- Mach. ’Twasa rough Night. 
Lencx. My young remembrance cannot paralell 
A fellow toit. . 
Enter Macduff. 
Macd, © horror; horror, horror, 
Tongue not Heart cannot conceiue,nor name thee. 
mach, and Lenox. What's the matter? 
Macd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-peece: 
Moft facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lords anoynted Temple,and ftole thence 
The Life o’th’ Building, 
Mach, What ist you fay, the Life? 
Lenox. Meane youhis Maieftie? 


a. 


Macds. Apptoch the Chamber, and deftray your fight 
With a new Gorgon. Doe not bid me fpeake: | 


mm 3 See, 
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See,and then {peake your felues: awake,awake, 
Exennt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murther,and Treafor, 
Banquo,and Donalbaine: Afalcolme awake, 
Shake off this Downey fleepe,Deaths counterfeit, 
And looke on Death it felfe: vp,vp,and fee 
The great Doomes Image: Malcolme,Banguo, 
As from your Graues rife vp,and walke like Sprights, © 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell, 
Bell rings. Enter Lady, 
Lady. What's the Bufinefle ¢ 
That fuch a hideous Trumpet calls to parley 
The fleepers of the Houfe? fpeake, {peake. 
Macd. O gentle Lady, . 
"Tis not for you to heare what I can {peake: , 
The repetition in a Womans care, 
Would murther as it fell, 
“a : Enter Banquo. 
O Banquo,Banquo, Out Royall Mafter’s murther'd, 
 Lady.Woe,alas: 
What, in our Houfe ? 
| Ban, Too cruell,any where. 
Deare Duff, prythee contradi& thy felfe, 
And fay, it is not fo, 






» Enter Macbeth Lenox,and Roffe. 


Macb. Had Tbut dy'd an houre before this 
Thad liu’d'a bleffed time: for from this inftant 
There’s nothing ferious in Mortalitie: 

_} Allis but Toyes: Renowne and Grace is dead, 
The Wine of Life is drawne,and the meere Lees’ 
Is left this Vault, to brag of, 


chance, 


3 


Enter Malcolme and Donalbaine. 


Donal, What is amiffe ? 
Mach; You are,and doe not know’t: 

The Spring,the Head ,the Fountaine of your Blood 

Is ftopt, the very Source of it is ftopr, 

Macd. Your Royall Father’s murther’d, 

Mal. Oh,by whom? 

Lenox, Thofe of his Chamber,as it feem'd,had don’t: 
| Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with blood, 

So were their Daggers which vawip’d,we found 
Vpon their Pillowes: they {tar’d,and were diftra@ed, 
No mans Life wasto be trulted with them, 

Mach. O,yet I doe repent me of my furie, 
| That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo? 

Maceb.Who can be wife,amaz’d,temp'rate, 8 furious, 
Loyall,and Neutrall,in a moment? No man; 
Th’expedition of my violent Loue 
Out-run the pawfer, Reafon. Here lay Duncan, 

His Siluer skinne,lac’d with his Golden Blood, 

And his gafh’d Stabs,look’d@like a Breach in Nature, 
For Ruines Wattfull entranée: there the Murtherers, 
Sceep’d in the Colours of their Trade; their Daggers 
Vimannerly-breech'd with gore: who could refraine, 
That had a heart to loue; and in thae heart; 
Courage,to make’s loue Knowne? 

Lady. Helpe me hence hoa, 

Macd. Looke to the Eaily, ity 

Ma!, Why doe we hold our tongues, 

Thar mot may clayme this argument for ours ? 
Donal, What fhould be {poken here, 


ON 


| But fhift away: there’s warranc in chat Theft, 
| Which fteales it felfe, when there's no mercie left, 


| Turn’d wilde in nature, broke their ftalls,flong out, 






















































Where our Fate hid in an augure hole, ~~ 
May rufh,and feize ys? Let’s away, 
Our Teares are not yet brew’d, 
Mal, Nor our {trong Sorrow 
Vpon the foot of Motion, 
Bang. Looke to the Lady: 
Ané when we haue our naked Frailties hid, 
That fuffer in expofure; let ys meet, 
And queftion this moft bloody piece of worke 
To know it further. Feares and fcruples thake ys: 
In the great Hand of God I ftand,and thence, 
Againft the vndivule’d pretence, I fight 
Of Treafonous Mallice. 
Macd. And fo doe I, 
All. Soall. 
Mach. Let’s briefely put on manly readineffe’ 
And meet i’th’ Hall together. : 
All. Well contented, 
Male, What will you doe? 
Let's not confort with them: 
To thew an vafelc Sorrow,is an Office 
Which the falfe man do’s eafie, 
Ile to England, 
Don. Tolreland, I: 
Our feperated fortune fhall keepe ve both the (afer: 
Where we are,there’s Daggers in mens Smiles : 
The neere in blood, the neerer bloody. 
Male, This murtherous Shaft that’s thet, 
Hath not yet lighted:and our fafeft way, 
Is to auoid the ayme. Therefore to Horfe, 
And let vsnot be daintie of leaue-taking, 


. 
Exennt, 


Exeunt. 








Scena Quarta. 
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Enter Roffe,with au Old wsau, 


Old man. Threefcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the Volume of which Time, I haue feene 
Houres dreadfull,and things ftrange; but this fore Night 
Hath trifled former knowings, rays 

Rofe. Ha,good Father, 

Thou feeft the Heauens,as troubled with mans AQ, 
Threatens his bloody Stage: byth’ Clock’tis Day, 
And yet darke Night ftrangles the rrauailing Lampe: 
Is't Nights predominance,or the Dayes thanie, 
That Darkneffe does the face of Earth intombe, 
When living Light thould kiffe it? . 

Old man. *Tis vnnaturall, 

Euen like the‘deed that's done: On Tuefday laft, 

A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, 

‘Was by a Mowfing Owle hawke at,snd kill’d, 
Roffz. And Duncans Horfes, 

(A thing moft ftrange, and certaine) 

Beauteous,and fwift,che Minions of their Race, 


Contending ’gainft Obedience,as they would 
Make Warre with Mankinde. 
Old man. "Tis faid,they eate each other. ; 
Roffe. a did fo: To 
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To th’amazement of mine‘eyes that look’d ypon’t. 


Enter Macduffe. 


Heere comes the good Macduffe. 


How goes the world Sir,now ? 


i 
, 


.y 


Macd, Why fee younot ? 
Roff.Is’t known who did this more then bleody deed? 
Macd. Thofethat A#acberh hath flaine. 

Roff. Alas the day, 


What good could they pretend ? 


Macd, They were fubborned, 


\alcolme, and Donalbaine the Kings two Sonnes 


Are ftolne away and fled, which puts vpon them 
Sufpition of the deed, 


Roffe. “Gain Nature Rill, 


‘|Thriftleffe Ambition, that will rauen vp 
| Thine owne lives meanes : Then ’tis moft like, 
The Soueraignty will fall vypon ALacbeth. 


(Macd, Heisalready nam’d, and gone to Scone 


To be inuefted. 
| Roffee Where is Duncans body ? 


Macd. Carried toColmekill, 


The Sacred Store-houfe of his Predeceffors, 
And Guardian of their Bones. 


Roffe. Willyou to Scone ? 

Maced. No Cofin, Ile to Fife. 

Roffer Well,I will thither. 
Macd.W cil may you fee things wel done there:Adie 


: 
Leaft our old Robes fic eafier then our new, 


Roffe. Farewell, Father. 
Old 44, Gods benyfon go with you,and with thofe 


That would make good ofbad,and Friends of Foes. 


Exesnt omues 


Adlus Tertius. Scena‘Prima. 


t Enter Banquo. 
Bang. Thou haft itnow, King, Cawdor,Glamis,all, 


As the weyard Women promis’d, and I feare 


Thou playd’ft moft fowly for’t : yec it was faide 


It 


But that my felfe fhould be the Roote,andFather 
Of many Kings.. If there come truth from them,: 
As vpon thee (Macbeth, their Speeches thine,» 
Why by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my Oracles as well, 

Andfet me vp in hope. But hufh,no more, 


It 


fhould not ftand in thy Pofterity, i 


Senit fornded, Bune Macheth as K. ing, Lady Lenox, 
Roffe,Lords and Attendants. 


° 


Mach. Heere’s our chiefe Gueft. 
La. iffiehad beeneiforgotten; 
hadbeneas-a.gap in our great Feat, 


Andall-thing yabecoraming: " 


Mach. Tonightwe hold afolemne Supper fir, 


And Ilerequéft:your prefence. 


Banq. Let yourHighneffe. 


Command vpon.me; to the which my duties ont 
Are with a moftindiffoluble tye” ox 
For euer knie.: 


. 


Know, 


Mach. Ride you this afternoone ; 
Ban, I, my good Lord. 
Mach. We fhould haue elfedefir'd your good aduice 


> 


i cnn 
Ee 


(Which ftill hath been both graue,and profperous ) 
In this dayes Councell: but wee’le take to morrow. 
Is’t farre you ride? 
Ban, As farre,my Lord,as will fill vp the time 
’T wixt this,and Supper. Goe. not my Horfe the better, 
I muft become a borrower of the Night, 
For a darke houre,or twaine, 
Mach, Faile not our Feaft, 
Ban. My Lord,I will not. 
Mach, We heare our bloody Cozens are beRtow’d 
In England,and in Ireland,not confefsing 
Their cruell Parricide, filling their hearers 
With ftrange inuention. But of that to morrow, 
When therewithall we fhall haue caufe of State, 
Crauing vsioyntly. Hye youco Horfe: 
Adieu,till you returne at Night, 
Goes Fleaxce with you? . 
Ban. I,my good Lord: our time does call ypon’s. 
Mach. 1 with your Horfes {wift, and fure of foot : 
And fo J doe commend you to their backs. 
Farwell, Exit Banquo. 
Let euery man be mafter of his time, 
Till feuen at Night,to make focietie 
The {weeter welcome: 
We will keepe our felfe till Supper time alone: 
While then,God be with you. Exenut Lords, 
Sirrha,a word with you: Attend thofe men 
Our pleafure? 
Servant, They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 
Caxte. 
Mach. Bring them before vs. Exit Serwant, 
To be thus, is nothing, but to be fafely thus : 
Our feares in Banquo fticke deepe, 
And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes that 
Which would be fear'd. ‘Tis much he dares, 
And to that dauntleffe temper of his Minde, 
He hath a Wifdome,that doth guide his Valour, 
To act in fafetie. ‘There is none but he, 
Whofe being I doe feare : and ynder him, 
My Geniusis rebuk’d,as itis {aid 
Mark Authonies was by Cefar. He chid the Sifters, 
When firft they put the Name of King vpon me, 
And bad them {peake to him. Then Prophet-like, 
They hayl'd him Father to a Line of Kings. 
Vpon my Head they plac’d a fruitlefle Crowne; 
And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrencht with an vnlineall Hand, 
No Sonne of mine fucceeding : if ’t be fo, 
For Banguo’s fluc hauel fil’d my Minde, 
For them,the gracious Duncan haue I murther‘’d; 
Put Rancours inthe Veffell of my Peace 
Onely for them,and mine eternal] Iewell 
Given tothe common Enemie of Man, 
To make them Kings, the Seedes of Banquo Kings, 
Rather then fo,come Fate intothe Lyft, 
And champion me co th’ytrerance. 
Who's there ? 


Enter Sernant, and two Murtherers, 


Now goe to the Doore, and ftay there till we call. 
| j Exit Sersants: 
Was it not yefterday we {poke together? 


Murth, It was,fo pleafe your Highnefle, 
Mach, Well then, ; 


Now haue you canfider'd of my {peeches : 
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Know, that it was he,in the times paft, 
Which held you fo vider fortune, 
Which you thought had been our innocent felfe, 
This I made good to you, in our laft conference, 
Paft in probation with you: 
How you were borne in hand, how croft: 
The Inftruments: who wrought with them: 
And all things elfe,that might 
To halfe a Soule,and to a Notion craz’d, 
Say, Thus did Banquo, 
1. Murth. You made it knowne toys. 
Mach, \did fo: ; , 
And went further, which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting. 
Doe you finde your patience fo predominant, 
In your nature, that you can let this goe? 
Are you fo Gofpell’d,to pray for this good man, 
And for his Iffue, whofe heauie hand 
Hath bow’d you to the Graue, and begger’d 
Yours for ever? 
| 4. Marth, Weare men, my Liege. 
Mach, I,in the Catalogue ye goc for men, 
As Hounds,and Greyhounds, Mungrels,Spaniels,Curres, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs,and Demy-Wolues are clipt 
All by the Name of Dogges : the valued file 
Diftinguifhes the {witt,the flow,the fubtle, 
The Houfe-keeper,the Hunter, every one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos’d: whereby he does receiue 
Particular addition, from the Bill, 
That writes them all alike: and fo of men 
Now, if you hauea (tation in the file, 
Not i’ch’ worft ranke of Manhood, fay’t, 
And I will put chat Bufineffe in your Bofomes, 
Whofe execution takes your Enemie off, 
Grapples you to the hearcsand loue of vs, 
Who weare our Health but fickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfect, 
2. Murth. Lam oue,my Liege, 
Whom the vile Blowes and Buffets of the World 
Hath fo incens’d,that lam reckleffe what I-doe, 
To fpight the World. 
1. AZarth. And I another, 
So wearie with Difafters,tugo’d with Fortune, 
That I would fet my Life on any Chance, 
To mend it.orbe rid on’t. 
Mach. Both of you know Banquo was your Enemie, 
Marth, True,my Lord. 
Mach. $o is he mine: and in fuch hloody diftance, 
That euety miinure of his being,thrufts 
Againft my neer’it of Life: and though I could 
With bare-fac’d power fweepe him from my fight, 
And bid my will auouch ic; yet I muft not, 
For certainefriends that are both his,and mine, 
Whofe loues I may not drop, but wayle his fall, 
Who I my felfe fRcuck downe: and thence itis, 
That I to your affigance doe make loue, 
Masking the Bufinefle from the commion Eye, 
For fundry weightie Reafons, 
‘9, Adarth. We fhall,my Lord, 
Performeéwhat you command ve. 
1. Aferth. Though ous Liues-- 
Macb, Your Spirits fhine through you, 
Within this houre, at moft, : 
| Iwill aduife you where to plant your felues, 
-Acquaint you with the perfect Spy o’th’ time, 
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The moment on't,for’t muft bedoneto Night, 
And fomething from the Pallace: alwayes thought 
That I require a cleareneffe; and with him, : 
To leaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke; 
Fleans his Sonne,that keepes him companie, 
Whofe abfence is no leffe materiall tome, 
Then is his Fathers,muft embrace the fate 
Of that darke houre: refolue your felues apart, 
Ile come to you anon, 

Marth. Weare refolu’d,my Lord. 

Mach. Me callvpon you ftraight : abide within 
It is concluded : Banquo thy Soules flight, : 
If it finde Heauen,rauft finde it outtoNight. Evxeupp, 













ema tn, 


Scena Secunda, 





SS tare 
Enter Macheths Lady, and a Seruant. 


Lady. 1s Banquo gone from Court? 
Servant, 1,Madame,buc recurnes againeto Night, 
Lady. Say to the King,I would attend his leyfure, 
For a few words, 
Seruant. Madame, I will. 
Lady, Nought’s had, all’s {pent, 
Where our defire is got without content : 
"Tis fafer,to be that which we deftroy, 
Then by deftruction dwell in doubtful ioy, 
Enter Macheth. 
How now,my Lord,why doe you keepe alone? 
Of forryeft Fancies your Companions making, 
Vfing thofe Thoughts, which fhouldindeed haue dy'd 
With them they thinke on: things without all remedie 
Should be without regard: what’sidone,is done, 
Mach. We haue {corch’d the Snake,not kill'd it: 
Shee’le clofe,and be her feife, whileft our poore Mallice 
Remaines in danger of her former Tooth, 
But let the'frame of things dif-ioynt, 
Both the Worlds fuffer, Hates 
Ere we will eate our Meale in feare,and fleepe 
In the affiGtion of thefe terrible Dreames, 
That fhake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead, 
Whom we,to gayne our peace,haue fent to peace, 
Then on the torture of the Minde to lye’ 
In reftleffe extafie, 
Duncane is in his Graue : 
After Lifes ficfull Feuer,he fleepes well, 
Treafon ha’s done his worft: nor Steele,nor Poyfon; 
Mallice domeftique, forraine Leuie, nothing, 
Can touch him further, 
Lady. Comeon: ri 
Gentle my Lord,flecke o’re yourrugged Lookes, 
Be bright and Iouiall among your Gueftsto Night.” ° 
Mach. So fhall I Loue,and fo I pray be you: . 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo, 
Prefent him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue: 
Voulafe the while, that wee muft lave: 
Our Honors in thefe flattering ftreames, 
And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Difguifing what they are, ; 
Lady, You muft leaue this. : f ‘ 
Mach. O,full of Scorpions is my Minde;deare Wile : 


Thou know’ft,that Banquo and his acrsas But 


Exit. 


The Tragedie of ~Macheth. 


Lady. Buvinthem, Natures Coppie’s not eterne. 

_ Mach. There's comfort yer;they are affaileable, 
Then be thouiocund: ere the Bat hath fowne 

His Cloyfter'd flight; ereto black Heecatsfummons 
| The fhard-borne Beetle with his drowfie hums, 

Hath rung Nights yawning’ Peale, Me 

There fhall-be'done'a deed of dreadfull note. 
| Lady. What’sto’bedoae? - 

Masb. Be innocent of theknowledge;deareft' Chuck 

| Till thou applaud the deed: Come, feelitig Night, 
Skarfe vpche tender Eye of pittifull Day, 

And with thy bloodie andthuifible Hand 

Cancell and teare to.piecesthat great Bondy 

Which keepesme pale. Light thickens;!'’ 

And the Crow makes Wing toth’ Rookie Wood: 

Good things of Day begin todroope,and drowfe, 
Whiles Nights black A gents to their Prey’s doe rowfe, 
Thou maruell’ft at my words:’bur hold thee ftill, 
| Things bad begun,make {trong them({elues by ill: 
Soprythee:goe with me. 


> 


Scena Tertia.* 


Enter three AZurtherers. 


1. But who did bid thee ioyne with ys? 
}.3.. Adacheths. eit 
2. Heneedes not our miftruft,fince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we haue to doe, 
Tothe dire&tion iuft. 
1. Then ftand with vs: 
| The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreakes of Day. 
Now fpurres the laced Traueller apace, 
To gayne the timely Inne, end neere approches 
The fubie& of our Watch. 
3. Hearke,I heare Horfes, 
Banquo within, Giuevs a Light there,hoa. 
2 Then’tis hee: 
The reft, chat are within the note of expectation, 
Alreadie arei’ch’Court. 
1. His Horfes goe about. 
3. Almofta mile: but he dogs vfually, 
So all men doe, fram hence toth’ Pallace Gate 
Makeittheir Walke, 


Enter Banquo and Eleans with a Torch, 


2. A Light, a Light. 
3- ’Tis-hee, 
1. Stand too’t. 
Ban. Ic willbe RaynetoNight. 
1. Let it come downe. 
Ban. Q, Trecheric ! 
Fye good Fieaxs, flye, flye, flye, 
Thou may’ft reuenge. O Slauc! 
3. Who did ftrike ouc'the Light 3 
r. Was't not the way ? 
3. There’s but one downe: the Sonneis fled. 
3. Wehaue loft 
Beit halfe of our Affaire. 
1. Well, Iev’s-away, and fay how mich is done. © 
eds Exeunt. 


Scena. Quarta, | 


Banquet prepar a, Enter (Macbeth, Lady; Roffe, Lenox, 
Lords, and ¢Attendants., 


Mach. ¥ouknow your owne degrees, fit downe: 
Atfirftandlaft,the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thankes to your Maiefty. 
Mach. Our felfe will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hoft : 
Our Hofteffekeepeés her Scate, but in be time 
We will require her welcome. ; 
La. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Friends, - 
For my heart fpeakes they are welcome. 
Enter firft Murtherer: 
Macb Sse they encounter thee with theit hatts thanks 
Both fides are euen: heere Tle fit i’th’mid’ft, 
Be large in mirth,anon wee’l drinke a Mea{ure 
The Table round. There’s blood vpon thy face. 
Mur. Tis Banguo’sthen. 
Afach. Tis better thee without, then he within. 
Ishedifpatch’d 3. 9) // S 
Mur. My Lord his throat is cut, that I did forhim?  } 
Mac. Thou art the beft o’th’Cut-throats, 
Yet hee’s good that did the like for Fleans: 


| Tf thou did’ft it, chou.arethe Non-pareill. 


Mur. Moft Royall Sit 
Fleans is fcap’dve > . 
(Mach. Then comes my Fitagaine: 
Thad elfe beene perfea&ts 
W hole 2s the Marble, fouinded as the Rocke, 
As broad, and generall, as the cafing Ayres 
But now Tam cabin'd, crib’d, confin’d, bound in* 
To fawcy doubts, and feares. But Banquo’s {afe? 
Mur. Vmy good Lord : fafein'a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gafhes on his head ; 
Thg leaft a Death to Nature. 
Mach. Thankes for that: 
There the. growne Serpent lyes, the worme that’s fled 
Hath Nature tharin time will Venombreed, 
No teeth forth’prefenc. Get thee gone,to morrow 
Weel heare our {clues againe, Exit Murderer. 
Lady. My Royall Lord, 
You do not giue the Cheere, the Feaft is fold 
That is not often vouch’d, while ‘tis a making : 
Tis giuen,with welcome:-to feede were beft achome: | 
From thence, the fawee to meate isCeremony, 
Meeting were bare without ic. 


Enter the Ghoff of Banquo, and fits in' Macbeths place. 


(Mach. Sweet-Remembrancer : 
Now good digeftjon waite on Appetite, 
And health on both, 

Lenox. May’t pleafe your Highnefe fic. 

Mach. Here had we now our Countries Honor,roofd, 
Were the grac’d perfon of our Bangno prefent : 
Who, may J rather challenge for ynkindnefle, 

Then pitty for Mifchance. 

Roffe. His abfence(Sir) | 
Layes blame vpon his promife, Pleas’t'your Highneffe 
To grace vs with your Royall Company? 

a 






























































---Lenoxs-Heere is. a place refern’d Sir — 
Mach, Where? ate 
Lenox. Hecre my'gb0d'Lopd AN N26 
\} What is’c that moues your Highneffe ? 
~—tMach. Whitt of you tane done this? ~~ 
ord: Wihatymy, good bos d2.. ndavg AE 
Mach. Thou ganknorfayddidits neuer thake 
Thy goarylockes atame. : 
Roffec Gentlemen rilesbis Highnefle is nat well. 
Lady. Sit worthy-Frienidy:my Lord is often thus, 
| And hath beeme from his youth.o Pray youkétpe Seat, 
| The fic is momentary, ypon athought 9.8 
| He will againe be well. If muchyounote hirh » 
| You fhall offen dhim, end exeead hisPaffien;:- ° 
' Feed, and regard him not. Areyouwamam? yoo: | 
_ Mach. 1, ondabold one,that dare looke:onthat 
| Which might appall the Diuell. ¢. ; 
La. O proper ftuffes..05 
‘| Thisis the very painting of yeur-feare : 32.8 
| This is the Ayrexdrawse-Dagger which youfai 
Led youto Duncan. O, thefe flawes-and ftarcs 
}(Impoftoss to true feare) would well become 
Awomansftory, ata Winters fire . 
| Authoriz’d by her Grandam; fhameit felfe, °° 
‘Why do you make fuch faces ? When all’s'done, 
Youlooke bur ona ftoole. :.-. | 
| Mach. Prychce fee there: 
Behold, looke, loe; how fay. you: 
“Why what care J; if thou.canftiaod, fpeake too. 
P1fChkarnell houfes, and our Grayes muft fend ! 
‘Thofe that we bury, backe; our Monumenits:~) 
Shall be che Mawesof Kytes. +, esc: r 
La, What? quite vnmann’d in folly, 
Mach. If 1 and heere;I-faw-bim, 
La. Fie for fhame. ¢ 
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| Ere humane Statute purg’d the gentle Weales «- 

T,and fince too, Murthers haue.bene perform’d - 

Too terrible forthe care. Thetimes has bene;: 

That when the Braines were.out; the man would dye, 

And there an end : But now they-rifeagaine) ; 

Withtwenty mortall murthers ontheir crownes,’ 

And pufh vs from our ftooles.. This.is more ftrange 

Thenfucha tn a is. i 

b elba. My.worthy Lord : 20! 

| Your Noble Friends do lacke you, 

| Mach. Tdoforgets | 5) yor 

[Do not mufe at me my moft worthy Friends, 

Ihaueg ftrangg iphymityswhichis,nothing 

‘To thofe tharknow me., Come,loue and health to all, 

‘Then Ile fit downe : Giue me forae Wine, fill full : 

i Enter Ghoff. 

I drinke to thigenerall. iy o’th’'whole Table, 

And to our deere Friend Banquo, whom we miffe : 

‘Would he were heere.: to all, and him we thirft, 

iAndalitoall. =::.. bie maeiy be 
Lords. Our duties, and the pledge, 


(Mac. Avant, quit my fightyles the earth hide thee: 


Thy.bones are mamowlefle, thy blood is cold: . 
Thou haft.nofpeculationin thofe eyes we 
‘Which thou doft glare with. « “a 

_ La, Thinke of this good Peeresi 

But asa thing of Cuftome: ‘Tisao other, : 

Onely it (poylesthe.pleafure ofthe time, 

| Mach. Whatman dare, dare ; 

jag nine : 





Sh. 


The Tragedie of <M acbierh. 


aaa “T Approach thou like the ruggedRuffian Beare, 


Mach. Blood hath bene fhed ere now,i'th’olden time 






| The arm’d Rhinoceros, or th’Hircan Tiger 

| Take any fhape but thar, aid my firme Mines 
; Shall neuer.tremble. Or be aliue-againe, 

| And dareme tothe Defart with thy:S Words). 
| If trembling J inhabit thes; proteft mee!;) 
} The Baby ofaGirle. Hence horrible thadew. 

4 Wnreall mock’ry hence, Why fo, being gotie’ 
lam aman againe: pray you fit fill, i of 
ee ate ee haue difplac’d the mirth, «| 
| Broke the good meeting, withmoft admir'd di 

Mach, Canfuch cea be as didiforder, 
And ouercome.ys like a Summers Clowd, 
Without our fpeciall wonder? Youmake me ftran ¢) 
Euen to the difpofition that I owe, vom gid 
When now Ithinke you can behold {uch fights, ' 
And keepe the naturall Rubie of yourCheekes, - 
When mineis blanch’d with feare, Hout 

Roffe. What fights,my Lord? - 

Lae Iprayyoufpeake nor : he growes-worle & wore 
Queftion enrages him: atonce, goodnight, 
Stand not vponthe order of your going, 
But goat once. 

Lea, Goodnight, and better health 
Attend his Maiefty. 

La. Akinde goodnight toall. 

Mach. {twill haue blood they fay : 
Blood will haue Blood : 
Stones haue beene knowne to moue,& Trees to Speake : 
Augures, and'vnderftood Relations, haue 
By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes,& Rookes brought forth, 
The fecret’ft man of Blood. What is thenight? 

La, Almoft at oddes withmorning,whichis which. 

Mach.How fay ’ft thou that ALacduff denies his pesfon 
Atour great bidding. ald 3 

La: Did youfendco him Sir? sie WY 

| Mach. \ heare it by the way : But I will fend: 

There’s notaone of them butin his houfe 

I keepe a Seruant Feed. I willto morrow 

(And betimes I will) to the weyard Sifters, *.: 

More fhall they {peake: for now 1 am bent to know 

By the worft meanes, the worft, for mine owne good, 

All caufes fhall giue way, Iam inblood 

Stepr in fo farre, that fhould I wade no more, 

Returning were as tedious as go ore: 

Strange things I haue in head, that will to hand, 

Which muft be acted, ere they. may be feand. 9 
La. You lacke the feafon of all Natures,fleepe. 
Mach.Come,wee'lto fleepe: My ftrange & felfeabule 

Is the initiate feare,that wantshardvfe: 

Weare yet but yong indeed, . 


A 





Exit Lords, 



























Exenat. 


cemeerigae 








Scena Quinta. 


ae 





Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting 
Hecat. 208 


1. Why how.now Hecat, you lookeangerly? 
Hec, Haue | not reafon (Beldams) as you are 
Sawcy,and ouer-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Trefhicke with Afacheth, 


In Riddles,and Affaires of death; FS 


T he T ragedieof 
and I the Miftris of your Charmes, 202 
the clofe contriver ofall harmes, : 
Was neuer call’d to beare my party 
Orfhew the glory of our Art? 
| |and which is worfe, all you hauedone 
Hath bene but fora wayward Sonne, 
spightfull,and wrathfull, who (as others do) 
Loues for his owne ends, not for you. 
Bur make amends now :Get you'gon, 
And atthe pit of Acheron 
Meete me i’ch’ Morning : thither he 
Will come, to know his Deftinie, 
|Your Veffels, and your Spels prouide, 
Your Charmes,and euery thing befide ; 
Jam for th’Ayre: This night Ile fpend 
Voto a difmall, and aFatall end. 
Great bufineffe muft be wrought cre Noone. 
Vpon the Corner of the Moone 
There hangs a vap’rous drop, profound, 
He catch it ere it come to ground; 
And thac diftill’d by Magicke flights, 
Shall raife fuch Artificiall Sprights, 
Asby the ftrength of their illufion, 
Shall draw him on to his Confufion. 
He fhall {purne Fate, fcorne Death, and beare 
Hishopes *boue Wifedome,Grace,and Feare: 
And you all know, Security 
Is Mortals cheefeft Enemie. 
Mulickeyand a Song. 
Hearke, I am call’d: my little Spirit fee 
fitsin a Foggycloud,and ftayes for me. 
: Sing within. Come away, come away ,@c, 
r Come, let’s make haft, fhee’l foone be 


Backe againe. Exeunt. 


Scana Sexta. 


Exter Lenox,and another Lord. 


Lesox. My former Speeches, 
Haue but hic your Thoughts 
Which can interpret farther : Onely I fay 
Things haue bin trangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pittied of A¢acbeth : marry be was dead: 
And the right valiant Bazquo walk’d too late, 
Whom you may fay (if't pleafe you) Fleans kill’d, 
For Fleans fled : Men muft not walke too late. 
Who cannot wantthe thought,how monftrous 
Itwas for ALglcolme,and for Donalbane 
Tokill their gracious Father ? Damned-Fadt, 
How it did greene A¢acheth? Dicrhe not ftraight 
Tn pious rage, theewodelinguents teste, + 
That were the Slaues of drinke,and thralles of fleepe ? 
Was not that Nobly done? I, and wifely roof: 
For ‘twould haue anger’d any heastaliue % 
Toheare the men deny’t. Sothat fay, 
He ha’s borne all things well, and 1 dothinke, 
at had he Duncans-Sonnes wnder his Key, 
(As,and’c pleafe Heauen he fhalf not) they fhould finde 
hat ‘twere to kill a Father : Sofhould Fleansc ~ 
But peace; for from broad wordsjand caufe he fayl’d 
His prefence at the Tyrants Feaft;T heare 
Utacduffe liuesin difgrace. Sisiean you tell 


eMacheth. 


Where he beftowes himfelfe? 

Lord. The Sonnes of Dancane ‘ 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Bitth) 
Liues in the Englith Court,and is receyu’d> * 

Of the moft Pious Edward, with fuch grace; 
That the malevolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his high refpe&. Thither Afacduffe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd 

To wake Northumberland ,and warlike Seyward, 
That by the helpe of chefe (with him aboue) 

To ratifie the Worke) we may egaine 

Giue to our Tables meate, fleepe to our Nights: 
Free from our Feafts,and Banquets bloody kniues; 
Do faithfull Homage, and receiue free Honors, 
All which we pine fornow. And this report 
Hath fo exafperate their King, that hee 

Prepares for fome attempt of Warre. 

Len. Sent hero ALacduffe ? 

Lord, He did: and with an abfodute Sir,not I 
The clowdy Meffenger turnes me his backe, 

And hums; as who fhould fay, you’l rue the time 
That clogges me with this An{wer. 

Lenox. And that well might 
Aduife him to a Caution, t hold what diftance 
His wifedome can provide, Some holy Angell 
Flye to the Court of England, and vnfold 
His Meffage ere he come, thar a fwift bleffing 
May foone returne to this our fuffering Country, 
Vader a hand accurs’d. ; 


Lerd. le fend my Prayers with him. Exeunt 


—— 


Ailus Quartus. 


Scena Prima. 


7 hunder, Enter the three Witches, 
Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew’d. - . 
Thrice,and once the Hedge-Pigge whin’d, ~ 
Harpier cries, ’tis time, ’tis times 

1 Round about the Caldron go: 
Th the poyfond Entrailes throw 
Toad, that wage cold ftone, 
Dayes and Nights, ha’s thirty one: 
Sweltred Venom fieeping got, 
Boyle thou firft i’th’charmed por. 

All. Double, double, toile and trouble 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Fillet ofa Fenny Snake, 
Inthe Cauldron béyle and bake: 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frogge, 
Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge 
Addess Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lizards legge, and Howlets wing : 
For a Charme of powrefull trouble, 
Like a Hell-broth, boyleand bubble. 

ef, Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

3 Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolfe, 
Witches Mummey, Maw,and Gulfe 
Of the rauin’d fale Sea fharke: 
Roote of Hemlocke, digg’dith’darkes | 
Liuer of Blafpheming lew, 
Gall of Goate, andSlippes of Yew, 
Sliuer’d in the Moones Ecclipfes 


1 
2 
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14.4. 


The Tragedie of Macbeth, — 








Nofe of Turke,and Tartars lips 
Finger of Birth-ftrangled Babe, 
Ditchsdeljuer'd by a Drab, 
Make the Grewell thicke, and flab. 
Adde thereto.a Tigers Chawdron, 
For ch’Ingredience of our Cawdron. 
All. Double; double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne,and Cauldron bubble. 
2 Coole it with a Baboones blood, 
Then the Charme is firme and good. | 


Enter Hecat and the other three Witches. 


Hec, O well done: Icommend your paines, 
And euery one fhall fhare i’th’gaines : 
And now about the Cauldron fing 
Like Elues and Fairies ina Ring, 
| Inchanting all that you putin. 

Muficke and a Song. Blacke Spirits, Ge. 
2 Bythe pricking of my Thumbes, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Lockes, who euer knockes. 
Enter Afacbeth. 

Macb.How now you fecret,black,& midnight Hags? 
Whatis’t you do? 

All. A deed withouta name. 

Mach. I coviure you, by that which you Profeffe, 
(Howereyoucometoknowit)anfwerme: = J 
[Though you vntye the Windes, and let them fight 
-Againtt che Churches: Though the yefty Waaues 
Confound and fwallow Nauigatioa vp : 
Though bladed Corne be lodg’d,& Trees blown downe, 
Though Caftles topple on their Warders beads : | 

hough Pallaces, and Pyramids do flope 

Their heads to their Foundations: Though the treafure 
Of Natures Germaine, tumble altogether, 
Euen till defteuction ficken: Anfwer me 


To what I aske you: 
i 
1 Speake. 
2 Demand. 
3 Wee'lanfwer, 
1 Say,ifth’hadft rather heare it from our mouthes, 
Or from our Mafters. 
Mach. Call’em : let me fee’em. 
1 Powrein Sowes blood, thathatheaten | 
Her nine Farrow: Greaze that’s fweaten 


From the Murderers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. ; 
Ail, Come high orlow: 
Thy Selfe and Office deaftly fhow. Thunder. 
1. Apparationsan Armed Head. 
Afach. Tell me, thou vnknowne power, 
1 Hekgowes thy thought: 
Heare his fpeech, but fay thou nought. 
1 Appar. Atacbeth, Macbeth, Adacbeth : 
Beware ALacduffe, 
Beware the Thane of Fife: difinifle me. Enough. 
: He Defceads. 
Mach What ere thou art,for thy good caution,thanks 
Thou haft harp’d my feare aright, But one word more. 
1 He will not be commanded : heere’s another 
More potent chen the firft, Thunder. 
| 2 Apparition, a Bloody Childe, 
2 Appar. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth. 
Mach. Hadi threeeares, Il’d heare thee, 
2 Appar. Be bloody, bold, & refolute: 


CTEM Maas cs 


es to {corne | ai ae 
he powre of man : Fornoneo : 
Shall harme Masbeth, etre ce fe me 
ac. Thenliue ALacduffe:what ae 
But yes [le make affurance ts on. ne ofthee? 
And take a Bond of Fate : thou thalt not line 

That I may tell pale-hearted Feare,it lies: 
And fleepe in fpight of Thunder. : 

3 Apparation,a Childe Crowned, with g 
What is this, that rifes atte iffue of a Kine 
And weares vpon his Baby-brow, the round . 
And top of Soueraignty ? 

ee Liften, but fpeake not too’t. 

3 Appar. Be Lyonmetled, proud,andt KY 
Who chafes, ae is or when Conia De 
Macbeth fhall neuer vanquith’d be, vntill 
Great Byrnam Weod, to high Dunfmane Hill 
Shall come againft him. 

Macb. That will neuer bee : 

Who can impreffe the Forreft, bid the Tree | 
Vofixe his earth-bound Root ? Sweet boadments ood: 
Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood ae 
Of Byrnan rife, and our high plac’d Afacbetk 
Shall liue the Leafe of Nature,pay his breath 

To time, and mortall Cuftome, Yermy Hart 
Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, if your Art 
Can tell fo much ; Shall Sangquo’s iffuceuer 
Reigne in this Kingdome ? 

All, Secke to know no more, 

Mach. J will be fatisfied. Deny me this, _ 
Andan eternal! Curfe fall on you: Let me know.! 
Why finkes that Caldron ? & what noife is this? Hobs 

1 Shew. 

2 Shew. 

3. Shew, 

All, Shew his Eyes,and greeue 
Come like fhadowes, fo depart. | 

A fhew of eight Kings, and Banquo laft with aglafe 
it bis band. 

Mach. Thouart too like the Spirit of Banquo: Down: 
Thy Crowne do’s feare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire 
Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firft ; 
A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges, 

Why do you fhew me this?. A fourth? Start eyes! 
What will the Line ftretch out co’ch’cracke of Doome? 
Another yet ? A feauenth? Ile fee no more: 

And yet the eight appeares, who beares a glafle, 
Which fhewes me many more: andfome I fee, 
That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight: NowI fee’tistrue, 

For the Blood-bolter’d Banquo {miles vypon me, 
And points at them for his. What? isthis fo? , 

1 ISir,all this isfo. Bucwhy 

Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come Sifters, cheere wep his {prights, 
And thew the beft of our delights. 
Ile Charme the Ayre to'giue a found, 
bY performe your Antique round: 
That this great King may kindly fay, 
Our duties, did his cna sp. : Myf oe 
_. The witches Dance asd wanifls 
(Mach. Where are they ? Gone? 
Let this pernitious houre, : 
Stand aye accurfed inthe Kalender. 
Cone in, without there" 
Lenex, What's yous Graces will. 















: Thunder 
its his band, 


Defcend, 


his Hart, 





Enter Lenox, 


Mach, 





| The T ragedse of 
Mach: Saw youthe Weyard Sifters ? : 

Lenox. Nomy Lord. 

Mach. Came they not by you? 

Lenox. No indeed my Lora, 

Mach. Infe&ted be the Ayre whereon they ride, 
And damn’d all thofe that cruft them. 1 did heare 
The gallopping of Horfe. Who was't came by ? 

Len: Tis two or three my Lord, that bring you word: | 
Macduff is fled to England. 

Mach. Filed to England ? 

Len. 1;my good Lord, 

Mach. Time, thou anticipat’ft my-dread exploits: 

The flighty purpofe never is o're-tooke 

Valeffe the deed go with it. From this moment, 

The very firftlings of my heart fhall be 

The firftlings of my hand. And cuennow 

To Crown my thoughts with Adts:be it choght & done: | 

The Caitle of Afacduff, I will furprize, 

Scize vpon Fife; giue to th’edge o’th Sword : 

His Wife, his Babes,and all vnforcunate Soules 

That trace him in his Line, No boafting like a Foole, 

This deed Ile do, before this purpofe coole, 

Butno more fights. Where are thefe Gentlemen ? 

Come bring me where they are. +31 SE eu 
\ 
{ 


Scena Secunda. 


Exter Macduffes Wife ler Sen,and Reffe. 


Wife. What had he done,to make him fly the Land? 
Rofe. Youmuft haue patience Madam. 
Wife. Hehad none : 
His flight was madneffe: when our Actions do nor, 
Our feares do make vs Traitors, 
Roffe. You know not 
Whether it was his wifedome,or his feare. 
wrife, Wifedom? to leauc his wife,to leaue his Babes, 
His Manfion,andhis Titles, ina place 
From whence himfelfe do’s flye? He loues vs nor, 
He wants the naturall couch, For the poore Wren 
(The moft diminitiue of Birds) will fight, 
Her yong ones in her Neft,againftthe Owle: ~ 
Allis the Feare, and nothing is the Loues 
Aslittle is the Wifedome, where the flight 
Sorunnes againftallreafon, 
Roffe. My deereft Cooz, 
I pray you {choole your felfe. But for your Husband, 
Heis Noble, Wife, Iudicious,and beft knowes 
The fits o’th?’Seafon. I dare not fpeake much further,’ 
But cruell are the times, when we are Traitors 
‘wAnd do not know our felues : when we hold Rumor 
From what we feare, yet know not what we feare, 
But floate ypon a wilde and violent Sea 
Eachway,and mone. I take my leave of you: 
Shall not be long but Ile be heere againe: 
Things at the worft will ceafe,or elfe climbe vpward, 
To what they-were before. My pretty Cofine, 
Bleffing vpon you, 
Wife, Father’d he is, 
And yet hee’s Father-leffe. 
Rofe. 1 am formach 2 Foole,fhould I ftay longer | 
It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort. | 
Itake my leaue at once. Exit Roffe. 
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Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 


| And what will you de now? How will you liue? 


Sow, As Birds do Mother. 
Wife. What with Wormes,and Flyes ? 
Son, With what I get I meane,and fo do they. ° 
Wife, Poore Bard, 
Thou’dftneuer Feare the Net, nor Lime, 
The Picfall, nor the Gin. 
Sow. Why fhould I Mother? 

Poore Birds they are not fet for: 

My Father is not dead for all your faying. 
Wife. Yes,heis dead: 

Jow wile thou do fora Father ? 
Son. Nay how will you do fora Husband ? 
Wife. Why I can buy metwenty at any Marker, 
Son. Then you'l by’em to fell againe, 
Wife. Thou fpeak’ft withailthy wir, 

And yet |’faith wich wit enough for thee. 
Son. Waswny Father a Traicor, Mother 2: 
Wife, ¥, thathe was, 

Son, Whatisa Traitor? 
Wife. Why onethat fweares,and lyes. 
Son. Andbeall Traitors;that do fo. 
_ Wife, Every otie that do’s fo, is a Traitor, 
And muft be hang'd, 


Son. And muft they allbe hang’d, that {wear andlye? 


Wife. Every one, 

Sex. Who mult hang them ¢ 

wife. Why the honelt men. - 

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there 
are Lyars and Swearers enow, tobeatethe honeftmen, 
and hang vp them. ; 

wife. Now God helpethee, poore Monkie : 

Bur how wilt thou do fora Father ? 

Son. If he were dead, youl’d weepe for him : if you 
would not, it were a good figne, that I fhould quickely 
hauea new Father. 

Wife. Poore pratler,how thou talk’ft ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef-Bleffe you faire Dame: | am not to you known, 

Though in your {tate of Honor I am perfe&; 

I doubt fome danger do’s approach you neerely. 

If you will take a homely mans aduice, 

Be not found heere : Hence with your little ones 

To fright youthus. Me thinkes I am too fauage: 

To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty, 

Which is toonie your perfon. Heanen preferue you, 

I dare abide no longer, Exit Meffenger 

Wifc. Whether fhouldI flye? 
Thauedonenoharme. But I remember how 
Tam in this earthly world: where to do harme , 

Is often laudable,todo goodfometime _ 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas) 
DoJ put vp that womanly defence, 
To fay I haue done no harme? 
What are thefe faces ? 

Enter Afurtherers. 

Mur. Whereis your Husband ? 

Wife. \hopeinno place fo vnfandtified, 
Whereiuch asthoumay’ftfindehim. 

Mur, He’sa Traitor. 

Son. Thou ly’ft thou thagge-ear'd Villaine.” 
Mur. What you Egge? 

Yong fry of Treachery ? 

Son, He ha’s kill'd me Mother, 

Run away I pray you. Exit erying Merther. 
; ; i : n Sceng 
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Scena Tertia.. 





Enter. Malcolme and Macdeffe. 


Mal. Letvs fecke out fome defolate thade, & there 
Weepe our fad bofomes empty. — 
(Macd. Let vs rather 
Hold fait the mortall Sword: andJike good men, 
Beftride our downfall Bizthdome : each new Morne, 
New Widdowes howle,new Orphanscry,new forowes 
Strike heauen on the face, that irrefounds 
As it it fele with Scotland, and yell’d out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 
Mal, What I belecue, Ie waile ; 
What know, beleeue ; and what I canredreffe, 
AsI fhall finde the time to friend :] wil. 
What you haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whofe fole name blifters our tongues, 
Was once thought honeft : you haue lou’d him well, 
Hehath not touch’d you yet. Iam yong,but fomething 
You may difcerne of him throu gh me, and wifedome 
To off:r vp a weake, poore innocent Lambe 
T’appeafe an angry God. 
Maca, Yam nottreacherous. 
Malc. But ALachethis. 
A good and vertuous Nature may recoyle 
Inan Imperiall charge, But I fhall craue your pardon: 
That which you ate, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe; 
Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteit fell. 
Though all chings foule, would wear the brows of grace 
Yet Grace muft {till looke fo. 
Macd. Thane loft my Hopes. 
Male. Perchance euen there 
Where I did finde my doubts. 
Why in that rawneffe left you Wife,and Childe? 
Thofe precious Moriues, thofe {trong knots of Loue, 
Without leaue-taking. I pray you, 
Let nor my Iealoufies, be your Difhonors, | 
But mine owne Saferies : you may berightly iuft, 
Whatever I hall tHinke. 
Maced. Bleed, bleed poore Country, 
Great T'yrrany, lay thou thy bafis fure, 
For goodneffe dare not check thee: wear } thy wrongs, 
The Title, 1s affear’d. Par thee well Lord, 
I would not be the Villaine chat thou think’@, 
|For the whole Space that’s inthe TyrantsGrafpe, 
And the rich Eaft co boot, 
Mal, Benot offended: 
I {peakenot asin abfolute feare of yon: 
I thinke our Country finkes beneath the,yoake, 
It weepes, it bleeds, and each new day a gath 
Is added to her wounds. I thinke withall, 
There would be hands vplifted in my right: 
And heere from gracious England haue | offer 
Of goodly thoufands, Bur for all this, 
When I fhall treade vpon the Tyrants head, 
Or weare it on my Sword; yetmy poore Country® 
Shall have more vices then it had before, 
More fuffer,and more fundry wayes then cuer,| 
By him chat fhall fucceede.: 
Macd. What fhould he be? 
Mal. Itis my f{elfe I meane ; in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, . 
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That whenthey fhall be open’d, blacke Afaday 7 
Will feeme as pure as Snow, and the PooreState ! 
Efteeme him as a Lambe, being compar'd 
With my confineleffe harmes. 
4Macd, Not inthe Legions 
Ofhorrid Heli, can come a Diuell more damn’d 
In euils, to top Macbeth, 
Mal, I granthim Bloody, 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falfe, Deceitfull, 
Sodaine, Malicious, fmacking of cuery finne 
Thatha’saname. Bet there’s no bottome,none 
In my Voluptuoufnefle : Your Wiues, your Daughters 
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could nor fil] vp 
The Cefterne of my Luft,and my Defire 
All continent Impediments would ore-beare; 
That did oppofe my will. Better A¢acheth, 
Then {uch an one toreigne, 
Macd, Boundleffe intemperance 


' Jn Nature isa Tyranny : It hath beene 


Th’vntimely emptying of the happy Throne, 

And fall of many Kings, But feare not yet 

To take vpon you what is yours : you may 

Conuey your pleafures in a {pacious plenty, 

And yet feemecold. Thetime you may fo hoodwinke: 
We haue willing Dames enough:there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to deuoure fo many 

As will to Greatneffe dedicate themfelues, 

Finding it fo inclinde. 

Mal. With this, there prowes 
In my moft ill-compos'd Affection, fuch 
A ftanchleffe Auarice, that were I King, 

I thould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Defire his lewels, and this others Houle, 
And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I fhould forge 
Quarrels vniuft againft the Good and Loyal, 
Deftroying them for wealth. 

Macd, This Auvarice 
ftickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote 
Then Summer-feeming Luft; and it hath bin 
The Sword of our flaine Kings: yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Foyfons, to fill vp your will 
Of your meere Owne, All thefe are portable, 

With other Graces weigh'd. 

Mal. But Thaue none, The King- becoming Graces, 
As Tuftice, Verity, Temp’rance, Srableneffe, 
Bounty, Perfeuerance, Mercy, Lowliveffe, 
Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude, 

Ihave no rellith of them, but abound 

In the diuifion of each feuerall Crime, 

Acting itmany wayes. Nay,had I powre, I fhould 
Poure the {weet Milke of Concord, into Hell, 
Vprore the vniuerfall peace, confound 

All vnityon earth. 

Macd, O Scotland, Scotland. 

Mal. \ffucha one be fit to gouere, {peake: 

Tam as I haue fpoken. ai ieee 
Mac.Fit to gouern?No not to live, O Natié mifersble, 

With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 

When fhale thou fee thy wholfome dayes againe? 

Since that the trueft Iflue of chy Throne 

By his owne Interdiétion ftands accuft, 

And do’s blafpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 

Wasa moft Sainted-King : the Queene that bore shety 

Oftner vpon her knees, then on her feet, . . 

Dy’de euery day fheliu’d, Farethee well, Thele } 
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qheve Euils thou repeat’tt vponthy felfe, 
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Hath banifh’d me from Scorland. O my Breft, 
Thy hope ends heere. 
Mal. Macdaff, this Noble paffion 
ichilde of integrity, hath from my foule 
Wip’dtheblacke Scruplesjxeconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good Truth, and Honor, Diuellifh (Macbeib, 
By many of thefe traines, bath: fought ro win me 
Into his power sand modeft Wifedome plackes me 
From ouer-creduilous haft: bur God abaue me 
Deale bet weene thee and me; For euennow 
[pur my felfe to thy Diredtion, and 
Valpeake mine owne detraction: Heere abjure 
The raints,and blames I laide vpon my {elte, 
for ftrangers to my Nature, J amyet 
Vaknowne to Woman, neuer was for{worne, 
Scarfely haue coueted what was mine owne: 
Atno time broke tny Faith, would not betra y 
The Deuill to his Fellow, and delight | 
No leffe inteuch then life, My firft falfe {peaking 
Was this vpon my felfe. What I am truly 
Isthine, and my poore Countries to command : 
Whither indeed; before they heere app:oa ‘h 
Old Seyward with ten thoufand warlike men 
Already ata poinr, was fetting foorth: 
Now wee'l together, aad the chance of coodnefie 
Belike our warranted Quarrell.. Why are you filent ? 
Macd. Such welcome, and vnwelcom things at once | 
Tis hard to reconcile. 
Enter a Dotior. 
Mal. Well, mote anon, Comes the King forth 
Ipray you? 
Dott, [Sir : there are a crew of wretched Soules 
That ftay his Cure : their malady conuinces 
The great aflay of Art, But at his touch, 
Such fanéticy hath Heauen giuen his hand, 
They prefently amend, Exit. 
Mal. Ithanke you Do&tor, 
Macd. What’s the Difeafe he meanes? 
Mal. Tis calf'd the Euill. 
Amoft myraculous worke in this good King, 
Which often fince my heere remaine in England, 
Thaue feene him do: How he folicites heauen 
Himfelfe beft knowes: but ftrangely vifited people 
All{wolneand Vicerous, pittifull tothe eye, , 
The meere difpaire of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden ftampe about their neckes, 
Puton with holy Prayers, and ‘tis {poken 
Tothe fucceeding Royalty he feaues 
The healing BenediGtion. With this ftrange vertue, 
He hath a heauenly guift of Prophetic, 
,And fundry Bleffings hang about his Throne, 
That fpeake him fall of Grace. 
Enter Roffe. 
Macd, See who comes heere. ” 
Male, My Countryman: but yet | know him nox. 
Macd. My cuer gentle Cozen, welcome hither. 
Male, \ know himnow, Good God betimes remoue 
The meanes that makes vs Strangers. 
Roffe. Sir, Amen. 
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 
Roffe. Alas poore Countrey, 
Almoft affraid co know it felfe. It cannot 
Becall’d our Morher, but our Graue ; where nothing 
But. who knowes nothing, is once feenero fmile: 
Where fighes,and groanes,and fhrieks chat rent-the ayre 
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Are made, not mark’d : Where violent forrow fecmes 
A Moderne extafie: The Deadmans knell, 
Is there fcarfe ask’d for who, and good mens lives 
Expire before the Flowets in their Caps, 
Dying, orere they ficken. , 
Macd. Oh Relation; toonice,and yet too true. 
Male, What's the neweft gricte ? 
Roffe. That ofan houres age,doth hiffe the fpeaker, 


oa 


Fach minute teemes 2 new one. 


Maca. How do’s my Wife? 

Roffe. Why well. 

(Macd. And all my Children ? 

Roffe. Well too. 

Maced. The Tyrant ha’s not batter’d at their peace ? 

Roffe.No,they were wel at peace,when J didleaue ’em 

Macd. Benot a niggard of yous fpeech: How gos’t? 

Roffe. When’ came hither to tranfport the Tydings 
Which I haue heauily borne, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellowes, that were out, 

Which was to my beleefe witneft the rather, 

For that I faw the Tyrants Power a-foot. 

Now is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiours, make our women fight, ~ 
To doffe their dire diftrefles, 

Malc. Bee’t their comfort 
We are comming thither : Gracious Erigland hath 
Lent vs good Seyward, andten thoufand men, 

An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chriftendome giues oat. 

Roffe. Would 1 could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I haue words 
That would be how!’d out in the defertayre, 

Where hearing fhould not latch them. 
cMacd. What concerne they, 

The generall caufe, or is ita Fee-griefe 

Due to fome fingle breft ? 

Rolfe. No minde that’s honeft 
But in it thares fome woe, though the maine part 
Pertaines to you alone. 

Maca. ifitbe mine 
Keepe it not from me, quickly let me haué it. 

Roffe.. Let not your eares diipife my congue for euer, 
Which fhall poffeffe them with the heauieft found 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Humh: I gueffe ar it. 

Roffe, Your Caftle is furpriz’d: your Wifeé,and Babes 
Savagely flaughter’d : To relate the manner : 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murther’d Deeré 
To adde the death of you, 

Malc. Metcifull Heauen: 

What man, ne’re pull your hat vpon your browes; 
Giue forrow words ; the griefe that do’s not fpeake, 
Whifpers the o’re-fraught heart, and bids it breake. 

Atacd. MyChildrentoo? 

Ro. Wife,Children,Seruants,all that could be found. 

Macd. And 1 muft be from thence?My wife kil’d toa? 

Roffe. Thaue faid, 

Malic. Be comforted. 

Let’s make vs Med’cines of our great Reuenge, 
To cure this deadly greefe. 

‘Macd, Heha’s no Children. All my pretty ones ? 
Did you fay All? Oh Hell-Kite! All? | 
Whar, All my pretry’ Chickens, and their Damme 
Atone fell fwoope? 

Male, Difputeitlikea man, 

Matd, 1 thall do fo: 
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Bur Imutt alfofeeleitasaman;.. 

I cannot but remember fuch things were. oN 

That were moft precious to me: Did heaven looke.on, » 

And would not take their part? Sinfull JLacduff, 

They were all ftrooke for thee : Nagghr that] am, 

Not for their owne demerits, but for mine. 

Fell flaughter on their foules: Heauen reft them now. 
Mal. Bethis the Whetftone of your (word, let griefe 

Conuert to anger: blunt nor.the heart,enra geit. 

Macd, O1 could play che woman with mine eyes, 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heauens, 
Cut fhore all intermiffion: Front to Front, 

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe 
Within my Swords length fet him, ifhe {cape 
Heauen forgiue him too. 
Mal... This time goes manly : 
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready, 
Our lacke is nothing but ourleaue. Macbeth 
Is ripe for fhaking, and che Powres aboue 
Put on their Inftruments : Receive what cheere you may, 
The Night is long, thatneuer findestheDay.  Exeant 


a meee Ae perenne, 





Adlus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


——= 





Enter 4 Dottor of Phyficke, anda Wayting 
Gentlewoman. 

Dott, Thaue too Nights watch’d with you, but can 
perceiue no truth in yourreport, When wasit fhee lat 
walk'd? 

Gent. Since his Maiefty went into the Field, I have 
feene her rife from her bed, throw her Night-Gown vp- 
pon her, vnlocke her Cloffet, take foorth paper, folde it, 
write vpon’t, read it, afterwards Seale it, and againe re- 
turne to bed ; yerall this while in a moft faft fleepe. 

Dott, A great perturbation in Nature, to receyue at 
{ once the benefit of fleep, and do the effeéts of watching. 
| In this flumbry agitation, befides hes walking,and other 
actuall performances, what (at any time) haue you heard 
herfay? 

Gent. That Sir,whichT will not report after her. 

Dott, You mayo me, and’tis moft meet you fhould. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one,hauing no witneffe 
to confirme my fpeech. Enter Lady,with aT aper. 





{on my life faft afleepe: obferue her,ftand clofe. 
| Dott, Howcame the by that light? ; 
Gent. Why it ftood by her: fhe ha’s light by her con- 
} tinually, ’tis her command. 
i Doét, You {ee her eyes are open. 
Gent, I but their fenfe are fhut. 
Dokl, What ts it fhe do’s now ?- 
Looke how fhe rubbes her hands. 
Gent. Itisanaccuitom'd action with her, to feeme 
thus wafhing her hands : I haue knowne her continue in 
this a quarter ofan houre. 
| fad. Yetheere’s a por. 
Dott. Heark,the fpeaks, I will fet downe what comes 
; from her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more frongly, 
| La. Out damned {por: ourl fay. One: Two: Why 
j then ‘tis time to doo’s : Hellis murky. Fye,my Lord,fie, 
4 a Sonldier,and affear'd? what need wefeare?who knowes 
j it, when none can call our powre to accompt : yet who 
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Lo you, heere fhe comes : This is her very guife,and vp- 




















; would haue thought the olde manto hasehadgoo— | 
| blood in him, . sf nae rn anf much 
py Doyou pe that? 
Lad.The Thane of Fife; hada wife swhere is then, .! 
What will thefe hands ne're be cleane? Ne at ‘| 
my Lord, noraore o’that ; you marre all with this fi % 
a far.) 
Doét... Go too, g0 too: 
You haue knowne wharyou fhould nor, | 
Gent. Sheha’s {poke what thee thould por Pe a 
of that: Heauen knowes what fhe ha’s keowag.4 44 
La, Heere’s the {mell of the blood @ill all the pers| 
fumes of Arabia will notfweeten this little hand. aH 
Oh, oh, oh. - 
Dott, What a fighis there? The hart is forely charo’d, 
Gent. T would not haue fuch aheart in my botany: 
_ for the dignity of the whole body. fl 
, Dott. Well,well,well. 

Gent, PrayGodicbe fir, esi 

Dott, This difeafe is beyond my practife : yetI haue 
knowne thofe which have walkt in their fleep, who haue 
dyed holily in their beds, 

Lad, Wath your hands, put on your Night-Gowne 
looke not fopale: I tell you yet againe Banguo’s buried; 
he cannot come out on’s graue.. 

Doét, Euen fo? 

Lady. To bed, ta bed : there’s knocking atthe gate: 
Come,come, come, come, giue me yourhand : What's 
done, cannot be yndone. To bed,to bed, to bed, 


Exit Lady. 















Dott. Will the go now to bed 2» 
Gent, Diredtly, 
Dott, Foule whifp’rings are abroad: ynnoturall deeds 
Do breed vnnaturall troubles : infeéted mindes 
To their deafe pillowes will difcharge their Secrets: 
Moreneeds fhe the Diuine, then the Phyfitian: 
God,God forgiue vs all. Looke after her, 
Remoue from her the meanes of al] annoyance, 
And ftill keepe eyes vpon her: So goodnight, 
My minde fhe ha’s mated, and amaz‘d my fights 
Ithinke, bur dare not {peake. 





Gext. Good night good Dogtor. Extunt. 
—— TE —_— 
Scena Secunda. 





Drums and Colours. Enter Menteth, Cathnes, 
Angus, Lenox, Soldiers. 


Ment.The Englith powre is neere,led on by Malsoli, 
Bis Vakle Seyward, and the good ALacduff, 
Reuenges burne in rhem : for their deere caules 
Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme. 
Excite the mortified man. 
Ang, Neere Byrnan wood : 
Shall we well meet them,that way are they comming, 
Cath, Who knowes if Doralbane be with his brothet 
Len. For certaine Sir, he is not.: I hauea File 
Ofall the Gentry ; there is Seywards Sonne, 
And many vnruffe youths, that euennow 
Proteft their firft of Manhood, 
Ment. What do’s the Tyrant. f 
Cath. Great Dunfinanche ftrongly Fortifies* 
Some fay hee’s mad : Others, that leffer hate him, 
Do call it valiant Fury, but fer certaine 


He}: 
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He canhot bucklehis diftemper'd caufe 
Within the belt of Rule, 
Ang. Now,do's he feele +; A 
His fecret Murthers fticking.on his hands, 
Now minutely Reuolts vpbraid his Faith-breach x. 
Thofe he commands, moue onely in command, 
Nothing inloue : Now do’s he feele his Title 
Hang loofe about him, like a Giants Robe 
Vpona dwarfith Theefe. 
Ment. Who then fhall blame 
His pefter’d Senfes to recoyle,and ftart, 
When all that is within him, do’s condemne 
It felfe, for being there. 
Cath. Well, march weon, 
To giue Obedience, where’tis truly ow’d : 
Meet we.the Med’cine of the fickly Weale, 
And with him poure we ia our Countries purge, 
Bach drop of vs. 
Lenox. Or fo muchas it needes, ‘el4 
To dew the Soucraigne Flower,and drownethe Weeds: 
Make we our March cowards Birnan, Exesnt marching. 


Scena EL ertia. 


Enter Macheth, Dottor and Attendants, 


Mach, Bring me no more Reports, let them flye all : 
Till Byrnane wood remoue to Dunfinane, 


Teannot taint with Feare. What's che Boy (Malcolme? — 


Was he not borne of woman ? The Spirits that know 
All mortall Confequences, haue pronounc’d me thus: 
Feare not AZacheth, no man that’s borne of woman 
Shall ere haue power vponthee. Then fly file Thanes, 
And mirigle with the Englith Epicures, oe 
The minde I {way by, and the heart i beare, 
Shall neuer fagge with doubt, nor fhake with feare. 
Enter Serrant. 
The diuell damnethee blacke,thou cream-fac’d Loone: 
Where got’ft thou that Goofe-looke, 
Ser. There is ten thoufand. 
Mach. Geefe Villaine? 
Ser, Souldiers Sir. 
Macb. Go pricke thy face, and ouer-red thy feare 
Thou Lilly-liuer’d Boy. What Soldiers, Patch ? 
Death of thy Soule, thofe Linnen cheekes of thine 
| Are Counfailers to feare. What Soldiers Whay-face ? 
Ser, The Englifh Force, fo pleafe you, 
Mach. Take thy facehence. Seytox, lam fick at hart, 
WhenI behold: Seyten, I fay, this puth 
Will cheere me euer, or dif-eate me now. 
Thaueliu’d long enough: my way of life 
Is falne into the Seare, the yellow Leafe, 
And that which fhould accompany Old-Age, 
As Honor, Loue, Obedience, Troopes of Friends, 
Imuft not looke to haue : but in their feed; 
Curfes, not lowd but deepe, Mouth-honor, breath 
Which the poore heart would faine deny ,and darenot. | 
Seyton? 


————— 
| 


Enter Seyton. 
Sey. What's your gracious pleafure 29° « 
(Mack, What Newes more? 10% 
Sey. Allisconfirm’d my Lordjwhich was reported, 
Macbille fight,till from my bones my flefh be hackt. 
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Giue me my Armor. 

Seyt. *Tisnot needed yer, 

Mach. Ile putiton: ri 
Send out noe Horfes, skirre the Country round, 
Hang thofe thactalke of Feare, Giue me mine Armor: 
How do’s your Patient, Dogtor2 

Dott, Not fo ficke my Lord, dw 2b 
As fhe is troubled with thicke-comming Fancies 
That keepe her from her reft, 

Mach, Cureof that : ma 
Can’ft'thou not Minifter toamindedifeas’d, | 
Plucke fromthe Memory a rooted Sorrow, 

Raze out the written troubles ofthe Braine, —_{ 
And with fome {weet Obliuious Antidote 
Cleanfe the ftufft bofome, of that 

Which weighes vpontheheare ? 

Dott, Therein the Patient 
Mutt minifter to himfelfe. Hi Aah + 

Mach. Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, Tlenone of it. 
Come, put mine Armour on: gitleme my Staffe : 
Seyton, {end out : Do&or, the Thanes flye from me: 
Come fir, difpatch. Ifthou could’tt Dogtor, caft 
The Water of my Land, finde her Difeafe, 

And purgeit toa found and priftiue Health, 

I would applaud thee tothe very Eccho, 

That fhould applaudagaine. Pull off I fay, 

What Rubarb, Cyme, or what Pargatiue drugge. 
Would fcowre thefe Englifh hence :hearft) of them? 

Deit, [my good Lord : yourRoyall Preparation 
Makes vs heare fomethirg. ) 

Mach, Bring it after me: 

T will not be affraid-of Death and Bane; 
Till Birnane Forreft come to Dunfinane. j 

Dott. Were I from Dunfinane away,and cleere,. 
Profit againe fhould hardly draw me heere. Exeunt | 


Scena Quarta, 


Drum and Colours, Enter Ualcolme,Seyward, Macduffe, 
Seywards Sonne, Menteth, Cathnes, Angus, 
and Soldiers Marching. 


Male. Cofins,1 hope the dayes areneere at hand 

That Chambers will be fafe. 
Ment, We doubt it nothing, 
Syew, What wood is this before ys ? 

Ment, The wood of Birnane, . 

Malc, Let euery Souldier hew him downea Bough, 
And bear’t before him, thereby fhall we fhadow 
The numbers of our Hoaft, and make difcouery 
Errein report of vs. 

Sold, It {hall be done. a" 

Syw.. Welearneno other, butthe confident Tyrant 
Keepes till in Dunfinane,and willindure 
Our fetting downe befor’, 

Male. *Tishis maine hopé::) ey 
For where there is aduantage to be given, 

Both more and leffe haue giuen him the Revole, 
And none ferue with him, but conftrained things, 
Whofe hearts are abfenttoo,’ 2 

(Macd, Let our iu Cenfures 

Attend che trueeueng, and pus we on 


nA 3: — Induftrious! : 


























































































































Induftrious Souldierfhip. 
Sey. Thetime approaches, 

That will with due decifion make vs know 

What we'fhall fay we haue,and what we owe: 

Thoughts fpeculatiue, their vnfure hopes relate, 

But certaine iffue, froakes muft arbitrate, 

Towards which,aduancethe warre. — Exennt marching 








Scena Quinta. 


Enter Macbeth, Seyton, & Souldiers, with, 
Drumand Colours. 


| (Mach. Hang out our Banners on theoutward walls, 
| The Cryis fill, they come: our Caftles ftrength 
| Willlaugh a Siedge to fcorne: Heere let them lye, 
Till Famine and the Ague eate them vp : 
Were they not forc’d with thofe thar fhould beours, 
We might haue met them darefull, beardto beard, - 
And beatethem backward home. What is that noyfe ? 
; A Cry within of Women. 
| Sey. Itisthe cry of women, my good Lord. 
| Mach. Vhaue almoft forgot the tafte of Feares : 
The time ha’s beene, my fences would haue cool’d 
‘To heare @ Night-fhrieke, and my Fell of haire 
‘Would at a difmall Treatife rowze, and ftirre 
4 As life were in’t. I fiaue fupr full with horrors, 
‘Direneffe familiar to my flaughterous thoughts 
| Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry ? 
‘Sey? The Queene (my Lord) is dead. 
“Mach. She fhould haue dy*de heereafter ; 
There would haue beene atime for tucha word: 
To morrow, and to morrow, andto morrow, 
Creepes in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft Syllable ot Recorded time : 
And all our yefterdayes, haue lighted Fooles 
The way to dufty death. Oat, out, breefe Candle, 
Life’s but a walking Shadow,a poore Player, 
That ftruts.and frets his houre vpon the Stage, 
Andtheriis heard nomiore, Itis.a Tale 
Told by an Ideor, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. Enter a Meffenger 
Thou com’tt to vfe thy Tongue :thy Story quickly. 
Méef. Gracious my Lord, 
I fhould report that which I fay I faw, 
But know not how to doo’t, 
Mach. Well, fay fir. 
< Mee Ks Vdid Rand my watch vpon the Hill 
I look’d¥oward Byrnane, and anon me thought 
The Woodbegan to moue. 
Mach, Lyar,and Siaue. 
Att Let me endure your wrath, if’t benot fo : 
Withiid cis three Mile may you {ee itcomming. 
} fay, a mouingGroue. 
Mach. If thou {peak’ft fhife, 
Vpon the next Tree fhallthou hangaliue® - 
Till Famine clifig thee’: If chy fpeech be footh, 
[care not iftiou doft forme as much. 
I pull in Revolution, and begin 
To doubt th’Equiuocation.of the Fiend, 
That lies like eruth. Fearenoe,cill Byrnane Wood 
Do.come to Dunfinane,and now a Wood » 3 


ft Macberh, 





| Tbe Fragede 


_ There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here, 

























RH SEMGETOEN Grae ee 
Comes toward Dunfinane. Arme,Armejand on, >| 
If this which he auouches, do’s appeares lor! o:'s iy 


“gitne to be a-weary of the Sun, 
And wiflith’eftate o'th’world werenow vndon 
Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come wracke 
’ 


Atleaft wee'l dye with Harneffe on’ our backe Ex) 
‘ e. 7} 











Scena Sexta. 
Sr a ar 
Drumme and Colours, 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffeand their etimy | 
with Boughes. fe 


Mal. Now neere enough: 
~*~ fac Skreenes throw downe, 
And fhew like thofe you ares You (worthy Valle) - 
Shall with my Cofin coal right Noble A 
Leade ourfirft Battell. Worthy dtacdwffe, and wee 
Shall take vpon’s what elfe remainestodo, - 
According to our order. 
Sey. Fare you well: 
Do we but finde the Tyrants power tonight, 
Let vs be beaten, if we cannot fight, 
Macd,Make all our Trumpets {peak,piue thé all breath 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood, & Death, Exewnt 
Alarwms continutd, | 








Scena § eplima, 





Enter Macbeth. 

Mach, They haue tied me toa ftake, I cannot flye, 
But Beare-like] muft fight the courfe, Whar'she 
That was not borne of Weman? Such aone 
Am Ito feare, ox none. 

Enter young Seywards 

1. Sey, Whatis thy name? 

AMfach, Thou'lt be affraid to heare it. 

Y.Sey. No: though thau call’ft thy felfe ahoter mame 
Then any isin hell, 

Pg My name’s Macbeth. (ial 

Y.Sey.The diuell him(elfe could not pronounces Titl 
More hatefull to mine eare. 

Mach. No: nor more fearefull. 
Y.Sey. Thou lyeft abhorred Tyrant, with ny Sword 
Ile proue the lye thou fpeak ft. - 
Fight, asd young Seymara fiaine, 
Mach. Thou was’t borne of woman; 
But Swords I {mile at, Weapons laugh tofcorme, 
Brandifh’d by man that’s of a Woman borne. il 
Alarums. Enter Macdnffe. 

Macd. That way the noife is: TyraneAhew thy fact, 
If thou beeft flaine, and withno firoake,of mine,’ 
My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt me ftill: 
I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe armes 
Are hyr'd to beare their Sraues ; either thou Macbeth, 
Or elfe my Sword with an vnbattered edge” * 
I fheath againe vndeeded.. There thou fhould’ft bey 


By this great clatter, one.of preareft note : ros 


The Tragedie of <M acbeth. 


Seemes bruited. Lecme finde him Fortune, 
And more Ibeggenota A. Eat. , 


: Enter Milcalme aid Seywara, 


Sey. This way my Lordsthe Cafttes Bently rendted ol 


The Tyrants people,on both fides do fight, 
The Noble Thanes do brauelyin the Warre, 
The day almaft it felfe profeties yours, «. 
And little is todo. 

Male. Wehaue met with Foes 
That ftrike befide vs. 

Sey. Enter Sir,the Caftle. Exesnt: 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. Why fhould I play the Roman Foole,and dye 

On mine owne {word ? whiles I fee liues,the gafhes | 


Alarum 


De better vpon them. 
Enter Macduffe. 

Macd. Turne Hell-hound, turne. 

Mach. Of all.men elfe I haueauoyded thee : 
But get thee backe, my foule is too much charg’d 
With blood of thine already. 

(Macd. 1 hane no wards, 
My voice isin my Sword, thou bloodier Villaine 
Then tearmes can give thee our. Fight: Alarum 

Mach, Thouloofettiabour, 
Aseafie may’ft thou the intrenchant Ayre 
With thy keene Sword impreffe,as make me bleed : 
Let fail thy blade on vulnerable Crefts, 
Ibearea charmed Life, which muft not yeeld 
To one of woman borne. 

Macd. Difpaire thy Charme, 
And let the Angell whom thou {till haft feru’d 
Tell thee, ALacduffe was from his Mothers womb 
Vntimely ript. 

Mach. Accurfed be that tonguethat tels mee fo; 
For it hath Cow’d my better part of man : 
And be thefe Jugling Fiends no more beleeu’d, 
That palter with vs in a double fence, 
That keepe the word of promife to our eare, 
And breake it co our hope. Ile not fight with thee. 

Macd. Then yeeld thee Coward, 


Se Alara 


1 @ Bitter Fighting Sand Machel pape. 


Retreat and Flourilh. Enter with Diupsme avd Col onrs, 
| Malsolm,Seyward,Reffe,Thavere Soldiers. 
Mat, Pwoutd the Frietids wemiffe, were fate arriu'd’ ti 
Sey. Some muft go off : and yet by thefe Efee,. | | 


So great a day as chisischeapely boughr, 


Mal. Macduffe is miffing,and your Noble Sonne. 
Reffz. Your fon my Lord,ha’s paid a fouldiers debs, 


He onely liad but till he was ainan, 

The which no fooner had his Proweffe confirm’d 
In the vnfhrinking ftation where he fought, 

But like a man he dy’de. 


Sey. Then he is dead? 
Roffe.1,and brought off the field: your cafe of ferro 


. 


Muft not be meafur’d by his worth, for then sik! 
It hath no end, 


Sey. Had he his hurts before? 
Roffe. J,ontheFronr, 
Sey. Why then, Gods Soldier be he : 


Had Ias many Sonnes, as I haue haires, ©: 
I would not with them to a fairer death: 
And io his Knell is knoll’d. 


Mal, Hee’s worth more forrow, 


And chat Ile fpend for him. 


Sey. He’s worthno more, 


They fay he parted well,and paid his fcore, 
And fo God be with him. Here comes newer comfott, 


Enter Macduffe.with Macbeths head. 
Macd. Haile King, for fo thou arr. 


Behold where ftands 

Th’ Vfurpers curfed head : the time is free: 

I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdomes Pearle, 
That fpeake my falatation in their minds : 
Whole voyces] defire alowd wich mine. 

Haile King of Scotland, 


All. Haile King of Scotland, Flourifh, 
Mal. We thall not fperid a large expence of time, 


Before we reckon with your feucrall loues, 
And make vs even with you, My Thanes and Kinfmen 





















































Henceforth be Eatles, the firft that euer Scotland 
In fuch an Honor nam’d: What’s more to do, 
Which would be planted newly withthetime, 
As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad, 

That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruell Minifters 

Of thisdead Butcher,and his Fiend-like Queene; 
Who(as’tis thought) by felfe and violent hands, 
Tooke off her life. This,and what needfull elfe 
That call’s vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace, 

We will performe in meafure,time,and place: _ 
So thankes to all at once, and toeach one, 
Whom we inuite, to fee vs Crown’d at Scone: 


And live to be the fhew, and’ gaze'o’th’time, 
Wee'lhaue thee, as our rarer Monfters are 
Painted vpon a pole,and wnder-writ, 
Heere may you fee the Tyrant. 

Mach, Y will not yeeld 
To kiffe the ground before young Afalcolmes feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles curfe. 
Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane, 
And thou oppos'd, being ofno woman borne, 
Yee I will try the laft. Before my body, 
throw my warlike Shield: Lay on Afacduffe, 











And damn’d be him, that firftcries hold,enough. 
toe Exennt fighting. Alarums, 


Flourifb. Exennt Omnes, 
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Enter Barnardo and Fraycifce two Centinels. 


- ' » Barnardo, 
Bee SG Ho’sthere ? 
q ay bY f Fran. Nay an{wer me: Stand & vnfold 
NV ed fe" your felfes | 
\ WWAVAIN Bar. Long live the King. 
s Ay te ba Fran. Barnardo? 
Bar, He. 


Fran, You.come moft carefully yvpon your houre. 
Bar’ Tisnow ftrook twelue,get thee to bed Francifco. 
Fran. For this releefe much thankes:’Tis bitter cold, 
And I am ficke at heart. . 
Barn, Haue you had quiet Guard? 
Fras» NovaMoule ftirring, a 
Bare, Well, goodnight. Ifyou do meet Horatio and 
Marcellus, the Rivals of my Watch,bid them make haft. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 
Fran. UthinkeIhearethem. Stand: who’sthere ? 
\ Hor, Friends to this ground. * 
Mar. And Leige-mento the Dane. 
Fran, Giue you good night. ; 
Mar. Ofarwel honeft Soldier who hath relieu’d your 
Frac Barnardoha’s my place: giue you goodnight. 
_ Exit Fraa. 


———> 





Mar. Holla Barnardo: 

Bar. Say,whatis Horatiethere? . 
Hor. A pesce of him. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellus. 
Mar. What,ha’s this thing appear’d againe to night, 
Bar.. Vhaue feene nothing: 
Mar. Horitio{aies,’tis but our Fantafie, 
And will not let beleefe take hold ofhim 

| Touching this dreaded fight, twice feene of vs, 
| Therefore I haue intreated him along 

With vs, towatchthe mimites of this Night, 
Thatifagainethis Apparitioncome, 

He may approue our eyes, and {peake toir. 
Hor, Tuth,tufh, will not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a-while, 

1 And let vs once againe affaile your eares, 

} That are fo fortified againft our Story, 

| What we two Nights haue feene, 

4 Hor. Well,fic we downe, 

4 And let vs heare hae fpeake ofthis, = 
| “Barn. Lat night of all, 

| When yond fame Scarre that’s Weftward fromthe Pole 
| Hadimade his courfe c'illume chat part of Heauen 
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Scena ‘Prima: 





Where now it burnes, Aarcellns 
The Bell then beating ones. | © 
(Mar. Peace,breake thee of : 
Looke where it comes againe. 
Barn, Inthe fame figure, like the King that's dead, 
Mar. Thouarta Scholler; fpeake to it Horatio, 
Barn. Lookes it not likethe King? Marke it Horatio, 
Hora. Moft like: It harrowes me with fear & wonder 
Bara, It wouldbefpoketoo. 
Mar, Queftion it Horatie, 
Hor, What are thou that vfurp*ft this time of night, 
Together with that Faire and W arlike forme 
In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarke 
Did fometimes march : By Heauen I charge thee {peake, 
Mar. Mis offended. 
Bara, See,ic ftalkes away. 
Hor, Stay: peake; fpeake : I Charge thee,{peake, 
Exit the Ghoft. 
Mar. *Tis gone,aad will not anfwer. 
Barn. How now Horatio ? You tremble & look pale : 
Is not this fomething more then Fantafie? 
What thinkeyou on’t? 
Hor. Before: my God; I might not this beleeue 
Wicthouc the fenfible and true auouch 


and my felfe, 
Enter the Ghof. 


Of mine owneceyes. 


Mar. Isitnovlike the King ? 
Hor. As thou arttothy felfe, 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 
When th’Ambitious Norwey combatted: 
So frown’d he oncé, when im an angry pasle 
He {mot the fledded Pollax on the Ice. 
Tis Rtrange. 
Mar. Thus twice before,and ivft at this dead houre, 
With Marciall ftalke, hath he gone by our Watch. : 
Hor,In, what particular thought'to work, know not: 


' But in the groffe and fcope of my Opinion, 


This boades fome ftrange erruption to our State, 
Mar, Good now fit downe, 8 tell me he that knowes 
Why this fame fri and moft obferuant Watch, 
Sonightly toyles the fubie& of the Land, 
And why {uch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon 
And Forraigne Mart for Implements of warte: 
Why fuch impreffe of Ship-wrights, whole fore Taske 
Do’s not diuide the Sunday from the weeke, 
What might be toward, that this fweaty haft 
Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourer with the day: 
Who is’t that can informe me? 
Hor, Thatcan], 





err RPC Roane ete 


The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


Atleait the whifper goes fo : Our laft King, 
Whofe Image euen but now appear’d ro vs, 

| Was(as you know) by Fortinbrasiof Norway, 

‘| (Thereto prick’d on bya moftemulate Pride 
Dar'dtothe Combate, Inwhich, our Valiant Hamlet, 
(For fo this fide of our knowne world eRteem’d hitn) 

| Did flay this Fortinbras : who bya Seal'd Compa, 
Wellratificd by Law,and Heraldtie, »: 

Did forfeice (with his life) all hofe his Lands 
Which he ftood feiz’dbon;tothe Conqueror ; 
Againft the which, a Moity competent 

Was gagéd by our King : which liad return’d 

| Tothe Inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he bin Vanquifher, as by the fame Cow'iant 
And carriage of the Article defigne, 
His fell to Hamlet. Now tir, young Fortinbras, 

| Of vnimproued Mettle, hor and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway, héere and there, 

Shark'd vp a Lift of Landlefle Refolures; © 

For Foode and Diet, to fome Enterprize 

That hath a ftomacke in’e which is no other 

(And it doth well appeare vnto our Srate ) 

But to recouer of vs by ftrong hand 

Aadtermes Compulfatiue,thofe forefaid Lands 

Soby his Father loft : and this (I take it) | 

Is the maine Motine of our Preparations, 

The Sourfe of this our Watch,and the cheefe head 

Ofthis poft-haft, and Romage in the Land, 

Enter Ghoft againe. 

But foft, behold: Loe,where it comes avaine + 

Ile croffe it, hough it blaftme. Stay UluGon: 

Ifthou haft any found, or vfe of Voyce, 
_|Speaketome. Iftherebe any good thing to bedone, 


That may to thee do eafe, and graceto me; {peak to me, 


Ifthou art priuy to chy Countries Fate 
(Which happily foreknowing may auoyd) Oh fpeake, 
Or, if thou haft vpshoorded in thy life 
Extorted Treafure in the wombe of Barth, 
(For which, they fay, you Spirits oft walkein death) 
Speake of it. Stay,and {peake. Stop it Afarcelus. 
Mar. Shall 1 ftrike ac ir with my Partizan ? 
Hor, Do, if it will not Rand, 
Barn. ’Tisheere, 
for. ’Tisheere. 
Mar, ‘Tis gone. 
Wedo it wrong, being foMaictticall 
To offerit the fhew of Violence, 
For itisas the Ayre, invulnerable, 
And our vaine blowes, malicious Mockery. 


Exit Ghoft, 


Barn. It was about to {peake, when the Cocke crew. 


Hor: And then ic ftarted, like a guilty thing 

Vpon a fearfull Sammons, Lhaue heard, 
‘The Cocke that is the Trumpet tothe day, » 
Doth with his lofty and thrill-founding Throate 
Awakethe God of Day: and athis warning, 
Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth,or Ayre, 
Thextranagant, and erring Spirit, hyes 
TohisConfine. And of the truth heerein, 

This prefent Obiecét made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 
ome fayes, that euer *painftthat Seafoncomes 
herein our Sauiours Birth is celebrated, 
he Bird of Dawning fingeth all night long: 

And then (they fay) no Spirit can walke abroad, 
enights are wholfome, thenno Planets ftrike, 
oFaicry talkes, nor Witch hath power toCharme t 


So hallow’d, and fo gratiousis the time. — | 
Aor. Sobauel heard, and do im part beleeue ity 1° 4 
But looke, the Morne in’ Rafer mantle clad; ; 
Walkes o’re the dew of yom high Eafterne Hill, 
Breake we our Warch'vp, and by my eduice 
Let vs impart what we haue feene to night 
Voto yong Hamlet. For vpon my life, 
This Spirit dumbe to vs, will {peaketo him: 
Do you confent we thall acquaint hia with ie, 
As needfull in our Loues, fitting our Duty ? 
Mar, Letdo’t} pray,and I this morning know 
Where we hail finde hiin moft conueniently. 


Scena Secunda. 


~ —————- 


Enter Claudius King of Denmarke, Gertrude the Queene, | { 


Hamlet, Polonius, Laeries; and bes Sifver Qa 
pheiia, Lords ¢Attendant.a 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our deere Brothers déath | 
The memory be greene : and that ir'vs be fitted 
To beare our hearts in greefe, and our whole Kingdeme 
To be contraéted in one brow of wok: 

Yet fo farre hath Difcretion fought with Nacuré, 

That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him, 

Together with remembrance of our felues, 

Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen, 

Th’imperiall loyntreffeof this warhke State, 

Haue we, as twere, with a defeated ioy, 

With one Aufpicious, and one Dropping'eye, 

With mirth tn Punerall,and with Dirgein Marriage, 

In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole 

Taken to Wife ;nor have we heerein barr’d 

Your better Wifedomes, which haue freely gone 

With this affaire along, for all our Fhankes. 

Now followes, that you know young Fortinbras,\ 

Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth; 

Or thinking by our late deere Brothers death; 

Our Stare to be difioynr, and out of Frame, 

Colleagued with the dreame of his Aduantage3 

He hath not fayl’d to pefter vs with Meffage, 

Importing the {urrender of thofe Lands 

Loft by his Father ; with all Bonds of Law 

To our moft valiant Brother, Somuch forhim. 
Ester Voltemand and Cornelius, 

Now for our felfe, and for this time of mecting . 

Thus much the bufineffeis,. Wehaue heere writ 

To Norway, Vncle of young Fortinbras, 

Who Imporent and Bedrid, fcarfely heares 

Of this his Nephewes purpofe, to fupprefle 

His further gate heerein. In chat the Leuies, 

The Lifts, and full proportions are all made 

Out of his fubie&: and we heere difpatch 

You good Coraelins, and you Voltemand, 

For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giuing to you no further perfonall power 

To bufineffe with the King, more then the fcope 

Of thefe dilated Articles allow : 

Farewell andlet your hat commend your duty. 

Volt. Yn that,and all things, will we fhew our duty, 

King. We doubt it nothing heartily farewell, 

Exit Voltersand and Corustins. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you? — 


You 


Exccwut} 


~ 
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You told vs of fome fuites, Whatis’t Laertes 2: >) © 
You cannot fpeake of Reafon to the Dane, jo? , 


That fhallnot be my Offer;noz thy Asking 2) 0: 
The Head isnot more Native tothe Hearty: ow os 
The Hand more Inftramentail co the Mouth, 
Then is the Throne of Denmatketo thy Father. 
What would’ft thou have Laertes.2 
Laer. Deead my Lord, * ae 
Your Jeane and fauour co returne to France,% 
From whence, though willingly l eameto Denmarke 
To thew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now I mnft confeffe, chat duty done, 
My thoughts and wifhes bead againe towards France, 
And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 
King, Haue you your Fathers icaue ? 
What fayes Pollonizs? 
Pol. He hath my Lord!: 
Idobefeech you giuc him leaue to 20. 
King. Takechy fairehoure Laertes, time be chine, 
| And thy beft graces {pend itat thy will : 
But now my Cofin Hamlet and my Sonne? 
’ Ham, Ailitcle more then kin, and leffe chen kinde. 
King, Howisit that the Clouds ftill hang on you? 
Ham. Not fomy Lord, | aartoo much i’th’Sua. 
Queen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off, 
And let thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke. 
Do not for cuer with thy veyled lids 
Seeke for thy Noble Father in the duft ; 
Thou know’ft’tis common, all that liues mutt dye, 
Paffing through Nature, to Eternity. 
Ham. 1 Madam,it is common. 
Queen. If it be; 
Why feemes it fo particular with thee. 


Tis not alone my Inky Cleake (good Mother) 

Nor Cuftomary fuites of folemne Blacke, 

Nor windy fufpiration of fore’d breath, 

No, nor the fruitfull River inthe Eye, 

Nor the deiected hauiour of the Vilage, 

Together with all Formes, Moods, fhewes of Griefe, 

That can denoteme truly. Thefe indeed Seeme,; 

For they are agtions that aman might play : 

But I have that Within, which paffeth fhow; 

Thefe, but the Trappings ,and the Suites of woe. 
King. ‘Tis fweet and commendable 

In your Nature Hansler, ‘ 

To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father: 

Bur you mutt know, your Father lofta Father, 

That Facher loft, loft his, and the Suruiver bound 

In filiall Obligation, for fome terme 

To dooblequious Sorrow. Butto perfeuer 

In obftinate Condolement, is a courfe 

Of impious ftubbornneffe. ’Tis vamanly greefe, 

It fhewes a willimoft incorrect to Heaven, 

A Heart vnfortified, a Minde impatient, 

Av Vaderftanding fimple, and vnfchool’d : 

For,what we know mutt be, and is as common 

Asany the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

Why fhould we in our peeuith Oppofition 

Take it to heart? Fye, tis a fault to Heaven, 

A fault again{t che Dead, a fault to Nature, 

ToReafon molt abfurd, whofe common Theame 

Is death of Fachers, and who ftill hath cried, 

From the fir@ Coarfe,till he that dyed to day, 

This mutt be fo. We pray you throw to earth 
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And loofe your voyce. What would’ft thou beg Laertes, 





Ham Seemes Madam? Nay, it is : [know not Seemes: 


bie vnpreuayling woe, and thinke ofvs..w 


As ofa Father;,For let the world takenote, yin) 
You are themoft immediate to our Throne. - 
And with noleffe Nobility ofLoue, ie 
Then that which deereft Father beares his Sonne 
Dol impart towards you. Foryour intent: ’ ds 
In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg, 21°: ) 
itis moft retrograde to our defire: Hise 
And we befeech you, bend you'to remaing «. 
Heere in the cheereand comfort of our eye, 19 


4 Our cheefe(t Courcies Cofin,and our Sonne, »:! 


2s. Letnot thy Mother lofe her Prayers Hyapjy. 


'| Iprythee ftay with vs, go not to Wittenberg. 


Ham. J fhallin all my beft* 
Obey you Madam. : : 
King. Why tis alouing,anda faire Reply, : 


| Be as our felfe in Denmarke. Madam come; 


This gentle and'ynfore’d accord of Hamlet 


| Sits {miling to my hearts in grace whereof, » 


No iocond bealth that Denmarke drinkes to day, 
But the great Cannon to the Clowds fhalltell, 
And the Kings Rouce,the Heauens thall bruite againe, |, 
Refpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away, Exennt| 
' (Manet Hamlet. 
Ham. Ohthat this too too folid Flefh, would melt, 
Thaw, and refolue it felfeintoa Dews 
Or that che Euerlafting bad not fixe 
His Cannon ’gainft Selfe-flaughter. O God, OGod! 
How weary, ftale,flat,and voprofitable 
Seemes to me-all the wfes of this world? 
Fie on’? Obfie, fie, ‘ris anvnweeded Garden 
That growes to Seed: Things rank, and groffein Nature 
Poflefle ic meerely, That it fhould come to this: 
But two months dead, : Nay,not fo much; not two, 
So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hiperion toa Satyre : fo louing to my Mother, 
That he might not beteene the windes of heaven 
Vifit her face tooroughly. Heauen and Earth 
Muft I remember : why fhe would hang onhim, 
As ifencreafe of Appetite had growne 
By whatit fed on; and yet within a month? 
Lerme rot thinke on’t : Frailry, thy name is woman, 
A little Month, or ere thofe fhoves were old, 
With which fhe followed my poore Fathers body 
Like Niobe, all teares. Why fhe, euen fhe. 
(O Heauen! A beaft that wanes difcourfe of Reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer) married with mine Vokle, 
My Fathers Brother: but no.more like my Father, 
Thea I to Hercules, Withina Moneth? 
Ere yee the fale of moft vnrighteous Teares 
Had left the fluthing of her gauled eyes, 
She married. Q moft wicked fpeed. to polt 
With fach dexterity ro Inceftuous fheets = 
It isnot, nor it cannot come te good. 
But breake my heart, for I mult hold my tongue 


es 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Maresllt. 


Hor. Haile to your Lordfhip. 
Ham. Yam glad to fee you well : 
Horatis,or | do forget my felfe. 
Her. The fame my Lord, 
And your poore Seruant euer. 
Ham. Sir my good friend, 
Tle change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio? ee 
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Marcellus, 
Mar. My good Lord. 
Ham, 1am very glad to {ee you: good een Sir, 

Buc what in faith make you from Wittemsberge ? 

Hor. Atruant difpofition, 200d my Lord, 
Hams. J would not haue your Enemy fay fo; 
Nor fhall you.doe mine eare that violence, 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft yourfelfe. I know youareno Truant : 
Bur what is your affaire in E/fenonr ? . 
Wee'l teach you to dritke deepe,ere you depart, 
Hor. My Lord, I cameo fee your Fathers Funeral!, 
Ham, 1 pray thee doe not'mock me (fellow Studenr) 
Ithinke it wasito fee my Mothers Wedding. 
Hor, Indeed my Lord,it toliowed hard vpon. 
Ham. ‘Thrift,chrife Horatio: the Fanerall Bake-meats 
Did coldly furnith forth the Marriage Tables : 
Would | had met my deareft foe in heauen, 
Ere [had euer feene that day Horatio. 
My father, methinkes I fee my father, 
Hor, Ohwhere wy Lord? 

|. Ham. Inmy minds eye (Horatio) 
Hor, I fawhim once; he wasa goodly King. 
Ham. Hewas aman, take him for all in all : 

J fhall not look vpon his like againe, 

Hor, My Lord/I thinke Tfaw him yefternighe. 
Ham. Saw? Who? 

Hor. My Lord,the King your Father. 

Ham, The King my Father? 

Hor. Seafon your admiration for a while 

With an atcenteare; till { may deliver 

Vpon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen, 

This maruell to you, 

Ham, For Heauens loue let me heare. 
Hor, Twonights together, had thefe Gentlemen 

(Marcelis and Barnardo) ontheir Watch 

Inthe dead waft and middle of the night 

Beenethusencountred. A figure like your Father, 

Arad at all points exactly, Cap a Pe, 

Appeares before them, and with follemne march 

Goes flow and ftately: By them thrice he walkt, 

By their opprelt and feare-furprized eyes, 

Within his Truncheons lengths whilf they beftil’d 

Almoft to Telly with the Adt of feare, 

Stand dumbe and fpeake notrobim. This tome 

In dreadful fecrecie impart they did, 

And I with them the third Night kept the Watch, 

Whereas they had deliuer’d bath in time, 

Forme of the thing; each word made true and good, 

The Apparition comes. I knew your Father ; 

Thefe hands are riot more like, 

Hans. But where was this ? 
Mar, My Lord.vpon the platforme where we watcht. 
| Ham. Did you not {peaketoit? 
Hor, My Lord, I did; 

But anfwere made it none: yet once methought 

Itlifted wp it head and did addreffe 

It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake: 

But euen then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd ; 

And at the found it fhranke in hat away, 

And vanifht from our fighr 
Ham, Tis very Arange. 
Hor. AsT doe live my honourd Lord ’tis true; 

And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 

Olet you know of ic, 


Ham, Indeed, indeed Sirs; but this troublesme. 


| A Sable Siluer’d, 


Hold you the watch to Night: 
Both, We doe my Lord: 
Ham. Arad, fay you? 
Both. Arevd, ny Lord. 
Ham, From top to toe? be 
Both, My Lord, from head co foote. 
Ham. Then faw you riot his face? nds oi V 
“Hor, Oyes, my Lord; heworehis Beaver yp.) 9" 
Ham, What, lookt he frowningly??> \ ' A al 
Hor. A countenance more in forrow thentin anger: A 
Ham. Pale,or red? r7eM 
Hor. Nay very pale. Y Ouse: 
Ham. And fixthis eyes vpon you? 80 ©, 
Hor. Mott conftantly. MIPUSTD Gi ve 
Ham. T would Thad beené there; 769! stot 1 
Hor. It would haue much amaz’dyou.! e017 os! © r 
Ham. Very like, very like’: ftaid itlong? 50 “(dreds 
Hor, While one with moderate halt mighttell'a huin- 
ell. Longer,longer, 9° ; ie 00 
Hor. Not when I faw’ts tiv dis ih i 
Ham. His Beard was grifly? no. 
Hor. le was, as I haue {eene it in hislife; 


peleiion 


| (gaine, | 
Ham. Ye watch to Night; perchance ‘twill wakeas 
Hor. warrant you it will. me | 
Ham. If icaflume my noble Fathers perfon, 
Ne {peake to it,though Hell it {elfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you ally 
Ifyou haue hitherto conceald this fights 
Let it bee treble in your filence ftill : 
Aad whacfoeuer els thal hap to nighr, 
Giue it an vnderftanding but no tongues 
Twillrequite your loues; fo, fare ye well: 
Vpen the Platforme twixt eleven and twelue, 
Ile vifit you. 
4k, Our duty to your Honour: Exeunt. 
Alam. Your loue,as mine to you: farewell, 
My Fathers Spirit in Armes ?° Allis not well: 
I doubt fome foule play : would the Night were come; 
Till then fic (till my foule; foule deeds will rife; © e 
Thoughall the earth orewhelm them tomens cies. Exit. 


Scena Tertia. 
SeEMMIURNE cr re eae TEASE er ae 
Enter Laertes and Opheiia, 

Laer. My neceflaries are imbark’t; Farewell = 
And Sifter,as the Winds give Benefic, 
And Conuoy is affiftant; doe not fleepe, 
But let me heare from you, 

Ophel. Doe you doubt that? 

Laer. Por Hamlet,and the trifling of bis favours; 
Hold ita fafhion and a toy in Blouds 
A Violet in the youth of Pritmy Nature: 
Froward,not permanent; {weer not lafting 
The fuppliance ofa minute? No more. 

Opbel, No more but fo. 

Laer. Thinkeitno more: 
For nature creffant does not grow alone, 
In thewes and Bulke: butas his Temple waxes, 
The inward feruice of the Minde and Soule 
Growes wide withall, Perhaps he loues you now, 
And tow no foyle nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue ofhis feare : but you muft feare 
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His greatneffe weigh’d, his willis ndt his owne$ 

WBor hee himfelfe is {ubied&t to his Birth <.,;, » 

Atee may not, as vnuallued perfons doe, 24: 
depends 


Carue for himfelfe; for, on his. choyce 

The fanéticy and health of the weole State,,.% 
And therefore muft his choyce: be circumferib’d 
Vato the voyce and yeelding ofthat Body, 
Whercof-heis the Head,.. Thenif he fayes he touss you, 
It fits your wifedome fo farretobeleeve.it$\), 
Ashe in hispeculiar Sect and force 

May giue his faying deed: which is no.further, 
Then the maine voyce of Dewmarke goes.withall, 
Then weigh what loffe your Honour may ‘{uftaine, 
If with too credent eare youlift his Songs ; 

Or lofe your Heart; or-your chaft Treafure open 

f To his vomaftred imp ortunity. ; 
Beare it Ophelia,feare it my deare Sifter, 

And keepe within the reare of your, Affection; 
Out of the fhot and danger of Defire, 

The charieft Maid is Prodigall enough, 

| 1f the vnmaske her beaury.to.the Moone : 
Vertue it felfe {capes not calumnious ftroakes, 
The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring 
Too oft before the buttons be difclos’d, .,- 
 Andin the Morne and liquid dew of Youth, 

| Contagious. blafments are moft imminent. 

Be wary then, belt fafety lies ia feare; 

Youth toit felfe. rebels, though none elfe neere. 

Ope. 1 fhall th’effect of this. good Leffon keepe, 
As watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother 
Doe nor as fome yngracious Paftors doe, 

Shew me the fteepe and thorny way to Heauen; 
Whilft like a puft and reckleffe Libertine 
Himfelfe,the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, 
Andreaks not his owne reade. 
Laer, Oh, feare me not. 
! Enter Polonius. 

I tay too long 5 but heremy Father comes: 
‘A double bleffing is a double graces 
Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leaue. 

Polos, Yer heere Laertes? Aboord,aboord for fhame, 
The winde fits in the fhoulder of your faile, 

And you are ftaid for there: my bleffing with you; 
And thefe few Precepts inthy memory, 
1Sce thou Charaéter. Giue thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any vnproporrion’d thought his A: 
Be thou familiar; but by no meanes vulgar: : 
The friends thou haft, and their adoption tride, | 
| Grapple them tothy Soule, with hoopes of Stecle: 
But doe not dull thy palme, with entertainment 
1 Of each vnhatch’t,vnfledg’d Comrade, Beware 
1 Ofentrance to a quarrell.: but being in 
Bear’t that th’oppofed may beware of thee. 
Giue everyman thine eare;but few thy voyce: 
Take each mans cenfuresbut referue thy indgement ¢_ 
Coftly thy habit. as thy purfe can buy 5 oe, 
But not expreftin fancie; rich,not gawdies 
Fer the Apparell oft proclaimes the man. 
And they in France of the beft ranck and ftation, 
Are ofa moft fele&t and generous cheffin that. 
Neither a borrower,nor a lender be; 
For lone oft lofes both it felfe and friend: 
And borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. 
This aboue alls to thine owne felfe be true: 
| And it mu @t follow,as the Night the Day, 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 





























Farewell: my Bleffing feafon this in thee, 
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Laer, Moft humbly doe I take niy leaue, 
Polon. The time ine you, fs re. eae 
Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well ave 
What I haue faid to you. 
Ophe. ‘Tis inmy memory lockt, 
And you your felfe {hall keepe the key of ir. 
Laer. Farewell. Exit Laep 
Polen. What itt Ophelia he hath {aid to you? : 
Ophe. So pleafe you,fomthing touching the L. Ham 
Polon.. Masry, wellbethought: He 
Tis cold me he hath vety oft of late 
Giuen private time to you; and you your felfe 
Haue of your audience beene moft free and bounteoys: 
If it be fo, as fo tis put on me; ‘ 
And that in way of caution: Imuft tellyou, 
You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleerely, 
As it behoues my Daughter, and your Honour, 
bei se be you, giue me vp the truth 
Opbe. He hath my Lord of late, madem 
Of bis affe&tion to sea — 
Polon. Affeétion,puh. You fpeake like a greeneGitle | 
Vafifted in fuch seilous Cicero Pane — 
Doe you beleeue his tenders,as you call them? 
Ophe. I do not know, my Lord, what I thouldthinke, 
Polen. Marry Ile teach you; thinke your felfe a Baby, 
That you hae tane his tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ftarling. Tender your felfe more dearly; 
Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafe, 
Roaming it chus, you'l tendes mea foole. 
Ophe. My Lord,he hath importun’d me with loue, 
In honourable fafhion. 
Polon. 1,fafhion you may call it,gotoo,go too, 
Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to his {peech, 
My Lord, with all the vowes of Heauen. ( 
Polon, I,Springes to catch Woodcocks. Idoe know 
When the Bloud burnes,how Prodigall the Soule 
Giues' the tongue vowes: thefe blazes, Daughter, 
Giuing more light then heate; extinct in both, 
Euen in their promife, as it is a making; 
You mut not take for fire. For this time Daughter, 
Be fomewhat {canter of your Maiden prefences 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 
Then acommand to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Belecue fo much in him,that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walke, 
Then may be giuen you, Jn few, Ophelia, 
Doenot beleeue his vowessfor they are Broakets, 
Not of the eye,which their [nueftments fhow: 
But meere implorators of vaholy Sutes, 
Breathing like fanctified and pious bonds, 
The better to beguile, Thisis forall : 
1 would not,in plaine tearmes, from this time forth, 
Haue you fo flander any moment leifure, 
Asto giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet: 
Looke too’r, Icharge you;come your wayes 
Ophe. I fhall obey my Lord. Exennt. 


Enter Hamlet Horatio, Marcellus. 

Ham, The Ayre bites fhrewdly : is it very ¢ 

Hor. Itis anipping and an eager ayre- 

Ham. What hower now? 

Hor, Ithinke it lacks of rwelue. fealon 

Mar. No, itis ftrooke. (fea . 

Hor. Indeed Theardit not: thenit drawes necte t 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walke. sit} 


old? 
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What does this meane my Lord ? (roufe, 
Ham, The King doth wake tonight, and takes his 
Keepes waffels and the {waggering vp(pring reeles, 
And as he dreines his draughts of Renith downe, 
The kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray owt 
The triumph of his Pledge. 
Porat. Isicacuftome? 
Ham. Umarry if; 
Andto my mind, though I am native heere, 
Andtothe manner borne: [risa Cufteme 
More honour‘d in the breach,then the obleruance, 
Exter Ghoft. 
Hor. Looke my Lor¢,it comes. 
Ham. Angelsand Minifters of Grace defend vss 
Betheu a Spiricof health,or Goblia damn’d, 
Bring with thee ayres from Heauen,or blafs from Hell, 
Bethy euents wicked or chariable, 
Thou com’ft in fuch a queftionable fhape 
That I will fpeake to thee, Ile call thee Hamlet, 
King , Father, Royall Dane : Oh,ohyanfwerme, 
Let me not burit in Ignorance; buttell 
Why thy Canoniz’d bones Hearfed in death, 
Haue burft their cerments, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we fawthee quietly enurn’d, 
Hath op’d his ponderous and Marbleiawes, 
Tocaftthee vp againe? What may this meane? 
That thou dead Coarfe againe in compleat fteele, 
-{Reuifits thus the glimpfes of che Moone, 
Making Night hidious? And we fooles of Nature, 
So horridly to fhake our difpofition, 
With thoughts beyond theesreaches of our Soules, 
Say, why isthis? wherefore } what fhould wedoe? 
Ghoft beckens Hamler. 
Hor. Jt beckons you to goe away withic, 
Asifit fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 
Mar, Looke with what courteous afion 
Itwatts you toa moreremoued ground : 
But doe not goe with it. 
Hor. No,by no meanes. 
Ham. Iwill not fpeake: then will I follow ie: 
Hor. Doenot my Lord, 
Ham. Why, what fhould be the feare ? 
Idoe not fet my life ata pins fee; 
And for my Soule,what can it doe to that ? 
Being athing irmortall as it felfe: 
It wanes me forth againeslle follow ic. 


Hor, What ifit compet you toward the Floud my Lord? 


Or to the dreadfull Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
That beetles o’re his bafeinto the Sea, 
And there affumes fome‘other horrible forme, 
Which might-depriue your Soueraignty of Reafon, 
And. draw you into madnefie thinke of it? 
Ham. It waftsme ftill: goe on, le follow thee. 
dar, You fhall not goe my Lorde 
Ham. Hold off-your hand, . 
Hor, Besul'd,you fhall not goe. 
| Ham, My-fatecties our, 
And makes each petty Artire in thisbody, 
As hardy as the Nemian Lions nerue: 
Stillam ¥cal’d? ‘VWnhand me Gentlemen : 
Y Heau'a, We meke.a Ghoft of him thatlets me: 
ay away,gce on,llefollowthee. 
Exennt Ghoft &o Hamlets 
Her. He waxes defperate withimagination, 
Mar, Lev’s follow;’cis notfitthus to obey him, 


: ae 
Hor, Haue afters to what iffue will this come ? 
Afar. Something is rotten in the Srate of Denmarke, 
Hor, Heaven will direct it. 
Mar. Nay,let’s follow him. 
Ester Ghoft and Hamlet. (ther. 
Elans: Where wilt thon lead me? {peaksTle go no fur. 
Gho. Marke me. 
Ham, Vwiil, 
Go, My howeris almoft come, 
When Ico fulphurous and tormenting Flames 
Muft render vp my felfe. 
Ham, Alas poore Ghoft, 
Gho. Pitty me not,but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I thall vnfold. 
Ham. Speake, 1am bound toheare. | 
Ghe. Soartthou to revenge, when theu fhalt heare, 
Ham. What? 
Gh@jl am thy Fathers Spiric, 
Doom’d for a certaine rerme to walke the night; 
And for the day confin’d to faft in Fiers, 
. Till che foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Areburnt and purg’d away? But that lam forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my Prifon-Houfes 
I coulda Tale ynfold,whoie lighteR word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like Starres, ftarc from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to parc, 
And each particular haire to ftand an end, 
Like Quilles vpon the freefall Porpentine: 
Bat this eternall blafon mut not be 
To eares of fleth and blond; lift Hamler, oh ie, 
If chou didft ener thy deare Father love, 
Ham. Oh Heauen! . 
Che. Reuenge his foule and moft vonaturall Marther, 
Ham, Murther? , 
Gheft, Murther moft foule,as in the beft iris ; 
\ Bur this moft foule,ftrange,and vnnaturall, 
Ham, Yail,haft me to know it, 
T hat wich wings as fwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of Lone, 
| May {weepe tomy Reuenge. 
Ghoft. 1 finde thee apr, 
And duller fhould’ft thou be then the far weede 
Thatrots it felfe in eafe,on Lethe Wharfe, 
Would’ thounot ftirrein this. Now Haslet heare : 
It's giuen out,that fleeping in mine Orchard, 
A Serpent ftuag me: fo the whole eare of Denmarke, 
Is by a forged proceffle of my death sib 
Rankly ebus’d : But know thou Noble youth") 
The Serpenethae did fting thy Fathers life, * 
Now weares his Crowne, a 
Ham. © my Propheticke foule: mine Viele > 
Ghoff. Uthat inceftuons, that adulrerate Beal >” 
With witchcraft of his wits, hath Traitoraus guifts. 
| Ob wicked Wirjand Gifts,chat haue the power © “ss 
So to feduce? Wontoto this thamefull Lek. 
J The will ofmy mo feeming vertuous Queatie- 


Exenne, 


é 


Ob Hamlet what a falling offwas there, 

From me,whofe loue was of that dignity,’ 

That it went hand in hand, even with the Yow 

I made to her in Martiape; and to decline 

Vpena wretch, whofe Naturall gifts were poore 

To thofe of mine, But Vertue,as it neuer wil be moued 

Though Lewdneffe court itina fhape of Heauen : : 
So Left, thongh co a radiant Angell link’d, 

Will fate it felfe in a Celeftialibed, 8 prey on Garbage, 


Oo . : Bue 
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But foft,me thinkes I tent the Mornings Ayre; 
Briefe let me be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 
My cuftome alwayes in the afternoone; : 
Vpon my fecure hower thy Vncle ftole 

With iuyce of curfed Hebenon ina Violl, 
And in the Porches of mine eares did poure 
The leaperous Diftilment; whofe effe& 

Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of Man, 

That {wift as Quick-filue;,it courfes through 

The nacurall Gates and Allies. of the Body ; 

And witha fodaine vigour it doth poffet 

And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milke, 

The thin and wholfome blood: — fo did it mine; 
And a moft inftant Tetter bak’d about, 

Moft Lazarelike, with vile and loathfome cruft, 
All my:{mooth Body. 
Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, 

Of Life,of Crowne, and Queene at once difpatcheys 
Cut off even in the Bloffomes of my Sinne, 
Vohouzzled, difappointed, ynnaneld, 
| No reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my imperfeétions on my head; 
Ob hortible,Oh horrible, moft horrible: 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not; 
Let not the Royall Bed of Denmarke be 

A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceft, © 
/But howfoeuer thou purfueft this At, 
Taint not thy mind ;nor let thy Soule contriue’ 
Againft thy Mother ought; leaue herto heauen , 
And tothofe Thornes that in her bofome lodge, 
Toprickeand fting her, Farethee well at once; 
The Glow-worme fhowes the Matine to be necre, 
And gins to pale his yneffectuall Fire: 
Adue,adue,Hamlet: remember me. 




























Exit. 


And fhall I couple Hell? Oh fie: hold my hearts 
And you my finnewes, grow not inftant Old; 
But beare me ftiffely yp: Remember thee ? 
I, thou poore Ghoft., while memory holds afeate 
In this diftraéted Globe ;. Remember thee? 

Yea, from the Table of my Memory, 

Tle wipe away all triuiall fond Records, - 
All fawes of Bookes,all formes, all prefures paft, 
:That youth and obferuation coppied there; 
} And thy Commandment all alone fhall live 
Within the Booke and Volume of my Braine, 

Vamixt with bafer matter; yes, yes, by Heauen: 
) Oh moft pernicious woman !, 
| Oh Villaine,Villaine, fmiling damned Villaine! 
: My Tables,my Tables; meet it is I fet it downe, 
! That one may {mile,and {mile and be a Villaines 
) At leaft Iim-fure ic may be fo in Denmarke ; 
?So Vackle there you are: now tomy word; 
tis; Adue,Adue, Remember me: IT haue fworn't. 
_ Hor. & Marwithin.. My Lord,my Lord, 
i . Eater Horatio and, Marcellus. 4 
4} Mar, Lord Hamlet... . 
| Hor, Heauén fecure him,’ 

Moar:89 beste. a iveai> 
Hor. Ilo, ho,ho, my Lord. ned 
Ham, Hillo,ho,ho,boys come birdjecome. 
Mar, How ift't my Noble Lord? 
_» Hor, What newes, my Lord? 

~ Bam, Oh wonderfull! ..,, 

' Hor. Good my Lord tell it. : 
Ham. No youlreuealeit. , pestis} 21 oset Hi 


aN €> 







Ham.Oh all you hoft of Heauen! Oh Earth:what els? | 





Hor, Not 1, my Lord, by Heauen, © 
Mar. Nor!, myLord. (think 
Ham. How fay you then, wouldh 

But you'’l be fatvare. ane 
Both. 1, by Heau’n, my Lord. 
Ham. There’s nere a villaine dwell 

But hee’s an arrant knaue. 

Hor, There needs no Ghof m 
Graue,to tell vs this. 1 
~ Ham, Why right,you are i’th’ right; 

And fo, without more circumftance at all, 

Thold it fit that we thake hands,and part: 

You,as your bufines and defires thal] point you; 

For euery man ha’s bufineffe and defire, 

Such asitis: and for mine owne poore part, 

Looke you, Ile goe pray. 

Hor, Thefe are but wild and hurling words, my Lord 

Ham. Ym forty they offend you heartily : 
Yes faith heartily. 

Hor. There’sno offence my Lord, 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patricke,but there is my Lord 
And much offence too, touching this Vifion hecre: 

Itis anhoneft Ghoff, that let me tell you: 

For your defire to know what is betweene vs, 

O’remafter’t as you may. And now good friends, 

As you are Friends,Schollers and Soldiers, 

Giue meone poore requeft, 

Hor. Whatis’t my Lord? we will. 

Ham, Never make known what you haue feen to night, 

Both. My Lord, we will not, 

Flam. Nay, but {wear’t. 

Hor, Infaithmy Lord, not I. 

Mar. Nori my Lord: in faith. 

Hari. Vpon my fword. 

Marcell. We haue fworne my Lord already. 
Ham. Indeed,vpon my (word, Indeed. i 
Gho. Sweare, Ghoft cries under the Stage. 

Ham. Ah habey,fayeft thou fo. Art thou there true- 
penny ? Cone one you here this fellow in the felleredge 
Confenc to fweare. aah. 
Hor. Propéfe the Oath my Lord. Die cs 
Ham. Neuer to {peake of this that you haute feene, 


ing in all Denmarke 


y Lord, come from the 


| Sweare by my fword, © 


Ghe, Sweare. 

Ham. His & vbique? Then wee'l fhift for grownd, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 
And lay your hands againe vpon my {word, 


| Neuer to{peake of this that you haue heard: 


Sweare by ny Sword, 
Gho. Sate Hl ; ; (fh? 
Ham, Well{aid old Mole,can’'(t worke ith ground i 

A worthy Pioner,once more remoue good friends." 
Hor. Oh day and night:but this is wondrous {trange- | 
Ham. And therefore aga flranger giue it welconte 

There are more things in Heauen and Earth, Horati,, 

Then are dream’t of in our Philofophy. Butcome, 

Here as before, neuer fohelpe you mercy, 

How ftrange or odde fo ere I beare my felfes 

(As I perchance heereafter fhall thinke meet 

To put an Anticke difpofitionon:) ~~~ 

That you at fuchtimefeeing me, neuerfhall Hd 

With Armes encombred thus, or thus, head fhakes "| 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubrfull Phrafes 

As well,weknow,or we could and if we would, 

Or if we liftto fpeake ; orthere be and if chere might, 

Or fuch ambiguous giuing outtonote, © sue 


, os tnneesenaeclanacatil 
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That you know ought of m°s this notro doe: 


So grace and mercy at yout oft neede helpe = 
Sweare. 
Ghoft. Sweare. J 
Ham. Reft, reft perturbed'Spirit: fo'Gentlemen, » 
With ail my loue I doe commend me to you 5 
and what {o poorea manas Hamlet is, 
May doe vexpreéffe his loue and friending to'you, 
Godwilling fhall notlacke: “ler vs goe i8 together, 
And (till your fingers on youtlippes I pray, 
The timeis out of joynt! Oh curfed fpight, 
Thac ever I was borneto fetit right, 


Nay come let's goe together. Exeunt. 


ae AT 


ae 


~ 


Aitus Secundus. 


Enter Polonins and Reynolds. 
Polos, Giue him his money,and thefe notes Reynoldo. 
Reynol. Y will my Lord. 
Polo. You thall doc marue!ls wifely: good Reynaldo, 
Before you vifite him you make inquiry 
Ofhis behaviour, 
Reynol. My Lord, I did intend it. 

Polos, Marry, well faid 3 

Very well faid, Looke you Sir, 

Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Pariss 

And how,and who; what meanes;and where they keepe: 
What compatty,at what expence: and finding 

By this encompafiement and drift of queftion, 

That they doe know my fonne: Come you more nécre} 
Then your particular demands will touch ic, 

Take you as *twere fome diftant knowledge of hiss! 

And thus { know his father and his friends, 

And in parthim. Doe you marke this Reywoldo? 

Reyuol, 1, very well my Lord. 

‘Polo, And in part him,but you may fay necwell; 
But ift be hee I meane, hees very wilde; 

Addicted fo and fos and there put,on him 

What forgeries you pleafe: marry, none foranke, 
As may difhonoarhims-take heedofthat :*: 

But Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips, ° 

As are Companions noted and moft knowne 

To youth and liberty. 

Reynol. As gaming my Lord. 

Polon, 1, or drinking, fencing, (wearing, 
Quarelling ,drabbing. You may goe fo farrei 

Reynol.. My Lord that would difhonourhim. 

Polon. Faithno,yas youmay feafon itinthe charges 
You muft not put another feandall on him, 
That hee is open to Incontinencie; 

That's not my meaning:but breath his faules fo 
That they may feeme the taints ofliberrys: 
The flath and out-breake ofa fiery minde, 

A fauagenes in vnreclaim’d-bloud of generall affaule, 

Reynol, Butmy goodBord.. ~ +: 

Polox. Whereforethould you doe 

Reynol. ¥ ny. Lord, } would know that. 

Polen, Marry Sir,heere’s my drift, 

And I belieue is is a ferch of warrants |! e'r) 2 
You laying thefeflipht\falleyes onmy 'Sonne;s! 


this? 


Marke you your party in donuerles bimeyou would’ 
Having euer feene. Intheprénominate critnds;” ” 


The youth yourbieath of guilty, be affur'd” ° drebsol bal 
He clofes with you in this:confequence:| 
Good fir,or fo, 68 friend, or Gentleman. 

According to the Phrafeand the Additions 


Of man and Country. 


Reynol. Very good my Lord, 
Polow. And then Sir does he this ? 
He does: what was about to fay? . 
i wes about to fay fomthing » where did Teaue? 
Reznol, At cloies in the confequence : 


Atfriend, or fojand Gentleman, 


quaintly, { 


Sorensen, bea OR 


Pojoa. At clotesin the confequenc®; marty, 
He clofes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 
i faw him yefierday,or tother day; 

Or then o¢ then, with fuch and fachsand as you fay, 


| There was he gaming, thereo rerooke in’s Roufe, 


There falling out at Tennis} or perchance; 
1 faw him enter fach a houfe of faile; 
Videlicet,s Brothell, ot fo forth. Sce younow; 
Y our bait of falfhood,cakes this Cape of truth 
And thus doe we of wifedome and of reach 
With windleffes,and with aflaies of Bias, 
By indireGions finde directions out : 
So by my former Lecture and aduice 
Shall you my Sonnesyou haue me, haue 
Reynol.My Lord Thane. ~ 
Polon. Godbuy you;fare you well. 
Reynol, Good my Lord: 
Polen. ‘Obierue his inclination in 
Reynol, } fhall my Lord, 
Polow. Andlethim plye his Maficke. © 
Reynol, Well, my Lord, Exit) 


younot? 


your felfe.;° 


Enter Ophelia, 

Poon, Farewell: 

How now Ophelia;what’s the matter? eer 
OpbesAlasmy Lords] haue beene foafftighted, 
Polow. With what,in the name of Heaven? &"' 
Ophe. My Lord,as:1-wasfowing in my Chamber, ’ 

Lord Hamlet with his doubletall ynbrac’d, 

No hat vponhis head, his ftockings foul'd, ' 

Vugartred, and downe giued to his Anckle, 

Pale as his thirt his knees knocking each othes, 

And with alooke fo pitious in purport, 

As ifhe had been loofed out of hell, 

To {peake of horrors : he'comes before mes 
Polon. Mad for thy Leue? pe 
Opbe. My Lord, doe not know: bue traly I do feare it. } 
Polon, Whatfaid he? 4 
Opbe. He tookeme by the wrift,and held me hard =" 

Then goes he tothe length of all his arriie; 

And wickhis other hand thus o're his brow; 

He falstofuchperufall.of my face, P bso 

Ashe would draw it. Long ttaid he fo, 

At laft,a little fhaking of mine Arme: 

And thrice his head thus‘wauing vp and dawnes:” 

He rais’d a figh, fo pittious and profound, 

That it did feeme to fhatter all his bulke, 

And end bis'being. That done, he lets me goe, 

Andwith his head ouer his fhoulders tutn’d, 


| He feem’d to finde his way-without his eyes, 


For cut adores he went without their helpe; 


| And tothe laft, bended their light on me. 
A EB nee . + ts tog a oe iy”. 
$‘twerea thing alittledoildi ti’ workiapesn ¢ (found, 


Polen. Goeititlyaie, Iwill goe fecke the King, | 
This istheyery extafie of Louc, 2 
Whole violent property foredoes it felfez” 
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And leads the will to defperate Vindertakings, 


‘As oft as any paffion ynder Heauen, 
That does affli@ our Natures. Iam forrie, 
‘Woat haue you giuen him any hard words of late? 


Ophe. No my good Lord : but as you did command, 


I did repell his Lecters,and deny’de 


His accefle to me. 
Pol. That hach made him mad. 
Tam forrie that with better {peed and iudgement 
Lhad not quoted him, I feare he did but trnfle, 
And meant to wracke thee: but befhrew my iealoufie: 


Tc feemes it is as proper to ovr Age, 
To caft beyond our felues in our Opinions, 


As itis common for the yonger fort 


Tolacke di‘cretion, Come,go weto the King, 


This muft be knowne, W being kept clofe might moue 


More greefe to hide, thenhatetoveterloue, © Exennt. 





Scena Secunda. 





&..ter King, Queene,Rofincrane,and Guildena 
Sterne Camalys. 

* King, Welcome deere Rofixcrance and Gasldenfterne, 

Moreouer, that we much did long to fee you, 

The neede we haue to vfe you,did prouuke 

Our hafiie fending. Something haue you heard 

Of Hamlets transformation : {oJ call it, 

Since not th’exterior, nor the inward man 

Refemmbles that itwas. Whatitthouldbee . _ 

More then his Fathers death, that thus hach put him 

So much from th’vnderftanding ofhimfelfe, 

Icannot deeme of. Tintreat you both, 


~ | That being of fo young dayes brought yp with him : 


And fince fo Neighbour’d to his youth,and humour, 
That you vouchfafe your reft heere in our Courr 
Somelittle time : fo by your Companies 
To draw him on to plesfures,and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you may gleane, 
That open’d lies within our remedie. 

Qu, Good Gentlemen,he hath much talk’d of you, 
And jure Iam, two men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 
To fhew vs fo-much Gentrie,and good will, 


| As to expend your time with vs a-while, 

| Forthe fupply and profit of our Hope, 

1 Your Vifitation fhall receiue fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 


Rofin, Both your Maiefties | 
Might by the Soueraiyne power you haue of ys, 
Put your dread pleafures, more into Command 
Then to Entreatie. 

Guil. We bothobey, _ 


j And here giue vpour felues, in the full bene, 


To lay our Services freely at your feete, 

To he commanded. 
King. Thankes Rofincrance,and gentle Guildenfterne, 
Lm. Thankes Guldenfterne and gentle Rofincrance. 


| And I befeech you inftantly to vifit 
1 My too much changed Sonne. 


Go fome of ye, 


} And bring the Gentlemen where Hazlet is. 


Gasl. Heavens make our prefence and our pra@tifes 
Pleatant and helpfull to him. Exite 


_ Areioyfully return’d. 


_ He tels memy fweet Queene, that he hath found 














Queene. Amen . EM 
Enter Pelonius, ii 
Pol, Th’ Ambaffadors from Norwey,!my good Lord} 


King. Thou fill haft bin the Father of good Newes 
Pol. Hauel,my Lord? Affure you,my good Liege 

Thold my dutie,as I hold my Soule, : 

Both to my God, one to my gracious King : 

And I do thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 

Hunts not the traile of Policie,{o fure 

As I have ys'd todo: that] haue found 

The very caufe of Hamlets Lunacie. 
King, Oh fpeake of that,that I do long to heare, 
Pol. Give firft admittance to th’'Ambafladors, 

My Newes fhall be the Newes to that great Feaft, 
King. Thy felfe do grace tothem,and bring them in, 


The head and fourfe of ali your Sonnes diftemper, 
#4. I doubtitisno other, bur che maine, 
His Fathers death,and our o’reehafty Marriage, 
Enter Polonins VU oltumand, and Cornelius, 

King. Well, we fhallfift him. Welcome goad Frends; 
Say Voltumand, what from our Brother Norwey? 

Volt. Moft faire returne of Greetings,and Defires, 
Vpon our firft, he feat out to fuppreffe 
His Nephewes Leuies,which to him appear'd 
To bea preparation ’gainftthe Poleak ; 

But better look’d into, he truly found 

It was againft your Highneffe, whereat greeued,} 
That fo his Sickneffe, Ape,and impotence 

Was falfely borne in hand, fends out Arrefts 

On Fortinbras, which be (in breefe) obeyes, 
Receiues rebuke from Norwey: and intine, 
Makes Vow before his Vakle.neuer more 

To giue th’aflay of Armes againft your Maieftie, 
Whereonold Nurwey, oucrcome with ioy, 
Giues bim three thouiand Crownes in Annuall Fee, 
And hts Commiffion to imploy thofe Soldiers 

So leuied as before, again{t the Polesk : 

With an intreacy heerein further fhewne, 

That ic might pleafe you to give quiet paffe 
Through your Dominions, for his Enterprize, 
On fuch regards of lafety and allowance, 

As therein are fet downe. 

King. Iclikes vs well: 

And at our more confider’d time wee'l read, 

Anfwer,and thinke vpon this Bufineffe. 

Meane time wethanke you, for your well-tooke Labow. 

Goto your reft, atnight wee'l f eaft cogether. 

Moft welcome home, Exit Ambal. 
Pol. This bufineffe is very well ended. 

My Liege,and Madam, to expoftulate 

What Maieftie fhould be, what Dutieis, 

Why day is day snight,night; and timeis time, 

Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day,and Time, 

Therefore, fince Breuitieis the Soule of Wit, 

And tedioufneffe, the limbes and outward flourifhes, 

I willbe breefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad; 

‘Mad call } its for to define true Madneffe, 

What is't, but to be nothing elfe but made 

But let that go. 

Qn, More matter, with leffe Art, - 

Pol. Madam.I{weare I vfeno Art atall: 
That he is mad, tis true :’Tis true tis pittie, 
And pictie itis true : A foolith figure, © 
But farewell it : for I will yfe no. Art. aX 


Mad lec vs grant himchen: and now remaines 
That we finde out the caufe of this effect, 
‘lorracher fay , the caufe of this defect ; 
forthis effect defectiue, comes by caufe, 
Thus it remaines,and the remainder thus, Perpend, 
[haves daughter shaue,whil’ft fheis mine, 
Who in her Dutie and Obedience, marke, 
Hath giuen me this: now gather,and furmife. 
The Letter. 
Torhe ( cleftiall,and my Soules doll, the moff beatified O- 
helia. 
That’s anill Phrafe,avilde Phrofe, beautified isa wilde 
Phrafe: but you shall heare thefe in her excellent white 
bofome, thefe, 
Ou, Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pol. Good Madam flav awhile, I will be faichfull. 

Doubt thow, the Srarres are fire, 
Donbt, that the Sunne doth moe s 
Donbe Trath to be a Lier, 
Butwener Doubt, I lone. 
Odeere Ophelia, I ans ill attbefe Numbers: I bane not Art to 
rekon my grones; but that I loue thee bef, ob moft Beft be- 
heweit. eAdiew. 

Thine enermore moft deere Lady whilft this 

(Machine w tobin, Hamles. 

Thisin Obedience hath my daughter fhew’d me: 
And more aboue hatithis folicicing, 
As they fell out by Time, by Meanes,and Place, 
All given to mine care. 

King. Buthow hath fhe receiu’d his Loue? 

Pol, What do youthinke of me ?: 

King, Asofaman, faithfull and Honourable. 

Pol, wold faine proue fo.But what might.you think ? 
When I had feene this hor loue onthe wing, 

AsI perceived it, I muft tell you that 

Before my Daughter told me,what might you 

Or my deere Maieftie your Queene heere, think, 
If had playd the Deske or Table-booke, 
Orgiven my heart a winking, mute and dumbe, 
Oriook’d vpon this Loue,with idle fight, 

What might you thinke ? No,I wene round to worke, 
And (my yong Miftris)thus I did befpeake 

Lord Hazslet is a Prince out of thy Starre, 

This muft not be : and then,1 Precepts gaucher, 
That fhe fhould locke her felfe from his Refort, 
Admit no Meffengers, receiueno Tokens: 
Which done, fhe tooke the Fruites of my Aduice, 
Andhe repulfed, A fhort Tale ro make, 

Fell into a Sadneffe, then incoa Fatt, 

Thence toa Watch, thence into a Weakneffe, 
Thence to a Lightneffe,and by this declenfion 
ilnto the Madneffe whereon now he raues, 

jAnd all we waile for. 

King. Do you thinke ‘tis this? 

Qu. Jemay be very likely. 

Pol. Hath there bene fuch a time, F'de fain know that, 
That I have poffitiuely faid, *cis fa, } 
When it prou’d otherwife? 

King. Not that I know, 

Pol. Take this from this; if chis be otherwife, 

iscumfances leademe, I will finde 

ere truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
ithinthe Center. 
King. How may wetry it further? 
Pel. You know fometimes 
*walkes foure houres together, heere | 
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Inthe Lobby. ° wet 
~ Qe, Sohe ha’s indeed. 

Pol. At fucha time rn, my Daughter to him; 
Be you and I behinde an Atyas then, A838 
Marke the encounter :.1fty¢: 
And be not from his reafou 
Let me be no Affittayté for a i 
And keepe a Farmeé and Caitels. 

King. We willtry it. 


) Enter Hamlet reading es Booke. 


Lz. But looke where fadly the poore wretch 
Comes reading. / 

Pol, Away I do befeech vou, both away, 

He boord hira prefently. Exit King & Queen, | 
Gh giue meleaue. How does my good Lord Hamlet?” | 

Ham, Well,God-a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me,my Lord? 

Ham. Excellent,excellent well : y’area Fifhmonger, § 

Pols NotI my Lord. j 

Ham. Then-t would you were fo honeft a man, 

Pol. Honeft,my Lord? 

Ham. Vfit,cobe honeft as this world goes, istobee } 
one man pick’d out oftwo thoufand: 

Pel. Thav’s very true.my Lord. 

Ham, For if the Sun breed Magotsin a dead dogee; 
being a good kiffing Carrion ———~ 
Haue you a daughter? 

Pcl. Thaue my Lord. 

Ham, Let her not walkei’th’Sunne : Conceptionis a 
blefsing, but not as your daughter may concejue,Friend 
looke too’r. 

Pol. How fay you by that?Still harping on my daugh- 
ter: yer he knew me noc at firft; he faid ] was a Fifhmon- 
ger: heis farre gons,farre gone: and truly in my youth, 
i Suffred much extreamity for loue: very neere this, He} 
{peake to him againe, What do you read my Lord? 

Ham, Words,words,words. 

Pri. What isthe matter,my Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene who? 

Pol. I meane the matter you meane,my Lord. 

Ham, Slanders Sir : for the Satyricali flane faies here, | 
that old men haue gray Beards; that their faces arewrin- 
kled ; their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Plum-Tieé 
Gumme : and thatthey haue a plenrifull locke of Wir, 
together with weake Hammes. All which Sir, though I 
moft powerfully, and potently belecue 5 yet Tholdcit 
not Honeftie to haue it thus fetdowne: For youyour 
felfe Sir, fhould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could 
go backward, 

Pol, Though this be madneffe, 

Yet there is Method in’z: will you walke 
Out of the ayre my Lord? 

Ham. \nto my Graue? 

Pol. Indeed that is ouc oth’ Ayre: 

How pregnant (fometimes )his Replies are? 

A happineffe, 

That often Madneffe hits on, ; 

Which Reafon and Sanitie conldnoe 

So profperoufly be deliver’d of. 

I will leaue him, ‘ 
And fodainely contrive the meanes of méeting 
Betweene him,and my daighrer. 

My Honourable Lord, I will moft humbly 
Take my leaue of you. 


00 3 . Ham 
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The Tragedie of. Hamlet. 


A, 





‘Tife. 
Polon. Fare you well my Lord. 
Ham, Thefe tedious old fooles. 


Polos. You goe to feeke my Lord Hamlet; there 
hee is, 





Exter Rofincran and Guildenflerne. 

Rofiz. God {aue you Sir. 

Guild. Mine honour’d Lord? 

Rofin, My moft deare Lord? 

Ham. My éxcellent. good friends? How do’ft thou 
Guildenfterse? Oh, Rofincrane ; good Lads: How doe ye 
both? 

Rofin. As the indifferent Children of the earch, 

Guild. Happy ,inthat we are not ouer-happy: on For- 
tunes Cap, we are not the very Button. ies 

Ham. Nor the Soales of her Shoo? 

Rofin.. Neither my Lord,,. 

Ham. Then you liue about her wafte, orin the mid- 
dle of her fauour ? 3 

Guil. Faith, her privates, we. : 

Ham. Inthe fecret parts of Fortune? Oh, moft true: 
fhe is a Strumpet. What's the newes? 

Rofin, None my Lord; but that the Wotld’s growne 
honeft. 

Ham. Then is Doomefday neere; But your newes is 
not true, Let me queftion more in particular: what have 
you my good friends, deferued ac the hands of Fortune, 
that fhe fends you to Prifon hither? 

Guil. Prifon,my Lord? 

Ham. Denmark’sa Prifon. 

Rofiz. Thenisthe Worldone, 

Ham. A goodly one,in which there are thany Cone 
fines, Wards,and Dungeons ; Denmarke being one o’h’ 
wortt, 

Rofiz. We thinke not fo my Lord. 

Ham. Why then'tis none to you;for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: to me it is 
a prifon, 

Rofin. Why then your Ambition makes it one: ’tis 
too narrow for your minde. 

Ham, O.God, I could be bounded ina nuthhell, and 
count ty felfe a King of infinite {paces were it notthat 
I haue baddreames. 

Guil. -Which dreames indeed are Ambition : forthe 
very fubftance of che Ambitious, is mecrely the fhadow 
ofa Dreame. 

Ham, A dreame it felfeis but a thadow. 

Rofia. Truely, arid ] hold Ambition of fo ayry and 
light a quality, that it is buta fhadowes fhadow, 

Ham, Thenare our Beggers bodies; and our Mo- 
narchs and out-ftrercht, Heroes the Beg gers Shadowes: 
a wee to th’ Court: for, by my fey I cannotrea- 

on? 

Both. Wee'l wait vpon you. 

Ham. No fachmarter, Iwill not fort:you with the 
reft of my leruants: for to fpéake to you like an honeft 
man: Lam mott dreadfully attended; but inthe beaten 
way of friendfhip, What make you at Elfonower? 

Rofiz. To vifit you my Lord,no other occafion: 

Ham. Begger that 1.am,] am even poore in thankes; 
but Ithanke you: and fure deare friends my thanks 
are too dearea halfepeny ;. were younot fent for? Is it 
your owne inclining? Is it a free vifitation? Come, 


| “Ham. You cannot Sirtake from me any thing, that], 
o more willingly part withall, except my. life, my 


ce 


deale inftly with me: come,comeynay fpeake. RE Hy: 
Guil. What fhould we fay my Lord ?.. i 


Ham, Why any thing. Bue tothe purpole; you were! 


fent for; and there isa kinde confeffion in YOUr lookes« 

: a NAGS 
which your modefties haue not - craft enough to ¢o, 
lor,I know the good King & Queene haue fent for you 

Rofiz, To what end my Lord? 

Ham. That you muft teach me: but letmee conjure 
you by the rights of our fellowfhip,by the confonancy of 
our youth,by the Obligation of our euer-prefervied Joye 
and by what more deare, a better propofer could cha; ‘ 
you withall; be even and direct with me, wheth 
were fent for or no, 

Rofis. What fay you ? 

Ham. Nay then I haue an eye of you: if you loueme 
hold not off. 

Guil. My Lord, we were fent for, 

Ham. Iwilltell youwhy ; fo fhall my anticipation 
preuent your difcouery of your {ecricieto the King and 
Qoeene:moult no feather, I haue of late, but wherefore 
1 know nor, loft all my mirth, forgone all cuftomeof cx. 
ercifes and indeed, it goes fo heanenly with my difpofiti. 
on;that this goodly frame the Earth, fecmes tomeafter- 
rill Promontory ; this moft excellent Canopy the Ayre, 
look you, this braue ore-hanging, this Maielticall Roof, 
fretted with golden fire: why, it appearesno other thing 
to mee, thena foule and peftilent congregation of ya 
pours, What a piece of worke isa man! how Noble in 
Reafon ? how infinite in faculey ? in forme and mouing 
how expreffe and admirable? in Aion, how like an An- 


’ gel? in apprehenfion, how like a God? the beauty of the 


world, the Parragon cf Animals ; and yet tome; whatis 
this Quinteffence of Duft? Man delights not me; no, 
nor Woman neither; though by your finiling you feeme 
to fay fo. . 

Rofin, My Lord, there was no fuch ftuffe in my 
thoughts. 

Ham. Why did youlaugh,when I faid, Man delights 
not mee 

Rofin, To thinke, my Lord,ifyou delight notin Man, 
what Lenton entertainment the Players fhall receiue 
from you: wee coated them onthe way, and hither are 
they comming to offer you Serunce. 

Ham. He that playes the King thall be welcome; his 
Maiefty fhall haue Tribute of mee; the adventurous 
Knight fhal vie his Foyle and Target : the Louer fhall 
not figh grats, the humorous man fhall end his patt 9 
peace; the Clowne fhall make thofe laugh whofe lungs 
are tickled a'th’ fere: andthe Lady fhall fay her minde 
freely; or the blanke Verfe fhall halt for’e: whas Players 
are they ? big 

Rofia. Euenthofeyou were wont to cake delight 
the Tragedians of the City. 

Ham, How chances it they trauaile? 
dence both in reputation and profit was 
wayes, 

Rofis, I thinke their Inhibition comes by the mieanes 
of che late Innonation ? i did 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they 
when I wasin theCity? Are they fo follow'd? 

Rofin, No indeed,they are not. 

Ham. How comes it? doe they grow rulty? 

Rofin. Nay, their indeauour keepes in the 
pace; But there is Sir an ayrie of Children, gel 
Yafes, that erye out on the cop of queftion ; al 
are moft tyrannically clap’t for's : thefe are a hic 


their rele 
bercer both 


wonted 
firrle 





Cr yon] . 


\ 


fafhion, and fo be-ratled the commen Stages) (fo they 
callthem) that many wearing Rapiers, areaftraide of 
Goofe-quils,and dare {carfe come thither. 

Ham. Wohatare they Childrens? Who maintains’em? 
How are they efcoted? Will they purlue the Quality no 
jonger then they canfing ? Will they not fay after wards 
ifthey fhould grow themfelues to common Players (as 
itis like moft ifcheir.meanes arenoy better) their Wri- 
ters do them wrong, tomake them exclaim againft their 
owne Succeffion. 

Rofix, Faith there ha’s bene much to do on both fides: 
andthe Nationhelds it no finne, to tarre chemto Con- 
trouerfie, There was for awhile, no mony bid for argu- 
ment, voleffe the Poet and che Player went to Cuffes in 
the Queftion, 

Ham, 1s't poflible? 

Guild. Ob there ha’s beene much throwing about of 
Braines. 

Ham, Dothe Boyes carry it away ? 

Rofix.1 that they domy Lord, Herowles & his load too. 

Ham, Itisnotftrange: for mine Vockle is King of 
Denmarke, and thofe that would make mowes athim 
while my Father liued; give twenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducates a peece, for his picture in Little. There is fome- 
thing in this more then Naturall; ef Philofophie could 
finde it out. 


Elourilh for the Players. 


' Gud. There are the Players. 

Ham, Gentlemen,you are welcom to Elfonower: your 
hands, come: The appurcenance of Welcome, is Fafhion 
andCeremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
left my extent to the Players(which I cell youmuft thew 
fairely oucward){hould more appeare like entertainment 
thenyours. Youatre welcome : but my Vnckle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are decein’d. 

Gail, In what my deere Lord? 

Ham. 1am but mad North,Norch-Weft : when the 
Winde is Southerly, I know a Hawke froma Handfaw. 
Enter Polouins. 

Pol, Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham, Hearke you Guildenfferne, and youtoo: at each 
tareahearer: that great Baby you fee there, isnot yer 
out of his fwathing clouts. 

Ron, Happily he’s the fecond time come to them: for 
they fay an old man istwicea childe. 

Ham, \willPfophefie. Hee comesto tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you fay right Sir : fora Monday mor- 
ting ‘twas fo indeed. Esa 

Pol, My Lord,] haue Newes to tell you, 

Ham, My Lord, 1 haue Newes to tell you. 

When Roffius an Aétor in Rome—~ 

Pel. The Adors arecome hither my Lord. 

Ham. Buzze, buzze. 

Pol. Vpon mine Honor. 

Ham. Then caneach A&or on his Afle——— 

Polen, The beft Actors in the world, either for Trage- 
die, Comedie,Hiftorie, Paftorall ; Paftoricall-Comicall- 
Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Tragicall-Hiftoricall s Tragicall- 
Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Scene indivible, or Po- 
¢mvnlimited. Sexeca cannot be too heauy, nor Plastus 
too light, for che law of Writ,and the Liberty. Thefe are 
the onely men. 

Ee Ham, O Lephta ludge of Ifrael,whata Treafure had’ 
ou? 

Pol. What a Treafure had he,my Lord >. 

Ham, Why one faire Daughter,and no niore, 


The Frazedie of Hamlet. 


The which he loued paffing welk 

Pol. Stillonmy Daughter. , ie: 

Ham. Am novi'th’right old Jephta? 2 - 

Polon. Ifyou call me /ephtamy Lord, I haue 2 daugh- 
ter that I loue pafling well. i bled 

Ham, Nay that followesnot. 

Polon. What followes then,my Lord? 

Ha.Why, As by lot,God wot : and then you know, It 
came to paffe, as moft like it was: The firft rowe of the 
Pous Chanfen will thew youmore. Forlooke where my 
Abridgements come. 
ee Eater foure or fine Players. 

Y’are welcome Matters, welcome all. Tam gladto fee 
thee well: Welcome good Friends, O my olde Friend? 
Thy face is valiant fince I fawthee laf : Com’ft thou to 
beard me in Denmarke ? What, my yong Ladyand Mi-} 
ris? Byrlady your Ladifhip is neerer Heaven then when 
I faw you lait, by the altitude ofa Choppine. Pray God} 
your voice like a peece of yncurrant Galdbe not crack’d 
within thering. Mafters,you are all welcome:wee'l ene 
to’c like French Faulconers, fie at any thing we fee: wee’l 
have a Speech ftraight. Come giue vsa taitof your qua- 
lity : come,a paflionate fpeech. } 

1.Play. What {peech,my Lord ? 

Ham, Vheardthee fpeak mea {peech once, but it was 
neuer Acted ; or if it was,not aboueonce; forthe Play I 
remember pleas’d not the Million, ‘twas Casmiurie to the 
Generall : but it was (as Treceiu’d it, and others, whofe 
iudgement in fuch matters, criedin the top of mine) an 
excellent Play ; well digefted in the Scoenes, fer downe 
witli as much modeftie,as cunning, J remember one faid, 
there was no Sallecs in the lines, romake the matter fa- 
uoury; Aor no matter in the phrafe, that might indite the 
Author of affectation,but cal'd ir an honeft method.One 
cheefe Speech init, I cheefelylow’d, ’twase£neas Tale 
to Dide, and thereabout of it efpecially, where he fpeaks 
of Priams flaughter, fir liuein your memory, begin at 
this Line, let me fee.let me fee : The rugged Pyrrbus like 
th’Ayrcanian Beat. Itisnot fo: itbegins with Pyrrkus 
The rugged Pyrrhus, he whofe Sable Armes: 

Blacke as his purpofe, did the night refemble 
When-he lay couched in the Ominons Horie, . 

Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion {mear’d — 
With Heraldry more difmall; Head to foote 

Now is he to take Geulles, horridly Trick’d 

With blood of Fethers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 
Bak’d and impafted with the parching ftreets, 

That lend a tyrannousjand-damned light 

To their vilde Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire 

And thus o’resfized wich coagulate gore, t 
VVith eyes like Carbuncles, the hellith Pyrrhus 

Old Grandfire Priau feckes. 

Pol. Fore God, my Lord, well fpoken, with goodac- 
cent,and good difcretion. : 

1.Player. Anon he findes fim, 

Striking too fhort at Greekes. His anticke Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it falles 
Repugnant to command : ynequall match, 

Pyrrhus xt Priam driues, in Rage ftrikes wide : 
But with che whiffe and winde of his fell Sword, 
Th’vonerued Father fals. Then fenfeleffe Ilium, 
Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming cop 
Stoopesto his Bace, and witha hideous crafh 
Takes Prifoner Pyrvbys eare, For loe,his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milkie head 


Of Reuerend Priam, feem’d i’th’Ayre to ftieke: 
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Soas a painted Tyrant Pyrrbus ftood, ” 
And like a Newrrall to his will and matter, did nothing. 
But as we often fee againft fome ftorme, 
A filence inthe Heauens, the Racke ftand fill, 
The bold windes fpeechleffe, and the Orbe below 
As irvafh as death : Anon the dreadfull Thunder 
Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhus paufe, 
Arowled Vengeance fets him new a-worke,| 
And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall 
On Mars his Armours, forg’d for proofe Eterne, 
With leffe remorfe then Pyrrbus bleeding {word 
Now falles on Priam. 
Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gods, 
In generall Synod take away her power: 
Bredke all che Spokes and Fallies from her wheele, 
And boulezhe round Naue downe thehill of Heauen, 
Aslow as to the Fiends. 
Pol. This is toolong. 
| Ham. At fhallto’th Barbars, wich your beard, Pry- 
theeifay on: He's for a ligge,or a tale of Baudzy , or hee 
fleepes. Say on; cometo Hecuba. 
_ 1,Play.Butwho,O who, had feenthe inobled Queen, 
Ham, The inobled Queene? 
Pol. That’s good: Inobled Queene is good. 
1,P/ay. Run bare-foot vp and downe, 
Threatning the fame 
With Biffon Rheume: A clout about that head, 
Where late the Diadem ftood, and fora Robe 
Aboucherlanke and all ore-teamed Lounes, 
A blanket inth’Alarum of feare caught vp. 
Who this had feene, with rongue in Venome fleep’d, 
’*Gainft Fortunes State, would Treafon haue pronoune’de 
But if the Gods themfelues did fee her then, 
When the faw Pyrrhus make malicious {port 
In mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbes, 
The inftant Burft of Clamour that fhe made 
(Valeffe things mortall moue them not at all) 
Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Heauen, 
| And paffionin the Gods, 
Pol. Looke where heha’s not turn’d his colour, and 
ha’stearesin’s eyes. Pray youno more. 
| Ham. *Tiswell, Tiehaue thee fpeake out the reft, 
| foone, Good my Lord, will you fee the Players wel be- 
| Row'd, Doye heare, let them be well vs’d for they are 
the Abftradts and breefe Chronicles of the time. After 
|yourdeath, you were better havea bad Epitaph, then 
their ill report while you liued. 

F Pol, My Lord, 1 will vfe themaccording to their de- 
art, . ; 1 i 
Ham. Gods bodykins man, better. ‘fe everieman 

after his défart, and who fhould fcape whipping: vfe 
{ them after your own Honor and Dignity. The leffe they 
deferue, the more meritis in your bountie. Take them 
in. 
Pol. Come firs, Exit Polon. 
Ham. Yellow him Friends:wee’l heare 3 play to mor- 
row. Doft thouheare me old Friend, ‘can you play the 
murther of Gonzage? . 
Play. Imy Lord, 
Ham. Wee'lha'tto morrow night. You could fora 
need ftady.a fpeech of fome dofen or fixteene lines, which 
4 Lwould ferdowne,and infert in’t? Could ye not? 
Play. Iitny Lord. 
Ham. Very well. Followthat Lord, andlooke you 
: mock him nots, My good Friends, He leaue you til night 
yen are welcome to El/onower ? 





T he ‘Tragedie of Hamlet. 


Seed 


Rofin. Good my howd? 20) bol-at-od ol og > 
‘CManet Hamer. Eston, 


Ham, \fo,God buy’ye : Now Iam alone, 
Oh what a Rogue and Pefant flaue amy? 
Is it not monftrous that this Player heere, 
But in a Fixion,in adreame of Paffion, 
Could force his fonle fo to his whole conceit! 
That from her working;all his vifage warm’d 
Teares in his eyes, diftragtionin’s Afpe@, 
A broken voyce,and his whole Funétion fuiting 
With Formes,to his Conceit ? And all for Nothinoe>? 
For Hecuba? e 
What's Heceubato him,or he to Hecnba, 
That he fhould weepe for her ? What would he doe 
Had he the Motiue and the Cue for paffion ; 
That I haue? He would drowne the Stage withteares 
And cleaue the generall eare with horrid fpeech: : 
Make mad the guilty,and apale the free, 
Confound the ignorant, and amazeiadeed, 
The very faculty of Eyes and Eares. Yer, 
A dull and muddy-metled Rafcall,peake 
Like Iohn a-dreames,vnpregnant of my caufe, 


And cen fay nothing : No,not fora King, 


Vpon whofe property,and mott deere life, 

A dammn’d defeate wasmmade, AmIa Coward? 

Who calles me Villaine ? breakes my pate aecroffe ? 
Pluckes off my Beard,and blowes it in my facer 
T'weakes me by’ch’Nofe? giues me the Lye i’ch’Throste, 
As deepe asto the Lungs? Who does me this? 

Ha? Why | fhould takeit: for it caanotbe, 

But I am Pigeon-Liuer’d,and lacke Gall 

Tomake Oppreffion hitter, or ere this, 

I fhould hane fated all che Region Kites 


| With this Slaves Offall, bloudy ; a Bawdy villaine, 


Remorfeleffe, Freacherous,Letcherous, kindles villaine! 
Oh Venyeance! 

Who? What an Affe am I? I fure,this is moft braue, 
That I, the Sonne of the Deere murthered, 
Prompted tomy Reuenge by Heaven, and Hell, 
Muft (ike a Whore) vnpacke my heart with words, 
And fall a Curfing likea very Drab, 

A Scullion? Fye vpon’t ; Foh. About my Braine. 

I haue heard, thac guilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 
Haue by the very: cunning of the Scoene, 

Bene ftrooke fo to the foule, that prefently 


| They haue proclaim’d their MaletaGtichs. 


For Murther, though it haue no tongue, will fpeake 
With moft myraculous Organ, Ile have theic Players, 
Play fomething like the murder of my Father, 
Before mine Vnkle. [le obferuc his lookes, 
Tle cent him to the quicke : [fhe bur blench | 
[know my courfe. The Spirit thar I have feene 
May be the Diuell, and the Diuel hath power 
T’affume apleafing fhape, yea and perhaps 
Our of my Weakneffe, and my Melancholly, 
As heiswery potent with fuch Spirits, 
Abufes me to damneme. Ile haue grounds 
More Relatiue then this: The Play’s the thing, 
Wherein fle catch the Confcience ofthe King.  Ex# 
Enter King, Queene, Polonius, Ophelia, Re 
fincrance, Guildenfterw, and Lerds. 


King. And can you by no drift of cireumftance 
Get from him why he puts on this Confufion : 


Grating fo haribly ail his dayes of quiet with 


a ee ptm i none aecttem nent NA 





With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy, 
Rofin. He does confeffe he feeles him felfe diftracted, 
Buc from what caufe he will by no meanes fpeake. 
Geil. Nor do we finde him forward to be founded, 
But with a crafty Madneffe keepes aloofe : 
When we would bring him on to fome Confeffion 
Of his true ftate. 
Ox. Did he receme you well ? 
Rofinz. Moftlikea Gentleman. 
Guild. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 
Rofin, Niggard of queftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 
ol. Did you aflay him to any paftime? 
Rofin. Madam, it fo fell out, chat certaine Players 
We ore-wrought onthe w ay : of thefe we told him, 
And there did feeme in hima kinde of ioy 
Toheare of it: They are about the Court, 
And (as I thinke) they haue already order 
This night to play before him, 
Pol. ’Tis mott true: 
And he befeech’d me to intreate your Maiefties 
Toheare,and fee the matter. 
King. With all my heart,and it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. Good Gentlemen, 
Give bim a further edge, and driue his purpofe on 
Tothefe delights. 
Rojin. We {hall my Lord. 
King. Sjweet Gertrade leaue vs too, 
For we haue clofely fent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as twere by accident, may there 
Afftont Ophelsa. Her Father.and my felfe(lawful efpials) 
Willfo beftow our felues, that feeing vnfeene 
We may of their encounter frankely iudge, 
And gather by him,as he is behaued, 
Iftbe th’affliction of his loue,orno, 
That thus he fuffers for. 
Qy, 1 fhall obey you, a 
And tor your part Ophelia, I do wi. 
That your good Beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildenefle : fo fhall 1 hope your Vertues 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe, 
Toboth your Honors, 
Ophe. Madam,{ with it may. 
Pol. Ophelia, walke you heere.Gracious fo pleafe ye 
We wiill beftow our felues : Reade on this booke, 
That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelineffe. We are oft too blame in this, 
‘Tistoo much prou’d, that with Deuotions vifage, 
And pious A&tion, we do furge o’re 
The diuell himfelfe. 
King, Oh’tis trues 
How {mare a lath that fpeech doth giue my Con‘cience ? 
The Harlors Checke beautied with plaift’ring Art 
Isnot more vely to the ching that helpesic, 
Then is my deede, to my moft painted word, 
Oh heauie burthen !. 
Pol, T heare him comming,let’s wichdraw my Lord. 
Exeunt, 


Exeunt. 


x Enter Hamlet. : 

Ham. To be,ornotto be, thatis the Queftion ; 
Whether ‘tis Nobler in the minde to fuffer 5 
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune," 

Tto take Armes againft aSea oftroubles, 
And by oppofing end them : to dye,to fleepa: - 
more; andby a fleepe, to fay we end 

¢ Heart-ake, and the thoufand Naturall fhockes 


That Flethis heyre too? 'Tis a confummation 
Deaoutly tobe with’d. To dyeto fleepe, 
To ficepe, perchance to Dreame 5 I, there’s the rub, 
For in that fleepe of death, what dreames may come, » 
When we haue fhufflel’d off this mortall coile, 
Mult giue vs pawfe. There’s the refpe@ ; 
That makes Calamity of fo long life : of Cadet 
For who would beare the Whips and Scornes of time, 
The Oppreffors wrong, the poore mans Contumely, 
The pangs of difpriz’d Lone, the Lawes delay, 
The infolence of Office,and the Spurnes 
That patient merit of the vnworthy takes, 
When he himfelfe mig he his’ Durer zs make 
With a bare Bodkin? Whe would thefe Fardles beare 
To grunt and fweat ynder a wearylife, 
Bot chat the dread of fomething after death, 
The vadifcouered Countrey, from whofe Borne 
No Traveller returnes, Puzels the will, 
And makes vs rather beare thofeilles we haue,’ 
Then flye to others that we know not of, 
Thus Confcience does make Cowards of ys all, 
And thus the Natiue hew of Refolution 
Is ficklied o’re, with the pale caft of Thought, 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard their Currants turne away, 
And loofe the name of AGtion= Soft you now,” 
The faire Ophelia? Nimph, in thy Orizons 
Ec all my Gnnes remembred, 
Ophe. Good my Lord, 
How does your Honor forthis many a day? 

Ham. 1 bumbly chanke you: well,well,well, 

Ophe. My Lord,I haue Remembrances of yours, 
That I haue longed long to re-deliner, ; 
I pray you now, receiue them. 

Ham. No,no, I neucr gave you ought. 

Ophe. My honor’d Lord, I know right wellyou did, 
And with them words of fo {weet breach composd, 
As made the things more rich, then perfume left: 
Take thefe againe, forto the Nobleminde 
Rich gifts wax poore, when givers proue ynkinde,’ 
There my Lord. - ; 

Ham, Ha,ha: Are you honefif 

Ophe. My Lord, 

Ham, Are you faire ? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordfhip ? 

Ham. That if you be honeft and faire, your Honefty 
fho id admit no difcourfe to your Beautie. 

Ople. Could Beautie my Lord, haue better Comierce 
then your Honeftie? : 

Ham, | teulie : for the power of Beautie, will feoner 
transforme Honcftie from what iis, to a Bawd, then the 
force of Honeftic can tranflare Beautie into his likenefle, 
This was fometime a Paradox, but now the time giues it} 
proofe « I didloue you once. 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue fo, 

Ham. Youthould not have beleeved me, For vertue 
cannot {fo innoceulate our old ftocke, but we thall rellifh 
ofit. Iloued you not. 

Ophe. I was the more decejued,- 

Ham, Get theetoa Nunnerie. Why would’ thou 
bea breeder of Sinners ? 1am my felfe indifferent honeft, 
buc yet I couldaccuf: me of fiach things,chat it were bet= 
ter my Mother hadnot borneme. Jam very prowd, ree} 
uengefull, Ambitious, with more offences at my becke, 
then J haue thoughts to put them in imagination, to giue|} 
them fhape,or timeto acte them in, What fhould fuch 


__Fel-} 















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































266 The Trasedie of Hamlet, 
Fellowes asIdo, crawlitig-betweene Heaven and Earth, ray 
We are arranc Knauesall, beleeuenoneofvs.’ Goe'thy Enter Hamlet ,and two or three of the Players 
wayes'te'a Nunnery. Where's your Father ? ¢ ) 

Ophe, At home, my Lord. Ham, Speake the Speech I pray you,asT pronotiie’d 

Ham, Lerthe doores be fhut vponhim, thathe may | it to you trippingly onthe Tongue : But if you mouthit, 
play the Boole no way, bit in’s owne houfe, Parewell. as many of your Players do, i hadas liae the Town-Ctyer 

Ophe. O helpe him, you fweer Heavens. had {poke my Lines : Nor do not faw the Ayre toomuch 
Ham. Ufthoudoeft Marry, Ile give thee this Plague | your hand thus, but vie all gently ; for in the verieTor.| 
for thy Dowric.Bethou as chaft as [cé,as pure as Snow, | rent, Tempeft, and (as Imay fay) the Whirle-winde of 
thowfhaltnot-efeape Calumny. Ger thee to a Nunnery. ( Paflion, you muft acquire and beget. Temperance that 
Be oe ak adi needy Blateyiounry afoot may giue it Smoothneffe,. O ir offends mee to che Soule, 








for Wife men know well enough, what monfters you | to fee arobuftious Pery-wig-pated Fellow, tearea Paffi 
make of chear To a Nunnery go, and quickly too, Far- | on to tatters, to verie ragges, to fplit the cares of ‘the 
wellssdzelbte Groundlings: who (forthe moft part) are capeable of 
Ophe. O heavenly Powers,reftore him. nothing, but inexplicable dumbe fhewes, & noife:] could 
Ham. Uhaueheard of your pratlingstoo wel enough. | haue fuch a Fellow whipt for o’re-doing Termaganes jt 
| God has giuen you one pace,and you make your felfe an- out-Herod’s Herod, Pray you auoid it. 
other:you gidge;you amble,and you lifpe, and nickname Plaser.. 1 warrant your Honor. 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonneffe, your Ig- Ham. Benottootameneyther : butlee yourowne 
norance.Go too, lleno more on’t; it hath made me mad, | Difcretion be your Tutor. Sute the Adtion to the Word 
I fay, we.will haue no more Marriages. Thofe that are the Word to the Action, with this fpeciall obferuance; 
married already, ali but one fhalhiiue; thereft fhallkcep | That youore-ftop not the modeftieofNature ; for any | 
asthey are,’ To a‘Nunnery,go. Exit Hanlet. thing fo ouer-done, is fr6 the purpofe of Playing, while 
Opbe. O what a Nobi¢ minde is heere o’re-throwne? | end both at the firft and now, wasand is,to holdas ‘ewer 
The Courtiers, Soldiers, Schollers': Eye,tongue, fword, | the MirrourvptoNature; to fhew Vertue her owne 
Thexpectanfie and Rofe of the faire State, Feature, Scorne her owne Image, and the verie Age and 
The glaffe of Fathion, andthe mould cf Forme, Bodie of the Time, his forme and preflure. Now, this 
Thobferu’d of all Obferuers, quite,quite dawne, ouer-done, or come tardie off, though it make the vnskils 
Haute | of Ladies moft deiect and wretched, fulllaugh, cannot but make the Judicious greene; The 
That fuck’d the Honie‘of his Muficke Vowes : cenfure of the which One, mnft in your allowance o'c. 
Now {ee'thar Noble,and moft Souersigne Reafon, \ way a whole Theater of Others. Oh, therebee Players 
LikefyeerBelstangled out of tune,and’barfh, that I haue feene Play, and heard others praife, and that 
| That vamatch’d Formeand Feature of blowne youth, highly (not totpeake it prophanely) that neyther hauing 
Blafted with extaGe, Oh woe is me, © the accent of Chriftians, nor che gate of Chriftian Pagan, 
Thaue feene whatThane feene: fee what Ifee. or Norman, haue fo firutted and bellowed, that I haus 
Ee tT 





~ 


SESy thought fome of Natures Iouerney-men had mademen, 


ant Enter King, and Polonius. and not made them well, they imitated Humanity fo ab- 
Kings Loue? His affeQions do not that way tend, hominably.  . 


Nor what he ipake, ‘though it lack’d Forme alittle, ’ 

| Was not tike Madneffe. There's fomething in his foule ? 
O’re which his Mclancholly fits on brood, 

AndI do doubt the hatch; anid the difclofe 

| Will befome danger, which to pretient 

Thaue in quicke determination © «© 
Thus {eric dowse. Hefhall with fpeed to England 
Forthédemandofourncelected Tributey = 
Haply the Seas’and Countries'different 
With'variable Obietts, fall expell'- 

This fomeching ferled matter in his heart : 
Wheteoivhis Braines fill beating :patshim thus**' * 
Frontfathion ofhimfeife:: What thinke you ont? 
Pols “Te fhall do well, Butyeedo I belecue 

The Origin and Conimencement of this greefe 

| Sprung from neglected loue.” How now Ophelia? 
1You-fieéde not tell vs; what Lord Hamlet aide, © 
Weheard itall. My Lord, do as you'pleate, 

‘Bat if you holdit fit after the Play, ° 

Let his Queene Mother all alone intreat him 

To fhew his Greefes tether be round with him, 
And ilebe plac’d fo) !cafe yow'in the eat 


¥ 


igFulbchoit Conference. If fhe'finde him hor, 


5 


Play. I hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with 
Vs, Sir. 

Ham. Oreforteitaltogether. And let thofe that 
play your Clownes, fpeake no more themis fer downe for 
them. For there be of them, that will chemfelues laugh, 
to fet'on fome quantitie of barren Spectators to laugh 
too, though inthe meane time, fome neceflary Queftion 
of the Play be then to be confidered: that's Villanous, & 
thewes amoft pittifull Ambition in the Foole that vies 
it, Gomake youreadic. Exit Players. 


Enter Polonins, Rofacrance and Gnildenfernt 


| How now my Lord, 
Will the King heare this peece of Worke? 
Pol. And the Queene too,and that prefently. 
Ham, Bid the Players make haft. Exit Polonii 
Will you two helpe to haften them? 
Both. We will my Lord. Excm 
; Exter Horatio. 
Ham. What hoa, Horatio? 
Hora, Heere fweet Lord, at your Seruice. 
Ham. Horatio, chow art eene as iufta man 
As ere my Connerfation coap’d withall. 








'FeEngland feud him Or confine him where 


‘Your wifedome beft iball thinke. Hora. O my deere Lord. 


a 
crongen 


| 2 Rent. Te fhall be'fo gic 2) yer Ham, Nay,do not thinkeT flatter =’ 
(Maduefiein grea Ones, muft not vnwatch’d go," | For what aduancement may I hope from thee, 


dort AVE. Exewnt, That no Reuennew haft, bic thy good fpirits 





The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


To feed & cloath thee.Why fhold the poor be flatrer’d? Ham, Nothing. 
No, let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe, Opbe, You are mertie,my Lord? - 
And crooke the pregnant Hindges ofthe knee, Ham. WhoT? 
Where thrift may follow faining ? Doft thouheare, Opbe. Imy Lord. 
since my deere Soule was Miftris of my choyfe, Ham, Ob God, your onely ligge-maker:what fhould 
And could of men diftinguifh, her election aman do, but be merrie, Forlooke youhow cheereful- 
Hath feal’d thee for her ielfe. For thou haft bene ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within’s two 
Asonein fuffering all, that fuffers nothing. Houres. 
Amanthat Fortunes buffets,and Rewards Ophe. Nay,’tistwice two moneths,my Lord. 
Hath tane with equall Thankes. And bleftare thofe, Ham, So long? Nay then lee the Diuel weare blacke, 
Whole Blood and judgement are fo well co-mingled, for }le haue a fuite of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two mo- 
| {That they are nota Pipe for Fortunes finger, neths ago, and not forgotten yet ? Then there’s hope, a 
Tofound what ftop fhe pleafe. Giue me thac man, great mans Memorie, may out-line his life halfe a yeare : 
That'is not P affions Slaue, and I will weare him But byrlady he muft builde Churches then : orel{e fhall 
Inmy hearts Core: I,in my Heart of heart, he fuffer not thinking on, with the Hoby-horfle, whofe 
AsI dothee. Something too much of this, Epitaphis, For 0, For o, the Hoby-horfe is forgot. 
There is a Play to night before the King, , 
One Scoene of it comesneere the Circumftance Hoboyes play. The dumbe fbew enters. 
Which I_haue told:thee,of my Fathers death, Enter a King and Queene, very loningly ; the Oncene embra- 
Iprythee, when thou fee’ft that Aéte a-foor, cing bins. She kneeles and makes lhew of ProtefPation unto 
Euen with the verie Comment of my Soule him. He takes ber up, and declines bis head upon her neck, 
Obferue mine Vokle: Ifhis occulced guile, Layes bim downe upon a Banke of Flowers. She feeing him 
Donot it felfe vnkennell in one {peech, a-fleepe,leanes bim. Anon comes in a Fellow, takes off bus 
Itisa damned Ghoft that we hate feene : Crowne, kiffes it,and pewres poyfon inthe Kings eares, and 
And my Fmaginations are as foule Exits, The Queene returnes , findes the K ing dead, and 
As Vulcans Stythe. Giue him needfull note, neakes paffionate Attion. The Peyfoner, with fome twoor 
ForI mine eyes will riuet to his Pace: three Mutes comes in againe, feeming te lament with her. 
And after we will both our iud gements ioyne, The dead body ts carriea away : The Poyfoner Wooes the 
To cenfure of his feeming. Lucene with Gifts, fhe feemes loath aud vawilling awhile, 
Hora, Well my Lord. but in the end accepts bis lorie, Excunt 
Ifhe fteale ought the whil ft this Play is Playing, 
And {cape dete@ting, I.will pay the Theft. Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord? 
. Ham. Marry this is Miching (Malicho, that meanes 
Enter King, Queene, Polsnius, Ophelia, Rofincrance, Mifcheefe, 

































































































































































Guildenfterne and other Lords attendant with Ophe. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the 
bis Guard carrying Torches. Danifh Play? 
March. Sound aFlourilb. | Ham, We thall know by thefe Fellowes: the Players 
cannot keepe counfell, they’! tell all. 
Ham, They are comming tothe Play : I muft be idle. Ophe. Willthey tell vs what this fhew meant? 








Get you a place. Ham. \,or any fhew that you'l thew him. Bee not 
King, How fares our Cofin Hamlet ? youafham’d to fhew, hee'l not fhame to tell you what it 
Ham, Excellent Ifaith, of the Camelions dith:Ieate | meanes. 

the Ayre promife-cramm’d, you cannat feed Capons fo, Ophe. Youare naught, you are naught, Ile marke the 
King. Thaue nothing with this anfwer Hamlet, thefe Play. . 

Words are not mine. Enter Prologue. 

Ham. No,normine. Now my Lord,you plaid once For vs, and for our Tragedie, 
ith'Vniuerfity, you fay ? Fleere ftooping to your Clemencie : 
Polon. That I did my Lerd, and was accounted'a good We beg-re your bearing Patientlie. 
or. Hiam,- ¥sthisa Prologue, or the Poefie ofa Ring? 1¢ 
Ram. And what did you ena@? ; Ophe. “Tisbriefe my Lord. 
Pol, 1 did enact Lulins (far, I was kill’d i'ch’Capitol ; Ham. Ks Womans loue. 
Brutus kill’d me. 
Ham. It wasabruite part ofhim, to kill fo Capirall a Enter King and his Queene. 

Gilfethere, Be the Players ready ? King.Full thirtietimes hach Phoebus Cart gon round, 
Rofin. 1 my Lord, they ftay vpon your patience: Neptunes fale Wath, and Tells Orbed ground: 
ott. Come hither my good Hamlet,fit bythe, And thirtie dozen Moones with borrowed fheene, 

_ Ha. No good Mother,here’s Mettle more attratiue, | About the World haue times twelue thirties beene, 
Pol. Oh ho,do you matke chat? |. “ Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Ham, Ladie,fhall i lyein your Lap ? ea] Vite comutuall,in moftfacred Bands. 

Opie. No my Lord, Bap. So many iournies may the Sunne and Moone: 
4m. Lmeane,;my Head yponyour Lap ? Make vs againe count o’re, ere loue be done, 

Ophe.-1 my Lord. As But woe isme, you are fo ficke of late, 

Ham, Do you thinke I meant Country matters? | So farre fronicheeré,and from your forme ftate, 

Ophe. I thinke norhing, my Lord: That I diftruft you: yet though I diftruft, 

Ham, That’s a faire thought to ly-between Maidsilegs | Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft : 

Ophe. . Whatis my Lord 2 j For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantitie, 











































































































































































































268 


The Tragedie of Hamlet. 





Inneither ought,or in extremity : 
Now what my louc is,proofe hath made you know, 
And as my Loue is fiz’d, my Feare is fo. 
King. Faith I muft leaue thee Loue,and fhortly too: 
My operant Powers my Fundtions leaue to do: 
And thou fhal: liue in this faire world behinde, 
Honour’d, belou’d, and haply,one as kinde. 
For Husband fhaltchou 
Bap. Oh confound thereft: 
Such Love, muft needs be Treafon in my breft : 
In fecond Husband, let me beaccurft, 
None wed the fecond, but who kill’d the firft. 
Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood. 
_ Bapt. The inftances that fecond Marriage moue, 
Are bafe refpedts of Thrift, but none of Loue. 
A fecond time, { kill my Husband dead, 
When fecond Husband kiffes me in Bed. 





King. 1 do beleeue you. Think what now you {peak : 


But what we do determine, oft we breake: 
Purpofe is but the flaue to Memorie, 
Of violent Birth, but poore validitie: 
Which now like Fruite ynripe ftickes onthe Tree, 
But fall ynfhak en, when they mellow bee, 
Moft neceflary ‘tis, that we forget 
To pay our felues,what to our {clues is debt: 
What to our felues in paffion we prepole, 
The paffion ending, doth the purffofe lofe. 
The violence of other Greefe or loy, 
Their owne ennactors with themfelues deftroy : 
Where Toy moft Reuels, Greefe doth mefl lament; 
Greefeioyes, loy greeves on flender accident, 
This world is not for aye, nor ‘tis not ftrange 
That even our Loves fhould with our Fortunes change. 
For ‘tis a queftion left vs yer to proue, 
Whether Loue lead Fortune,or elle Fortune Loue, 
The great man downe, you marke his fauourites flies, 
The poore adwanc’d, makes Friends of Enemies ; 
‘And hitherto doth Lone on Fortune tend, 
For who not needs, fhall neuer lacke a Frend: 
And who in want a hollow Friend doth zxy, 
Dire aly feafons him his Enemie, 
But orderly to end, where I begun, 
-| Our Willes and Fates do fo contrary run, 
That our Deuices fill are overchrowne, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne, 
So thinke thou wilt no {ccond Husband wed. 
But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead, 
Bap. Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heauen light, 
Sportand repofe locke from me day and night: 
Each oppofite that blankes the face of ioy, 
Meet what I would haue well,and it deftroy 
Both heere,and hence, purfure me lafting ftrife, 
If oncea Widdow, ever I be Wife. 
_ Hem, lithe thould breake it now, 
Kiag. "Tis deepely fworne: 
Sweet, leaueme heere awhile, 
My fpisits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with {lsepe. 


Qu Sleeperocke thy Braine, Sleepes 
And neuer come mifchancebetweene vstwaine, Exit 


Haw. Madasm,how lke you this Play? 

@u, The Lady protefts co much methinkes, 

Haw, Oh but fhee'l keepe her word. 

King, Haue you heard the Argument, is there no Of= 
fence in’t? 


Bam. No,no, they do but ieft, poyfoninieh, no Of- 


| 


fence i’th’ world. 
King. What do you call the Play ? 
Ham. The Moule-trap : Marry how? Trop; 
This Play is the Image ofa siete done inP bia 
zago isthe Dukes name, his wife Baptifta ; you thal 
anon :’tisa knauifh peece of worke: Burt whet oth : 
Your Maieftie, and wee that haue free foules fia . 
vsnot: letthe gall d jade winch:our withers are yn a 
Enter Lucianus . cue 





_ Thisis one Lacianus nephew to the Kine, 


Ophe. You are a good Chorus,my Lord, 
Ham, J could interpret betweene you 
if I could fee the Bist dallying, eb 
Ophe. You are keene my Lord you are keene 
Ham, Tt wouldcoft youa groaning, to caieal 
ec. 
Ophe. Still better and werfe. 
Ham, So you miftake Husbands. 
Begin Murderer. Pox, leaue thy camnable Faces, and 
“ee Come,the croaking Rauen doth bellow for Re. 
enge. 
Lucian, Thoughts blacke, hands apt, 
Drugges fit, and Time agreeing : 
Confederate feafon, elfe.no Creature feeing : 
Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds colledted 
With Hecats Ban, thrice blafted, thrice infected, 
Thy naturall Magicke,and dire propertie, 
On wholfome life, viurpe immediately, 
Powres the poy fon in bis eares 
Ham. He poyfons him i’th’Garden for’s eftates His 
name’s Gonzago : the Story is extant and writ in choyce 
Tealian. You fhall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
loue of Gonzago’s wife, 
Ophe. The King rifes. 
Ham. What, frighted wich falfe fire, 
Qu, How fares my Lord? 
Pot, Give o’se the Play. 
King. Giveme fome Light. Away, 
Ak. Lights, Lights, Lights. 
Manet Hamlet & Horatio. 
Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere go weepe, 
The Bart vngalled play: 
For fome muft watch, while fome muft fleepe 3 
Sorunnes the world away. 
Would not this Sir,and a Forreft of Feathers, if the reft of 
my Fortunes tutne Turke with mes with two Provinciall 
Rofes on my rac’d-Shooes, get mea Fellowship in a ci¢ 
of Playets fir. 
Hor. Walfea thare, 
Ham. Awholeone I, 
For thau deft know: Oh Damon deere, 5 
This Realme difmantled was of louchiméelfe, ” 
And now reignes heere. 
A veri verie Paiocke, 
Hora. You might haue Rim'd. 
Ham. Oh good Horatio,le take the Ghofts wordlor 
athoufand pound, Did’ft perceiue?: 
Hora. Verie well my Lord. 
Ham. Vponthetalke of the poyfoning? 
Hora I did verie well note him. 
Enter Rofincrance and Guildenfternts 
Ham.Oh,haz Come fome Mufick.Come § Recorders! 
For if the King likenot the Comedie, 
Why then belike helikes ic not perdie. 
Comefome Muficke. a 
Guild Good my Lord, youchfafeme a word wi 


ed off my 
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Ham, Sir,a whole Hiftory. 

Guild, The King, fir. 

Ham. 1 fic,whac of him ? ; 

cuild. Is inhis revyremene, maruellous diftemper’d, 

Ham, With drinke Sir ? 

Guild. No my Lord,rather with choller. 

Ham. Your wifedome fhould thew it felfe more ri- 
cher, to fignifie this to his Doctor: tor for meto put him 
tohis Purgstion, would perhaps plundge hin inte farre 
more Choller. 

Guild. Good my Lord put your difcourfe into fome 
frame,and {tart not fo wildely from my effayre. 

Ham. Tarntame Sit, pronounce. 

Guild. The Queene your Mother, in mo great affli- 
dion of fpiric, hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guild, Nay, good my Lord, this courtefic is not of 
the right breed, If it fhall pleafe you to make mea whol- 
fome antwer, I will doc your Mothers command’ment : 
ifnot, your pardon, and my returne fhall bee the end of 
my Bufinefle, - 

Ham, Sir,T cannor. 

Grild. Whatymy Lord? 

Ham. Make youa wholfome anfwere s.my wits dif- 
eas'd. Buc fir, {uch anfwers as I caninake,you fhal com- 

jmand : or rather youfay, my Mother : therfore ne more 
butto. che matter.. My Mother you fay. 

Rofin, Then thus fhe fayes : your behauior hath (troke 
herinto amazement and adcniration, + 

Ham, Oh wonderfull Sonne, thatcan fo aftonifha 
Mother. Bucisthere no fequell ac the heeles of shis Mo- 
\thers admiration ? 

Rofiz, She defires to fpeake with you in her Cloffet, 
ere you ge to bed. 

Ham, We {hall obey, were the tentimes our Mother. 
Haue you any further Trade with vs ? 

Rofiz, My Lord,yomonce didloue me. 

Ham, Saldo ftill, by thefe pickers and ftealers. 
~ Rofiz., Good my, Lord, whatis your caufe of diftem- 
jper? You do {reely barre the doore of your owne Liber- 
tie, if you deny your greefes co your Friend. 

Ham: Sit Llacke Advancement. 

Rofia.. How can that be, when you haue the voyce of 
the King himfelfe, for your Succeffion in Denmarke? 

Ham, I,butwhile the graffe growes, the Provesbe is 
fomething muy, 

| |. Enter ove with a Recorder. 

OtheRecorder. Let meifee,to withdraw with you,why 
doyou go aboutto recouer the winde of mee, as if you 
would drive me intea toyle? . 

Guild, O my. Lord, if my Dutie be too bold my loue 
istoo vnmannerly. 

Ham, donor well _vnderftand chat.) Will youplay 
\Ypon this Pipe? $ 
Guild. My Lord; Leannot. 

Ham, I pray you. 

Guild, Beleewe me,Lcannet. 

Ham, 1 dodefeech yous, 

Guild, tknow.no touch of it.my Lord. 

Ham, ‘Tisas cafie as lying ;. gouerne thefe Ventiges 

thyour finger andthumbe, giue in breath with your 

Mouth, and it-willdifcourfe mo excellent Muficke: 
ooke you, thefeare che ftoppes.. 

Guild, Burshe(e cannet. lLcommandto any viterance: 


Wi 


ofhermony.J,haug nor.the skill... . 
Ham, Why looke younow, how -vaworthy.a ching 
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you make of me : you would play ypon mee; you would 
feemne to know my {tops : you would pluck out the heart 
of my Myfterie ; you would found mee from my loweft 
Note,to the top of my Compaffe: and there is much Mu- 
ficke, excellent Voice, in this little Organe, yet canner 
you make it. Why do you thinke, that 1 am eafier to bee 
plaid on, then a Pipe? Cail me what Inftrument you will, 
though you can fret me; you cannot play vpon me, God 
blefle you Sir. 


Enter Polonins. 


Polen, My Lord;the Queene would {peak with you, 
and prefently. 
Ham, Do you fee that Clowd? that’s almoft in thape 
like a Camel]. 
Polon, By’YMiffe, and it’s like a Camell indeed; 
Ham, Methinkes itis likea Weazell, 
Polon. Iris back’dlikea Weazcll, 
Ham. Orlikea Whale ? 
Polen, Verie like a Whale. 
Ham. Then will] come to my Mother, by and by : 
They foole me to the top of my benr, 
I will come by and by, 
Polow. I will fay fo. Exit. 
Ham. By and by, is eafily faid. Leaue me Friends: 
"Tis now the verie witching time ofnighe, . 
When Churchyards yawne,and Hellis felfe breaths out 
Contagion to this world, Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do fuch bitter bufineffe.as the day 
Wonld quake to looke on. Soft now,to my Mother : - 
Ob Heart, loofe not thy Nature ; lernot euer 
The Soule of Nero, enter this firme bofome : 
Letme be cruell, net vnnarurall, 
I will fpeake Daggers to her, bur yf{e none 
My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites, 
How in my words fomeuer the be fhent, 
To giue them Seales, never my Soule confene, 


Exter King Rofixerance aud Guildenfferie. 

King. Vike him not, nor ttands it fafé with ys, 
Tolet his madneflerange. Therefore prepare you, 
your Commiflion will forthwith difpatch, °° 
And he to England thall along with you: 
The termes of our eftate, may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourely grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our felues provide: 
Mott holie and Religious feare itis 
To keepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
That liue and feede vpon your Maieftie. 

Rofix, The fingle 
And peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrengtin and Armour of the minde, 
To keepe it felfe from noyance: but much more, 
That Spirit; vpon whofe {pirit depends and refts 
The liues of many, the ceafe of Maieftie 
Dies not alone; bur like a Gulfe doth draw 
What’s neereit, wichity Itis amafiewheele 
Fixe on the Somnet of the higheft Mount, - 
To whofe huge Spoakes, ten thoufand leffer things 
Are mortiz'd and adioyn’d : which whenit falles, 
Each {mall annexment, pettie confequence 

ttends the boyftrous Ruine. Neuer alone 

Did the King fighe,bue with a generall orone. 

King, Arme you, pray youto this {peedie Voyages 
For we will Fetters put vpon this feare, IW G € 
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Which now goes too free-footed. 
Both.. We will hafte vs. 
Enter Pelonius, 
Pol. My Lotd,he’s going to his Mothers Cloffer: 
Behinde the Arras le conuey my felfe 


To heare the Proceffe. He warrant fhee'l tax him home, 


And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 
‘Tis meete that fome mort audience then a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partiall, fhould o’re-heaye 
The {peech of vantage, Fare you well my Liege, 
Tle call vpon you ere you goto bed, 
And tell you what I know. 

King. Thankes deere my Lord, 
Oh my offence is ranke, itf{melsto heaven, ~~) 
It hath the primall eldeft curfe vpon’e, 
A Brothers murther. Pray can [ nor, } 
Though inclination be as fharpeas will: f 
| My Rronger guilt,defeats my ftrong incent, 
And like a man to double bufineffe bound, 
I ftand in paufe where I fhall firft begin, 
And bothneglec&t; what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with Brothers blood, 
Is there not Raine enough in the fweet Heauens 
To wath it white as Snow ? Whereto ferues mercy, | 
But ro confront the vifage of Offence ? 
And what’s in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
To be fore-ftalled ere we come to fall, / 
Or pardon'd being downe? Then lelooke vp, 
My faulcis paft. But oh,what forme of Prayer | 
Can ferue my turne ? Forgiue me my foule Murther : 
That cannot be, fince I am ftill poffert 
Of thofe effeéts for which I did the Murther. 


My Crowne, mine owne Ambition,and my Queene :/ 


May one be pardon’d,and retaine th’otfence ? 
Inthe corrupted currants of this world, 
Offences gilded hand may fhoue by Iuftice, 
And oft’tis feene, the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law; but ‘tis not fo aboue, 
There is no shuffling, there the Action lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our felues compell’d 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults, / 
To giue in euidence, What then ? What refts? _/ 
Try what Repentance cans What can it not? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
Oh wretched ftate! Oh bofome, blacke as death ! 
Oh limed foule, that ftrugling to he free, 
Art more ingag’d : Helpe Angels, make affay : 
Bow ftubborne knees,and heart with ftrings of Steele, 
Be foft as finewes of the new-borne Babe, 
All may be well, 
Enter Hamlet, 


Ham. Now might I do it pat,now heis praying, 
And now Sle doo’t, and fo he goes to Heauen, 
And fo am] reueng’d-s that would be feann’d, 
A Villaine killes my Father, -and for that 
This foule Sonne, do this fame Villaine fend ° 
_ To heauen:Oh this is hyre and Salleryjact Reuenge. 
He tooke my Father gtoffely, full of bread, 
_ With all his-Crimes broad. blowne,as freth as May, 
And how his Andit ftands,who knowes,faue Heauen: 
But in our circumftance and courfeof thought 
’Tis heauie with him sand am I then reueng’d, 
Totakehim:in the purging of his Soule, 
When he is fit and feafon’d for his paflage ? No. 
Vp Sword,and know thou a more horsid hene: 


Exeunt Gent. 


| 





When he is drunke afleepe ; or in his Rage, 
Or inth ineeftuous pleature of his bed; 

At gaming, fwearing,or about fome age 
That ha’s no rellifh of Saluation in’t, 

Then trip him, thathis heeles may kicke at Heauen 
And that his Soule may be asdamn’d audblacke 
As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ftayes, 
This Phyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes, 












Evi 
King. My words flye vp,my thoughts remain Below, 
Words without thoughts, neuer to Heauen $e” Eris, 


Enter Queene and Polonius, 
Pol. He will come ftraight : 
Looke you lay home to him, 
Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to beare with 
And that your Grace hath {cree’nd,and ftoode betweene 
Much heate,andhim, Ile filence meé’enc heere: . 
Pray you be round with him. 
Ham.within. Mother,mother, mother, 
Qs. Tle warrant you, feare me not. 
Withdraw, I heare him comming, 
Exter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now Mother,what’s che matter? 
Qu, Haslet, thou haft thy Father much offended, 
Ham. Mother,you haue my Father much offended, 
&#, Come,come, you anfwer with an idle tongue, 
Ham, Go,go,you queflion with an idle tongue, 
Lt Why how now Hamlet ? 
Ham. ‘Whats the matter now ? 
2u, Hane you forgot me? 
Ham. Noby the Rood,not fo: 
You are the Queene, your Husbands Brothers wife, 
But would you werenot{o, You are my Mother. 
Qu, Nay,then [le fet thofe co you that can {peake, 
Ham, Come,come,and fic you downe,you fhall not 
boudge: 
You go nottill I fet you vp a glaffe, 
Where you may fee the inmoft part of you? 
Qx. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me? 
Helpe,helpe,hoa. 
Pol. What hoa,helpe,helpe, helpe. 
Ham. How now,a Rat? dead for a Ducate,dead, . 
Pol, Oh Tam flaine. Killes Polors ius: 
O#. Oh me,what haft thou done? 
Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King? 
~ Qu, Oh what arafh,and bloody deed is this? 
Ham. Abloody deed,almottas bad good Mother, 
Askilla King, and marrie with his Brother. 
Ow. Askilla King? 
Ham. 1 Lady,’twas my word, 
Thou wretched, rath, intruding foole farewell, 
I tooke thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune, 
Thoufind’ft to be too bufie,is fome danger. 
Leane wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downe, 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I fhall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuffe; 
If damned Cuftome haue not braz’d it fo, 
That it is proofeand bulwarke againft Senfe. ° 
Qu.W hat have] done, that chou dar'it wag toy PSs 
Innoife fo rude againft me? 
Ham. Such an A& : 
That blurres the grace and blufhofModeftie, 
Cals Vertue Hypocrite, takes offthe Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love, es 
And makes a blifter there, Makes marriage vowes 
As falfeas Dicers Oathes. Oh fucha deed, asl 
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As from the body of Contraction pluckes 
The very foule, and {weete Religion makes 
Arapfidie of words. Heauens tace doth glow, 
Yea this folidity and compound maffe, 
With trifttull vilage as ae ainit the doome, 
isthoughr-ficke at the act, 
Qu, Aye me; whatact, that roares fo lowd, & thun- 
ders in the index. 
Ham, Looke heexe vpon this PiGture,and on this, 
The counterfer peefentment of two Brothers: 
See what a grace was feated on his Brow, 
Hyperions curles, the front of louehimf{elfe, 
Aneye like Mars, to threaten or command 
AStation, like the Herald Mercurie 
New lighted ona heauen-kiffing hills 
ACombination, and a forme indeed, 
Where every God did feeme to fec his Seale, 
To giuethe world afurance of a man, 


This was your Husband. Looke you now what followes. 


Heere is your Husband, like aMildew’d eare 
Blafting his wholfom breath. Haue you eyes? 
Could you on this faire Mountaine Jeaueto feed, 
And batten on this Moore? Ha? Haue you eyes? 
You cannot eall it Loue: For at your age, 
The hey-day in the blood is rame, irs humble, 
And waites vpon the Iudgemene : and what Tudgement 
Would fep from this, tothis? What diuell was’t, 
That thus bath coufend you at hoodmansblinde > 
OShame | where is thy Bluth ? Rebellious Hell, 
Ifthou canft mutine ii a Macrons bones, 
To flaming youth, let Vertue be as waxe, 

jAnd mele in her owne fire. Proclaime no fhame, 
When the compulfiue Ardure giues the charge, 
Since Froft it felfe, as 2ftiuely doth burne, 
AsReafon panders Will, 

Lu. O Hamlet, fpeake no more. 
Thou turn’ft mineeyes into my very foule, 
And there I {ee fuch blacke and grained {pots, 
As will not leaue their Tint, 
Ham, Nay, but toliue 
nthe ranke{weat of an enfeamed bed, 

Stew'd in Corruption; honyiag and making loue 


Oh fpeake to me,no more, 
Thete words like Daggers encer in mine cares. 
Nomore fweet Hamler. 
Ham. A Murdeser,and a Villaine: 
ASlaue, that isnot twentieth pate the tyche 
fyour precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
ACutpurfe of the Empire and the Rule, 
That from a fhelfe,the precious Diadem ftole, 
And putic in his Pocker, 
ols. No more, 
Enter Ghoff. 
Ham, A Xing of threds and patches, 
Satieme ; and houer.o’re me with your wings 
ov heauenly Guards, What would you gracious figure? 
Qu. Alashe’s mad. 
Ham. Do you not come your tardy Sonne to chide, 
That laps’t in Time anid. Paffion, lecs go by 
Vimpertant acting of your dread command? Oh fay. 
Ghof, Donot forger: this Vifitation 
Isbut to. whet thy almoft blunted purpofe, 
ttlooke, Amazement on thy Mother fits; 
flep betweene her, and her fighting Soule, 
Conceit in weakeft bodies » ftrongeft workes. 


Speake to her Hamlet. 


Ham. How isit with you Lady ?. 

2. Alas,how is’t with you? 
That you bend your eye on vacancie; 
And with their corporall ayre do hold difcourfe, 
Forth at your eyes, your fpirits wildely peepe, 
And asthe fleeping Soldiours in th*Alarme; 
Your bedded baire, like life in excrements, 


| Start vp, and ftand en end. Oh gentle Sonne, 


Wpon theheate and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience. Whereondo you looke > 
Ham, Oahim,on him ; look you how pale he glares, 
His forme and caufe conioyn’d, preaching to itones, 
Would make them capeable. Donot looke vpon me, 
Leatt with this pitteous action you conuert’ 
My flerne effects : then what I haue to do, 
Will wane true colours teares perchance for bloods 
Q#, To who do you fpeake this? 
Ham. Do you fee nothing there? 
Qs, Nothing at all, yet all thatis I fee. 
Ham. Nor did younothing heare? 
Qs, No,noching but our felues. 
Hara. Why look you there: looke how it Reals away: 
My Father in his habite, as he lined, . 
Look where he goes euen now out atthe Portall. Exit. 
Qu, This isthe very coynage of your Braine, 
This bodileffe Creation extafie is very cunning in, 
Ham. Extafie? 
My Pulfe as yours doth temperately keepe time, 
And makes as healchfull Muficke. itisnot madneffe » 
That [ haue verered ; bring me tothe Tet 
And I the matter will re-word : which madneffe 
Would gamboll from. Mother,for loue of Grace, 
Lay not a flattering Vnétion ro your foule, 
That net your trefpaffe, but my madneffe {peakes: 
I: will but skin and filme the Vicerous place, 
Whil’ft ranke Corruption mining all within, 
Infeéts vnfeene. Confeffe your {elfe to Heauen, 
Repeit what's paft, auoyd what is to come, 
And do not {pred the Compoft or the Weedes, 
To make rhemranke, Forgiue me this my Vertue, 
For in the farnefle of this purfie times, 
Vertue it felfe, of Vice muft pardon begge, 
Yea courb,and woe, for leave to dohin good. 
£8. Oh Hamlet, 
Thos haft cleft my heart in twaine, 
Hart, O throw away the worfer patt of it, 
And live the purer with the other halfe. 
Good night, but go not to mine Vakles bed, 
Affume a Vertue, if you haue it not, refraine to hight; 
And that fhall lend a kinde of eafineffe | 
Tothenextabftinence. Ottce more gocdnighr, 
And when youare defirouste be blefty . 
He bleffing bepge of you, For this fame Lord; 
J do repent: but heauen hath pleas’d it fo, 
To punifh me with this, and this with me, _ 
That I muft be their Scourge and Minifter: - 
I will beftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gaue him: fo againe,eood night: 
T mu be cruell, onely to bekinde ; 
Thus bad begins, and worfé remaines Behinde. 
#, What fhall Ido? 

Ham. Not this by rio mednes thar I bid you do: 
Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed, 
Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call youhis Moufe, 
And let him fora Paire of reechie kiffes; 


| a economy Or 
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|| Or padling in your necke with his dama‘d Fingers, 
| Make you to rauellalleismatterour, 
That I effeatially amnotin madnefle, 
But made in craft. "Twere good you les him know, 
For who that’s but a Queene, faire, fober, wife, 
Would from aPaddacke, froma Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such deere concernings hide,, Who woulddo fo, 
Noin defpight of Senfe and Secrecie, 
Vupegge the Basket or che houles top ; 
Let the Birds Aye, and like the famous Ape 
Totry Conclufions.in the Basket, creepe 
1 And breake your owne recke downe. 
Qa, Bethou aftur’d, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life : | haue no life to breath 
Whar thou haft taide to me. 

Ham. 1 muft to England. you knew that ? 

Qxu,- Alacke 1 bad forgot :’Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham. Vhis man fhall fet me packing: 
Tle lugge the Guts into che Neighbor roome, 
Mother goodnight. Indéede this Counfelor 
Is now moft (till, moft fecret, and moft grane, 
Who was ia life, a foolith prating Knaue. . 
Come firjto draw toward an end with you, 

Good night Mother. 
. Exit Hamlet tug ging ia Polanins. 
: Enter King. : 

King. There’s matters in thefe fighes. 
Thete profound heaues , 
You muft tranflate ; Tis fic we vnderftand them. 
Whereis your Sonne? 







King.. What Gertrude? How do’s Hamlet? 


| Whichis, che Mighrier, in his lawleffe fic 
Behinde the Arras, hearing fomething ftirre, _ 
He whips his Rapiec out, andcriesa Rat, a Raty 
And in his brainifh apprehenfion killes 
The vnfeene good old man, \ 
King. Onheauy deed: 

It had bin fo with vs had we beene there: 
His Liberty is full of threats to all,..: 
To you your felfe, to vs, to cuery one. 
Xlas,how fhall this bloody decde be anfwered? 
It will be laide to vs, whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhort, reftrain’d,and out of haunt, 
This mad yong man. Bur fo muchwas our loue, 
We wouldnor vnderftand what was moft fit, 
But like the Owner of a foule difeafe, 
To keepe it from divulging, let’s it feede 
Euen on the pith of life. Whereis he gone? 

Qa. To draw epartthe body he hath kild, 
O’te whom his very madneffs like fome Oare 
Among a Minetall of Mettels bafe 
Shewes it felfe pure. He weepes for whatis done. 

King. Ob Gevtrude, come away 3 

The Sun no fooner fhall che Mountaines touch, 
But we will fhip him hence, and this vilde deed, 
We mut with all our Maiefty and Skill 
Both countenance,and.excule. 
Ho Gaildenftern : 
Friends both go ioyne you with fome further ayde: 
Hamlet-in madneffe hath Poloniys flaine, 
And fiom his Mother Cloffets hath heidrag’d him. 
Go feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell. J pray you haft in this, 
Come Gertrude, wee'l call vp our wafeft friends, 





Qe, Ahmy good Lord, what haue I feene tonight? 


94, Madas the Seas,and winde, when both conrend 


Exter Rof-& Guild. 


Exit Gent. 



















Tolet them know both what wemeanetodo, > 

And what’s vntimely done. Oh come away, 

My foule is full of dif{cord and difmay, : 
Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely owed. 

Gentlemen within. Hamlet.Lord Hamlet. 

Ham, What noife? Who cals on Hamlet? 
Oh heere:they come. Enter Rof.and Guildenfterne 

Ro. What haue you done my Lord with the dead Body 
- Ham. Compounded it with dutt,wherero "tis Kinne 

Rofiz. Tell vs where tis. that we may take it thence. 
Ana beare it tothe Chappell. t 

Ham. Do not beleeueit. 

Rofin. Belecue what? 

Ham. That I cankeepe your counfell, and not mine 
owne. Befides, to be demanded of a Spundge, what te. 
plication fhould be made by the Sonne ofa King, 

Rofin. Take you me for a Spundge, my Lord? 

Ham, ({it,that fokes vp the Kings Countenance his 
Rewards. his Authorities (but fuch Officers do the King 
beftteruiceinthe end. Hekeepesthem likean Apein 
the corner of his iaw, firft mouih’d to be laft fwallowed 
when-he needes what you haue glean‘dj, itis bur fquee- 
zing you,and Spundge you fhall be dry againe, 

R-fin. Lynderfland you not my Lord, 

Ham. Jam gladofit : a knauith {peech fleepes ina} 
foolith eare. 

Rofiz, My Lord, you muft tell vs where the bodyis, 
ang go with vs torhe King. 

Ham. The body is with the King ,butthe King is not 
with the body. - Fhe King, is a thing ns 

Guild, Athing my Lord? 

Ham, Of nothing: bring me to him, hide Fox,and all | 
after. Exennt 


Exenny 


_ Enter King. 
King. Thaue fent ro feeke him, andto find the bodie: 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe; 
Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him: 
Hee’s loued of the diftracted multizude, 
Who hike not in their iudgement, but their eyes: 
And where tts fo, ch’ Offenders fcowige is weigh'd 
But‘neerer the offence :to beare all fmooth,and cuen, 
This fodaine fending him away, mutt feeme 
Deliberate paufe, difeafes de{perare grownt, 
By defperste appliance are releeued, 
Ornotatoll. Enver Rofinerants 
How now? What hath befalne ? jae 
Rofin, Where the dead body is beftow'dimy Lotd, 
We cannot get from him. 
King. But where is he ? 
Rofiz, Without my Lord,guarded to know yout 
pleafure. 
King. Bring him before vs, 
Rofin. Hoa,Guildenfterne? Bring in my Lord. 


Enter Hamlet and Guildenfterne. 
King. Now Hamlet where's Polonins? 

Ham. At Supper, 

King, At Supper? Where? 

HamNot where he eats, but where he is eaten, 
taine convocation of wormesare ene at him. Your wom 
is your.onely Emperor for diet. We fatal creatures € e 
ro fat vs,and we farour felfe for Magots. Your fat ee 
and your leane Beggeris but variable fervice to difhes, 
but to one Table that’s theend. 

King. What doft thou meane by this? 


q cet. 


Ham 
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Ham. Nothing but to fhew you how a King may go 
aProgreffe through the guts ofa Begger, 

King. Whereis Pelovius. 

Ham. An heauen, fend thither to fee. If your Meffen- 

etfinde himnot there, feeke him i’th other place your 
felfe : but indeed, if you finde him not this moneth; you 
| hall nofe him as you go vp the ftajres into the Lobby. 
| King. Go feeke him there. 

Ham. He will flay cill ye come, 

K. Hamlet this deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafety 
Which we do tender, as we deerely grecue 
For that which thay haf done, mutt fend thee hence 
With fierte Quickneffe. Therefore prepare thy telfe, 
The Barke is readic, and the winde at helpe, 

Th’ Affociates tend, and eucry thing at bens 
For England, 

Ham. For England? 

King. | Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

King. Soisit, if thou knew'ft our purpafes. 

Ham. VfeqaCrerube that fee’s him: but come, for 
England, Farewell deere Mother. 

King. Thy louing Father Hasler. 

Hamlet. My Mother: Father and Mother is man and 
wife: man & wife is one ficfh, and fo my mother.Come, 
for England. Exit 

King. Followhim at feote, 

Tempt himwith fpeed aboord : 

Delay it not, Tle haue him hence to night. 

Away for wery thing is Seal’d and done 

That elfe Janes on th’ Affaire, pray you make haft. 

And England, if my loue thou holdft at oughe, 

As my greit power thereof may giue thee fenfe, 

Since yet ny Cicatrice lookes raw and red 

After the Danith Sword, and thy free awe 

Payeshomagetovs; thou mailtnot coldly fee 

Our Souenigne Proceffe, which imports at full 

By Lettersconiuring tothat effect 

The prefert death of Hamle. Doit England, 

For like tl: Hecticke in my blood he rages, 

And thoumuft cure me: Till l know ’tis done, 

How ereny happes,my ioyeswerenerebegun. Exit 
Enter Fortinbras with an Armie. 

For; 50 Captaine, from me greet the Danifh King, 
Tell himmhat by his licenfe, Fortinbr as 
Claimes he conueyance of a promis’d March 
Ouerhistingdome, You know the Rendeuous + 
Ifthat hi Maiefty would ought with vs, 

We fha exprefle our dutic in his cye, 
And lenim know fo. 

Cap.1 will doo’t,my Lord. 

For.Go fafely on. 

Enter Queene and Horatio, 

Qu, Twillnot fpeake with her, 

Hor She is importunate, indeed diftra&t, her moode 
will neds be pittied. 

24 What would fhe haue? 

Ho She {fpeakes much of her Fathers faies fhe heares 
There trickes i’th’world, and hems,and beats her heart, 
Spurns enuioufly at Scrawes, fpeakes things in doubt, 
That erry but halfe fenfe: Her'fpeech is nothing, 

Yet th ynfhaped vie of it doth moue 

The hyrers to Colletion ; they ayme at ic, 

And btch the words vp fitto their owne thoughts, i 
Whicas her winkes,and nods,and geftures yeeldthem, 


Ext, 


oe 


Indeed wouldmake one thinke there would be thought, 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. : 
Qu. "Twete good fhe were fpoken with, 
For fhe may ttrew dangerous conie@tures 
Inill breeding minds, Lether comein; 
Tomy ficke foule(as finnes true Nature is) 
Each toy feemes Prologue, to fome great amiffe, 
So full of Artleffe icaloufie is guile, 
It {pill’s it telfe, in fearing to be fpilt. 
Enter Opheliadiftratted, 

Ophe, Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark. 

sla. How now Ophelia? 

Opbe. How /honld f your true lone know from another one? 
By his Cockle bat and ftaffe,and his Sandal fooone. ~ 

24. Alas {weet Lady: what imports this Song ? 

Ophe. Say you? Nay pray you marke, 

He ts dead and gone Lady,he ts dead and gone, -\ 
At bis head a graffe-greene Turfe, at bis heeles a ftone: 
Enter King. 

Qu, Nay but Ophelia. - | 

Ophe. Pray youmarke. 

White his Shrow'd as the Mountaine Snow. * 

Qa, Alas,looke heere my Lord. 

Opbe, Larded with fweet flowers : 

Which bewept to the grane did not go, 
With true-lome fhowres, 

King. How do ye.pretty Lady ? 

Ophe, Well,God dil’d you. They fay the Owle was 
a Bakers daughter, Lord, wee know what we are, but 
know not what we may be. God be at your Table, 

King. Conceit vpon her Father, 

Ophe. Pray you let’s haue no words of this: but when 

they aske you what it meanes,fay you this : 
To morrow # S.V alentines day,all in the morning betime, 
And la Maid at your Window, to be your Valentine. 
Then vp he rofe,& den'd his clothes, dupt the chamber dare, 
Let in the Masd, that ont a Maid nener departed more. 
King. Pretty Ophelia, 
Ophe.Indeed la? without an oath Ie make an end ont. 
By gis and by S. Charity, 
Alacke,and fie for lhame : 
Yong men wil doo’t,if they conse toot, 
By Cocke they are too blame. 
Quoth fhe before you tumbled me, 
You promis’d me to Wed ¢ 
So would [ha done by yonder Sinne, 
And thou badft not come to my bed. 

King, How long hath the bin this? 

Opbe. Ihopeall willbe well, We muft bee patient, 
but cannot choofe'but weepe, cothinke they fhould 
lay him i'th’cold ground ; My brother thall knowe of ir, 
and fo Ithanke you for your good counfell. Come, my 
Coach : Goodnight Ladies :Goodnighe {weet Ladies : 
Goodnight,goodnight. Exit, 

King. Follow her clofe, 

Giue her good watch I pray you: } 

Oh thisis the po yfon of deepe greefe, it {prings 

All fromherFathers death. Oh Gertrude,Gertrude, 
When forrowes comes, they come not fingle {pies, 

But in Battaliaes, Firft,her Father flaine, 

Next your Sonne gone, and he moft violent Author 

Of his owne iuft remoue : the people muddied, 

Thicke and vawholfome in their thoughts,and whifpers 
For good Polonius death ; and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger muggerta interre him, Poore Ophelia 
Divided from her felfe, and her faire Judgement, 
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Without the which we are PiGures,or meere Bealis. 
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe,: 

Her Brotherisin fectet come from France, 

Keepes on his wonder, keepes himfelfe in clouds, 
And wants not Buzzers to infect his eare 

Wich peftilent Speeches of his Fathers death, 

Where imneceffitie of matter Beggard, 

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne 

In eare andeare, O my deere Gertrude, this, 

Liketo a murdering Peece in many places, 

Giues me fuperfluous death, A Noife within, 


argent Enter a Meffenger. 
Qu. Alacke,whatnoyfe is this? 
King. Where are my Switzers ? 
Letthem guard the doore. What is the matter ? 
Mef. Saucyour felfe, my Lord. - 
The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) 
| Eates not the Flats with more impittious hafte 
Then young Laertes,in a Riotous head, 
Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
| Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne, 
| The Ratifiers and props of euery word, 
They cry choofe we? Laertes thall be King, 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes thall be King, Laertes King. 
2s. How cheerefully on the bite Traile they cry, 
Oh this is Counter you falfe Danith Dog ges, 
Noifewithin, — Euter Laertes. 
King, The doores are broke. 


4. No, let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you giueme leaue. 

ed/. Wewill, wewill. 

Laer. Ithanke you: Keepe the doores: 

Oh thou vilde King, giue me my Father. 

Qu. Calmely good Laertes, 

Laer. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes me Baftard : 
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Even heere betweene the chafte vn{mirched brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King, What is the caufe Laertes, 

That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like? 
Lethim go Gertrude: Donot feare our perfon: 
There’s fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King, 

j That Treafon can but peepe to what it would, 
A&s little of his will. Tellme Laertes, 

Why thou art thus Incenft? Let him go Gertrude, 
Speake man, 

Laer. Where’smy Father? 

King. Dead. 

24. Butnot by him. 

King. Lethim demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead? Ile not be Tuggel’d with. 
Tohell Allegeance : Vowes,to the blackeft diuell. 
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit, 

I dare Damnation : to this point I ftand, 
That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 
Let come what comes :onely Ile be reueng’d 
Moft throughly for my Father. 

King, Who fhall flay you? 

Laer, My Will, not all the world, 

And for my meanes, Ile husband them fo well, 
They thall go farre with little. 
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Laer. Where is the King, firs ? Stand youall without. 






















King. Good Daertess yi. 32 sd ene * 
If you defire to know'the certaintie | 
Of your deere Fathers dear h, if writin your réyey re 
That Soop-ftake you will draw both Friend and Foe 
Winner and Looier, ‘stoi 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King. Wii) youknow them then; 
La. Tohis good Friends, thus wide lleo 
And like the kinde Life-rend’ring Politic} 
Repaftthem with my blood, 

King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman, 
That Tam guiltleffe of your Fathers death,} 
And ammoft fenfiblein greefe for it, 
It fhallas leuell to your ludgement pierce 
As day do’s to your eye. 
A noife within. Let her compe iy, 

Enter Ophelia, 

Laer. How now? what noife is thit? 

Ohheate drie vp my Braines, teares feuen times fale, 
Burne out the Sence and Vertue of mine eye, 
By Heaven,thy madneffe thall be payed by waight, | 
Till our Scale curnes the beame, Oh Rote of May, 
Deere Maid, kinde Sifter, {weet Ophelia: 
Oh Heauens, is’t poffible,a yong Maids wits, 
Should be as mortall as an old mans Jife? 
Nature is fine in Loue,and where ‘tis fine, 
It fends fome precious inftance of it felle 
Afcer the thing it loues, ' 
Ophe. They bore hie bare fuc'd on the Beer, 

Hey non ony wony hey nowy : 

And on his grameraines many ateare, 

Fare youwelt my Done. 

Laer, Had’ft thou thy wits, and did’ft prfwadeRe- 
uenge,it could not moue thus, 

Opbe. You muft fing downe a-downe, and you call 
him a-downe-a. Oh, how the wheelebecones it? Itis 
the falfe Steward that ftole his mafters daugher, 

Laer. This nothings more then matter. 

Opbe. There’s Rofemary, that’s for Remembraunce. 
Pray louc remember and there is Paconcies, that's for 
Thoughts, 

Laer. A document inmadneffe, thoughts& remem- 
brance fitted, 

Opbe.There’s Fennell for you, and Columbnes: ther’s 
Rew for you, and heere’s fome forme. Weemay callit 
Herbe-Grace aSundaies:Oh you muft weareyour Rew 
with a difference. There’s a Dayfie, I woul: giue you 
fome Violets, but they wither'd all when my lather dy- 
ed : They fay, he made _— ends 

For bonny frveet Robin is all my ioy. | 
Laer, Thought, and AfAli@ion, Paffion, Hdit felfe: 
She turnes to Favour, and to prettinefle. 
Ophe. And willbe not come ALAiney 
And willbe not come againe : 
No,n0,he # dead, goto thy Death-bed, 
He neuer wl come againe, 
Fits Beard as white as Snow, 
All Flaxen was bis Pole: 
He ts gone he is gone,andwe caff away mone, 
Gramercy on his Soule, 
And ofall Chriftian Soules, I pray God. 
God buy ye. 
Laer. Doyou fee this,you Gods? | 
King. Laertes,I muft common with your grefe, 
Or you deny me right: go but apart, stake 


Pe my Atthes 
an, il 


é: weennlOphelia 


The Trapedie of Hamlet. 


Make choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will, 
And they fhall heare and iudge’twixt you and me; 
If by direét or by Colaterall hand 
They finde vs touch’d, we will our Kingdome giue, 
Our Crowne, our Life,and all that we call Ours 
Toyouin fatisfa@tion. But ifnor, 
Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 
And we fhall ioynely labour with your foule 
Togiue it due content, 

Laers Letthis be fo: 
His meanes of death, his ob{cure buriall ; 
No Trophee,Sword,nor Hatchnsent o’re his bones, 
No Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, as *twere from Heauen to Earth, 
That I muft call in queftion. 

King. So you fhall: 
And where th’offence is, let the great Axe fall. 
Ipray you go with me. ; Exeunt 
Enter Horatio with an Actesdant. 


Hora, What are they that would {peake with me? 
Ser. Saylors fir, they fay they haue Letters for you, 
Hor. Let them come in, : 
Ido not know from what part of the world 
I fhould be greeted, ifnot from Lord Hamlet. 
Enter Saylor, 

Say, God bleffe you Sir. 

Hor. Let him bleffe thee too. 

Say. Hee fhall Sir, and’t pleafehim. There’s a Letter 
foryou Sir: It comes from th Ambaffadours that was 
bound for England, ifyournamie be Horatio, as I am let 
to know itis. 


Reads the Letter. 
Oratio, When thon/halt bawe ouerlook'd this, gine thefe 
Fellowes fome meanes tothe King: They bane Letters 
for bim. Eve we were two dayes old at Sea, 4 Pyrate of very 
Warlicke appointment gane vs Chace. Finding our felnes too 
flow of Saile, we put ona compelled Valour. Inthe Grapple, I 
boorded them : On the iwftant they got cleare of our Skzppe, fo 
I alone became their Prifoner. They hane dealt with mee, like 
Theenes of Mercy , but they knew what they did. I am to doe 
agood terne for thems. Let the King have the Letters I bane 
fent, and repaire thou to me with as much baft as thou wouldef? 
yedeath. I bane words to fbeake in your eare, will make thee 
dumbe, yet ave they much too light for the bore of the Matter, 
Thefe good Fellowes will bring thee where I am. Rofincrance 
and Guildenfterne, hold their conr(é for England. Of them 
Lhawe much to tell thee, Farewell. 
He that thou knowe/? thine, 
Hamlet, 
Come, I will giue you way for thefe your Letters, 
And do’t the {peedier, that you may direct me 
Tohim from whom you brought them, Exit. 
Enter King and Laertes, 
King.Now muft your confcience my aequittance feal, 
And you muft put me in your heart for Friend, 
Sith you haue heard, and with a knowing earey 
That he which hath your Noble Father flaine, 
Purfued my life. 
Eaer. 1c well appeares. But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feates, 
So crimefull,and fo Capirall in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wifedome,all things elfe, 
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You mainly were ftirr'd vp? 
King. O for two fpeciall Reafons, 
Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much ynfinnowed, 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liues almoft by his lookes : and for my felfe, 
My Vertue or my Plague, be it either which, 
She’s fo coniunétiue to my life and foule; 
That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her, The other Motiue, 
Why to a publike count I might not go,' 
Is the great love the generall gender beare him,. 
Whe dipping all his Faults in their affeQtion, ' 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Conuert his Gyuesto Graces, So that my Arrowes 
Too flightly timbred for fo loud a Winde, 
Would haue reuerted to my Bow againe, 
And not where I had arm’d them. 
Laer, And fo haue I a Noble Father loft, 
A Sifter driven into defperate tearmes, 
Who was(if praifes may go backeagaine) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfeftions, But my reuenge will come, 
» King. Breakenot your fleepes for that, 
You muft not thinke 
That we are made of ftuffe, fo flat, and dull, ._- 
That we can let our Beard be fhooke with danger, ; 
Andthinke it paftime, You fhortly fhall heare more, 
I lou’d your Father, and we loue our Sele. 3: 
And that J hope will teach you to imag ine 
Exter a Meffenger, 
How now? What Newes? 
Mef. Letters my Lord from Hamlet. 
Maiefty : this to the Queene. 
King. From Hamlet ? Who brought them ? 
(Mef: Saylors my Lord they fay, I faw themnor: 
They were giuen me by C/endio, he receiu’d them. — 
King. Laertes you fhall heare them : 
Leaue vs. Exit Meffenger 
High and Mighty, you [hall keow I am fet naked on your 
Kingdome. Tomorrow [hall I beg ge leans to fee your Kingly 
Eyes. When I foall ( first asking your Pardo: thererinto) re~ 
count th’Occafions of my fodaine,and more Prange returne, 
; ; Hamlec. 
What fhould this meane? Are all the reft come backe 2 
Oris it fome abufe? Or no fuch thing ? 
Laer. Know you the hand? 
Kin, *TistHamlets Character naked and in aPof. 
{cript here he fayes alone: Can you aduife me ? 
Laer. Vm lott in it my Lord; but let him come, 
It warmes the very fickneffe in my heart, % 
That J thall liue and tell him co his tecth; 
Thus diddeft thou. 
| Kin, fit be fo Laertes,as how fhouldit be fo: 
How otherwife will you berul’d by me? 
Laer. \ffo you’l not o’rerule me to a peace. 
Kin, Tothine owne peace: ifhe benow return’d, 
As checking athis Voyage,and that he meanes 
No more to yndertake it; I will workehim 
To an exployrnowiripe in my Denice, 
Vader the which he fhall not choofe but fall; 
And for his death no winde of blame fhall breath, 
But euen his Mother fhall vacharge the pradtice, 
And call it accident: Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 
Tue feene my felfe,and feru’d againft the!French, 
And they ran well on Horfebacke; but this Gallant 
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Had witchcraft in’t; he grew into his Seat, 
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe, _ 
As had he beene encorps’t and demy-Natur’d 
With the braue Beaft,fo fazte he paft my thought, 
That Tin forgery of fhapes and trickes, 

Come fhort of what he did. 
Laer. A Norman was’t ? 
Kix, A Norman, 

Laer. Vpon my life Lamound. 

Kin, The very fame. 

Laer, 1 know him well,he is the Brooch indeed, 
And Iemme ofall our Nation. 

Kin, Hee mad confeffion of you, 

And gaue you fuch a Mafterly report, 

For Art and exercife in your defence ; 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall§, 

That he cryed our,t’would bea fight indeed, 

If one could match you Sir. This report of his 

Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Enuy, 

That he could nothing doe but with and begge, 

Your fodaine comming oreto play with him; 

Now out of this. 

Laer, Why out of this, my Lord? 

Kia, Laertes was your Father deare to your 
Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Leer, Why aske you this? 

Kin. Not that I thinke you did not loue-your Father, 
But that I know Loue is begun by Time: 

And that I fee in paffages of proofe, 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it: 

Hamlet comes backe: what would you yndertake, 
To fhow your felfe your Fathers fonne indeed, 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’ch” Church: 

Kia. Noplace indeed fhould murder San@urize; 
Reuenge fhould haueno bounds: but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your Chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, fhail know you are come liome : 
Wee'l put on thofe hall praife your excellence, 
And fet a double varnith on the fame 
The Freachinan gaue you,bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads,he being remiffe, 

Moft generous, and free from all contriving, 

Willnot perufe the Foiles? So that with eafe, 

Or with a little fhuffling, you may choofe 

A Sword vubaited, and in a paffe of practice, 

Requit him for your Father. 

Laer. J will doo’r, 

And for that purpofe Ile annoint my Sword: 

I bought an Vaétion ofa Mountebanke 

So mortall, I but dipt a knife in it, 

Where it drawes blood,no Cataplafme fo rare, 

Collected from all Simples that haue Vertue 

Vnder the Moone,can faue the thing from death, 

That és but feratcht withall: Ietouch my point,. 

With this contagion,that if] gall him flightly, 

I t may be death, 

Kin Let's further thinke of this, 

Weigh what conuenience both of time and meanes 

May fit vs to our fhape,if chis fhould faile; 

And that our driftlooke through our bad performance, 

| 'Twere better not aflaid;.therefore this Proie&t 

Should hauea backe or fecond,that might hold, 

If this fhould blaft in proofe: Soft,let me fee 

Wece'l make a folemne wager on your commings, 


Tha’t: when in your motion you arehot and dry, 

As make your bowts more violent tothe end 4 

And that he cals for drinke; Ile have prepar’d hin 

A Challice for the nonce;whereon but Sipping, 

Ifhe by chance efcape your venom’d ftuck, 

Our purpofe may hold there; how {weer ueene, 
Exter Queene, 

Queen. One woe doth tread ypon anothers heele 
So faft they’'l follow: your Sifter’s drown'd Laertes, ” 

Laer. Drown’d! O where? 

Queen, Thereis 2 Willow growesaflanta Brooke 
That fhewes his hore leaues in the glaffie freame oe 
There with fantafticke Garlands did the come, 

Of Crow-flowers,Nettles, Dayfies,and long Purples 
That liberall Shepheards giueagroffername; 
But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them: 
There on the pendant boughes, her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang; an enuious fliuer broke, 

When downe the weedy Trophies,and her felfe, 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes {pred wide 
And Mermaid-like,a while they bore her vp, i 
Which time fhe chaunted fnatches of old tunes, 

As one incapable of her owne diftreffe, 

Or like a creature Natiue, andindued 

Vato that Element: but long it couldnotbe, 

Till chat her garments, heauy with her drinke, 
Pui'd the poore wretch from her melodious buy, 
To muddy death, 

Laer. Alas then, is the drown‘d? 

Queen, Drown’d, drown’'d. 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 
Andtherefore I forbid my teares: but yet 
Itis our tricke, Nature her cuftome holds, 

Let fhame fay what it will; when thefe are gone 
The woman willbe out: Adue my Lord, 

I haue a fpeech of fire,that faine would blaze, 
But that this folly doubrs ir. Exit. 

Kin. Let’s follow, Gertrude: 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage? 
Now feareI this will giue it artagaines 
Therefore let’s follow. Exewn?. 


Exter two Clownes. 

Clown, 1s fhe to bee buried in Chriftian buriall, that 
wilfully feekes her owne faluation ? : 

Other. Ltellthee the is, and therefore make her Graue 
ftraight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chii- 
ftian buriall, 

Clo, How can that be, ynleffe fhe drowned her felfein 
her owne defence? 
Other.. Why ’tis found fo. 

Cle. Temmult be Se offemdends, ix cannot bee ele? for 
heere lies the point;1f 1 drowne my {elfe erie ie 
gues an Act: and an A&t hath three branches. Jt 3s 
Aét to doe and to performe; argali fhe drown'd het felte 
wirtingly. 

Other. Nay but heare you Goodman Deluer. 

Clown, Giue me ieaue; heere lies the waters 00°: 
heere ftands the man; good: If the man goe to this We 
ter and drowne himfele ; it is will he nill he, he goC 
marke you that? Butif the water come to him & pers 
him; hee drownes not himfelfe. Argall, hee that 150° 
guilty of his owne death, fhortens not his ownc life. 

Other. Butis this law? 


Cl. I marry is’t, Crowners Queft Law. oan 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet. 
Other. Wallyowha the trath‘on’t: if this‘Had:not | Hor, 1,my Lord. re eee rg 
peene aGentlewoman, fhee fhould haue beene buried |° Hams. Why ee’n fo: ‘and now my Lady Wormes, 
otc of Chiiftian Bariall. Chapleffe, and knockt about the Mazard with a Sextons 
Clo. Why therethou fay’. Andche more pitty that | Spade; heere’s fine Reuolution, if wee had'thétricke to | 
reat folke fhould have: countenance in this world to.| fee’t. Did thefe bones coft no more the breeding; but 
drowne or hang themitlues more then their even'Chrifti- | to play at Loggets wath *em ? mine ake to thinke, 
an... Come,my Spade; there iso aecientGentléemen, | on’t. 
but Gardiners, Dicchers and Graue-makers; they hold yp Clowne fings. 
Adams Protcflion. i A Pickbaxe and a Spade a Spade, 
Others WasheaGentleman? for and a {hrowding-Sheete: 
Clo, Hewas thefirft thar ever bore Armes, O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
Other. Why he kad mone, for fuch a Gueft w mete. 
Clo, What, art a Heathen? how doft thou vader-, Ham, There’s another: why might not that bee the’ 
ftand the Scripture? ‘the Scripture fayes Adam dig’d; | Scullot of a Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now ? his, 
could hee diggewithoot Armes? Ile put another que- Quillets? his Cafes? his Tenures,and his Tricks? why} 
ftion totheesif chou anfwere{t menot tothe purpofe,con- | doe’s he fuffer this rede knaue now to knécke him about! 
feffe thy felfe the Sconce with a dirty Shouell, and will not tell him of 
Other. Go too. his Action of Battery? ham. This fellow might bein’s 
Clo, Whatishethat builds fronger then either the | timea great buyer of Land, with his Statutes his Recog- 
Mafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? nizances,his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Rec oueries:; 
Other, The Gallowes maker;forthat Frame outliuesa | Is this the fine of his Fines,and the recouery of his Reco~' 
4 choufand Tenants. = ueries, to hase his fine Pace fullof fine Dirr? will his: 
Clo, Like thy wit wellin good faich, the Gallowes | Vouchers vouch himno more‘of bis Purchafes, and dou- 
does well; * buchow does it well? it does well to thofe | ble onestoo, thenthe length and breadth of a paire of 
thatdoeill: now, thou doft ill tofay the Gallowes is | Indentures? the very Conueyances of his Lands will 
built tronger then the Church: Argall, the Gallowes | hardly lyein this Boxe; and muft the Inheritor bimlelfe 
may doe wellto thee. Too't againe, Come. haue no more? ha? ° 4 
Other, Who builds Rronger then a Mafon, a Ship- Hor, Not aiot more,my Lord, < 
wright,or a Carpenter? Ham. {snot Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes ? 
Clo. I, tell me thar,and vnyoake, Hor, {my Lord3and of Cajue-skinnes tod. eres 
Other. Marry,now] can cell. Bam. They afe Sheepe and Calues thar feck out alt= 
(lo. Too’, rance in chat. I will fpeake to this fellow: whofe Graue’s 
Orher, Maffe,T cannot tell. this Sir? ; 5 
Clo. Mine Sir: 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off. O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
Clo, Cudgell thy brainesno more about it; for your for fitch a Gueft ts meste. - : 
dull Affe will not mend his pace with beating; and when Ram, Vibinke it be chine indeed:for thou lief in’c. 
you are ask't this queftion rext, fay a Graue-maker: the Clo. You lye out on’t Sir,and therefore itis not yours: 
Houfes that he makes, lafts till Doomefday: go, getthee | formy part,1 doe notlyein't; and yetit is tine. 
to Yanghan,ferch mea ftoupe of Liquor. Ham, Thoudoft lyein', to be in’tand fay tis thine ; 
Sings. “tis for the dead, noc for the’ quicke, therefore chou 
In youth when did lone did lone, lyeft. OL : 
me thought it was very fweete s Clo. "Tis a quicke lye Sir, *twill'away againe from me | 
To contratt O the time for amy behoue, to you. 
O me thenght therewas nothing meete. Ham. What man doft thou digge it for 2 
Ham, Ha’sthis fellow no feeling of his bufineffe,that Clo, For no man Sir, 
he fings at Graue-making? - Ham, What woman then? 
Hor. Cuftome hath madeitin hima property of ea- Clo. For none neither, 
fineffe. : Ham. Who isto be buried in’t? 
Ham, *Tis.ee’n fo; the hang of little Imployment hath Clo, One that wasa woman Sir; bur refther Sonle, 
| the daintier ferife. fhee’s dead. aS 4 
Clove fings. Ham. How abfolute the knaueis? wee muft fpeake! 
But Age with his frealing fleps by the Carde, or equivocation will vndoevs ; by the 
hath caught me in.bis clutch : Lord Horatio; thefe three yeares Thaue taken note of ic, 
Aud hath [bipped me intillthe Land, the Age is growne fo picked, that the roeof the Pefanc 
as if I bad uener beene fach, comes fo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee galls his: 
Ham. That Scull had atongueinit, and could fing | Kibe. How long haftthou béen a Graue-maker? ae 
once; howthe knaueiowles it to th’ grownd, “as if ic Clo, Ofallthe dayes ith’ yeare, I came too’t that day : 
wereCaines Jaw-bone, that did the firft murther: It | thar our la(t King Hamlet o’recame Fortinbras, — 
{might be the Pateof a Policitian which this Affe-o’re OF. Ham. How long is that fince? 
fices:one that could circumuent God, might it tiot? Clo, Cannotyoutell that? every foole can tell thet : | 
Hor. It might, my Lord. ., es Tt was the very day, thar young Aumlet was borne, hee 
Ham, Or of a Courtier,which could fay, Good Mor- | that was mad ,and fent into England. : 
tow fweet Lord : how dof thou, good Lord ? this Ham: Venatry, why was he fent into England? 
might be my Lord fach’a one, that: prais‘d thy Lord fuch Clo, Why, becaufe he was tad; hee fhall recouer his 
tones Horfe,when he meantrobegeeit;mightit nor?, | wits there} orifhe do not; it’s to great mattér there, 


_ Ham.: 
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Ham. Why? ee 

(lo. *Twillnost be feene in him,there the men are as 
mad ashe. 

Ham, How came he mad? 

Clo, Very ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. How ftiangely ?, 

Clo, Faith e’ene with loofing his wits. 

Ham. Vpon what ground ? 

(10. Why heere in Denmarke:] haue bin fixeteene 
heere,man and Boy thirty yeares. 

Ham. How long willa man lie’ith’ earth ere he rot? 

Clo, Tfaith,ifhe benor rotten before he die(as we haue 
many pocky Coarfes now.adaies, that will {carce hold 
4 the laying in) he willlaft you fomecight yeare, ornine 

yeare. A Tanner willlaf you nine yeare, 

Ham. Why he,more then another Sate 

Clo. Why fir, his hideis fo tan’d with his Trade, that 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water, 
is a fore Decayer of your horfon dead body.Heres a Scull 
| now:this Scul has laing in the earth three & twenty years. 

Haws,. Whofe was it ? 

Clo. A whorefon mad Fellowes it was 
Whofe doe you thinke it wast 

Ham, Nay, know not. : . 

Cl, Apeitlence on him fora mad Rogue,a pourda 
Flaggos of Renifh on my head once. This fame Scull 
Sir,this fame Scull fir, was Yoricks Scull,the Kings lefter. 

Ham. This? ; : 

Clo; E’ene that. 

Ham. Let me fee. Alas poore Yorick,I knew him Ho. 
ratio, fellow of infinite Jeits of moft excellent fancy, he 
hath borneme on his backe a thonfand times: And how 
abhorred my Imagination is,my gorge rifes at it. Heere 
| hung thofelipps, chat ihaue kit know not how oft, 
{ VVhbere-be your libes now ? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs? Your flafhes of Metriment that were wont to 
fetthe Table on a Rorei No one now to mock your own 
Teering ? Quite chopfalne ? Now getyou to my Ladies 
Chamber,and cell her,lec her paint. an inch thicke, to this 
fauourfhe muftcome. Make her laugh at that: pty- 
thee Horatiotell me one thing. 

Hor. What's that my Lord ? 

Ham, Doft thou thinke Alexander lookt o’this fa- 
fhioni’th’ earth 2 

Hor, E’ene-fo. 

Ham. And {melt fo ? Pub, 
Hor. E’enefo,my Lord, 
Ham, Towhas bafe vfes we may returne Horatio, 
Why may not Imagination tracethe Noble duft of 4- 
lexander, till be findit @oppingabunghole. 
"Hor, ’Twese to confider : to curioufly te confider fo. 
_» Ham, No faith,not aiot. Butto follow him thether 
with modeftie enough, & likelichood to lead it; as thus. 
Alexander died v-Alexander was buried : Alexander te~ 
turneth into duff; the duft is earth; of earth we make 
Lome,andwhy of thac Lome (whereto he.was conver- 
ted) might they not Ropp a Beere-barrell? 
4 Imperiall Cefar,dead and wirn’d to clay, 
Might ftop a hole to keepe the winde away, 
Oh, that that earth, which kepe the world in awe, 
Should patcha Wall,’expell che winters flaw. 
But foft,but foft, afide; heere comes the King. 


° 
3 


Exter King, Queene, Laertes and a Coffin, 
with Lords attendant , 








_ And with fuch maimed rites? This doth betokenj a é 
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The Coarfe they folfow,did with difpera 
Fore do it oe life; Scores fome Bate, sires: 
Couch wea while,and mark. 
Laer, What Cerimony elfe? _ 
Ham. That is Laertes,a very Noble youth : Mark 
Laer.’ What Cerimony elfe? i 
Prieff. Hex Obfequies haue bin as farre inlaro’d 
As we haue warrantis,her death was doubtful], 
And but that great Command,o’re-fwaies the order 
She fhould in ground vnfan@ified haue lodg’d, ” 
Till the laft Trumpet. For charitable praier, 
Shardes,Flints, and Peebles,fhould be thro wne onhe 
Yet heere the is allowed her Virgin Rites, , ; 


‘Her Maiden ftrewments,and the bringing home 


Of Bell and Buriail, : 
Laer. Mut there no more be done? 


+ Prieffs Nomore be done: 


We fhould prophane the feruice of the dead, 
To fing fage Requiem,and fuch reft to her 
Asto peace-parted Soules, 

Laer, Lay her i’th’ earth, 
And from her faire and vapolluted fleth, 
May Violets fpring. I tell thee(churlith Prief) 
A Miniftring Angell fhall my Sifter be, 
When thou r-fthowling ? 

Ham. What,the faire Ophelia? 

Queene, Sweets,tothe {weet farewell, 


Thop‘d thou fhould’ft haue bin my Hamlets wifes 


Tthought thy Bride-bed to haue deckt(fweet Maid) 
And not thaue ftrew’d thy Graue, 
Laer. Ohterrible woer, 
Fall ten times trebble,on that curfed head 
Whofe wicked deed, thy moft Ingeniousfence 
Depriu’d thee of, Hold off the earth a while, 
Till ] hae caught her once more in mine armes: 
Leaps in the grane, 
Now pile your duft, vpon the quicke,and dead, 
Till of this flac a Mowntaine you haue made, 
To o’re top old Pelson,or the skyith head 
Of blew O/ympus, 
Ham, What ishe,whofe griefes 
Beares fuch an Emphafis ? whofe phrafe of Sorrow 
Coniure the wandring Starres,and makes them and 
Like wonder-wounded hearers 2 Thisis], 
Hamlet the Dane. 
Laer, The deuill rake thy foule, 
Ham, Thou pravft not well, 
I prythee take thy fingers from my throats 
Sis though I am not Spieenatiue,and rafh, 
Yet haue f fomething in me dangerous, 
Which let thy wifeneffe feare. Away thy hand. 
King. Pluck them sfunder. 
Qe. Hamlet,Hamlet, 
Ges. Gocd my Lord. be quiet. : 
Ham, Why Uwillfight with him vppon this Theme 
Vatill my eiclids will nolonger wag. 
Qu. Ohmy Sonne, what Theame 2 
Ham. M\ou'd Ophelia; fortie thoufand Brothers 


‘Could not(with all there quantitie of Lone) 


Make vp my furame, What wilt thou do forher? 
King. Ohheismad Laertes, : 
4, For loue of God forbeare him. 
Ham, Come fhow me what thow'lt doe. : 
Woo't weeps ? Woo't fight? Woot teare thy felfe? 
Woot driake vp Efile,eate a Crocodile? 


=o 











| The Queene, the Courtiets. Whois that they follow, ae : 
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[le doo’t, Doft thou come heere to whine; 
To outface me with leaping inher Graue? 
Be buried quicke with her,and fo will I. 
And ifthou prate of Mountaines; lee them throw 
Millions of Akers on vs till our ground 
Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 
Make Offa like a wart. Nay,and thoul’t mouth, 
Ile rant as wellas thou, 
Kin, This ismeere Madneffe: 
And thus awhilethe fit will werkeon him: 
Anon as patient as the female Doue, 
When that her golden Cuplet are difclos’d; 
His filence will fit drooping. 
Ham, Heareyou Sir: 
What is the reafon that you vfe me thus? 
Iloud’ you euer;but it is no matter : 
Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may, 
The Cat will Mew and Dogge willhauehisday. Exit. 
Kin. I pray you good Horatio wait vpon him, 
Strengthen you patience in our laft nights fpeech, 
Wee'l put the matter to the prefent pufh : 
Good Gertrade {et fome watch over your Sonne, 
This Graue fhall hauea living Monument: 
An houre of quiet fhortly fhall we fee; 
Till then,in patience our proceeding be. 


1 


Exeunt. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Haws. So much for this Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You doe remember all the Circumftance. 

Hor. Remember it my Lord? 

Ham, Sir,in my heart there was a kinde of fighting, 
That would not let me fleepe; me thought! lay 
Worfe then the mutines in the Bilboes, rafhly, 
(And praife be rafhinefie for it) let vs know, 
Our indifcretion fometimes ferues vs well, 
When our deare plots do paule,and that fhould teach vs, 
There’s a Diuinity that fhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will, 

Hor, Thatis moft certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin 
My fea-gowne {carft about mein the darke, 
Grop’d I to finde out them; had my defire, 
Finger’d their Packet,and in fine, withdrew 
Tomine owne roome againe, making fo bold, 
(My feares forgetting manners) to vnfeale 
Their grand Commiffion, where I found Horatio, 
Ohroyall knauery :) An exa&t command, 
Larded with many-fewerall forts of reafons 
Importing Denmarks health,and Englands too, 
With hoo, fuch Bugges and Goblins in my life; 
That on the fuperuize no leafure bated, 
No not ¢o ftay the grinding of the ‘Axe, i 
My head fhoud? be (ruck off | 

Hor, Ift poffible? 

Ham. Here's the Commiffion, read it at more leyfures 

But wile chou heare me how I did proceed? . | 


Hor, T befeéch you. 
Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villaines, 
tel could make a Prologue ta my braines,” 

They had begun the Play. I fateme downe, 
cuis’d a new Cotiimiflion, wrote it faire, 
J once did hold itas our Sratifts'doe,” 
bafenefleto write faire; anid laboured much 
How to forget that learning: but Sirnow, ’ 
Itdid me Yeomans feruice : wilt thou know’ 
The effeéts of what I wrote? °*° — 


Hamlet. 


Hor. }, good my Lord. 

Ham. An earneft Coniuration from the Kin 

As England was his faithfull Tributary , 
As loue betweene them, as the Palme fhould Alourith, 
As Peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland weare, 
And ftand a Comma ’tweene their amities, 

And many fuch like Affis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of thefe Contents, 
Without debatement further,more or leffe, 
He fhould the bearers put to fodaine death, 
Not fhriving time allowed. 

Hor. How was this feal’d? 

Ham. Why,enen in that was Heauen ordinate; 
Thad my fathers Signet in my Purfe, 

Which was the Model! of that Danith Seale : 
Folded the Writ vp in forme of the other, 
Sub{erib’d it, gau’t th’ impreffion, plac’ it fafely, 
The changeling neuer knowne : Now, the next day 
Was our Sea Fight,and what to this was fement, 
Thou know’ft alzeady. 
Hor. So Gnildenfterne and Rofincrance, g0 too’t, 

Ham.Why man,they did make loue to this imployment 
They are notneere my Confcience; their debate 
Doth by their owne infinuation grow : 
"T1s dangerous,when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the paffe,and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites. 

Hor. Why, what a King is this ? 

Ham. Does it not, thinkft thee, ftand me now Vpon 
Fe that hath kil’d my King, and whor’d my Mothez, 
Popt in betweene th’election and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch coozenage; is’t not perfeé confcience, 
To quit him with this arme? And is’t not to be damn’d 
To let this Canker of our nature come 
Tn further euill, 

Hor, Itmuftbe thortly knowne to him from England 
What isthe iffue of the bufincfle there. 

Ham. \e willbe fhorr, 

The interim’s mine,and a mans life’s no more 
Then to fay one: butlam very forty good Horatio, 
Thatto Laertes I forgot my felfe; 
For by the image of my Caufe,I {ee 
The Portraiture of hiss Ie count his fauours : 
Bur {ure the bravery of his griefe did pur me 
Into a Towring paflion. 
Hor. Peace,who comes heere? 
Exter young Ofricke. (marke. 
Ofr. Your Lordthip is right welcome back to Den-_ 
Ham, \ humbly thank you Sir,doft know this waterflie? 
Hor, Nomy good Lord, * 

Ham. Thy ftateis the more gracious; for’tis avice to | 
know him: he hath much Land, and fertile; let a Beaft 
be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib thall fand at the Kings 
Mefie; ‘tisa Chowgh; butas I faw {pacious in the pof- 
feffion of dirt. 

Off. Sweet Lord, if your friendthip were at leyfure, 
I thould imparta thing to you from his MaieQty, 

Ham. J willreceiue it with all diligence of {piritspuc 
your Bonet te his right vfe,’cis for the head, 

Ofr. Ithanke your Lordthip,’tis very hot. 

‘Ham, No, belecue mee’tis very cold, the winde is 
Northerly. wie 
Ofr. Itis indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 


_, Ham Mee thinkes it is very foultry, and, hot for my 
Complexion, 


Ss 


ee Ofricke. | 
ENN TEN 
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me) 





Ofr. Exceedingly,my Lord,it is very foultry,as twere 

cannot tellhow: but my Lord,his Maiefty bad me fig- 
nifie to you, that he ha’s jaid a great wager on your head: 
Sir, this is the matter. 

Ham, \ befecch you remember. 

Ofr. Nay,in good faith, for mine eafe in good faith: 
Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. at 
his weapon. 

Ham. What's his weapon? 

Ofr, Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That's two ot his weapons; but well. 

Ojr .The fir King ha’s wag’d with him fix Barbary Hor- 
fes, againf& the which he impon’d as I rake it, fixe French 
Rapiers and Poniards , with their aflignes, as Girdle, 
Hangers orfo: three of the Carriages infaith are very 
deare to faticy, very refponfiueto the hilts, moft delicate 
carriages, and of yery liberall conceit. 

‘Ham, What call you the Carriages ? 

O(r. The Carriages Sir, are the hangers, 

Ham, The phrafe would bee more Germaine tothe 
matter: Jf we could carry Cannon by our fides; I would 
| it might be Hangers till then; but on fixe Barbary Hor- 
\ fes againft fixe French Swords: their Affignes,and three 
liberall conceited Carriages, that’s the French but a- 
gainft the Danith; why is this impon‘d as you callit? - 

Ojr. The King Sir,hach laid that ina dozen paffes be- 
tweene youand him, hee fhall not exceed you three hits; 
He hath onetwelue for mine, and that would come to 
imediate tryail, if your Lordfhip would vouchfafe the 

Anfwere. 

Ham, How if Tanfwere no? 

Ofr- [meanemy Lord, the oppofition of your perfon 
in tryall, 

Ham. Sir, 1 will walke heere in the Hall; if it pleafe 
his Maieftic, ‘tis che breathing time of day with me; let 
the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold his purpofes I will win for him if I can: if 
not, Ile gaine nothing but my fhame,and the odde hits. 

Of. Shalli redeliuer you ee’n fo? 

Ham. To this effe& Sir, after what flourifh your na- 
ture will. 

Ofr. Tcommend my duty to your Lordfhip. 

Ham. Yours, yours; hee does well.co commend ‘it 
himfelte, there are no tongues el{e for's tongue. 

‘ Hor. This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on his 
ead. } 

Ham. He did Complie: with bis Dugge before hee 
fuck’c it: thus had he and mine more of the fame Beauy 
1 that I know the droffie age dotes on;only gor the tunc of 
the time, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde of 
‘yefty collection, which carries them through & through 
the moft fond and winnowed opimions;and dee but blow 
Ahem totheir tryalls; the Bubbles are our. 
~ Hor. Youwill lofe this wager,my Lord. 

Ham. \ doe notthinke fo, fince he went into France, 
Thaue beene in continual praétice; I fhall winne arthe 
oddss + but thou wouldeft northinke how all heere a- 
boue my hearts, bur itisno.matter. .,, ‘od! 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord, Sie 2 

‘Hara. 1c 33, but foolery 3 but it is fuch.a kinde of 
gain-giuing a5 would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor, If yourminde diflikeany thing obey. will fore- 
tall their repaire hither, and fay youare not fic. .- 
Ham. Not a whit, wedefie Augurys there’s.a {peciall 
Prouidenge in the fall of afpatraw.. If ic be now,’tisnot 
to come: ific beenot to’ come, icwill beenow :.if it 





| The King thal drinketo Hrams/ets becter breath, 





be not nows yet it will. come;the readineffe is all, ince ‘ 
man ha’s ought of what he leaues. What is’s to leane b : 
times? © be. 


Enter King, Queene, Laertes and Lords, 
dants with Foyles, and Gauntlets, 
Flagous of Wine onit. 


with other Atten. 
4T able and 


Kie, Come Hamlet,come,and take this hand from me 

Ham, Give me your pardon Sir, ue done ; 
But pardon’t as you are a Gentleman. 

This prefence knowes, 

And you muft needs have heard howIam punifhr 
With fore diftraction ? What I have done 

That might your nature honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I heeve proclaime was madnefle: 
Wast Hamlet wrong’d Laertes? Neuer Hamlet, 
If Hamlet from himtelfe be tane away ; 

And when he’s not himfelfe,do’s wrong Laertes 
Then Hamlet does itnor, Hamlet deniesit: 
Who does it then? His Madneffe ? Ift be fo, 
Hamlet is of the FaQion that is wrong’d, 

His madneffe is pocie Hamlets Enemy, 

Sir, in this Audience, 

Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d euill, 

Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts, 
That I haue fhot mine Atrow ore the houfe, 
And hurt my Mother. 

Laer. 1 am fatisfied in Nature, 
Whofe motiue in this cafe fhould ftirrememoft 
Tomy Revenge. Butin my termes of Honor 
I ftand aloofe, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Mafters of knowne Honor, 
Thane a voyce, and prefident of peace 
To keepe myname vngorg’d. But cill chat sime, 
Ido recejue your offer’d loue like loue, 
And wil not wrong it, 

Ham, 1 do embrace it freely, i 
And will this Brothers wager: trankely play, 
Giue vs the Foyles: Come on 

Laer, Come one for me. i 

Ham. Vebe your foile Zaertes,in mine ignorance, 
Your Skill fhali hke a Starred th darkeft night, sio0! 
Sticke flery offindeede. 

Laer. Youmocke me Sir... ! byt) 

Ham. Nog by this hand, 

King. Giuethem the Foyles yong Ofricke, 
Covfen Hamlet, you know the wager; wrB 
Ham. Verte well my Lord, 4 
Your Grace hath laidethe oddgs a’th’weaker fide. 

Kiag. I donot feareit, Sania 


you Wrong, 


Thaue feene you both: : 1 OF 
But fines he is better’d,we hae thereforaoddese:: 1 \! 
Laer. Thisis tooheauy, iMog Al 0h 
Let me fee another. . da 

Ham. This likes me well, 3 subed 4y1ve 
Thefe Foyleshaucallalength. ..... Preparetoplafe 

Ofvicke. Imy good Lord. ie wh 

King. Set me the Stopes of wine ypon that Tablet: | 
If Hamlet giue the firft,.or fecond hit, Boi 
Or quit in anfwer ofthethird exchanges”) 2004 0 
Let all the Battlements their Ordinance firey’ 


And in rhe Cup an vnion fhal he throw 
Richer thenthat,which.foure fuccefline Kings 
In Denmarkes Crowne haneworne.) 320), 





| 





‘1Giue me the Cups, I can no more, the King, the King’s too blame, 
Andlet the Kettle tothe Trumpets {peake, Ham. The point envenom'dtoo, 
The Trumpet to the Cannoneer without, Then yenome to thy worke, 
The Cannons to the Heauens, the Heauento Earth, Harts the Kiar. 
Now the King drinkes to Hamsler. Come, begin, All. Treafon, Treafon, re. 
And you the Iudges beare a wary eye. King. O yet defend me Friends,T am but hurt. 

Ham. Come onfir, Ham. Heerethou inceftuous, murdrous, 

Laer, Conic on fir. They play. | Damned Dane, | 

Ham. One. Driake off this Potion: Is thy Vnion heere ? 

Laer. No. Follow my Mother. : King Dyes. | 

Ham. Tudgement. Laer. He is iufly feru'd. 

Ofr. Ahic, a very palpable hic. : Itis a poyfon temp’red by himfelfe : 

Law. Well; againe. Exchange forgideneffe with me, Noble Hamlet ; 

King, Stay, give me drinke. Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee, 

Hamlet, this Pearle is thine, Nor thine on me. Dyes. 
‘|Here’s to thy health, Giue him the cup, Ham. Heauen makethee free of ir, I follow thee. 
Trumpets farid, and foot goes off Tam dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew, 
Ham. Yeplay this bout firft, fer by a-while. You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance, 
Come: Another hit 3. what fay you ? That are but Mutes or audience to this acte : 

Lar. Atouch,atouch, I do confeffe. Had I buc time (as this fell Sergeant death 

King. Our Sonne fhall win, Is Rrick’din his Arreft) ch I could tell you, 

Ou, He’s fat,and {cant of breath. But let it be: Horatio, 1 am dead, 

Heere’s a Napkin, sub thy browes, | Thou liu’ft, report me and my caufes right 
The Queene Carte festo thy fortune, Havlet, To the ynfatisied. 

Ham. Good Madam. Hor, Never beleeue it, 

King. Gertrude, donot drinke. Tam more an Antike Roman then a Dane: 

Qu, I willmy Lord ; . Heere’s yet fome Liquor left. 

Ipray you pardon me. Ham, As th’art aman, give me the Cup. 

King. Itis the poyfon'd Cup, itis too late. Let go, by Heauen Hehaue’r, 

Ham. { darenot drinke yet Madam, Oh good Horatio, whata wounded name, 

By and by. (Things ftandiog thus vnknowne) fhall line behind me. } 
” 9a, Come, iccme wipe thy face, if chow did’ft ever hold mein thy heart, 

Laer, My Lord, Hehit him now. Abfent thee from felicitie awhile, 

King. 1 do not thinke’t. And in this hacth world draw thy breath in paine, 

Lar. Andyet’tisalmoft’gainft my confcience, Totell my Storie, 

Ham. Come for the third. March afarre off, ana fhout within. 
Laerves, you but dally, What warlike noyfeis this ? 

Ipray you paffe with your bef violence, 
Jam aftear'd you make a wanronofme. Ester Ofrickes 

Laer. Say youfo ? Come on. Plays Ofr. Yong Fortinbras, with conqueft come frd Poland 

Or. Nothing neither way.s * | Toth’Ambafladors of England giues rhis warlike vally, 

Laer. Haue at you now, Ham. Ol dye Horatio: 

Ins fouffling they change Rapicrs. The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my {pirit, 

King. Partthem, they are tncens’de T cannot liue to heare the Newes from England,’ 

Ham. Nay come, 2gaine. But I do prophefieth’eledtion lights 

Ofr, Looketo the Queenethere hoa. On Fortinbras, he ha’s my dying voyce, 

Hor, They bleed on both fides, How is’t my Lord? | Sottell him withthe occurrents more and leffe, 

Ofr. How ist Laertes? Which haue folicited. The reft is lence, O,0,0,0, Dyes | 

Laer, Why asa Woodcocke Hora, Now crackea Noble heart: 

Tomine Sprindge, Ofricke, Goodnight {weet Prince, 
lam iufily kill’d with mine owre Treacherie. And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft, 

Ham. How does the Queene? Why do’s the Drumme come hither? 

King. She founds to fee them bleede. 

Qu. No,no, the drinke, the drinke, Enter Fortisbras and Englifh Ambaffador with Drumme, 
Oh my decre Hamlet, the drinke, the drinke, Colours and Attendants, : 
lam poyfon'd. Fortin. Whereis this fight ? 

Ham, Oh Villany ! How? Let the doore be lock’d. Hor, What is it ye would fee ; 

Treacherie, fecke it out. If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

Pie eis tamekeTanslet. For, His quarry cries on hauocke. Oh proud death, 

Hamlet, thou art flaine, What featt is coward in thineeternall Cell, 

No Medicine in the world can do thee good. That thou fo many Princes, at a fhoote, 

Inthee, there is not halfe an houre of life 5 So bloodily haf ftrooke. 

The Treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand, Amb. The fight is difmall, 

Vabated and envenom’d: the foule pragtifes And our affaires from England come too late, 

Hath turn’d icfelfe onme. Loe, heere i lye, The eares are fenfeleffe that fhould giue vs hearing, 
ewer torife againe : Thy Mothers poyfon'd: To tell him his comma nd’ment is falfill'd, 
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Enter Kent, Gloucefter, and Edmond. 
Kent. " 

e@Thoucht the King had more affected the 

AS) Duke of Albany, then Cornwall, 
Hse Glow Ic did alwayes feeme {oto vs : But 
VES Vow in the diuifion of the Kingdome, it ap- 
wo peares not which ofthe Dukes hee valewes 
moft, for qualities ave fo weigh’d, that curiofity in nei« 

ther, can make choife of eithers moity. 

Kent. isnot this yourSon, my Lord ? 

Glow. Wis breeding Sir, hath bin at my charge. I have 
fooften bluth’d to acknowledge him, thacnow lam 
braz‘d coo’. 

Kent. I cannot conceiue you, ' 

Glon. Sir,this yong Fellowes mother could ; -where- 
vpon fhe grew round womb’d, and had indeede (Sir) a 


/Sonne for her Cradle, ere fhe hadiathusband for herbed. | 


Doyou fmell a fauls ? 

Kent. I cannot wifhthe faule yndone, the iffue ofit, 
being fo proper. 

Glow, But I hauea Sonne, Sir, by order of Law,fome 
yeere elder then this ; who, yetisno decrer inmy ac- 
count, though this Knaue came fomthing fawcily to the 
world-before he was fent for: yet was his Mother fayre, 
there was good fport at his making, and the horfon muft 
beacknowledged. Doe you know this Noble Gentle- 
man, Edmond ? 

Edm. No, my Lord, 

Glow. My Lord of Kent: 

Remember him heereafter,as my Honourable Friend. 

Edm, My feruicesto your Lordfhip. 

Kent. T mutt loue you, and fue to know you better. , 

Edm, Sir, 1 (hall ftudy deferuing. 

Glew, He hath bia out nine yeares, and away he fhall 
againe. The King is comming. 


Sewnet. Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany,Gonerill, Re- 
gan, Cordelia,'and attendants. 
| Lear. Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy,Glofter, 
Glon, I hall, my Lord, Exit. 
Lear, Meane time.we fhal expreffe our darker purpofe. 
Giue me the Map there. Know, that we hauedlivided 
In three our Kin gdome : and’tis-our faft intent,’ 
To thakeall Cares and Bufineffe from our Age, . 
Conferring them on yonger @réngths, while we 
Voburthen’d crawle toward death. Our fon of Cormwal, 
And you our no leffe louing Sonne of Albany, 


We haue this hourea conftant will ro publith 
Our daughters feuerall Dowers, that tuture flrife 
May be prevented now. The Princes France & Burgundy, 
Great Riuals in our yongett daughters loue, 
Long in our Coure, haue made their amorous foiourne, 
And heere are to be anfwer'd. Tell me my daughters 
(Since now we will diueft vs both of Rule, 
Incereft of Territory, Cares of State) 
Which of you fhall we fay doth loue vs moft, 
That we, our largeft bountie may extend 
Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Goneril/, 
Our eldeft borne, fpeake firft. 
Gow,Sir, Lloue you more then word can weild § matter, 
Deerer then eye-fight, {pace, and libertie, 
Beyond what can be valewed, rich or rare, 
No leflethen life, with grace, health,beauty, honor: 
As much as Childe ere lou’d, or Father found. 
A loue that makes breazb poore,and {peech ynable, 
Beyond all manner of fo much | loue you, 
Cor, What fhall Cordelia {peake? Loue,and be filenr, 
Lear.Of all thefe bounds even from this Line,to this, 
Wich fhadowie Forrefts,and with Champains rich’d 
With plenteous Riuers,and wide-skirted Meades 
We make thee Lady. Tothineand A/basiesitlues 
Be this perpetual. What fayes ourfecond Daughter? 
Our deereft Rega, wife of Cornwall ? 
Reg. Tam made of that felfe-mettie as my Sifter, 
And prize me ather worth. In my true hear, 
I finde fhe names my very deede ofloue: © 
Onely fhe-comes too fhort, that] profefle 
My felfean enemy to all other ioyes, ) 
Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe profeffes; 
And finde l amalone felicitate. 
In your deere Highnefle loue. 
(or, Then poore Cordelia, 
And yet not fo, fince I am fare my Ioue’s 
More ponderous then my tongue. 
Lear. To thee,and thine hereditarie eucr, 
Remaine this ample third of our faire Kingdome; 
No leffein {pace, validitie, and pleafure 
Then that conferr'd on Gemerill: Now our oy, 
Although our laft and leaft ;to whofe yong loues 
The Vines of France, and Milke of Burgundie, 
Strive to heintereft. What catryou fay, to draw 
A third, more opilent then your Sifters? fpeake. 
Cor. Nothing my Lord. 
Lear, Nothing ? 
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That Rofincrauce and Guildeafterne aredead : 
Where fhould we hatte ourthankes 2 
Hor. Not from his mouth, 

Had it th’abilitie of life to thanke you : 
He neuer gaue command’ment fer their death. 

But fince fo iumpe vpon this bloodie queftion, 

You from the Polake warres, and you from England 
Are heere arriued. Giue order that thefe bodies 


| High ona flagebe placedto the view, 


And let me fpeake to th’yet vnknowing world, 
How thefe things came about. So fhall you heare 
Of carnall, bloudie, and ynnaturall acts, 
Ofaccidentalliudgements, cafuall flaughters 
Of death’s put on by cunning, and fore’d caufe, 
And in this vpfhot, purpofes miftooke, 
Falne on the Inuentors heads. All this canI 
Truly deliver. 

. For. Let vs haft to heare it, 
And call the Nobleft to the Audience. 
For me, with forrowv, I embrace my Fortune, | 
Thaue fome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, 





| Euen whiles mens mindes are wilde, 


. Becomes the Field, but heere fhewes much amis, 


Which are ro claime, my vans ge doth 
Inuiteme, 

Hor. Of that I fhall haue alwayes canfe 
And fronyhis-mouth bie ‘peak, j 
Whole voyce willdrawonmore: 
Butlet this fame be prefently perform’d, 


Left more mifchance 
On plots, and errors happen. 
For, Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Soldier to the Stage, 
For hg was likely, had he beene put on 
Tovhaue prou’d moft royally : 
And for his paffage, * 
The Souldiours Muficke,and the rites of Warre 
Speake lowdly for him. ; 
Take vp the body ; Such a fightas this 


Go, bid the Souldiers fhoote, 


Exeunt Marching : after she which, a Peales 
Ordenance are {hot off, 
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284 
Cor, Nothing. 
Lear, Nothing will come of nothing, {peake againe, 
Cor. Vnhappie that I am,[ cannot heaue 
| My heart into my mouth;1 loue your Maiefty 
According to my bond,no more nor leffe. 
Lear. How,how ( ordelsa?Mend your {peech alittle, 
Leaft you may marre your Fortunes. 
Cor. Good my Lord, 
You haue begot me,bred me,lou’d me 
Ireturne thofe duties backe as are right fit, 
Obey you,Loue you,and mof Honour you. 
Why haue my Sifters Husbands, if they fay 
They loue you all ? Happily when I fhall wed, 
That Lord,whofe hand muft take my plight, fhall carry 
Halfe my lowe with him, halfe my Care,and Dutie, 
1 Sure I fhall neuer marry like my Sifters, 
Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 
Cor. I my good Lord. 
Lear. So young, and fo vntender ? 
Cer. So young my Lord,and true. 
Lear. Letitbe fo,thy cruth then bethy dowre: 
For by the facred radience of the Sunne, 
The miferies of Heccat and the night : 
By allthe operation of the Orbes, 
| From whom we do exift,and ceafe to be, 
| Heere J difclaime all my Paternall care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
| And asa ftranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for euer. The barbarous Scythian, 
} Orhethat makes his generation meffes ; 
To gorge his appetite, fhall to my bofome 
Be as well neighbour’d,pittied,and releeu'd, 
Asthou my fometime Daughter, 
Kent. Good my Liege. 
Lear. Peace Kent, 
Come not.betweene the Dragon and his wrath, 
1 lou’d her moft,and thought to fet my reft 
On her kind nurfery. Hence and avoid my fight: 
So be my graue my peace, as here I giue 
Her Fathers heart fromher ; call France,who ftitres 2 
Call Burgundy,( ornwall,and Albanie, 
With my two Daughters Dowres,digeft the third, 
| Let pride,which the cals plainneffe,marry her : 
| Vdoe inueft you ioyntly with my power, 
| Preheminence,and all thelarge effets 
Thartroope with Maiefty. Oar felfe by Monthly courfe, 
With referuation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to befuftain’d, fhall our abode 
Make with you by dueturne,onely we fhall recaine 
The name, and all th'addition to a King sthe Sway, 
Reuennew?) Execution of the reft, 
Beloued Sonnes be yours, which to confirme, 
This Coronet part betweene you. 
_} Kent. Royall Lear, oni 
Wiom | have etierhonor’d as my King, 
| Lou’d as my Father,as my Matter follow'd, 
As my grearPatronchoughton in my praiers. 
Le. Yhebow is bentid drawne,make from the thaft. 
Kent, Let it fall vatherjchough the forke inuade 
The region of my heatt,be Kent yvnmannetly, : 
| When Lezris mad, wharwouldeft thouidovold man? ‘ 
| Think’& rhow that datic fhall haue dread to fpeake, >: 
| When powerxo flattery bowes? ; 
| To plainneffedionout's bound, (: osiign svar ones 
| When Maiefty falls to folly,referuethy ftate, «> 
} Andin thy beft confideration checke ese) wna 
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\_ This hideous rafhneffe,anfwere m life,myiu “ 

Thy yongeft Daughter do’s not lest ia 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds 

Reuerbe no hollowneffe. 

Lear, Kent,on thy life nomore, 

Kent.> My life 1 neuer held but as pawne 
To wage againft thine enemies nere feare co loofeje 
Thy fafetybeing motiue. a" 

Lear. Out ot my fight, 

Kent. See betcer Lear,and let me ftill remaine 
The true blanke of thine eie, 

Kear. Now by ~ipollo, 

Lent. Now by Apsilo,King 
Thou fwear,ft thy Gods in vaine. 

Lear, O Vaffall! Mifcréans. 

Alb. Cor, Deate Sir forbeare. 

Kent, Killthy Phyfition,and thy fee beftow 
Vponthe foule difeafe,reuoke thy guift, 

Or whil'ft I can vent clamour from my throate, 
Tle tell chee thou doft euill, 

Lea, Heare me recreant,on thine allegeance heare me; 
That chow haft fought to makevs breake our yowes, 
Which we durft neuer yet; and with itrain’d pride, 
To come betwixt our fentences,and dur power, 
Which,nor our nature,nor our place can beare; 

Our potencie made good,take thy reward, 
Fiue dayes we do allot thee for prouifion, 
To fhield thee from difafters of the world, 
And on the fixt to turne thy hated backe 
Vpon our kingdomes ifon the tenth day following, 
Thy banifht trunke be found in our Dominions, 
The moment is thy death, away, ByJspiter, 
This fhall not be reuok’d, 
Kent. Fare thee well King ,fith thus thou wilt appeare, 
Freedome liues hence,and bauifhmentis here; 
The Gods to their deere fhelter take thee Maid, 
That iuflly think’'{t,and haft moft rightly faid: 
And your large {peeches,may your deeds approue, 
That good effects may {pring from words ofloue: 
Thus Kent,O Princes, bids you alladew, 
Hee’l (hape his old courfe, in a Country new. 





Exit 


. Flourifh, Exter Glofter with France,and Bure - 
gundy, Attendants. 


Cor. Heere’s France and Burgundy,my Noble Lord. 

Lear. My Lord of Bugundie, 
We firit addreffe toward you;who withthis King 
Hath rivald for our Daughter; wharin the leat 
Will you require in pretent Dower with her, 
Or ceafe your queft of Loue? 

Bar. Mott Royall Maiefty, ; 
I crave'no more then hath your Highneffe offer'd, 
Nor will you tender leffe? 

Lear. Right Noble Burgandy, 
When the was deare tovs,we did hold her fo, 
But now her price is fallen : Sir,therc fhe ftands, 
If oughe within thar lictle feeming fubftance, 
Orall of it with our difpleafure piec’d, 
And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 
Shee’s there,and the isyours. 

Bur. Lknow no anfwer. matt 
Lear. Will you withthofe infirmities fhe owes 
Vnfriended new adopted to our hate; bi 

Dow’rd with our curfe,and ftranger’d with ouroaty’ 
Take her or,leaue her. bah 
Bur. Pate 
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Bar, Pardon me Royall Sir, 
Election makes noc vp in {uch conditions. » 


Le. Then leaue her fir,for by the powre that made me, 


Itell you ali her wealth, For you great King, 
I would nor from your loue make duch a firay, 
Tomatch you where I hate,therefore befeech you 
T’auert your liking a more worthier way, ' 
Then ona wretch whom Nature is afham’d 
Almofte’acknowledge hers. 
Fra. This is moft (trange, 
That fhe whom cuen but now, was your obiect, 
The argument of your praife, balme of your age, 
The bett,the deereft, fhould in this trice of time 
Commita thing fo monftrous,te difmantle 
So many folds of fauiour:fure her offence 
Mutt be of fuch ynnacurall degree, 
That monfters it: Or your fore-voucht effeQion 
Fall into taint, whichco beleeue of her 
Mu bea faith chat reafon without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 
Cor, Lyet befeech your Maiefty. 
{Iffor I want chat glib and oylie Art, 
To fpeake and purpofe not, fince what I willintend, 
lle do’t before I fpeake,that you make knowne 
Itis no vicious blot,murther,or foulenefle, 
No vochafteadion or difhonoured fiep 
| That hath depriu’d me of your Grace and fauour, 
Buc even for want ofthat,for which Fam richer, 
| A till foliciting eye,and fuch a rongue, 
That I am glad I hauenor,though not to haue it, 
Hath loft me in your liking. 
Lear, Better thou had’ft * 
Not beene borne,then notte haue pleas’d me better. 
Fra. Isit but this ? A tardinefie in nature, 
Which often leaues the hiftory vafpoke 
That itintendsctodo : my Lord of Burgundy, 
What fay you.to the Lady ? Loue’s notloue 
When it is mingled with regards,that ftands 
Aloofe from th’intire point, will you haue her ? 
She is herfelfea Dowrig 
Bur. RoyallKing, 
Giue but chat portion which your felfe propos’d, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Dutcheffe of Burgundie. 
_ Lear, Nothing,I haue fworne,! am firme. 
Ber. Lam forry then you haue fo loft a Father, 
That you muftloofe a husband. 
Cor. Peace be with Bargundie, 
Since that refpeét and Fortunes are his loue, 
I fhall not be his wife. 


Pra. Faireft Cordelia,that art moft rich being poore, 


o 


Moft choife forfaken,and moft lou’d defpis'd, 
Thee and thy vertues here I {eize vpon, 
Beit lawfull I take vp what's caft away. 


Gods,Gods! ’Tis Rrange,that from their cold’ft neglect 


My Loue fhould kindle to enflam’d refpect. 


Thy dowreleffe Daughter King, throwne to my chance, 


Is Queene of vs,of ours,and our faire France : 

Not all the Dukes of watrifh Burgundy, 

Can buy this wnpriz‘d precious Maid of me. 
Bidthem farewell Cordelia,though vnkinde, 

Thou loofett here a better where to finde: 

Lear. Thouhaft her France,let her be thine, for we 

|Haue no fuch Daughter,nor thal euer fee 

That face of hers againe,therfore be gone, 
|Withour our Grace,our Loue,ourBenizon: 


\ Come Noble Bargandie, 


a, 
Elourifo.s | Exeunt, >< 
. Fra. Bid farwell to your Sifters: | 
~ Cor, The Jewels of our Father, with wafh’deies 2 
Cordelia leaues you,] know youwhat you are, v1 
Aud likea Sifter am moftloth te call 
Your faults as they are named. Loue well our Father: 
To your profeffed bofomes I commit hims 


wi 


} Bucyetalas,food 1 within his Grace, 


1 would prefer him toa better place; 
So farewell to you both, 
Regn, Preteribe not vs our dutie. 
Gon. Let your ftudy 


Beto content your Lord,who hath receio’d you 


As Fortunes almes,you hane obedience feanted, 

And well are worth the want that you haue wanted, 

Cor. Time thal! vnfold what plighted conning hides, | 

Who couers fanlts,atlaft with fhame derides; 

Well may you profper. 
Fra. Come my faire Cordelia. Exit France aud Cer. 
Gow. Siker, it is not tittle I baueto fay, 

Of what mof{t neerely appertaines to vs borh, 

Ithinke our Father will hence to night, (withvs. 
Reg. That’s mo certaine,and with you: next moneth’ 
Gex, You fee how full of changes his aec is, the ob- 

feruation we haue made of it hath beene littieshe alwaies 


| lou’d our Sifter moft,and with what poore judgement he 


hath now caft her off,appeares too groffely, : 

Reg. “Tis the infirmity of his age,yet he hath euer but 
flenderly knowne himfelfe, oe 

Gos. The beft and foundeft of histime hath bin buc 
rafh,then muft we looke frony his ape, to recejuenot a- 
lone the imperfections of long ingraffed condition, but 
therewithall the vatuly way-wardneffe,that infirme anu 
cholericke yeares brine with them, 

Reg. Such vnconftant farts ave we like to hatte ftom 
him,as this of Keats banifhmene, 

Gow. These is further complement of leaue-taking be- 
tweene France and him, pray you let vs fit together, if our 
Father carry authority wizh fuch difpofition as he beares, 
this laft furrender of his will but offend ys, 

Reg. We thall further thinke of ic. 
Gon. We mutt do fomething,and i’th’ héste. Exeaar. 


eT ee, gpm a | 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Baftard, 

Baft. Thou Nature art ny Goddefle,to thy Law 
My feruices are boundswherefore fhould I 
Stand in the plague of cuftome,and permit 
The curiofity of Nations, to deprive me? 
For that Iam fome twelue, or fourteene Mosnfhines 
Lag ofa Brother? Why Baftard? Wherefore bafe > 
When my Dimenfions are as wel! compade, 
My minde as generous,and my fhape as true 
As honeft Madams iffue ? Why brand they vs 
With Bafe? With bafenes Barftadie ? Bale, Bate? 
Whoin the luftie fealeh of Nature,take 
More compofition,and fierce qualiti¢, 
Then doth within a dull ale tyred bed 
Goe to th’creating a whole tribe of Fops 
Gor'tweene a fleepe,and wake? Well then, 
Legitimate €dgar,1 muft haue your land, 
Our Farhets loue,is to the Baftard Edgwoud, 
Asto th’legitimate ; fine word : Legitimate, 


qq 3 Well 










































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































| 286 
Well, my Legittimate, if this Letter fpeed, 
And my invention thriue, Edmond the bafe 
Shall ro’th’Legitimate: I grow,| profper: ° 
Now Gods, ftand vp for Baftards. 
Eater Glouceffer. 
Glo; Kent banith’d thus? and France in choller parted ? 
| And the King gone tonight ? Prefcrib'd his powre, 
Confin’d to exhibition? All this done ? 
| Vponthe gad? Edmoud, how now? What newes? 
Baft, So pleafe your Lordthip, none. 
Glos. Why fo earneftly feeke you to put vp y Letter ? 
Bat. I know nonewes,my Lord. 
Glox, What Paper were you reading? 
Baft. Nothing my Lord, 
| Glow, No? whatneeded then that terrible difpatch of 
4 itinto your Pocket ? The qualityofnothing, hath not 
| fach neede to hide it felfe. Let's fee : come, if it bee no- 
thing, | thali not neede Spectacles. 
| . Baft. Ibefleech you Sir, pardon mee; itisa Letter 
from my Brother, that I have not all ore-read ; and for fo 
much as I haue perus’d, I findeit not fit for your ore-loo- 
king. , 
Bs) Giue me the Letter, Sir. 
_ Baft. 1 thall offead, either co detaine, or give it : 
The Contents ,as in part I vaderftandthem, — 





Aretco blame. 
Glow. Let’s fee, let’s fee, 
Baft. I hope for my Brozhers iuftification, hee wrote 
this but as an effay,or tafte of my Vertue, 
Glow.reads. This policie, andrenerence of Age,makes the 
world bitter to the bef? of our times: keepes our Fortunes from 


| and fond bondage, in the oppreffion of aged tyranny,who fivayes 
wot as it hath power, but as it 0 faffer'd. Come tome, that of 
this I may (peake more. If oar Father would flecpe till | wak'd 
him, you lhould enioy halfe bis Rewennew for ener, ad line the 
beloued of your Brother. Edgar. 

Hum ? Confpiracy? Sleepe till 1 wakehim, you fhould 
enioy halfe his Reuennew : my Sonne Edgar, hadheea 
hand to write this? A heart and braineto breedé it in? 
When came you to this ? Who brought it ? 


my Cloffer. 
| Glow. You know the charaéter to be your Brothers ? 
Baff, \fthe matter were good my Lord, I durf(t {wear 
_ dt were his: but in vefpedct of that, would faine thinke it 
 werenot, 

Glow, It is his, 

Baft. Itishis hand,my Lord: but I hopehis heart is 
not in the Contents. 

Glo, Has heneuer before founded you in this bufines? 

Baft, Neuermy Lord.But I have heard him oft main- 
taine it tobe fir,thac Sonnes at perfe@tage, and Fathers 
declin’d, the Father fhould bee as Ward tothe Son, ard 
the Sonne manage his Reuennew, 

Glow. O Villain, villain; bis very opinion in the Let- 
| ter. Abhorred Villaine, vnnaturall, detefted, brutith 
Villaine; worfe then brutits: Go firrah, feeke him: Tle 
apprehend him. Abhominable Villa:ne,where is he? 

Baj?.I do not well know my L. Ifit thall pleafe youto 
fufpend your indignation againft my Brother,til you can 
derive from him better teflimony of his intent, you thold 
' run certaine courfe : where, if you violently proceed a- 
| gainft him, miftaking his purpole, it would make a great 
gap in your owne Honer,and fhake in peeces,the heart of 
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us, till our oldneffe cannot ell them. I begiz to finde an idle | 


influence; and all that we are euill in, by a dine thru-. 


Baft. It was not brought mee, my Lords there’s the 
cunning of it. I found ic chrowne injat the Cafement of | 


| fions. Fa, Sol; La, Me. : 





SF SRY SE RAPT = SEES TR ae ima cam a oe . iy 










































his obedience. I dare pawnedowne my life for hin > 
he hath writ this to fetle my affection “ your meee 

& 
to no other pretence of danger. | 

Glos, Thinke you fo? , | 

Baft. If your Honor iudge it meete, 
where you fhall heare vs conferre of this 
cular aflurance haue your fatisfagtion, 
any further delay, then this very Euening, 

Glow. He cannotbee fuch a Monfter, Edmund fecke 
him out: winde me into him,] pray you : frame the Bu. 
fineffe after your owne wifedome, 1 would voftate m 
felfe, to be in a due refolution, Y 

Baft. 1 will feeke him Sir, prefently : conuey the by. 
fineffe as 1 fhall find meanes,and acquaint you withall, 

Glon. Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun and Moone pore 
tend no good tovs : though the wifedomeofNature in| 
reafon ic thus, and thus, yet Nature findsit “elfe {cour "4 
by the fequent effeéts, Loue cooles, friendthip falls off, 
Brothers divide, In Cities, mutinies in Countries, dif 
cord ;in Pallaces, Treafon; and the Bond crack’d,’twixt} 
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes vnder the 
prediction; there’s Son againft Father, the King fals from 
byas of Nature, there’s Father againft Childe. Wehaue 
feene the heft of ourtime. Machinations, hollownefle, 
treacherie, and all ruinous diforders follow vs difquietly 
to our Graues. Find out this Villain, Edmond, it hall lole 
thee nothing, do it caretully : and the Noble & true-har- 
ted Kent banifh’d; his offence, honefty.’Tis frange. Exit 

Baft. Thisis the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when we are ficke in fortune,often the furfers of our own} ’ 
behaviour, we make guilty of our difafters,,the Sun, the 
Moone,and Starres,as if we were villaines on neceflitie, 
Fooles by heauenly comipulfion, Knaues, Theeues, and 
Treachers by Sphericall predominance, Drunkards,Ly- 
ars,and Adulterers by an infore’d obedience of Planatary 


Twill place dd 
sand by wing 
and that without 


fting on, Anadimrable cuafion of .Whore-mafter-man, 
to lay his Goatith difpofition on the charge ofa Starte, 
My father compounded with my mother vider the Dra- 
gons taile, and my Natiuity was vnder Via Maior, fo 
that it followes, lanyrough 2nd Leacherous. J fhould| 
haue bin thatlam, had che maidenleft Scare inthe Fir-} 
mament twinkled on my baftardizing. 

Enter Edgar. 
Pat : he comes Itke the Cataftrophe of the old Comedie: 
my Cucis villanous Melancholly, witha fighe like Tom], 
o’Bedlam. Othefe Eclipfes do portend thefe diui- 





Edg, How now Brother Edmond, what ferious con 
templation are you in? oe 

Bait, Lam thinking Brother of a predidtion Iread this 
other day,what fhould follow thefe Eclipfes. 

Edg. Do you bufie your felfe with that? : 

Baft. 1 promife you, the effects he writes of,rucceede 
vnhappily. 

When faw you my Father laft? 
Edg. Thenight gone by. 
Baff, Spake you with him? 
Edg. 1, two houres together. dif 
Baft. Parted youin good termes ? Found you no@ 

pleafure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 
&dg. Noneatall, are 
Baf. Bethink your felfe wherein you may have ont’ 

ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his pe 
fome little timehath qualified the heat of his difplealarsy 


which at this inftant fo ragethin him, that with the Bi 
chiefe 





























Sir the Foole hath much pined away, 

Lear. No more of thar, I have noted it well; goe you 
and tell my Daughter, I would {peake with her. Goe you 
call hither my Foole; Ob you Sir, you, come youhither 
Sir,who am I Sir? 





Enter Steward, 

Ste, My Ladies Father. 

Lear. My Ladies Father?my Lords knaue,you whor- 
fon dog,you flane,you curre, 

Ste. | amnone of thefe my Lord, 

I befeech your pardon. 

Lear, Doyoubandy lookes with me,you Rafeall ? 

Ste. Henot be ftrucken my Lord, 

Kent, Nor trips neither,you baic Foot-ball plaier. . 

Lear. | thanke thee fellow. 

Thou feru’t me,arid Ile loue thee, 

Kent. Come fir,arife,away, Ile teach you differences: 
away, away, if you will meafure your lubbers length a- 

| gaine,tarry,but away,goe too,haue you wifedome,fo. 

Lear. Now my friendly knaue I thankethee, there's 
earneft of thy feruice, 

Exter Foole. 

Foole. Let me hire him too,here’s my Coxcombe., 

Lear, How now my pretty knaue,how doft thou? 

Foole. Sirrzh,you were belt takemy Coxcombe, 

Lear. Why my Boy ? 

Feole, Why?for taking ones part that’s out of fauour, 
| nay, & thou can nor {mile as the wind fits,thou'le catch 

colde fhortly,there take my Coxcombes why thus fellow 
ha’s banifh’d two on’s. Daughters, and did the third a 
bleffing againft his will,if thou follow him, thou muft 
| seeds weare my Coxcombe, How now Nunckle? would 
Thad two Coxcombes and two Daughters. 
Lear. Why my Boy? 

Fool, If 1 gaue them all my living, VId keepe my Cox- 
combes my ielfe, there’s mine, beg another of thy 
Daughters, 

"Lear. Take heed Sirrah,the whip. 

Foole. Truth’s adog muft to kennell, hee muft bee 
whiptout, when theLady Brachmay fand by’th'fire 
and flinke. 

Lear. A peftilent gall tome. 

Foole. Sitha,Tle teach thee a {peech, 

Lear. Do. : | 

Foole. Marke ic Nuncle; 

Haue more then thou fhoweft, 
Speake leffe then thou knoweft, 
Lend leffe then thou oweft, 

Ride morethenthou goeft, 
Learne more then thon troweft, 
Setleffe then thou throweft; 
Leaue thy drinke and thy whore, 
And keepein adore, 

And thou fhalt haue more, 

Then two tens toafcore. 

Kent, This is nothing Foole, 

.. Foale. Then ‘tis like the breath ofan vofeed Lawyer, 
you gaue me noching for's,can you makeno vfe of nos 
thing Nuncle ? 

_ bear. peer noBoy, a : 
| Nothing can be made out of nothing, 

. Foole. Prysheetell him, fo much che rent of his land 
comes to,he will not belecue a Foole. 

. Lear. A bitter Foole. 

Foole, Do'ft thou know the difference my Boy, be» 
tweene a bitter Foole,and a {weetone, 
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Lear, No.Lad, ceach me.. VR ne 
Foole. Nunckle, give mean egee, and Ie o: 
twoCrownes, : eat BERiAAS - Siue thee 
Lear. What two Crownes fhall they be 2 
Foole, Why after Lhaue cut the egge i'th’middleand 
eate vp the meate,the twa Crownes of the egge: when 
thou cloueft thy Crownes i’th’middle, and gau'ttaw, 
both parts, chou boar’ft thine Affe on thy backe da 
durt,thou had’ét little witin thy bald crowne,when thou 
gau’ft chy golden one away ; if] {peake like my felfein 
this, let him be whipt that firft findes it fo, 
Fooles had nere lefle grace in ayeere, 
For wifemen are growne foppifn, 
And know not how their wits to weare, 
Their manners are fo apifh. 
Le. When were you wont tobe fo full of Songs firrgh) 
Feole. Thaue vfed it Nuackle, ere fince thou mad’ft 
thy Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gau'ft them 
the rod,and put'ft downe thine owne breeches,then they 
For fodaine ioy did weepe, a 
And I for forrow fung, 
Thatfucha King fhoul? play bo-peepe, 
And goe the Foole among. 
Pry’thy Nunckle keepea Schoolemafter that can teach 
thy Foole to lie,I would faine learne to lie, 
Lear. And you lie firrah,wee'l haue you whipt, 
Foole. I marucil what kin thou and thy daughters are, 
they'l haue me whipt for {peaking true: chou'lchaneme 
Whipt for lying, and fometimes i ana whipt for holding! 
my peace. Thad rather beany kind o’thing then a foole, 
and yet I would not be thee Nunckle,thow haft pared thy|_ 
wit o’both fides, and left nothing ith’middle; heere 
comes one o’the parings, 
Euter Gonevill. 
Lear. How now Daughter? what makes that Fronilet 
on? You are too much of lace i’th’ frowne. 
Foole. Thou wafta pretty fellow when thouhadfin 
need cocare for her frowning, now theuart anOwith 
our a figure,] am better then thou art now,] am aFoole, 
thou art nothing, Yes forfeoch I will hold my congue,lo 
your face bids me,though you fay nothing, 
Mum,mum,he that keepes nor cruft,not crum, 
Weary of all,fhall want fome. That’s a fheal’d Pefcod, 
Gow. Not only Sir this,your all-ly cenc'd Foole, 
But other of your infolenc retinue 
Do hourely Carpe and Q tarrell breaking forth 
In ranke,and( not to be endur’d) riots Sir. 
I hadthought by making this well knowne vnroyou, 
To haue tound a fafe redreffe,but now grow fearefull 
By what your felfe too late haue {poke and done, 
That you prote& this courfe,and put it on 
By your allowance,which if you fhould,the fault 
Would not {cape cenfure,nor the redreffes fleepe, ' 
Which in the tender of a wholefome weale, 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which elfe were fhame,that then neceffitie 
Will call dijfcreet proceeding. 
Fools, Foryou know Nuiackle, the Hedge-Spa ‘ 
fed the Cuckoo fo long, thar ix's had it head bit off 1s 
young,{fo out wentthe Candle,and we were left dar 
ling. 
ioe Are you our Daughter? (Cor 
Gon. I would you would make vfe of your ¢60 wi 
(Whereof] know you are fraught),and put away 
Thefe difpofitions, which of lace tranfport you 
From what you rightly are. Fools, Mav 
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chiefe of your perfon,it would {earfely-alay. ‘ 
‘| Edg. Some Villaine hath done me wrong. Hornes within, Enter Lear and Attendaats, 

Edm, That’s my feare, Ipray you have a continent Lear, Let menot ftay aiot for dinner, go get it rea- | 
forbear ance till the {peed ofnti rage goes flower: andas | dy:hownow,what art thou? 
Ifay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence] will Kent, A man Sir. 
fily bring you toheare my Lord {peake: pray ye goe, Lear. What doft thou profeffe? What would’ft thon 
there’s my key : if you do ftirte abroad,goe arm’d. with ys? 

Edg. Acon'd,Brother ? Kent. 1 do profeffe to be no leffe then I feeme;ro ferue 

Edm. Brother, laduife you tothe beft,lamno honeft { him truely thae will put me in truft, to love him that is 
man,if ther be any good me aning toward your! hauetold { honeft,to conuerfe with him that is wife and faies little,to 
you what | hauefeene,and heard: Bur faintly, Nothing ( feareiudgement,to fight when I cannot choofe, snd to 
like’ theimage, and horror of it, pray you 2 away. eate no fifh, 

Edg. Shail Theare irom yeu anon? Exit. Lear. What artthou ? 

Edm. | do ferue you inthis bafinefle : : Kent. A very honett hearted Fellow, and as poore : as 
A Credulous Father, anda Brother Noble, the King. 
Whofe nature is fo farte froay doing harmes, Lear. Uf thoube’f as poore fora fubicét,as hee’s fora 
That he {ufpects none - on whofe foolit fh honeftie King,thou art poore enough, What wouldtt thou ® 
My practifes tide eafie I fee the bufineffe, Kent .. Seruice, : 
Let me,if noc by birch haue lands by wit, Lear. Who wouldft thou ferue? 
All wich me’s meete,that I can fafhion fic. it. Kent, You, 

Lear. Do'ft thou know me fellow ? 
Kent. No Sir,but you have that in your countenance, | 


ee arte res which I would faine call Mafler. 
Scena Lertia. Lear. What's that ? 


pes Kent. Authority. 
. Lear. What feruices cant thou do ? 
Exter Gonerill, avd Steward, | Keat. I can keepe honett counfaile, ride, ran,matrea 
curious tale in telling it, and delivera plaine meffage 
Goa. Didmy Father ftrike my Gentleman for chie bluntly: chat which ordinary men are fit for, J am qual. 
ding of his Focle? lified in,and the beft of me,is Dilligence. 
Ste, 1 Madam, Lie How old art thoi? ? 





























































































































He flathes into one grofie crime,or other, 

That fets vs all atods : Ile not endure its 

His Knights grow riotcus,and himfelfe vpbraides vs 
On every trifle. When he returnes fromhunting, 
Twill not {peake with him, fay [ am ficke, 

If you come flacke of former feruices, 

You fhall do weil , the fault of it He atifvier. 

Ste. He’s comming Madam,I heare him. 

Gon. Pur on what weary negligence you pleafe, 
You and your Fellowes: i’de haue it come to queftion; 
Ifhe diftatteit,let him to my Sifter, 

| Whofe mind atid mine! know in that are one, 
Remember what IJ haue faid, 

Ste. Well Madam. 

Gon. And let his Knights haue colder lookes among 
you: what growes of it no matter, aduife your fellowes 

_|fo, lle write ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe:pre- 
pare for dinner, Exennt. 


nor fo old to dote on her for any thing, I haue yeares on 
my backe forty eight. as 

Lear. Koliow me,thou fhalt {crue me ,if I like thee no 
worfe after dinner, f will not part from thee yet. Dinner 
ho,dinrer,where’s my knaue my Foole xGo you and call 
tny Foole hither. You you Sirrah,where’s my Daughter? |. 

Enter Steward, 
Ste, Sopleafe you Exit. 

Lear. What faies che Fellow there ? Call the Clot- 
pole backe: wher’s my Foole? Ho, I thinke the world’s 
afleepe,how now? Where’s thar Mungrell ? 

Knigh, Hefaies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the flaue backe to me when I 
call’d him ? 

Kuigh. Sir,he anfwered me in che roundeft manner,he 
would: not. 

Lear. He would nor? 

Knight. My Lord, 1know notwhat the matter is, 
but to my iudgement your Highnefle isnot entertain’d 
with that Ceremonious affeétion as you were wont, 
theres a great abatement of kindneffe appeares as well in 
si generall dependants,as in the Duke himfelfe alfo,and 

our 1 Daughter, 

Lear. Ha? Saiftthou fo? 

Kuigh. Lbefeech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee 
mifiaken, for my duty cannot be filent, when I thinke 
your Hig hnefle wrong’d, 

Lar, ‘Thou butremembreft me of mine owne Con- 
ception, Thaue perceiued a moft faint negle& of lace, 
which I haue rather blamed as rine owne iealotis curio. 
fitie,then as a verypretence and purpofe of vnkindneffe; 
1 will looke further intoo’t;: but where's my Foole ? I 
hauenot feene him this two daies. 

_ Kuight. Since my young Ladies going into France 
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Scena etic on 























Enter Kent. 





























Kent. rebut as will} other accents borrow, 
That can my {peech defule,my goodintent 
May carry through itfelfe ro chat falliffue 
Por which J raiz’d my likenefle. Now banifhit Kent, 
lfthou canft ferue where thou doft ftand condemn’d, 
So may it come,thy Mafter whom cheu lou’ft, 
Shall find thee full of labours.’ *° 














\ 
Gon, By day and night,he wrongs me,euery howre 7 Kent. Nat fo young Sir to loue a woman for f finging, 
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Fecle. May not an Affe know, 
the Horfe ? 
Whoop Iugge I loue thee. 
Lear. Do’s any heere know me? 
This isnot Lear: 
Do’s Lear walke thus? Speake thus? Where are his cies? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings 
Are Lethargied. Ha! Waking ? ’Tis not {o? 
Whoisitthatcan tell me who I am ? 
Foole. Lears fhadow. 
Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman ? 
Gon, This admiration Sir, is much o’th’{auour 
Of other your new prankes. I do befeech you 
To vnderftand my purpofes arigint : 
As you are Old,and Reuerend,(hould be Wife. 
Heere do.you keepe a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men fo diforder'd, fo deboth’d, and bold, 
That this owr Coure infected with their manners, 
Shewes like a riotous Inne; Epicurifmeand Luft 
Makes it more like a Tauerne, ora Brothell, 
Then a grac’d Pallace. The fhame it felfe doth fpeake 
For inftancremedy. Be chen defir’d 
By her, that elfe will take the thing the begges, 
A little to difquantity your Traine, 
‘| And the remainders that fhall ftill depend, 
To be fuch men as may before your Age, 
Which know themfelues, and you, 
Lear, Darkneffe, and Diuels, 
Saddle my horfes : call my Traine together. 
Degenerate Baftard, Ile not trouble thee; 
Yee baue Left a daughter, 
Gen, You trike my people,and your diforder’d rable, 
make Seruants of their Becters, 


Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents : 
Isit your will, fpeake Sir ? Prepare my Horfes. 
Ingraticade! chou Marble-hearréd Fiend, 
More hideous when chou fhew’ft thee in a Child, 
Then the Sea-monfter. 

Alb, Pray Sir be patient. 

Lear. Detefted Kite, thou lyeft. 
My Traine are men of choice, and rareft parts, 
That all particulars of dutie know, 
And in the moft exact regard, fupport 
The worfhips of their name. O moft mall faule,. 
How vely did’ft thou in Cordelia fhew ? 
Which hike an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
\From the fixt place: drew from my heartall loue, 
And added tothe gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beate at rhis gare thac-let thy Folly in, 
And thy deere Iudgement out. .Go,go,my people. 

Alb. My Lord, Iam guiltleffe, as lamignorant 
Of what hath moued you, 
| Lear. .Itmay be fo,my Lord, 
Heare Nature, heare deere Goddeffe, heares 
Sufpend thy purpofe, ifthow did'tt intend 
To make this Creature fruitfull : « 
Into her Wombe conuey ftirrility, 
Drie vp in her the Organs of.increafe, 
And from her derogate body, neuer {pring», 
A Babe to honor her. ‘If fhe mut teeme,.' = 
JCteate her childe of Spleéne, that it may liue 
And beathwart difacur’d torment to her. 
Let it ftampe wrinkles in her brow ofyoush, « 
With cadént Teares fret Channels in her cheekes, . 


a | | __And 
en a nr a nee cence are IS 


when the Cart drawes | Turne all her Mothers paines,and benefits 


| Shee’l fleathy Woluifh vilage. Thou fhalt finde, 
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To laughter,and contempt : That fhe may feele, 
: How fharper then a Serpents tooth itis, 

To hauea thanklefle Childe, Away, away. 
Alb. Now Gods that we adore, 

Whereofcomes this ? : 
Gon. Neuer atfli& your felfe to know more of ics 

But let his difpofition haue that {cope 

As dotage giues it, 





Exit. 


Enter Lear, 

Lear. What fiftie of my Followers ata clap? 
Within a fortnight? 

Alb. Whai’s the matter, Sir? 

Lear. Vletell thee: 
Life and death, lam afham’d 
That thou haft power to fhake my manhood thus, 
That thefe hot teares, which breake from me pesforce 
Should make thee worth them, ; 
Blaftes and Fogges vpon thee: 8 
Th’vntented woundings of a Fathers curfe 
Pierce euerie fenfe about thee. Old fond eyes, i 
Beweepe this caufe againe, Ie pluckeyeour, > 
And caft you with the waters thet you loofe 
To temper Clay. Ha? Letit be fo, 
I haue anocher daughter; 
Who fam fure is kinde and comfortable : 
When fhe fhallheare this of thee, with her nailes 


That He refume the fhape which thou dot thinke 
I haue caft off forever. : 


Gow. Doyoumarke that ? 
46. V cannot be fo partial Gonerill, 
To the great loue | beare you. 3 
Gos, Pray youcontent. What Ofwaldjhoa? 
You Sir,more Knaue then Foole;after your Mafter. 
Foole. Nunkle Lear, Nunkle Lear, 
Tarry, take the Foole with thee: 
A Fox, when one has caught her, 
And fucha Daughter, 
Should fure to the Slaughter, 
If my Cap would buy a Halter, 
So the Foole followes after. . 
Gon. This man hath had good Counfell; 
A handred Knights ? Lavi 
Tis politike, and fafe to let him keepe a 8 
Avpointa hundred Knights : yes, that on eerie dreame, 
Each buz, each fancie, each complaintydifhke, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powres, 
And ho'd our lives in mercy. Ofwald,l fay. 
Alb. Well,you may feare too farre, 
Gon. Safer then trufl too farre's 
Let ine Rill take away the harmes I feare, 
Not feare fill to be taken. I know his heare, 


Exit 


Exit 


What he hath verer'd T have-wrie my Sifter:: ° 

If the fuftaine him, and his hundred Knights. 

When J have fhew’d th’vifitneffe, dj 
Enter Steward, 

How now Ofwald? 28-4 -- ion} 

What hane you writ that Letter to my Sifter ? 

Ssew. TMadam, —- 

Gon. Take youfome company, and away to horfe, 
Informe her full] of my particular feare, | 
And thereto adde fuch reafons of your owne, 

As may compagtit more. Ger you gone, © 













































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































4 ' 
But that I told him the reuenging Gods, 
’Gainft Paricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold,and flrong aBond 
The Child was bound to'th’ Father; Sir in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppofite I ftoad 
{To his vnnaturall purpofe,in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My vaprouided body, latch’ d mine arme; 
And when he faw my beft alarum’d fpirits 
Bold inthe quarrels right,rouz’d co th’encounter, 
Or whether gafted by the noyfe I made, 
Full fodainely he fled, 
Gloft. Lethim fly farre: 
Nor in this Land hall he remaine vncaneht 
And found; difpatch ,the Noble Duke my Matter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to nighe, 
By his authoricie I will proclaime it, 
| That he which finds bim thall deferve our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the ftake: 
He that conceales him death. 

Baft, When I diflwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight co doe it, with curft {peech 
Ithreaten’d to difcouer him; he replied, 

Thou vnpoffeffing Baftard,doft thou thinke, 

If] would Aand againft thee, would the repofall 
Ofany truft,vertue,or worth in thee 

Make thy words faith’'d ¢ No, what fhould I denie, 
(As this I would, though thou didft produce 

My very Character) Tid curne it all 

To thy fuggeftion,plot,and damned practife: 
And thou muft make a-dullard of the world, 
Ifthey not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potentiall {pirits 
To make thee feeke it. 

Glo. O ftrangeand faftned Villaine,' 
Would he deny his Letter, {aid he? 
Harke,the Dukes Trumpets, I know not wher he comics; 
All Ports Ile barre,the villaine fhall not {eape, 
The Duke mu grant me that; befides,his piture 

| Twill fend farre and neere,that all the kingdome 
May haue due note ofhim,and of my land, 
(Loyall and naturall Boy) ile worke the meanes 
Tomake thee capable. 





Tcket wit bin, 


Enter Corntwall,Regan, and Attendants, 


Corn, How now my Noble friend, fince I came hithics 
(Which I can call but now,)I baue heard firangenefle, 
Reg. Wfitbetruc,all vengeance comes too fhert 
Which can purfue ch’offender; how doft my Lord 2 
Glo, QO Madam,my old heart is crack’d, it’s crack'd. 
Reg. What, did my Fathers Godfonne feeke yout life? 
He whom my Father nam'd,your Edgar? 
Glo, O Lady, Lady,fhame would haueit hid. 
Reg.Was he not companion withthe riotous Knights 
Thattended yponmy Father? 
Glo. I know not Madam, ’tis too bad,too bad. 
Baft, Yes Madam,he was of that confort, 
Reg. No maruaile then,though he were ill affe&ted, 
‘Tis they haue put him on the old mans death, 
| To haue th’expence and waft of his Reuenues ; 
T haue this prefent evening from my Sifter 
Beene well inform’d of them,and with fuch cautions, 
That ifthey come to foiourne at my houfe, 
fle not be there. 
Cor. Nor J,aflure thee Regan; 
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Edmund,i heare that you haue fhewne yout Father 
A Child-like Office, 
Bast. Te was my duty Sir. 
Glo, He did bewray his practife,and receiu’d 
This hurt you fee, ftriuing to apprehend him. 
Cor. Ishe purfued ? 
Glo. I my good Lord, 
Cor. Ifhe be taken,he fhall neuer more 
Be fear'd of doing harme,make your owne purpofe, 
How in my ftrength you pleafe: for you Edmund, 
Whofe vertu@and obgdience doth this infant 
So much commend it felfe,you fhall be ours, 
Nature’s of {uch deepe truft,we thall much need - 
You we firft {eize on. 
Zaft. 1 fhall ferue you Sir truely, how euer elfe. 
Glo. Fox him I thanke your Grace, ‘ 
Cor, You know not why we came to vilit you? 
Reg. Thus out of feafon,thredding datke ey’d night, 
Occafions Noble Glof er of fome prize, 
Wherein we mutt have vie of your aduife. 
Our Father he hath writ,fo hach our Sifter, 
Of differences,which I beft though it fit 
To anfwere from our home : the feuerall Meflengers 
From hence attend difpatch,our good old Friend, 
Lay comforts to your bofome,and beftow 
Your needfull counfaile to our bufineffes, 
Which craues the inftant vie. 
Glo, 1 ferueyou Madam, 


Your Graces are right welcome, Exeunt. Flourifb, 


On nt reenact ee ee) nee 


Scena Secunda. 


Exter Kent,aad Steward feuerally. 


Stew. Good dawning to thee Friend, art of this houfe? 

Kent. [ : 

Siew, Where may we fet ous horles ? 

Kent, Vth'myre. 

Stew. Prythee.if thou lou’ft me,tell me, 

Kent. 1 loue thee net. 

Ste, Why then I care not for thee,: 

Kent. If had thee in Lipsbury Pinfold,I would make 
thee care for me. ; 

Ste. Why do’ft thou vfe methus ?] know thee not. 

Kent, Fellow I know thee, 

Ste. What do’ftrhou knew me for? 

Kent. AKnave,a Rafcall, an eater of broken meates,a 
bafe, proud, fhallow, beggerly, three-fuited-hundred 
pound, filthy woofted-ftocking knane,a Lilly-livered, 
action-taking,whorefon glaffe-gazing fupereferuiceable 
finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting flaue, one that 
would’{t be a Baud in way of good feruice, and att no- 
thing but the compofition of a Knaue, Begger, Coward, 
Pandar, and the Sonne and Heire of a Mungrill Bitch, 
one whom I will beate into clamours whining, ifthou 
deny’ft the leaft fillable of thy addition, 

Stew. Why,whata monftrous Fellow art thou, thus 
to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor 
knowes thee? 

Kent, Whata brazenefac’d Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knoweft me ? Isit two dayes fince I tript vp thy 
heeies,and beate thee before the King?Draw you togue, 
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And haften your returne; no,ne,my Lord, 
| This milky gentleneffe,and courfe of yours 
Though I condemne not,yet vnder pardon 
Your are much more at task for want of wifedome, | 
} Then prai’sd for harmefull mildneffe. 
Alb, How farte your cies may pierce J cannot tell; 
Striuing to better, oft we marre what's well, 
Gon. Nay then ——— ‘ 


Alb, Well,well,the'uent. Exennt 





ss teen pee: 


Scena Quinta, 

















Enter Lear, Kent Gentleman and Foole, 


Lear. Go youbefore to Glofer with thefe Letrerss 
acquaint my Daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then comes from her demand out ofthe Letter, 
if your Dilligence be not fpeedy, I fhall be there afore 

ou. 
: Kent, Iwillnot fleepe ‘my Lord, till I haue delivered 
your Letrer. Exit. 

Foole. 1fa mans braines werein’s hecles, wert notin 
danger ofkybes? » 

Lear. I Boy- 

Foole. Then prythee be merry, thy wit fhall not go 
flip-fhod,. 4. ' 

“Lear. Ha,ha,ha. 

Fool, Shalt fee thy other Daughter will vie thee kind- 
ly, for though fhe’s as like this, asa Crabbe’s like an 
Apple,yet I can tell what Ican tell. 

Lear, What can’t cell Boy ? 

Foole.: She willtafteas likethis as, aCrabbe do's toa 
} Crab: thou canftitell why ones nofe ftands i'th’middle 
on’s face? 

Lear. No. 
| Foole, Whytokeepe ones eyes of either fide’s nofe, 
F chat what aman cannot {mellout,he may fpy into, 

Lear, I did her wrong. 
iFoole, Can’ft cell how aa Oyfter makes his fhell? 

Lear. Noiie)' 
| Faole, Nos I neither; bue I can tell why a Snaile ha’s 
: ahoufe. 
ee Lear. Why ? ~ 

Foole, Why to put’s head in,notto giue it away to his 
| daughters,and leaue his hornes without a cafe. 
| Lear. Twilbfoiges my Nature, fo kinda Father ¢Be 
. my Horfles ready? v 
 . Foole: Thy Affes are gone about ’em; rhe reafon why 
the {even Starres are no mo then feuen,is a pretty reafon, 
Lear. Becanfe they are not eight. 
Feole. Yesindeed,thou would ft make a good Foole. 
Lear, Tosakiiagaine perforce; MonfterIngraticude! 

Foole. If thou wert my FooleNunckle, IYdhauc thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear, How’s that? id std 

Foole, Thou fhouldft not haue bin old, tillthou hadft 
bin wile. nas 07 792251 3812 

Lear. Oletmenat 
‘Keepe.me in 
the Horfes ready.2s1 >! isiusineg 

Gent. Ready my:Lord, Taleb sy ea eT 
Lear. Come Boy. D3! 
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tempers wouldnot bemad, How now are | 








Fool, She that’s a Maid now, & lau ghsatmyd re 
Shall not bea Maid long, yniefie things be Mt hie! 
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Actus Secundus. ScenaPrimg, 











en 
Enter Baftard,and Cwran.fenerally, 


Baft, Sauethee Caras, 

Cwr, And your Sir,I haue bin 
With your Father,and giuen him notice 
That the Duke of Cornwadl,and Regan his Ducheffe 
Will be here with him this night. 

Baft. How comes that? 

Car. Nay I know not, you haue heard of the newesae|_ 
broad,Imeanethe whifper’d ones, for they are yet but 
car‘ ekiffing arguments. 

Baft. Notl: pray you what are they ? 

(ur. Haue you beard of no likely Warres toward, 
’Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall,and Albany? 
Baft. Notaword, ° 
Cur. You may do then in time, 
Fare you well Sir. Exit, 
Bast. The Duke be here co night # The better beft, 
This weaues it felfe perforce into my bufineffe, 
My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother, 
And I hauc one thing of a queazie queftion 
Which I muft a&, Briefenefl2,and Fortune worke, 
Enter Edgar. 
Brother, a word, difcends Brother I fay, 
My Father watches: O Sir,fly this place, 
Tntelligenceis giuen where you are hid; 
You haue now the good aduantage of the night, 
Haueyou not {poken ’gainft the Duke of Corwewall 
Hee’s comming hither,now i’th’ night,i’ch’ hafte, 
And Regan with him,haue you nothing faid 
Vpon his partie’gainft the Duke of Albany? 
Aduife your felfe. 
Edg. J am fure on't,nota word, 

Baft. Lhearemy Father comming,pardon me 

In cunning, [mutt draw my Sword ypon you: 

Draw. feeme to defend your felfe, 

Now quit you well, 

Yeeld,come beforemy Father, lighthos,here, 

Fly Brother, Torches, Torches, fo farewell. 
Exit Edger. 

Some blood drawne on me, would beget opinion 

Of my more fierce endeauour. Thaue feene drunkards 

Do more then this in Sport; Father, Father, 

Stop, ftop, io helpe?: 


Enter Glofter and Sernants with Torches, 


Glo. Now Edrennd;where’sthe villaine? | 
Baft. Here ftood he in the dark,his fharpe Swot wire 
Mumbling of wicked charmes,coniuring the Moone ' 
To ftand aufpicious Miftris, 
lo. But whereis he? 
Baft. Looke Sir] bleed. ; 
Glo, Whereis thevillaine,Edwwnd? ay 
Baft, Fled.this way Sir,when by no meane ce 
Glo. Purfuehim,ho-go after, By nomeanesyW hi 
' Baft, Perfwade meto the murcher of your Los ae 
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for though it be night,yet the: Moone fhines Ile makea 
fop oth’ Moonfhine of you, you whorefon Cullyenly 
Barber-monger,draw. 

Stew. Away,| haue nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw you Rafcall, you come with Letters a- 
gainft the King,and take Vanitie the puppets part, a- 
gainftthe Royaltie ofher Father ; draw you Rogue, or 
Ile fo carbonade your Shanks, draw you Rafcall, come 
your waies, 

Ste. Helpe,ho,murther,helpe. 

_. Kent. Strike you flaue :,ftand gogtics ftand you neat 
flaue,firike, 

Stew, Helpe hoa,murther,murther. 


Enter Baftard,Cornewall, Reg an,Glofter Servants, 


Baft. How now,what’s the matter ?Part, 

Kent. With you goodman Bay, if you pleafe,come 
Ic fleth ye,come cn yong Mafter. 
_ Glos Weapons? Armes? what’s the matter here? 

Cor. Keepe peace vpon your lives, he dies that firikes 
againe,what isthe matter ? 

Reg, The Meffengers from our Sifter, and the King.? 

Cor. What is your difference, fpeake ? 

Stew. 1 am {carcein breath my Lord. 

Kent, No Matuell,youhaue fo beftis’d your valour, 
you cowardly Rafcall nature difclaimes in theeza Taylor 
made thee. 

Cor, Thow arta ftrange fellow,a Taylor make aman? 

Kent. A Taylor Sir,a Stone-cutter,or a Painter,could 
not haue made him fo ill, thoughthey had biti buttwo 


> 


& 


yeares oth’trade. 
Cor. Speake yet,how grew your quarrel! ? 

Ste, This ancient Ruffian Sir, whofe life I haue fpar’d 
at fuce of his gray-beard. 

Keat. Thou whorefon Zed, thou vnneceffary letter: 
my Lord,ifyou will giue meleque, \Iwillcread this vn- 
boulted villaine into morter, and daube the wall ofa 
Takes with him. Spare my gray-beard,you wagtaile ? 

Cor. Peace firrah, 

_ You beaftly knaue, know youno reverence ? 

Kent. Yes Sir,but anges hatha priviledge, 

Cor, Why art thon angrie? 

Keat, That fucha flaue as this thould weare a Sword, 
Who wearesnshonefty : fuch fmiling roguesas thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy cords: atwaine, 

Which are t’intrince, t’vnloofe : fmooth eucry paffion 
That in the naturesof their Lords rebell, 
Being oile to fire,{now to the colder moodes, 
Reuenge,affirme,and turne their Halcion beakes 
With euery gall,andyarry of their Mafters, 
Knowing naught (like dogges) but following : 
A plague vpon your Epilepticke vifage, 
Smoile youmy fpeeches,as I were a Foole? 
Goofe,if Thad you vpon Sar#m Plaine, 
Fld driue ye cackling home to Camelot, 

Cora, What art thou mad old Fellow ? 

Gloft. How. fell you out,fay that? 

Keat, No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Then I,and fuch a knaue, 

Gorm. Why do’ thou call him Knaue ? 
Wrhatis his faule? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Cor, No more perchance do’s mine,nor his nor hers: 
_ Kent, Sit, ’tis my occupation to be plaine,. 
J haue feene beteer faces in my time, 


/ 
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Tript me behind:being downe, infulted ,rail’d, 


: necless 
A good mans fortune may grow outat me G 


| Then ftands on any fhoulder that I fee 

| Before me,atthis infant. 

| Gorn. Thisis fome Bellow, 

| Who hauing beene prais’dfor bluntneffe,doth affea 
| A faucy roughnes,and conftraines the garb 
| Quice from his Nature. He cannot fatter he, 

| An honeft mind and plaine,he muft {peake truth, 

; And they will take it fo,ifnot, he’s plaine. 
Thefe kind of Knaues I know,which in this plainneffe 

: Harbour more craft,and more corrupter ends, 
Then twenty filly. ducking obferuants, 

; That ftretch their duties nicely, 

| __ Kent, Sir, good faith,in fincere verity, 
i 

| 

| 

| 

| 

1 

| 
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Vnder th’allawance of your preat afpedt, 
Whofe influence like the wreath of radient fire 
On flicking Phebus front. 

Corn. What mean’ft by this? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you difcom. 
mend fo much; Iknow Sir,Iam no flatterer, he that be. 
guild you ina plaine accent, was a plaine Knaue, which 
for my part I will not be, thoughT fhould winyour 
difpleafure to entreacmetoo’. ‘ 

Corn. What was thoftence you gaue him? 

Ste, Ineuer gave him any: 

It pleas’'d the King his Mafter very late 
To trike atme vpon his mifconftrustion, 
When he compact,and flattering his difpleafare 


And put ypon him fuch a deale of Man, 
That worthied him, gor praifes of the King, 
For him attempting ,who was felfe-fubdued, 
And in the flefhment of this dead exploit, 
Drew on me here againe, 
_ Kent. None of thefe Roguesjand Cowards 
But Asax is there Foole. 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ? 
You ftubborne ancient Knaue,you reverent Bragart, 
Wee'l teach yous 
. Kent, Siv,tamtoooldtolearne: 
Call not your Stocks for me,| ferue the King. 
On whofe imployment I was fent to you, 
You fhall doe {mail refpects,thow too bold malice 
Againit the Grace,aud Peifon of my Mafter, 
Stocking his Meffenger. 
Cora. Fetch forchthe Stecks; 
As I haue life and Hosour,there fhall he fic till Noone. 
Reg. ‘Till noone? ull night my Lord,andall nighttoo. 
Kent. Why Madam, if J were your Fathers dog, 
You fhould not vfe me fo. 

Reg. Sit,being his Knaue,T will. Stocks brought ott, 
Cor, This is a Fellow of che felfe fame colour, 
Our Sifter fpeakes of. Come,bring away the Stocks, 
Glo, Letme befeech your Grace,notto do {os 

-The King his Mafter,needs muft take it ill 
That he fo flightly valued in his Meffenger, 
Should baye him thus retrained 
Cor, Leanfwere thar. fi 
Reg. My Sifter may recieve it much more wore, 
To haue her Gentleman abus'd,affaulted, Exit 
Corn. Come my Lord,away. ' bak 
Glo. 1am forry for thee friend, ’tis the Dike plea'uns 
Whofe difpofition all the world well kaowes 
Will not be rub’d nor ftopt, Ile entreat for sew 
Kent.Pray do not Sir,[ haue watch’d and cravail’a nals 
Some time] fhall flcepe our,the reft Ie whiftle: 
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Giue you good morrow. 
lo. The Duke’s too blamein this, » 
'T will be ill caken, Exit. 
Kent.Good King,that muft approue the common faw, 
Thou out of Heauens benedi&tion com’it 
Tothe warme Sun. 
| Approach thou Beacon co this vnder Glebe, 
That by thy comfortable Beames J may 
Perufethis Letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles 
Bucmiferie. I know’tis fron: Cordelia, 
Who hath moft fortunately beene inform’d 
Of my obfcured courfe. And fhall finde time 
From this enormous State,feeking to giue 
Loffes their remedies .All weary and o’reewaich’d, 
Take vantage heauie eyes,notto behold 
This fhametnil lodging. Fortune goodnight, 
Smile once more,turne thy wheele, 


Ester Edgar. 


Edg. heard my felfe prociaim’d, 
And by the happy hollow ofa Tree, 
Efcap’d the hunt. No Port is free,no’place 
That guard, and moft ynufall vigilance 
|Do’s not attend my taking. Whiles I may {cape 
I will preferue myfelte: and am bethoughe 
To take the bafeft,and moft pooreft fhape 
That ever penury in contempt of man, 
Brought neere to bealt; my face Ile grime wich filth, 
Bianket my loines,elfe all my haires in knots, 
And with prefented nakedneffe outeface 
4 The Windes,and perfecutions of the skies 
The Country giues me proofe,and prefident 
Of Bedlam beggers, who with roaring voices, 
Strike in their num’d and mortified Armes, 
Pins, Wodden-prickes,Nayles,Sprigs of Rofemarie : 
And with this horrible obie&, from low Farmes, 
Poore pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coates,and Milles, 
Sometimes with Lunaticke bans, fometime with Praiers 
_{Inforce their charicie: poore Tar/ygod poore Tom, 


That's fomething yet: Edgar [ nothing am, Exit, 


Exter Lear Foole,and Gentleman. 


Lea, Tis ftrange that they fhould fo depart from home, 
And not fend backe my Meffengers, 
Gent. As I learn’d, 
The night before,there was no purpofe inthem 
Of this remoue. 

Kent. Hailero thee Noble Mafter, 

Lear, Ha? Mak’ft chou this fhame aby paftime ? 

Kent. No my Lord, 

Foole, Hah,ha, he wearesCruell Garters Horfes are 
tide by the heads, Dogges and Beares. by’th’necke, 
Monkies by’th’loynes, and Men by’th’ legs when a man 

jouerluftic ac leps,thenhe weares woddennether-ftocks. 
Lear, What’s he, 
Thathath fo much thy place miftooke 
To fer thee heere? 

Kent. It is both he and fhe, 
{Your Son ,and Daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes, 

Lear, Nol fay. 

Kent. | fay yea. 

Lear. By wpiter I fweare no. 


Kent. By Ju#o,] {weare I, 
Lear. They durft not do’: 
They could not, would not do’ : ‘tis worfe then murther, 
To do vpon refpect fuch violent outrage: 
Refolue me with all modeft hafte,which way 
Thou might deferue,or they impofe this vfage, 
Comming from vs. 
Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
I did commend your Highneffe Letters to them, 
Ere I was rifen from the place,that fhewed 
My dutie kneeling, came there a reeking Pofte, 
S:ew'd in his hafte,halfe breathleffe,painting forth 
From Gouerif his Miftris,falucationss 
Deliuer'd Lecters {pight of intermiffion, 


Which prefently they read; onthofe contents 


They fummon’d vp their meiney,ftraight tooke Hotfe, 


§ Commanded me to follow,and attend 

j . The leifure of their anfwer,gaue me cold lookes, 
{ And meeting heere the other Meflenger, 

, Whofe welcome I perceiu’d had poifon‘d mine, 


Being che very fellow which of late 

D.{piaid fo fawcily againft your Highneffe, 
Hauing more man chen wit about me,drew; 

He rais'd the houfe, with loud and coward cri¢s, 


' Your Sonne and Daughter found this trefpaffe worth 


The fhame which heere it fuffers. (way, 
Feole. Wincers not gon yer,if the wil’d Geefe fly that 
Fathers that weare rags, do make their Children blind, 
But Fathers that beare bags, thall fee their children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore,nere turns the key toth’ poore. 
But for all chis thou:fhale have as many Dolors for thy 
Daughters,as thoucang tellin a yeare. 

Lear. Ob how this Mother fwels vp toward iny heart! 
Eiftorica paffio,downe thou cliining forrow, 
Thy Elements below where is this Daughrer? 

Kent, With the Earle Sir,here within, 

Lear, Follow me not, flay here. 

Gea, Made youno more offence, 
But what you fpeake of? 

Kent. None: 

How chance the the King comes with fo {mall 4 number? 
Foole. And chou haatt beene fet i’th’ Scockes for that 
queftion,thoud’tt well deferu’d it. 

Kent, Why Foole ? 

Foole. Wee'l fecthee to fchoole to an Ant, toteach 
thee cher’s no labouring i’th’ winter, All chat follow their 
nofes,are led by theireyes, but blinde men, and there’s 
not anofe among twenty,but can fmell him that’s Aink- 
ings let go thy hold, when a greatwheeleruns downea 
hil, leaftit breake thy necke with following. But the 
great one that goes vpward, let him drawthee after : 
when a wifeman giues. thee better counfell piue me mine 
againe, I would hanse none but knaues follow it, fincea 
Foole giues it, 

That Sir, which ferues and feekes for gaine, 
And follo wes but for forme; 
Will packe,when it begins toraine, 
And leaue thee in the ftorme, 
But] will tarry,the Foole will ftay, 
And lec the wifemanflie: 
The knaue turnes Foole that runnes away; 
The Foole nojknaue perdie, 


. Enter Lear and Glofters 
Kent. Whete learn’d you this Foole? 
Feole, Not i’th’ Stocks Foole. 


rr Lear, 



















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Lear. Denyto,fpeake withme? ° 
They are ficke,they are weary, Poth 
They haue-trauail'd all the night ? meere fetches, 
The images of reuolt and flying off, 
Fetch me abetter anfwer. 
Glo. My deere Lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How vnremoueable and fixt he is 
In his owne courfe. i ; 
Lear. Vengeance,Plague,Death,Confufion : 
Fiery? What quality ? Why Gloffer,Glofter, 
V'ld fpeake with the Duke of Corzewail,and his wife. 
Glo. Well my good Lord,I haue inform’d them fo. 
Lear, \nform’d them? Do’ft thou ynderftand me man. 
Glo, 1my good'Lord. 2 
_ Lear. The King would {peake with Cornwall, 
The deere Pather 
Would with his Daughter fpeake;commands, tends, fer- 
Arethey inform’d ofthis? My breach andbloed: (uice, 
Fiery? The fiery Duke,tell the hot Duke that —__. 
No, but not yet,may be he isnot well, 
Infirmity doth ftill negle& all office, 
Whereto our health is bound, we are not our felues, 
When Nature being oppreft, commands the mind 
| Tofoffer with the body; ile forbeare, 
| And am fallen out with my more headier will, 
To take the indifpos’d and fickly fir, ©: 
| For the foutd man. Death on my ftate : wherefore 
Should he fit heere 2 This act perfwades me, 
That thisremetion of the Duke and her 
Is practife only. Giue me my Seruant forth; 
Goe tell the Duke, and’s wife, Il'd fpeake with them : 
Now, prefently : bid them come forth and heare me, 
Or at their Chamber doore Ile beate the Drum, 
Till it crie fleepe to death. 
Glo. LT would haue all well betwixt you. Exit. 
Foole. Cry to it Nunckle, asthe Cockney did tothe 
Eeles,when the put em ith’ Pa@ealiue, fhe knapt’em 


downe; ‘twas her Brother, that in pure kindneffe ‘to his 
Horfe buctered his Hay, 


Enter Cornewall, Regan ,Gloffer,Seruants. 
Lear, Good morrow to you both. 
Corn, Haileto yourGrace. - 
Reg. Lam glad to fee your Highneffe. : 
Lear. Regaz,\thinke your are . 1 know what reafon 
Ihaue to thinke fo,if thou fhould’ft not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy Mother Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adulcteffe. O are you free? 
Some‘othertime forthat. Beloued Regan, 
{Thy Sifters naught : oh Regan, fhe hath tied 
Sharpe tooth’d vnkindneffe, like a vulture heere, 
| Ican {carce ipeake to thee ,thou'ltnot belecue 
With how deprau’d a quality. Oh Regan. * 
Reg. I pray you Sir,take’patience,} haue hope 
You leffe know how to value her defert, 


- | Then fheto feant her dutie, 


Lear, Say? How is that? 

Reg. I cannorthinke tiiy’ Sifter in the leaft 
Would faile her Obligation: If Sir perchance 
She haue reftrained the Riots of your Followres, 
| ‘Tison fuch ground,and to fuch wholefome end, 
| As cleeres her from all blame, am 
|. Lear, My curfes onher. Soe 





» Lear. Ohme my heare! My rifing heart} Burdowne. 


o’th’ coxcombs with a flicke,and cryed downe wantons, ' 


Kent bere fet at liberty, 


‘King Lear. 

Reg. OSir,you are old, 
Nature in you ftands onthe very Verge 
Ofhis confine : you fhould be tul’d, andled 
By fome difcretion, that difcernes your ftate 
Better then you your felfe : therefore J pray you 
That to our Sifter, youdo make returne ry 
Say you have wrong’d her, 

Lear. Aske her forgiueneffe? 
Do you but marke how this becomes the houfe 2 
Deere daughter, I confeffe chat I am old; 
Ageis vnneceflary : onmy knees | begge, | 
ga a phe me Rayment, Bed,and Food 

eg. Good Sir,sno more : thefe are , 

Renu youto my Sifter, STE 

Lear. Neuer Regan : 
She hath abated me of haife my Traines 
Look’d blacke vpon me, ftrooke me with her 
Moft Serpent-like, vpon the very Heart, 
All.the ftor’d Vengeances of Heauen, fall 
On her ingratefull top: {trike her yong bones 
You taking Ayres, with Lameneffe, 

Corn. Fye fir, fie. Me 

Le.You nimble Lightnings, dart your blindi 
Tato her fcornfull eyes | rifea her Dealiy be 


You Fen-fuck’d Fogges, drawne by th ful 
To fall,and blifter. ee y the powrfull Sunne, 


Reg, Othe ble Gods! 
So will you with on me, when the rath moodeis on, | 
Lear. No Regan,thou thalt neuer haue my curfe: 
Thy tender-hetted Nature fhall noe gine 
- Thee o’re to harfhnefle : Her eyes are fierce, butthing | 
Do comfort, and not burne, ’Tis notin thee ee 
To gsudge my pleafures, to cuc off my Traine, SS 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes, ae 
And in conclufion, to oppofe the bole | 
Agiinft my comming in. Thou berter know’tt aa 
The Offices of Nature, bond of Childhood, | 
Effects of Curtefie, dues of Graticnde: 
Thy halfe o’th’Kingdome haft thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow’d. 
Reg. Good Sit, to'th’purpofe. Tucket within. 
Lear. Who put my mani’th’Stockes 2 
Enter Steward.§ 
Cora, What Trumpet’s thar?, 
Reg. Lknow’t,my Sifters : this approves her Letter, 
That fhe would foonebeheere, Is yout Lady come? 
Lear. This isa Slaue, whofe eafie borrowed pride 
Dwels inthefickly grace of her he followes, 
Our Varlet, frommny fight. 
Corn, What meanes your Grace? 
Enter Conerill, ae 
Lear. Who ftockt my Servant? Regan, 1 haue good hop 
Thou did’ft not know on’t, es 
Whocomes here ?O Heauens ! 
If you do loue old men ; if your fweet fway ” 
Allow Obedience; if you your felues are old, , 
Make ir your caufe: Send downe,and take my parts 
Art not afham’dto looke ypon this Beard ? 
O Regan, willyoutakeher bythehand? 2 
Gon, Why not by’th’hand Sir? How haue I offended? 





Tongue 


| All’s not offence that indifcretion findes, 


And dotage termes fo. 
Lear. O fides, you are too tough! 
Will you yet hold? ; 
How came my man i’th’Stockes ? 
Corn. Vet him there,Sit : but his owne Diforders 
_ Deferu'd 








Deferu’d muchleffe aduancement. 
Lear, You? Did you? 
Reg. I pray you Father being weake,feeme fo. 
Iftill the expiration of your Moneth ; 


You will recurne and foreurne with my Sifter, | 





~ 


~ 


Difmiffing halfe your traine,come then to me, 
Jam now from home,and out of that prouifion 
Which fhall be needfull for your entertainemente 
Lear. Returne to her? and fifty men difmifs'd? 
No, rather Iabiure ail roofes,and chufe 
To wage againit the enmity oth’ayre, 
Tobe a Comrade with the Wolfe,and Owle, 
Neceflities fharpe pinch, Rezurre with her? 
Why thehot-bloodied France chat dowerleffe tooke 
Our yongeft borne, could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne,and Squire-like penfion beg, 
To keepe bafe life a foote; returne with her? 
Perfwade me rather to be flaue and funrp ter 
Toshis detefted groome. 
Gon. Atyour choice Sis. 

Lear. Iprythee Daughcer donot make memad, 

Iwill not trouble thee my Child;farewell: 
Wee'l no more meete,no more fee one another, 
Bor yet thou art my flefh,my blood,my Daugheery 
Orrather a difeafe chat’s in my flefh, 

Which ] mut needs call mine, Thou area Byle, 
Aplague fore,or imbofled Carbuncle 
In my corsapeed blood. But Wenot chide thee, 
Let (hame come whenit will,I donot call it, 
Ido not bid che Tiunder-bearer fhoote, 
Nor tell tales of thee ta high-iudging love, 
Mend when thou can’t, be betters at thy leifure, 
Ican be patient, I can {tay with Regan, 
Jand my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Notaltogether fo, 
Llook’d not for you yet, nor am prouided 
For your fic welcome, gine care Sir tomy Sifter, 
For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion, 
Matt be content to thinke you old and fo, 
But the knowes what fhe doe’s. 
Lear. 1s this well fpoken ? 
Reg. 1 dare auouch it Sir, what fifty Followers? 
Isicnot well? What fhould you need of more ¢ 
Yea,or fo many ? Sich that both chargeand danger, 
Speake "gain fo greata number ? How in one houfe 
Should many people,voder two commands 
Hold amity ?’Tis hard,almof impofhble. 
Gon. Why might not you my Lord,recciue attendance 
From thofe that the cals Seruants,or from mine? 
Reg. Why not my Lord? 
Ifthen they chane’d to flacke ye, 
We could comptroll them; if you will come to me, 
(For now I {pie 2danger)I entreace you 
To bring bur fiveand tweatie,to no more 
Will gine place or notice. 

Lear, Vgaueyouall. 

Reg. And in good timeyou gaue it, 

Lear, Madeyoumy Guardians ory Depofitaries, 
But kept arefersation to be followed 
With fuch anumber? What,muft I come to you 
With fiue and awenty ? Regan,faid you fo P 

Reg. And fpeak’t againe my Lord, no more with me. 

Lea. Thofe wicked Creatures vet do look wel fauor’d 
When orhers ar: more wicked,not being the worft 
Stands in fome ranke of praife,lle go with thee, 


Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and twenty, 
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To follow ina houfe, where twice fo many 
Haue a command tocend you? 


Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluous, 





Andthou art twice her Loue. 
Gon, Heare memy Lord; 
What need you fiue and twenty ? Ten? Orfiue? 


Reg. Whatneed one? 
Lear. O reafon not the need : our bafeft Beggers 


Allow not Nature,more then Nature needs: 
Mans life is cheape as Beaftes. Thou art a Lady; 
1f onely co go warme were gorgeous, 
Why Narureneeds not what thou gorgeous wear'ft, 
Which fcarcely keepes thee warme,but for trueinced: 
You Heauens, give me that patience, patience I need, 
You fee me heere (you Gods)a poore old man, 
As full of griefeas age, wretched in both, 
Ifit be you thar ftirres thefe Daughtershearts 
Againft their Father, foole me not fo much, 
To beare it tamely:couch me with Noble anger, 
And let not womens weapons, water drops, 
Staine my mans cheekes- No you vnnaturall Hags, 
I will have fuch revenges on you both, 
That all the world fhali———-I will do fuch things, 
What they are yet,I know not,bur they fhalbe 
The terrors of the earth? youthinke tle weepe, 
No, Ile not weepe,I haue fall caufe of weeping, 
Storme and Tempeff. 
But this heart fhal break into a hundred thoufand flawes 
Or ere [le weepe: O Foole,! fhall go mad, } Exeant. 
Corm, Let vs withdraw, ‘twill be a Scorme.: 
Reg. This houfeis little,the old man an‘ds people, 
Cannot be well beftow'd, 
Gon. Tis his owne blame hath put himfelfe fr om reft, 
And muft needs tafte his folly. 
Reg. For his particular,lle receiue him gladly, 
Bur nor one follower. 
Goa. Soam I purposd, 
Where 1s my Losd of Gloffer ? 
Enter Glofter. 
Cora, Followed the old man forth, heis return’d. 
Glo. The King isinbighrage, 
Cora, Whether is he going ? 
Glo. He calsvo Horfe,but will ] know not whether. 
Corn. Tis bef co gine him way,he leads himfelfe. 
Gon. My Lord, entreate him by no meanes to ftaye ” 
Glo. Alacke the night comes on,and the high windes 
Do forely ruffle,for many Miles about: $s « 
There's tcarce a Buth, 
Reg, O Sir,to wilfoll men, 
The iniuries chat they themfelues procure, 
Muft be their Scheole- Matters: fhut vp your 
He is attended with a defperare traine, 
And what they may incenfe himtoo,being apt, 
To haue his eareabus’d, wifedome bids feare. 
Cor. Shut vp your doorer my Lord, ’tisa wild night, 
My Regan counfels wells: come outoth ftorme. Zxenut. 







docres, > 








Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 





Storme Shll, Enter Kent anda Gentlensaz,fenerally. 


Kent. Who’s there befides foule weather ? 
Gen. One minded like the weather, moft ynquietly. 
rr2 Keut. 



































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Kest, lknow you: Where’sithe King? 
Gent. Concending with the fretfull Elements; 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or {well theeurled Waters ’boue the Maine, 
That things might change,or ceafe, 
Keat, But who is with him? 
Gent. None but che Foole, who labours to out-iett 
His heatt-f{trooke iniuries, 
Kent. Sir, ido know you, 
And dare vpon the warrant of my note 
Commenda deere thingto you. There is divifion 
(Although as yet the face ofitis couer’d 
With mutuall cunning )’twixe Albany,and Cornwall: 
Who hawe, az who haue nor, that their great Starres 
Thron'd andtet high; Seruants,who feeme no lefle, 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent ofour State. What hath bin feene, 
Either in {ouffes, and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne 
Againit the old kinde King ; or fomething deeper, 
Whereof (perchance) thefe are but furnifhings. 
Gent. I will talke further with you. 
Kent. No,danot;: 
For confirmation that Iam much more 
Then my out-wall ; open this Purfe,and rake 
What it containes. If you fhall fee (ordel a, 
(As feare not but you fhall) thew her this Ring, 
And fhe will tell you who that Fellow is. 
That yet you donot know. Fyeon this Storme, 
I will go feeke the King. 
Gent, Giue me your hand, 
Faue you no more to fay ? 
Kent. Few words, buc to effec more then all yer 
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain 
That way, Ie this : He that firftlights on him, 








Scena Secunda. 








Storme fill. Enter Lear ,and Foole, 

Lear. Blow windes,& crack your cheeks; Rage,blow 
You Cataradts, and Hyrricano’s fpour, 
Till you hauedrench’d our Steeples,'drown the Cockes. 
You Sulph’rous and Thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleauinzg Thunder-bolrs, 
Sindgemy white head. And thou ali-fhaking Thunder, 
Strike Aat che chicke Rotundity o’th’world, 
Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines fpill ac once 
That makes ingratefull Man. 

--Foole., ONunkie, Court holy-water in adry houfe, is 
better then this Rain-water out o’doore. Good Nunkle, 
in, askethy Daughters bleffing, heere’sa night pitties 
neither Wifemen, nor Faoles, 

Lear. Ramble chy belly full: {pit Fire, fpowe Raine: 
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters ; 
Ttaxenot you, you Elements with vokindneffe, 

I neuer gaue you Kingdome, call’d you Children; 
You owe meno fub{cription, Then let fall 

“Your horrible pleafure. HeereI ftand your Slane, 
A poore, ibfirme, weake, and difpis’d oldman : 
But yet J call you Seruile Minifters, 

Thac will with two pernicious Daughters ioyne 
Yourhighengenderd Battailes, 'gainft ahead 





Hollathe othce. Excunt. 
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| The Head,and he thall Lowfe: fo Beggers 


| Wifeman,and a Foole. 
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Foole. He that has ahoufe to put’s head ; Pat 
Heid: gaa put s headin hagy good 
The Codpiece that will houfe, before the head has any 

Marry man 
The man 9 makes his Toe, what he his Hart thisid many, 
Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne his fleepe to oer 

For there was neuer yet faire woman, but thee i 

mouthes in a glafle. made 





Enter Kent, 
Lear, No,I will bethe patterne of all patience 
I will fay nothing, : 
Keat. Who's there? 


Foole. Marty here’sGrace, anda Codpiece, thats, 


Kent, Alas Sir are you here? Things that loue night, 
Louc not fuch nights as thefe: The wrathful} Skies” 
Gallow the very wanderers of che darke 
And make them keepetheir Caues: Since wag man, 
Such fheets of Fire, fuch burfts of horrid Thunder, 
Such groanes of roaring Winde, and Raine, | heres 
Remember to have heard. Mans Nature Cannot carry. 
Th’affliGtion, nor the feare, ; 

Lear. Letthe great Goddes 
That keepe this dreadfull pudder cre our heads, 
F:nde out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch 
That haft within thee vodivulged Crimes { 
Vowhiptof luftice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand; 
Thou Periur’d, and thou Simular of Vertue 
That art Inceftuous, Caytiffe, to peeces thake 
That vnder couert, and conuenient feeming 
Ha’s pradtis’d on mans life. Clofe pent-vp guilts, 
Riue your concealing Continents, and cry 
Thefe dreadfull Summoners grace. Tama man, 
More finn’d againft, then finning, 

Kent, Alacke, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by heere isa Houell, 

Some friendthip will itlend you ’gainft ihe Tempeft: 
Repofe you there, while I to this hardhonfe, 
(More harder then the ftones whereof ‘tisrais'd, 
Which even but now, deimanding after you, 
Deny’d me to come in) returne, and force 

Their {canted curtefie. 

Lear. My wits begin toturne. 

Comeon my boy, How doft my boy? Art cold? 
Tam cold myelfe. Whereis this raw, my Fellow? 
The Art of our Necefiities is ftrange, 
And can make vilde things precious.Come, your Houel; 
Poore Foole, and Knaue,] haue one part in my heart 
That’s forry yecfor thee. 
Foole, He that has anda little-tyne wit, : 
Wirh heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
Moft make content with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the Raine it raineth every day- ; 
Le. True Boy : Come bring vs tothis Howell, Ea 
Foole. This is a braue night to coolea Curtizans ° 
Ile {peake a Prophefie ere I go: 
When Priefts are more in word, then matter; 
When Brewers masre their Malt with water $ 
When Nobles are their Taylors Tutors, 
No Heretiques burn’d, but wenches Sutors 3 
When euery Cafe in Law, is rights 
No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight; 
When Slanders da net liuein Tongues ; 
Nor Cut-purfes come nor to throngs; 


When Viurers tell cheir Gold i'th’Field, us 





And Baudes,and whores, do Churches'build, 
Then fhalthe Realme'of A/bio#,cometo great confufion: 
Then comes the time, who lives to fee'c,’ pak 
That going fhalbe vs‘d with feer, ; (time. 
This prophecie Aferlix fhall make, for I liue es his 
xit, 


reenter LOTR 


Scena T ertia. 


| en ates 
il 


~ sisautt Enter Glofter asd Edewwnd. 


Glo. Alacke,alacke Edmund, i likewor'this ynnatorall 
dealing; when Idefired theirleaue that I might pity him, 
they tooke from:me che vfe of mincowne houle, eharg’d 
meon paine of perpetuall difpleafure, neither to fpeake 
of bim:ehtreat for hint,or any way faftaine him. 

Baft. Moft fauage and vnnacurail.” ie 

Glo. Go too; fay younotbing: ‘There is diuvifgon be- 
tweene the Dukes, anda worffe matter thea thae: J haue 
receiued a Letcer this night, ’tis dangerous to be {poken, 
Jhauelock'dthe Letcer in my Clofiety thefeiniurics the 
King now beares, will be reuenged homesther ispart of 
aPower already footed, we muft:incline tothe King, I 
willlooke him, and priuily relieue him; goe you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke,char my-charity bemat of 
him perceived; If heaske for me, Tamill, and gone to 
bed, if I die for it, (as no leffelis threatned me) the King 
my old Mafter mutt be relicued. Thete is flrange things 
toward Edmund pray you be carefull. Baie, 

Baft. This Curtefie forbid thee, fhail che Duke 
Inftantly know,and of that Letter too; 

This feemes a faire deferuing and mult draw me 
That which my Father loofes:no leffe then all, 


The yongerrifes;when the old doth fall. Exit. 


ee et 


Scena Quarta, 


emer oo! 


ee 


Enter Lear ,Kert,and Foote. 


Kents Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter, 
The tirrany ofthe open night’s too rough 
For Nature to endure. 

Lear, Let me alone. 
Kent, Good my Lord enter heere. 
Lear. Wilt breakemy heare 2 
Kent, Thad rather breake mine owne, 
Good my Lord enter. 
Lear. Thou think’ *tis much thar this conrentious 
Tnuades vs to the skinfo :’tis to thee, (forme 
But where the greater malady is fixe, 
The leffer is {carce fele. Thou'dft fhun a Beare, 
Burifthey flight lay: toward the roaring Sea, 
Thou’d@t meetethe Beare ith’ mouth when the mind's 
The bodies delicate s:the rempeftinmy mind, - | free, 
Doth-from my-fencestake all feelingelfe, 
Saue what beates there, Filliall ingravieude, » oc; 
Isitnot as this mouth fhouldteatechis hand?) ov) 
Por lifting food too’t 7 But I wilbpuniftshome; -2:.% 
No,I will weepe no more; in fuctra right, 


Storme frik 


| 


| 


K ing Lear. 
To fhut me out? Poure on, 1 will endtre: 
In fuch a night as this ? O Regan,Gonerifi, 
Your old kind Father, whofe tranke heart gatie all, 
O that way madueffe lies,let me fhun that: 
No more of that. 
‘Kent. Good my Lord enter here; : 
Lear, Prythee go in thy felfe,feeke thine ownc cafe, 
This temped will not giue me leaue to ponder 
On vhings would hurt me more,but lle goe in,” » 
In Boy, go firtt, Yowhoufelefle pouertic, 
Nay get thee ins lle prayjand then Ile fleepe. 
Poore naked wretches,where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittileffe forme, 
How fall your Honfe-leffe heads,and ynfed fides, 
Your lop’d,and window’d rageedaeffe defendyou 
From feafons fuch.as chefe ? Ol haue'tane 22 
Toolitele careofchis’: Fake Phyficke,; Pompe,’ 
Expofe thy felfe co feelewhat wretches feele, vaivy | 
Thac chou maift fhake the {aperfluxto them, 
And fhew the Heauens more init: 


Exit. 


Entir€, dgar,and Foote: 


Edg. Fathom,and halfe,Fathom and halfe;pedre Tem. 
Foole. Come novimheere Nuncle,here’s adpirit helpe 
me,helpe ine- Ax mene 
Kent, Give methy hand,who’s there 2 
Foote. Afpirite, afpirice, he fayes his namé’s poore 
Tom 
Kent, What att thou thar doft grumble there ith 
firaw ¢ Come forth. hms 
Edg. Away,the foule Fiend followes me;through the 
Sharpe Hauchorne blow the windes. Humb,goero thy 
bed and warme ther. 
Lear. Did’ ft thou gine all to thy Daughters? And.art 
thou come to this? cts 
Edgar, Who gives any ching topoore Tom? Whem 
the foule fiend hath led chough Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword,and Whirle- Poole,o’re Bog, and Queg- 
mire,that hath laid Knives vnder his Pillow, and Halters 
in his Pue, fet Rats-bane by his Porredge,, made him 
Proud of heart,to ride ona Bay trotting Horfe,quer foure | 
incht Bridges,to courfe his owne fhadow fora Traitor. 
Bliffe thy fiue Wits, Tomsa cold, O do,de,do.de,do de, 
bliffe thee from Whirle-Windes,Starre-blafting,and ta= 
king,do poore Tom fome charite, whom the toule Fiend 
vexex. Therecould ] haue him now,and theye,and there 
ag ai ne,and there. Stermeifirll, 
Lear, Ha’s his Daughters brought him to this paffe ? 
Could’ftthou faue nothing? Would’ft thou giue’em all? 
' Foole. Nay,he referu’d a Blanket, elfe. we had bin all 
fham’d, if . 
. Lea. Now all the plagues thatin the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated o’re mens faults, light on thy Daughters, 
Kent. Hehathno Daughters Sir. : 
Lear. Death: Traitor, nothing could haue) fubdu’d 
Tofuch alowneffe,but kis vakiad Daughters, (Nature 
Is it che fathiot,thar difearded Fathers, 
Should have chtis little mercy on their eth: 
Iudicious punifhmens, 'twasthis eth begot™ « 
Thofe Pelicane Daughters. L3 
Edg. Pillicock fat on Pillicock hill,alowsalowsloo,loo. 
Fogle. This cold night will turne vs all to Fooles, and 
Madmen. ’ 
Edgar, Take heed oth’fonle Fiend, obey thy Pa- 
rents, keepe thy words Iuftice, {weare not, commit not, 
tr3 with 
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with mans fworne Spoufe y | {et north Sweet-heart on 
proud array. Tom'sacold.. bes dom a 
Leary: What haft thowbin?s wy ed299 be 8 vio 0% 
dg. A Seruingman? Proud in heart, and minde;ahat 
curl’d my haire, wore Gloues in my cap; sferu’d:ehe-Laift 
of my Miftris heartsand didtheatleot darkenefle with 
het::Swore as many_Oathes,as I{pakewords, &-bioke | 
them in the:fweerfaceiofideauen, One, tharfleptini tlie | 
contriuing of Luft; and wak'dto doelitd:..Winedou’d] 
dedtely, Dice deerelyg and im Wotnais oft+Parameir’d | 
the Turke. Falfelofhicart) light ofeart, bloody ofthand’s 
Hog in flothyFoxeimftealth, Wolfe! ingreedinefle,Dog | 
in madnes, Lyon impréeyibet'iotthecreaking of thoots, 
Nor their filing of Silkes, betray:chy poore hearttowo- | 
man, eKedpethy foore out of Brothels, thy hand-our of 
Plackets; thy pen:from! Lenders Bookes,: -and.defyethe | 
} foule Fiend. Stilithrotigh» che Hatthorne blowesthe | 
cold winde?Sayesfuumymunjnonay;Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Sefey : lethimitrotbyss 907 960 Storme ftill. 
Lear, Thou wert betterin:a Grane, then roaniwere 
with thy vncouer’d body, this extremitie of the Skies. Is 
man no more then thts ? Confider bina well, Thou ow’it 
1 the Worme no Silke ; the Beaft, no Hide; the Sheepe,no 
“W oblbprhe Cat ine pecfime.-He?'Here’s three on's are 
}>(ophitticgeed:Thow-are the thingivtelfe; ynaccommo- 
| dated man, is no more but fuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
| nimall as thoukarta/ OF off you Lendngs : “Come, vn- 
button heeres ic f--godtvie) & 423 








eyatoth:.23 423 
Yost nreds oll oButerSplancefter with 2Forch. 

Foole. Prythee Nunckle be contetted,’tis a naughtie 
Jonighttorwwieime in! oNow a little fire inawilde Field, 
| werelikean old'Letebersiheart, a {mall fpark, all the reft 
on’s body,cold : Looke, heere comes:a walking fire, 
1° Bdge Thisisthe foule Flibbertigibbet ; bee begins at 

Curfew, and walkes at firft Cocke : Hee gives the Web 
{and the Pin fquints the eye, and’makes the Hare-lippe ; 
|< Mildewes the white’ Wheate, and hurts the poore Crea~ 

bigs dfvarche or osiood shin V bas! 
12: 'oc4 Swithuld fooved thrice the old} 
0 Slee mec theNight-Mare,and hernine-folds 
2wol T Bid hetadighyand her troch-plight, F | 
0067 1 And avoyncthee Witch,aroyntthee, 9 ta o0% | 
\ Renr.cHow fares your Grace® . «: soRila | 

“) Bear iWhar's he? 2c idk ratizeRild 
1 °° Kent. Who'sthere PWhatis't:youfeeke? ob oar! 
| °° Glow What are you there? Y our Names ? 
\ Ede. \Poore Tom, chat eates the (wimiming Frog, tlre 
|) Toad; the Tod-pole;thewall-Neut,and the watersithat 
} inthe farieofhis hearty when the foule Fiend rages} eats 
Cow-dung for Sallets 3 fwallowesake old-Rat, ond. the 
| ditch-Dogge; drinkes the green Mantle of the ftanding 
1° Poéoléa!whois whiptftom Tything to Tything,. and 

focktpanith’danddaiprifon’d ; who hath three Suites 
to his backe, fixe fhittsto his bodys © 2° WS A 


as PEF 


od 


Haue bin Toms food, for {eues long yeare: 
Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin,peace thou Fiend, 
Clon, What hach¥ ourGrace no-berter company ? 

Fdg, The Prince of Darkenefleys‘dGentlemau. ALodo 
| Heseurayand eAtibegeos Teo titscs lS 
ont Gla? OUt flefly andtiblood,; my Lord, is growne fo 
vilde, that it doth hate what gets it, G 
~< Basi Poore Tom'sacold. © >> agh3 
-  Glear Goin with mes my duty cannot faffer| 22°: 
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eee 














T’obcy in all your.daughters hard commands... 
Though their Iniungtion be to basremy-dootes,./,,. | 
And let this Tyrapnonsnightitakehoid vpen yorry Pi 
Yer haue I ventured to come feckeyou-our,) iS ie 
And bring you where both fire, and food:is ready, Hat 
> Lear, Firftlet me talke with this Philofopher 7 
Whatristhe cafeofThunder? ~~ -——- : 
Kent, Good my Lord take his offer, 
Go intoth’houfe. > »' Areal dé 
Lear. Jle talke a word with this fame lerned Theban: 
Whatisyourfudy? . 
Edg. Howto preuent the Fiend, andto kill Vermine 
Lear. Let theaskeyou one word in private, 
Kent. Importune him once more to go my Lord, 
His wits begin«'vnfettle. . a 
(Glorte; Canftthou blame him? so.2 5.) ; Store pil 
His Daughters feekehis.death> Ab,that good Kent, 5), 
He-faidit would bechus : poore banifh’d manzi.- dah 
Thou fayeft the King growes mad, Ie tell-theeBriend}. 
Iam almoft mad my felfe. Ihada Sonne, ci 4\\ 
-Nowout-law’d from my blood: he fought mylifer. 
Buc lately’: very lates Llow’d him (Friend). © osysn3sy: 
No Father his Sonnedeerer :truecotell thee, osuins, 
Thegreefe hath craziditny wits, \Wohata night’sithis? 
“I dosbefeech your graces live, Won on 
Lear. Ocryyoumercy, Sir: tenis sawos 
Noble Philofophert,your companysiie 4:4 > oo! | 
Edg: Tom’s.a.cold, ni 943 sais 63 
Glen. In fellow.there,into th’Houel;keep theeyyam. 
Lear, Come, let's in all. Did 
Kent, This way,my Lords |») 9 §\» 
Lear. With hintizitssc) s6 nov 1 
1 will keepe ftill with my Philofopher. 
Kent. Good my Lord; footh him : 
Let himtake the Fellow. 
Glow, Takehimyouon. : 
Kent. Sirra, coine.on: go along with ys. 
Lear, Come, good Athenian, 
~~ Glow, No-words 0 words, huth; 
&dg. Childe Rowland to the darke Tower came, 
His word was ftilb, ffepfoh, and femme, 
I {mell the blood of a Brittifh man. 


ee 


Exennt 


ne 


- Scena Quinta, 


re pe ee 


de 
a 





ArEG NY 


Enter Cornwail,and Edmund. 

Cora, I will hauemy teuenge, ere J depart his houle. 
Baft. How my Lord, i may be cenfured, that Nature 
thus giues way to Loyaltie, formething feares mee 0 
thinke of, cs DOOR 
‘Cormm, L now petceiue, it was.not altogether your 
Brothers euill difpofition made him feeke his death: but 
a prouoking meric fet a-worke bya reprouable badne: g 
in himnfelfe. num Ab ‘vod . ney 
Baft, How maliciousis my fortune, that I mutt i 
pent:torbe iutt ? Thisis the Letter which hee fpoakeol; 
which approves himanintellipent partie to the aduanti- 
es of France. © Heauens !that this Treafon were nots 
or not I the detectorsign: i... 18S 
(orn. Gowith metotte Dutchefle, 1% a 
Baft. Ti the'imaterofthis Paperbe certain, you hau 


mighty bufinefleim hand, ii ) 





Lhe Tiragedie of: King Lear. 


Corns Trae orfalfe;ic hath made thee Ea rle of Giou- 
cefter : feeke out where thy Father is, that’ hee taay" bee 
ready for our apprehenfion. 

Baft. 1flfindehimcomforting’ i King, it will fhutfe 
hisfulpition more fully. Iwill perfeuer in my courfe of 
Loyalty, though the conflie be fore betweene that, and 
my blood. 

(ore Twilllay aie Hoh thie’ : ‘aba thou fhalt finde 
adeere Father in my lou. a _ Exeunt. 


‘Sceja Sextas 
NEIOn 2 sSIDOIS 
Enver Kent, and Gloucefter. ab ot 
Glow, Hetre is bertét then the opetrayre,cake it thank- | 
fully: I will peeceoutthe comfort with what addition] 
can : [Awillnotibe long from you, * Excit 
Kent.' All the powre of his wits,hane given way to his 
eee the Gods feward your kindnefle. 


Enter beer; E dare Foole. 
Edg,?Fraterretto calsme, andtells me Neroisan Atige ° 
lerin the Lake of Darknefle: pray Innocent, and beware 
thefoule Fiend. 
Foole.. Prythee Nankletell me, wads a imacinantbe 
aGentleman,or.a Yeoman. 
Lear. A King,aKing. 
Foole. No, he’ sa Yeoman, that ha’s'a Gentleman to 
his Sonne: for hee’s atmad Yeoman that fees his Svane a a 
Gentleman before him, 
Lear. To haueathoufand with ted burning oTpits 
Come hizzing in vpon’em. 
Edg.. Bleffe thy fiue wits. 
Kent. O pitty : Sit,where is thepatience now ” 
That you fo ofthawe boafted toretaine ? 
| &dg. My teares begin to take his part fo mich om 
They marre my counterfetting. 
Lear, The lictledogges, and all; 
' |Trey, Blanch,and Sweet-heare : tee, they barke atme, 
&dg. Tom, will throw hishead at them : Auaunt you 
| Curres; be thy mouth of blacke or white : 
Tooth that poyfonsifit bite: 
Maftiffe,Grey-hound, Mongrill,Grim, 
|Hound or Spaniell, Brache,or Hym: 
Or Bobraile tight, o? Troidle taile, 
Tom-willmake him weepe and eras 
{For with throwing thus my head; 
Dogs leapt the hatch,and/all arefled,: 
Do,de,de,de = fefe’ Come; march to Wakes and Paynes 
And Market Townes : poore Tomthy horne is dry, 
Lear. Thenlet them Anatomsize Regas 3 See what 
breeds about her héart.-Ts there atty caufe in Nature chat 
make thefehard-hearts. You fir, Tentertaine for ‘one of 
my hundred ; only, 1 donorlikethe fathionof your gar- 
ments, You will fi ny aos are pes butlee chem bee 
chang’d; 
Enter Glofter. 
Kent, Now good my Lord,lye hainad reft nivhile. 
Lear. Maken no floife, make'no noife, draw the Cur- 
taines : fo, fo,wee'l goto Supper i "ch’morning.’ 
Foole, And Ile goto bed at noone. 
Glow. Come hither Friend : 
Where is che King my Mafter? Li 
Kent, Here Sir,but trouble him not, ‘pis Wits are'gon, 


tr mopen igre oof ate rar ie 


Glow. Good friend, I prythee'take him in thy armes 5 
Thaue ore-heard a plot of death vpon him: 
There is a Litterready, lay him in’r,” ¢’ 
And deiae toward Douer friend, whete thou phates meete 
Both welcome, and protection. ' pake vp thy a 
Ifthoufhould’ft dally halfe an houre, his life’ °°) **' 
With thine, and all that offer co'défend him, 
Stand in affuredioffe,: Takevp, take vp, 
And followime, that will to fome prouifion 
Giue thee quicke conduct, Cottiejeome, pen Exeunt 


—_—— 2 
ed 


Scena Sepumas 


‘Enter Cornwall, Regan Gener, Baal, 


and Serwants.° me 
Cora. Pofte fpeedily to my bare your ey ree : 
hia this Lecter, the Army of France is landed # ‘fee out 
the Traitor Glouteti : 
Reg, “Hang hinvinftantly. 
Gon. Piucke oathis eyes. ' A eid al 
Corn, Leaue him'té my dif fpledtanes tid? ee 
youjour Sifter‘company # the retieniges weeate stolid | tb 
take vppon your Traitorous Father; ° ate not fit fae 4 your 
beholding. Aduice the Duke whereyou': are Boing | To'a 
mo ft feftiuate preparation : we are bound t6 thelike. Our 
Poftes thall be fwift,and intelligent betwixt’ ¥S: Fare- 
well deere Sifter, faiewiell my Lord of giving aTiA 
Enter Steward: z 
Hot! now? Where’ s the King ?' 
Stew. My LordofGloufter hath contiey’ dion hence 


*) Some fuer fix and thirty of his Knights 


Hot Queftrifts after him, met him atgate, °°! 2: 
Who, with fome other ofthe Lords: , dependants,” 
Are gone. with him toward Dowet; where they. boaft 
To haue well armed Friends. - > 

Corn. Get horfes for your Miftris. 

Gow. Farewell fweet Lord,and Sifter. Exit 

Cors. Edmund farewell : go feek'the Traitor Glentr, 
Pinnion him hike a Theefe, bring him before vs : 
Though well we may not paffe vpon his life 
Without the forme of Tuftice : yét our power 
Shall do acurt’fieto our wrath, whieh men» 

May blame, but not comptroll. 
Enter Gloucefter,and Bernants, 
Who's there? the Traitor? 

Reg. Ingracefull Fox, tis hes ° 

Cora, Binde fat his corky armes. 

Glow, What meanes your Graces? 
Good my Friends confider you ate my van + 
Do me no foule play, Friends. 

(orn. Binde him I fay. 

Reg. Gard hard: O filthy Traitor. 

Glow. Vamercifall Lady,as you are,l’me none. 

Corn. To this Chaire binde him, 

Villaine, thou flialr finde. 

Glow. By the kinde Gods, ‘tis moftignobly dene 
To plucke me by the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and fucha Traitor ? 

Glon. Naughty Ladie, 

Thele haires which thou deft ravith from my ae 
Wilk quicken and accufe thee. Iam your pia 
With Robbers hands, my hofpitable fauours*” 


— 
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You fhould not ruffle chus. What will you do? 
Corn, Come Sir, “te 
What Letters had you late from France ? 
Reg.. Be fimple.anfwer'd, for we know the truth, - 
Cora, And what confederacie haue you with the Trai- 
tors, late footed inthe Kingdome? 
Reg. To whofe hands setiailees 
You haue fent the Lunaticke King: Speake... 
Glow, [have a Letter gueffingly fetdowne 
Which came from enethat’s of anewtrall heart, 
And not from one oppos’d. 
 Cora,-Cunning.—— 
Reg. And falfe, 
Corn. Where haft thou fentthe King? 
Glos, ToDouer. | 
} Reg. Wherefore to Douer ? 
~ Was’c thou not charg’d at perill, 
Corn. Whereforeto Douer > Lethim anfwerthat. 
Glow. 1 am tyed to th’Stake, 
And muft and the Courfe, 
Reg... Wherefore to Dower ? 
Glew. Becaufe I would not feethy-cruell Nailes 
: Plucke out his poore old eyes : nor thy fierce Sifter, 
| Inhis Annointed fiehh, fticke boarith phangs, 
The Sea, withfuch.a, ftormeas his bare head, 
In Hell-blacke-nighs indur’d, would have buoy’d yp 
And quench’d.the Stelled fires : 
Yer poore old heart, he holpe the Heauens to raine, 
JEWolues had ar thy Gate howl’d that flerne time, 
Thon thould’ft haue faid, good Porter turne the Key : 
All Cruelselfe fub{cribe: but I thall fee 
The winged Vengeance ouertake {uch Children. 


Vpon thefe eyes.of thine, Ile fet my foote. 
Glow. He that will thinke co liue,till he beold, 
' Give me fome belpe.-——O cruell!.O you Gods. , 
Reg, One fide will mocke ancther ; Th’other too, 
Corn, Uf you fee vengeance. 
Ser, Hold your hand,my Lord: 
' Thaue feru’d you euer fince I was a Childe: 
Butbetter feruice have I neuer donc you, 
_ Thea now te bid you hold.. 
Reg. How now, you dogye f 
Ser. If you did weare a beard vpon your chin, 
Vid thake ir on this quarrell, What do you meane ? 

C orn. My Villaine? ; 
Ser#,Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
Reg. Giue methy Sword. A pezant {tand vp thus? 

Killes bin. 

Ser. Oh Tam flaine: my Lord,you haue one eye left 
To fee fome mifchefe.on him, Oh. 
Cora. Left it fee more,preuent it; Out vilde gelly : 
| Where is thy lofter now ? 
Glow. Alldarke and comfortleffe? 
: Where’s my Sonne Edmund ? 
| Edmeand, enkindle all the tparkes of Nature 
To quit-his horrid age. 

Reg. Out treacherous Villaine, 
) Thon call’ f onhim, that hares thee. It wasbe 
* Thacmade the ouverture of thy Treafonstovs : 
Who istoo good to pitty thee. 
| Glos. O my Follies !then Edgar was abus’d, 
| Kinde Gods, forgiue me that,and profper him. 
| RegoKGochruft him out.at gates,and let him finell 
His way to Douer. 39013 Exit with Glonfter: 
dow is’t my Lord? How looke you ? 21 V 


ie 


Ti he Tragedie of. King Lear, | 


Corn, See't fhalt chou neuer,Fellowes hold 9 Chaise, | 





Corn. Thauereceiu'da hurt : Fallow me Lady; > 
Turne-out that eyeleffe Villaine : throw this Slaue 
Vponthe Dunghill : Regan, I bleed apace, .. 


Vatimely comes thishurt. Giueme your arme, Exeont, 





Actus Quartus. Scena Prima, 





Enter Edgar, 
Edg. Yet better chus,and knowneto be contemn’d 
Then ftill contemn’d and flatter’d,tobeworh: —” 
The loweft, and moft deieGted thing of Fortune, 


| Stands ftillin efperance, liues notin feare; 


The lamentable change is fromthe bef, 
The worft returnesto laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou ynfubfantiall ayre that embraces >.) 
The Wretch that thou haft blowne ynto the work: 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. ro 
Enter Glouster,and an Oldman. et 
But who comes heere? My Father poorely led ? 
World, World, Oworld } 
Bur that thy ftrange mutations make ys hate thee, 
Life would not yeeldeto age, 
Oldm, O my good Lord, I haue bene your Fenant, 
And yourFathets Tenant, thefe fourefcore yeares, 
Glow. Away,get thee away : good Friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can do me no good atall, 
Thee, they may-hure, -_ 
Oldm, You cannot {ee your way, 
Glow, Lhaue no way, and therefore want no eyes: 
I ftumbled when I faw. Fall oft’tis feene, 
Our meanes fecure vs, and our meere defedts 
Prous our Commodities. Oh deere Sonne Edgar, 
The food of thy abufed Fathers wrath : 
Mig't] butlive to feethee in my souch, 
I'ld fay I had eyes againe, 
Oldm. Bow now ? who’s there? 
Edg. O Gods! Whois’t can fay I amaethe work? 
I am worfe then ere I was. 
O/d,.’Tis poore mad Tom. 
Fdg. And worfe I may be yer: the worft isnot, 
So long as we can fay this is the worft. 
Oldm. Feilow,where goeft ¢ 
Glos. \s ita Beggar-man? 
Oldm. Madman,and beggar too, 
Glow. He has fome reafon, elfehe could not beg. 
I’th’la@t nights ftorme, I fuch a fellow faw; 
Which made me thinkea Man,a Worme. My Sonns 
Came then into my minde, and yet my minde 
Was then fcarfe Friends with him. 
I haue heard more fince: 
As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we so. th’Gods, 
They kill vs for their fport. 
Edg. How fhould this be? 
Bad is the Trade that muft play Foole to forrow, 
Ang’ring it felfe,and others. Bleffe thee Mafter. 
Glow, Is that the naked Fellow? 
Oldm. I,my Lord. 
Glow. Ger thee away :Iffor my fake _ 
Thou wilt ore-take vs hence amileortwaine’ - 
I'th’way coward Douer, doit for ancientloue, =\ 
And bring fome couering for this naked Soule; 
Which lle intreate to leade me, i / 
_» Old,- Alacke fir, he is mad. Gh i 
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. Glon,’Tis the times plague, 
When Madmen leade the blinde: 

Doas I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure: 

Aboue thereft, be gone. 

Old. We bring him the beft P arrell chat I have 
Come on’t what will, 

Glow. Sizrah, naked fellow. 

Edg, Poore Tom's acold. I cannot daub it further, 

Glow. Comehither fellow. 

Edg. AndyevT mutt » | 
Blefle thy fweete eyes, they bleede. 

‘Gloa, Know’ft thouche way to Dower? 

Edg. Both ftyle,and gate; dorfeway,and foor-path’s 
poore Lom hath bin {carr’d out efhis good-wits, Blefle 
thee good mans fonne, from the foule Fiend, 

low. Here take this purte;y whom the heau'iis placues 
Haue humbled to all ftrokes: thac I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier: Heaueus dealefo Rill. 
Let the fuperfluous, and Laft-dieted man, 
That flaues your ordinance, that will notfee 
Becaufe he do’s not feele, feele your powre quickly : 
So diftribution fhould vndooexcefie, 
And each man haue enough. Doft thou know Doucet? 

Edg. 1 Mafter. 

Glos. Thereisa Cliffe, whofe high and bending head 
Lookes fearfully in the confined Deepes 
Bring me butto the very brimme offic, 

And Ie repayre the mifery thou do’ft beare 

With fomething rich about me: from thatplace, 
I fhall no leading neede, 

Edy. Give me chy arme; 


Exit 
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Oh, the difference of man;and man, 
| To theea Womans feruices are dite; >’ 
| My Foole vfurpes my body, 
} Stew, Madam, here come’s my Lord. 
Enter A lbany. 
Gon, Thaue beene worth the whifle, 
Alb. Oh Gonerill, 
You are rot worth the duft which the rude winde 
Blowes in your face, é 
Gow. Milke-Liuer’d man, 
That bear’ft a cheeke for blowes, a head for wron gs) *¢ 


aaa, 5 
ib. Seethy felfe diuelt: 


Proper deformitie feemes not inthe Fiend 
So horrid as in woman. peoteics 
Gow, Oh vaine Foole. 
Enter a(Meffenger, 

Mef. Oh my good Lord,the Duke of Cornwals dead, 
Slaine by his Seruanc, going to putoeut’ ‘ 
The othereye of Gloufter, 

“lb, Glouters eyes; 

Mef. A Seruant thathe bred, chrill’d with remorfe 
Oppos’d againft the act : bending his Sword’ 

To his great Mafter, whe, threat-enrag’a 

Flew on him, and among’ft them fell’d hirn dead; 
But riot without that harmefull Aroke,which fines 
Hath plucke him after. 

Alb, This thewes you are aboue 
You [uftices, that thefe our.neather crimes 
So fpeedily can venge. But (O poore Gloufter) » 
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Poore Tom fhall leade thee. 





Scena Secunda. 


Exeant. 





Loft he his other eye? 
MMef. Both, both, my Lord, 


This Leter Madam, craues a {peedy enfwer: 


Tis from your Sifter, 
Gow, One way | like this well, 


But being widdow, and my Gloofter. with her) | 


May all the building in my-fancie plucke 


Who haft notin thy browes an eye-difcerning 
Thine Honor, from thy fuffering, 


pe 
























































Exter Gonerill, Baftard, and Steward, 

Gow. Welcome my Lord.I meruell our mild husband 
{Not met vs onthe way. Now,where’s your Mafter ? 

Stew. Madam within, but neuer man fo chanp'd; 
Itold him of the Army that was Landed: 
jHefmil'datit. I told him you werecomming, 
His anfwer was, the worfe.. OfGlofters Treachery, 
And of the loyall Seruice of his Sonne 
When I inform’d him, then he call’d'me Sor, 
JAndtold me I had turn’dthe wrong fide one: : 
What moft. he fhould diflike, feemes pleafant to him ; 
What like, offenfiue. ; 

Gon, Then fhall you gono further, 

It is the Cowih terror. of his fpirit 
That dares not vndertake : Hee'l not feelewrongs 
Which tye him toan anfwer : our wifhes onthe way 
May prouceffedts. Backe Edmond to my Brother, 
Haften his Mufters,and conducthis powres, 





Ihtomy Husbands hands. This truftieSeruane 

Shall paffe betweene vs? erelong you aredike to heare 

(Ifyou dare venture in your owne behalfe) 

A Miftrefles command. Weare this; {parefpeech; 

Decline yourhead. This-kiffe, ifit dur{peake 

Would ftretch thy Spirits vp into the ayre: 

Conceiue, and fare thee well. 3 ey 
Baft. Yours,in the rankesofdeath, = & Exit. 

Gon. My moft decreGlofter: pai] 





Imuft change names at home, and givethe Diftaffe:o> 


Vpon my hatefull life, Another way mebel wed 
The Newes isnot fotart: He read,and anfwers P 
Alb. Where was his Sonne, bs 
| When they did take his eyes? 
Mef, Come with my Lady hither. 
Alb. We is not heere. 
Def. Nomy good Lord; met him backeagaine. 
ib. Knowes he the wickedneffe? 22pm] 
Mef. I my good Lord:*twashe inform’d againtt him 
And quit the houfe on purpofe, that their pamfhment.. 
Mighc haue the freer courfe. 
- Alb. Gloufter, [live 
To thanke thee for the loue thou fhew’dft the King, =r 
| And to reuenge thine eyes: Come hither Friend, 
| Tellme whac more thou know’ft. Exennt, | 


: ts 
= fa ee 


Scena T ertia. 


bpm Orns 











Enter with Drum and Colours; Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
; ti ana Soildionrs. eX 

| Cor, Alacke;'tishe: why he was met:euen now 

As madas the vext Sea, finging alowd, ~ 

| Crown’d withranke Fenitar, and furrow weeds, T 

| With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo — 
arnel\ 
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Darnell, and all the idle weedes that grow 
In our fuftaining Corne. A Centery fend forth ; 
Search every Acre in the high-growne field, 
And bring him to oureye, Whar can mans wifedome 
In the reftoring his bereaued Senfe ; he that helpes him, 
Take all my outward worth. 

Gest, Thereismeanes Madam: 
Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, is repofe, 
The which he lackes : that to proucke in him 
Are many Simples operatiue, whofe power 
Will clofe the eye of Anguith. 

Cord, All bleft Secrets, 
All you vnpublifh’d Vertues of the earth 
Spring with,my teares ; be aydant,and remediate 
Inthe Goodmans defires: feeke, feeke for him, 
Leatt his vngouern’d race, difolue the life 
That wants the meanes to leade it. 
Enter Meffenger. 
 Mef, Newes Madam, 
The Brittifh Powres are marching hitherward. 

Cor. *Tis knowne before. Our preparation flands 
In expectation of them, O decre Father, 
| Ieis thy bufineffe that I go abour:Therfore greaz France 
| My mourning, and imporiun’d teares bach pitied : 
No blowne Ambition doth our Armes incite, 
But loue, deere loue, and our ag’d Fathers Rite : 


Soone may Lheare, and fee him. Exenut. 


— 
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| Scena Quarta, 








—— 


Enter Regan ,and Steward. 
Reg. But are my Brothers Powres fer forth ? 
Stew. 1 Madam, 
Reg. Himfelfein perfon there? 
Stew, Madam with muchado: 
' Your Sifter isthe better Souldier, 
Reg.Lord Edmund {pakenot with your Lord at home? 
Stew. NoMadam. 
Reg. Whatn ight import my Sifters Letter to him? 
Stew, I know not, Lady. 
Regs 'Faithhe is poafted hence on ferious matter : 
| It was greatignorance, Gloufters eyes being out 
4 Polerhim lite: Where he arrives, he moues 
Alibearts againft vs : Edesund, Ichinke is gone 
Tn pitty of his mifery, to difpatch 
His nighted life : Morcouer to defery 
The ftrengtho'ch’ Enemy. 
Stew. 1 muftneeds after him, Madam,with my Letter. 
Reg, Our croopes fer forth tomorrow, ftay with ys: 
, The wayes are dangerous. 
Steve Tmay not Madam? 
“My Ledy chare’d my dutie inthis bufines. 
Reg. Why thauld fhe write to Edmund? — - 
' Might not you tranfport her purpofes by word? Belike, 
) Somethings, I know not what._ile loue thee much 
+ Let me voifeale the Letter. 
1 Stewoscbbedansjbhad rachepen 
Reg, [know your Lady. do’sadeloue her Husband, 
Tam fureofthatzand avher latebeing heerey:' 
|| She gaue ftrange Blisds;and moft {peaking lookes 
To Noble Edvuuds I know you are of her bofome. 
i .eoStew. 7,Madam 221)13/4 .ox20 tL eaito 
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1 Bucin my Garments, 
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K ing Lear. 


Reg. 1 fpeake in vnderftanding: Y’are3] know’t, 
Therefore J do aduife you take this notes «| 
My Lord is dead : Edmend, and | haue talk'd, 
And more conuenient is he for my hand 
Then for your Ladies : You may gather more; 
Ifyou do finde him, pray you gine him this; 
And when your Miftris heares thus much from you, 
I pray defire her call her wifedome to her, 
Sofareyouwell: _ 
If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor, 
Prefermert fals on him, that curs him off. 

Stew. Would I could meet Madam, I fhould hhew 
What party Ido follow. 


Reg. Farethee well, Exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 





Soe ee 


Enter Gloucefter, and Edgar. | 

. Glow. When fhall I come to th’top of thas fame hill? 

Edg. You do climbe vp itnow. Look how welabor, 

Glos, Methinkes the ground is ecuen. 

Edg. Horrible fteepe. 
Hearke, do you heare the Sea? 

lon. Notruly. 

Edg, Why then your other Senfes grow imperfect 
By your eyes anguith, 

Glos, So may it be indeed. 
Me thinkes thy voyce is aiter’d, and thou fpeak’t 
In better phrafe, and matter then thou did't. 

Edg. Y'are much deceiu’d : In nothing am I chang’ 


Glox. Methinkes y’are better fpoken. 
&dz, Come on Sir, 
Heere’s the place : ftand fill: how fearefull 
And dizie ‘tis, to caft ones eyes fo low, 
The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre 
Shew f{carie fo groffe as Beetles. Halfe way downe 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadfull Trade: 
Methinkes he {cemes no bigger then his head, 
The Fifhermen, that walk’d ypon the beach | 
Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke, 
Diminifh’d to her Cocke: her Cocke,a Buoy 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, — 
That on th’'vanumbred idle Pebble chafes bay 
Cannot be heard fo high. [elooke no more, 
Leaft my braine curne, andthe deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 
Glow, Set me where you ftand, 
Edg, Giueme your hand: 
You are now within a foote of th’extreme Verge: 
For all beneath the Moone would I not leape vpright> 
Glon, Let gomy hand: 
Heere Friend’s another purfe:imit, a Tewell 
Well worthapoore manstaking, Fayries, andGo 
Profper it withthee, Gothou further off, 
Bid me farewell, and let meheare thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye weil, good Sir. 
Glow. Wichall my heart. ri 10% 
Edg. Why Ido triflethus with his difpaire, 
Ts done to cureit. 
» Glon, Oyou mighty Gods! 
This world Ido renounce,and in your fights 





Shake 


The 





Shake patiently my great affliction off : 
IfL could beare it longer, and not fall 
To quarrell with your great oppofeleffe willes, 
My inuffe, and loathed part of Nacure fhould 
Burne it felfe out. If Edgar liue, O bleffe him ; 
Now Fellow, fare thee well, 

Edg. Gone Sir, farewell: 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The Treafury of life, when life ic felfe 
Yeelds tothe Theft. Had he bin where he theughe, 
Bythis had thought bin palt. Aliue,or dead? 
Hoa, you Sir: Friend, heare you Sir, ipeake: 
Thus miyht he paffe indeed: yet he reuiues. 
What are you Sir? 

Glos. Away,and let me dye. 

Edg. Had’ft thou beene ought 
But Gozemore, Feathers Ayres 
(So many fathome downe precipitating) 

Thou’ dit fhiuer’d like an Egge : but thou do’ft breath: 
Haft heauy fubftance, bleed’ft nor, {peak ft,arc found, 
Ten Matts at each, make votthe altitude 

Which thou haft petpendicularly fell, 

Thy life’s a Myracle. Speake yet againes 

Glow. Buthaue I falne, or no? 

Edg. From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne 
Looke vp a height, the fhrill-gorg’d Larke fo farre 
Cannot be feene, or heard: Do butlooke vp, 

Glow, Alacke, [haueno eyes: 

Is wretchednefle depriu’d that benefit . 

To end it felfe by death?’ Twas yet fome comfort,) 
When mifery. could beguile the Tyrants rage, 

And fruftrate his proud will. 

_| €dg. Giue me your arme. 

Vp, fo: Howis’t ? Fecle you your Legges? You ftand, 

Glow. Too well, too well. 

Edg. Thisis alice all ftrangeneffe, 

, |Vpon the crowne o'th’Cliffe. What thing wasthat 
Which parted from you! ? 

Glen, A poore ynfortunate Beggar. 

Edg. As 1 {teod heere below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moones : he had a thoufand Nofes, 
Hornes wealk’d, and waued like che enraged Sea; 

It was fome Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father, 
Thinke thatthe cleeref Gods, who make them Honors 
Of mens Impoffibilities, haue preferued thee. 

Glow. I do remember now ; henceforth Ile beare 
Affliction, tillicdo cry out it felfe 
Enough, enough,and dye. That thing you {fpeake of, 
Itooke it for aman: eften’twould tay 
The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place, 

Edgar, Beare free and patient thoughts. 

Enter Lear. 
But who comes heere ? 
The fafer fenfe will ne’se accommodate 
|His Mafter thus. 
| Lear, No, they cannot touch me forcrying, 
King himfelfes 
| &de, Othou fide-piercing fight! 
Lear. Nature's aboue Art, in that refpect.Ther’s your 
Preffe-money.T hat fellow handles his bow, like a Crow- 
 |keeper : draw mee aj Cloathiers. yard. Looke; looke, a 

‘Moule ; peace, peace, this peece of roafted Cheefe will 
doo’t, There’smy Gauncles}, ile proue iton a Gyant. 
Bring Vp the browne Billes. Owell fowne Bird: ith’ 
clout, i’ch’cloucssHeweh. Giue the word. 

Edg, Sweet Matiorum. 


-Lamthe 


| 


Tragedie Ki K ing Lear. 


Lear. Pafte. 

Glow. I know that voice, 

Lear. Ha iGouerill with a white beard ? They flatter’d 
me like a Dogge, and told mee | had the white hayres in } 
my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there. To fay 1, and 
no, to euery thing thac I faid : 1,and no too,was no good 
Diuinity. When ‘the raine came to wet me once, andthe 
windeto make me chatter: when the Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there J found ’erh,there I {melt ’em | 
out, Gotoo, they are not men o’their wordee 3 they told 
me, I was euery ching :’Tisa Lye, Lam not Agu-proofe, 
Glow. The tricke of that voyce, Ido well remember : 
Ist not the King? 

Lear. I, euery inch a King. 

When I do fiare, fee how the Subied&t quakes. 

1 pardon that mans life, What was thy caufe? 

Adultery ? chou fhale not dye: dye for Adultery ? 

No, the Wren goes too’t, and the {mall gilded Fly 

Do's letcher in my fight. Let Copulation thriue: 

For Gloufters baftard Son was kinder to his Father, 

Then my Daughters got’tweene the lawfull fheets. 

Too’t Luxury pell-mell, for I lacke Souldiers. 

Behold yond fimpring Dame, whofe face beeweene her 

Forkes prefages Snow; that minces Vertue, & do's thake 

the head to heareofpleafuresname. The Fitchew, nor 

the foyled Horfe goes too’t with, a more riotous appe- 

tite* Downe from the wafte they are Centaures..though | 

Women ail aboue : but to the Girdle dothe Gods inhe- 

rit, beneath is all the Fiends. There’s hell, there’sdarke- 

nae chebe lk the fulphurous piz; burning, {calding .ftench, 

| confumption: Fye,fie, fie; pah, pah: Giue mean Ghince 

of Ciuet 3 good Apothecary fweeten my immagination : 

There’s money for thee, 

Glow. O let me kiffe that hand, 

Lear. Let me wipe it firtt, 

Ic {melles of Mortality. 

Glow. Oruin'd peece of Nature, this great worlds 

Shall fo weare out tonaught. 

Do'ft thou know me¢ 

Lear, I remember thine eyes well enough: doftthou 

fquiny at me? No, doe thy worft blinde Cupid, Ienot 

loue. Reade thou this challenge, mazke but the penning 

of it. 

Glow, Wereallthy Letters Sunnes, I could not fee, 

Edg. Ywould not take this fromreport, 

Itis, and my heart breakes at ir. 

Lear. Read, 

Glon, What with the Cafe of eyes? 

Lear.’ Oh ho, are you there with me? No eies in your 

head, nor no mony in your purfe? Your eyes arein a hea-. 

uy cafe, your purfeinalight, yecyoufee how this world ; 
oes. | 

Glow, J fee it feclingly. 

Lear, What, art mad ? A man may fee how this world 
goes,with noeyes. Looke with thine eares : See how 
yond Iuftice railes vpon yond fimple theefe. Hearke in 
thine eare: Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the Tuftice,which is the theefe ; Thouhaft feene a Far- 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

Glow. J Sir. 

Lear. And the Creaturerun from the Cur: nes thou 
mighr'{t beholdthe greacimage of Authoritie, a Doge’s 
obey’din Office, Thou, Rafcall Beadle,hold thy bloody 
hand: why doft thou lafhthat Whore ? Scrip thy owne 
backe, thou hotly luits to ve her in that kind, for which 
thou whip’fther. The Viurer hangs the Cozener.. Tho- 


Be eee 
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The Tragedie of K ing Lear. 


rough tatter’d cloathes great Vicesdoappeare: Robes, | The bountie, and the benizon of Heauen 


and Furr'd gownes hide all. Place finnes with Gold, and 
the trong Lance ef Iuftice, hurtleffe breakes : Arme it in 
ragges, a Pigmies ftraw do's pierce it. None do’s offend, 
none, I fay none, Ile able’em; take that of me my Friend, 
who hane the power to feale th’aceufers lips, Get thee 
glaffe-eyes, and like a fcurny Politician, feemeto fee the 
things thou doftnot. Now,now,now,now. Pull off my 
Bootes: harder, harder, fo. 
Edg. O matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reafon in Madneffe, 
Lear, If thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes. 
| I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloufter: 
‘Thou mutt be patient ; we Came crying hither: 
Thou know’ft, the firft time that we {mell the Ayre 
We wavwile,and cry. I will preach to thee: Marke. 
Glow. Alacke,alackethe day. 
Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great flage of Fooles. This a good blocke: 
It were a delicate ftratagem, to fhoo 
A Troope of Horfe with Felt : Ile put’r in proofe, 
And wher I have ftolne vpon thefe Son in Lawes, 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 
Enter a Gentleman, 
Gent. Ohheere he is :lay hand vpon him, Sir, 
Your moft deere Daughter 
Lear, Norefcue? What, a Prifoner? J am euen 
The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Vfe'me well, 
You fhall haue ranfome, Let me haue Surgeons, 
Tam cutto’th’Braines. ~ 
Gent. You fhall haue any thing. 
Lear, No Seconds? All my felfe? 
Why, this would make aman,aman of Sale 
To vfe his eyes for Garden water-pots.I wil diebrauely, 
Like a {mugge Bridegroome. What? I will be Iouiall : 
Come,come, [ama King,Mafters, know youthar ? 
ent. Youate a Royall one,and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there’s life in’t. Come,and you gecit, 
You hall get it by running : Sa, fa,fa,fa, Exit. 
Gent. A fight moft pittifull in the meaneft wretch, 
Paft {peaking ofina King. Thou hafta Daughter 
Who redeemes Nature from the generall curfe 
Which twaine haue brought her co, 
“Edg. Hails gentle Sir. 
Gent. Sit,fpeed you : what’s your will ? 
Edg. Do you heare ought (Sir)of a Battell toward. 
Gent. Moft fure, and vulgar: 
Euery, one heares that, which can diftinguith found. 
~ Faz. But by your fauour : 
How neere’s the other Army ? 
Gent, Neecre,and'on fpeedy foot? the maine defery 
Stands onthe hourely thoughe. 
Edg, 1 thanke you Sir, that’s all, 
Gent, Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here 
Her.Army is mou’don. Exit. 
€dg. {thanke you Sir. : 
Glou.Y ou ever gentle Gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worfer Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye before youpleafe. 
Fdg. Well pray you Father, 
Glex. Now good fir,what are you ? 
-Edg. A mot pcore man,made tame to Fortunes blows 
Who, by the Art of knowne,and feeling forrowes, 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Giueme your hand, 





Ile leade you to fome biding , ” 
Glon, Heartie thankes : 


To boot, and boot, 
Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize : moft happie 
That eyelefle head of thine, was firft fram’d flefh 
To raife my fortunes. Thou old, vahappy Traitor 
Breefely thy felfe remember: the Swordisour 
That muft deftroy thee, 

Glos. Now let thy friendly hand 
Pat ftrength enough too’t. 

Stew, Wherefore, bold Pezant, 
Dar’ft thou fupport a publith'd Traitor? H 
Leaft that th’infection of his fortune take 
Like hold onthee. Let go his arme. 

Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 

Without vurther ’cafion. 

Stew. Let go Slaue, or thou dy'ft. 

Edg. Good Gentleman gee your gate, and let poore 
volke paffe: and ’chud ha’ bin zwaggerd out of iny life 
"twould not ha’bin zo long as'tis, by a vortnight. Ny, 
come not necreth’old man : keepe out che vor'ye, oFice 
try whither your Coftard, or my Ballow be the harder; 
chill be plaine with you, 

Stew. Out Dunghill, 

Edg, Chill picke your teeth Zir : come,no matter yor 
your foynes. ’ 

Stew, Slaue thou haft flaine me:Villain,take my purfe; 
1feuer thou wilt thrive, bury my bodie, 
And giue the Letters which thou find’(t aboutme, 

To Edmund Earle of Gloufter : feeke him out 
Vpon the Englifh party. Oh vntimely death, death, 

Fdg. I know thee well. A feruiceable Villaine, 
As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris, . 
As badneffe would defire. 

Glow. What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you downe Father : reft you, 

Let’s tee thefe Pockets ; the Letters that he {peakes of 
May be my Friends : hee’s dead; I am onely forry 

He hadno other Deathfinan, Lecvs fee: 

Leaue gentle waxe, and manners : blame vs not 

To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers is more lawfull. 

Reads the Letters 
Et our reciprocall vowes be remembreds Yon hane manit 
opportuntties to cnt bins of : if yorr will veant not,time aa 
place will be fraitfully offer'a, There cs norbing dont. If bee 
returne the Conqueror then ans I the Prifoner,and bis bed my 
Gaole, from the loathed warmth whereof, deliner me, and if- 
ly the place for your Laborr, 
ply the place for y Tour (Wife, fo Twonld fay affetli. 
nate Sersant. Gonetilh 

Oh indinguith’d fpace of Womans will, 

A plot ypon her vertuous Husbands life, 

Andthe exchange my Brother: heere, in rhe fands 
Thee llerake vp, the pofte vnfanctified : 

Of murtherous Letchers : and inthe mature time, 
With this vngracious paper ftrikethefight 

Of the death-praétis’d Duke : for him’tis well, 
That of thy death, and bufineffe, I canitell. 

Glow. The King is mad: 
How ftiffe is my vilde fenfe 
That I ftand vp, and haue ingenious feéling 
Of my huge Sorrowes? Better I wete diftract, 
So fhould my thoughts be feuer’d from my greefes, 
; Drim afarre of 

And woes, by wrong imaginations loofe he 


ence, 





a The T ragedte of. K ing Lear. 





‘The knowledge of themfelues. 
| Edg. Giue me your hand - 
{ . 
farre off methinkes I heare the beaten Drumme. 


|Come Father, Ile beftow you with a Friend. Exennt. 


Scena § eptima. 


Enter Cordelia,Keut andtGentleman. 


Cor. O thou good Kent, 
| How fhall I liue and worke 
iomatch thy goodneffe ? 
My lite will be too fhorr, 
And every meafure faile me. 
Kent, Tobeacknowledg’d Madam is ore pai'd, 
All my reports go with the modeft truth, 
Nor more,nos clipt,bur fo. 
Cor. Be better fuited, 
Thefe weedes are memories of thofe worfer houres : 
Iprythee put them off. 
Kent. Pardon deere Madam, 
Yet to be knowne fhortens my made intent, 
My boone I make ic,tnat you know me net, 
Till time, and J,thinke meet. 
| Cor. Thenbe’t fo my good Lord: 
| How do’s the King ? 
Gent, Madam fleepes fill. 
Cor, Oyoukind Gods ! 
Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature, 
Th’vneun’d and iarring fenfes,O wiade vp, 
Of this childe-changed Father, 
Gent. So pleafe your Maiefty, | 
That we may wake.the King, he hath flept long? 
Cor. Be gouern’d by your knowledge,and proceede 
I’ch’fway of your owne will ; is he array'd ? 


Enter Lear in achaire carried by Seruants 


Gent. I Madam: inthe heauinefle of fleepe, 
We put frefh garments on him. 
Be by good Madam when we do awake him, 
I doubt of his Temperance. 
Cor. O my deere Father,reftauratian hang 
Thy medicine on my lippes,and let. this kiffe 
Repaire thofe violent barmes,that my two Sifters 
Hauein thy Reuerence made. 
Kent. Kind and deere Princeffe. 
Cor. Had younot bintheir Father,thefe white flokes 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos’d againit the iarring windes? 
Mine Enemies dogge,though he had bit me, 
Should‘haue ftood'that night againft my fire, 
Andwas’t thou faine (poore Father ) 7 
To houell thee with. $ wineand Rogues forlorne,. 
In fhort,and mufty ftraw? Alacke, alacke, 
Tis wonder tharthy life and wits, at once 
Had not coneluded. all. He wakes,f{peake to him. 
Gen. Madam do you, ’tis fitceft. ; 
Cor. How does my Royall Lord? 
'| How fares your Maiefty 2 
Lear. You dome wrong to take me out o’th’graue, | 
Thou arta Soule in bliffe,but I am bound 





Vpona wheele offire,that mine owne teares 
Do fcal’d,like molten Lead, 

Cor. Sir,do you know me? 

Lear. Youarea {pirit I know,where did you dye? 

Cor. Still, ftill,farre wide, 

Gen, He’s {carfe awake, 

Lethim alonea while. _ 
Lear.. Wherehaue I bin? 
Where am * ? Faire day light? 
Iam mightily abus’d; I fhould eu’n dye with pitty 
Tofeeanother thus. 1 know not what to fay : 
I will not fweare thefe are my hands: let’s fee, 
I feele this pin pricke,would I were affurd 
Of my condition, 

Cor. Olooke vpon me Sir, 

Avod hold your hand in benediétion o’re me, 
You muft not kneele, 

Lear. Pray do not mocke me: 
Tam avery foolifh fond old man, 
Fourefcoie and vpward, 

Not an houre more,nor leffe: 
And to deale plainely, 
Ifeare I am notin my perfeé mind. 
Me thinkes-I fhould know you,and know this man, 
Yet | am doubrfull : For J am mainely ignorant 
What place this is:and all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefe garments : nor 1 know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me, 
For(as ] ama man)I thinke this Lady 
Tobe my childe ¢ ordelsa. 
Cor, Andfolam:Iam, » 
Lear, Be your teares wet ? 
Yes faith: I pray weepenot, 
If you haue poyfon for me,] will drinke it: 
I know you donot lone me, for your Sifters 
Haue (as Ido remember)done me wrong, 
| You haue forne caufe,they hauenot. 
{ Cer, Nocaufe,no caufe, 
i Lear, Am I in France? 
| Kent. lo your oqne kingdome Sir. 


Lear. Donot abufe me. 
Gent, Be comforted good Madam, the great rage 
| You fee is kill’d in him:defire him to go in, 
Trouble him no more till further fetling. 
Cor, Wilt pleafe your Highneffe walke ? 
Lear. You mutt beare with me: 
| Pray you now forget,and forgiue, 


| 1 am old and foolifh. Exeunt 


i 


Actus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


oe ag St 


Enter with Dramme and Colours Edmund,Regan. 
Gentlemen ,and Sonldiers, 


Baft. Know of the Duke ifhis laft purpofe hold, 

Or whether fince he is aduis’d by oughe 

To change the courfe,he’s full ofalteration, 

And felfereprouing, bring his conftant pleafure, 
Reg. Our Sifters man is certainely mifcarried, 
Baft. *Tis to be doubted Madam. 

Reg. Now fweet Lord, 
e ie i 




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































306 


You know che g oodneffe I intend vpon you: 
Tell me but truly,but then {peake the truth, 
Do younot loue my Sifter? 
Baft. Inhonour’d Loue, 
Reg. But haue you neuer found my Brothers way, 
To the fore-fended place? 
Baf?. Noby mine honour,Madam. 
Reg. I neuer fhall endure her,deere my Lord 
Be not familiar with her. 


Baft, Peare not,the and the Duke her husband. 





Enter with Dram and (olours, Albany ,Gonerill,Soldiers. 


Alb. Out very loving Sifter,well be-met: 
Sir, this I heard the King is come to his Daughter 
With others,whom the rigour ofour State 
Fore’d to cry out, 
Regan. ‘Why is this reafond ? 
Gone. Combine‘together’gainft the Enemie : 
For thefe domefticke and particurlar broiles, 
Are not the queftion heere, 
- Alb, Let’sthen determine with th’ancient of warre 
On our proceeding. 
Reg. Sifter you'le go with vs? 
Gon, No. 
eg. ‘Tis moft conuenient,pray go with vs. 
Gon, Obho,I know the Riddle,] will goe. 
Exeunt both tbe Armies, 


Enter Edgar. 
Edg, If ere your Grace had {peech with man fo poore, 
Heare me one word. 
Alb. Me ouertake you,fpeake. - 
Edg, Before you fight the Battaile ope this Letrer: 
| Ifyou haue victoryslet the Trampet found 
| For him that brought it;wretched though Ifeeme, 
I can produce a Champion, that will proue 
What is auouched there, Ifyou mifcarry, 
Your bufineffe of the world hath fo an end, 
And machination ceafes. Fortune loues you. 
— eAlb, Stay till I haue read the Letter. 
Edg. I was forbidit : 
When time fhall feruc,let but ahe Herald cry, 
'| And Tle appeare againe, Exit. 
Alb. Why farethee well,I will o’re-looke thy paper. 


Enter Edmund, 


Baft, The Enemy’s in view,draw vp your powers, 
Heere is the gueffe of their true ftrength and Forces, 
By dilligent difcouerie, but your haft 
isnowvrg donyou, 
Alb, We will greet the time. Exit. 
Baft. To both thefe Sifters haue I fworne my loue; 
-| Bach iealous of the other,as the ftung 
Are.of the Adder. Which of them fhall I take ? 
Both ?One? Or neither ?Neither can be enioy’d 
Ifboth remaine alive ;-To take the Widdow, 
Exafperates,makes mad her Sifter Gonerill, 
And hardly fhall I carry out my fide, 
Her husband being aliue. Now then,wee'l vfe 
His countenance forthe Battaile,which being done, 
: | Let her whe would be tid ofbim deuife 
- | His (peedy taking off, As for the mercie 
Which he intends to Lear and to:Cordelia, 
| Fhe Battaile done,and they within our power, 


br. 


The Tragedse of K ing Lear. 


; Shall neuer fee his pardon: for my ftate, 



















































Stands onme to defend,not to debate, Ex 
—— 


Scena Secundg. 


os 





ee 


Alarum wit bin. Enter with Drumme and C olosirs Leay 
Cordelia, and Souldiers,oner the S. tage, and&xinnr, ° 


Enter Edgar ,and Glofter. 


Edg. Heere Father,take the fhadow of this Tree 
For your good hoaft : pray that the right may thriue: 
If euer I 1eturne to you againe, 
lle bring you comfort. 

Glo. Grace go with you Sir, Exit, 

Alarum and Retreat within, 
Enter Edgar. 

Egdar. Away oldman, giue me thy hand, away ; 
King Lear hath loft,he and bis Daughter tane, 
Giue me thy hand - Come on. 

Glo. No further Sir,amman may rot euenheere. 

Edg. What in ill thoughts againe 2 
Men muft endure 
Their going hence,cuen as their comming hither, 
Ripeneffe is all come on, 


Glo. And that’s true too, _ Exennt, 





aetna 


Scena Tertia. 





Enter in conqueft with Dram and Colours ,Ednannd Lear, 
and Cordelia,as prifaners,Souldicrs,Captaine. 


Baft. Some Officers take them away: good guard, 
Vatill their greater pleafures firttbe knowne 
That are to cenfure them, 

Cor. Weare not the firft, 
Who with beft meaning haue incurs’d the worft : 
For thee oppreffed King 1 am caft downe, 
My felfe could elfe out-frowne falfe Fortunes frowne, 
Shall we not fee thefe Daughters,and thefe Sifters ® 

Lear. No,no,no,no : come Jet’s away to prilon, 
We two alone will fing like Birds i’th’Cage: ; 
When thou doft aske me bleffing Ne kneele downe 
And aske of thee forgiueneffe : So wee'llive,  - 
And pray,and fing, and tell old talés,and laugh 
At gilded Burterflies : and heere (poore Rogues) 
Talke of Court newes,and wee’l talke with them t00, 
Who loofes,and who wins; who’sim, who's out; 
And take vpon’s the myftery of things, 
As ifwe were Gods {pies : And weel weare out 
Ina wall’d prifon,packs and fects of great ones, . 
That ebbeand flowbytivMoone, 

Baft, Take them away. 

Lear. Vpon fuch facrifices my Cordelia, 
The Gods rhemfelues throw Incenfe. 
Haue I caught thee? RE PO 
He that parts vs, fhall bring a Brand from Heaen, » 
And fire vs hence, like Foxes:wipethineeyes, 
The good yeares fhall deuoure them, flefh and fell, Exe 





Bre they fhall make-vs weepe 2° 
Weele fee e’m ftaru’d firft : come, 902 

Baft, Come hither Captaine,hearke, 2 Ov 
Take thou this note,go follow them to peiraa 

One ftep [have aduane’d theezif thou do’: 

asthis infiruéts thee,thou dott make thy wagil 
To Noble Fortunes: know thou this,that mer 
Areas the time is; to be tender aminded 
Dos not become a Sward,thy great imployiient” 
Will not beare queftion:either fay thou'leddt? 9°" 
Orthriue by other meanes. 

Capt. He do’e my Lordy» 

Baft. Aboutit,and write happy when th’halt done, 
Marke I fay inftantly,and carry it fo 
AsI haue fet it downe. 


Exit. 





— Captaie « 


Flonrifh. Enter Albany Gobeil Regan, Selaier’ 


-) 
i 
ri 
et 
| Then I haue here proclaiin'd thee, 


|) Thatnames me Traitor, vitae he lies, 
Callby the Trumpet: he thar dares approach: 


> i 


Alb. Sir,youhauefhrew'dtoiday your diffe Riaivs 
And Fortune led you well: yowhave the Captiues 
Who were the oppofites of thisdayes firifes 
Idorequirethem of you fo to vfe them, 
As we fhall find their merites, and our a 
May equally determine. 

Baft. Sit,l thought itfir, 
To fend the old and miférable King to fome retention, 
Whofe age had: Charmes init, whofe Titlemore, 
To plucke the:common bofomeen his fide, 
And turne our impreftLaunces in our cies?" 
Which do command them, With hin I fent'the Queen: 
|My reafon all the fame, and they are ready 
[To morrow,or at further fpacest’appeare 


Tis fhe is fabseonerncted to' this Lea: 


| And I her husband contradi& your ane 
| Ifyou will matry,make’your loves to me’, 
My Lady is befpoke. 
Gon, Anenterlode, ai 
Alb; Thou art armed aly, 
Legthe Trmpet found : 
If none appeare toproue vponthy peifait: : 
| Thy heynousjmanifeft;'and many Treafons,'” 
Thereis my pledge’: Jlemake it on thy heat’ 
Ere Icafte bread thou art in nothing leffe ~~ 


Reg. Sicke;,O ficke: yd 
Gon. lf nor, Ne nere truft tiedicine. 


Baft. There’smy exchange, what in the World hes 


Or him,on you;who nor, ‘Pwill maintaine’ 
My truth and honor firmely. 


‘Ente Be a 


Alb. A Herald; ho, 
Truftto thy fingle vertué,forthy Souldiers 
Alllenied in my name, hates in my name 
Tooke their difcharge, 

Regan, My ficknefle growes ypon ire. 

Albi Sheis not well ,conuey her to my Tene. 
Come hither Herald ste the Tromper found, 
And read out this. A Taonpe fads. 

Herald reads. 


F any man of qualitie or degree within the lifts of the Ar- 
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Where you fhall hold your Seffion, 
Alb. Sit,by your patience, 
Thold you but a fubieét of this Warre, | 
Not as a Brother. 
|) Regs That’sas we lift to grace him. 
Methinkes our pleafure might haue bin demanded 
Ete you had {poke fo farre, He led our Powers, 
|Borethe Commiffion of my place'and perfon, 
The which immediacie may well ftand vp, 
And call it felfe your Brother. 
Gon. Not fo hot: 
inhis owne grace he doth exalc himfelfe, 
More then in your addition. : 
Reg. Inmy rights, 
By me inuefted he compeeres the belt. 
Alb, That were the moft, ifhe fhould husband you. 
Reg. Tefters do oft prowe Prophets. 
Gon. Hola;hola, 
That eye that told you fo,look'd but a Squint. 
Rega. Lady Tam not well,elfe I fhould anfwere 
From a full lowing ftomack. Generall, 
Take thou my Souldiers,prifoners,patrimony, 
Difpofe of them, of me,the walls is thine: 
Witneffe the world, that Icreate thee here 
My Lord,and Matter, 
Gow, Meane you to enioy him? 
Alb, The let alonelies not in your good-will, 
Baff, Nor inthine Lord. 
Alb, Halfe-blood'ea fellow, yes. , 
Reg. Let the Drum ftrike,and proue my bietelchtne: 
Alb. Stay yetsheare reafon: Edmwn d,Varreft thee 
Oncapitall Treafon;and in thy arreft, 
This guilded Serpent : for your claime faire ae 
Tbare it inthe intereft of my wife, 


my will maintaine upon Ednitind, feppofed Earle of Glefter, H 

that hers amanifoid Traitor, let him appeare by the thira i 
found Z the Trumpet’: bers bold inhis defences Trumpes* 
Fer, Againe, 2 Trumper, | 

Pee Againe. 3 Trumpen 

Trumpet an[wers within, | 























Enter Edgar sia 


Alb. Aske him his purpofes, e he appeares 
Vponthis Call o’th’Trumpet, 
Her, Whatare you? 
Your name, your quality,anid why you aniwer’ 
| This prefent Summons? 
Edg. Know my nameis loft 
By Treafons tooth : bare-gnawne,and Canker- bit, 
Yecram I Nobleas the Aduerfary 
I come to cope. 
Alb, Which is that Aduerfary ? 
Ede. What's he that {fpeakes foe Edmund Earle of Glo- 
Baft. Himfelfe;what faift thou to him ¢ (fer? 
Edg. Draw thy Swardl ve 
That if my {peéch offend a Noble heart, 
Thy arme may do thee Iuftice,heere is mine: 
1 | Behold itis my priuiledge, 
|; The priuiledge of mine Honours, 
|| Myoath,and my profeffion.: T proteft, 
Maugre thy ftrength,place,youth,and eminence, 
Defpife thy viGtor-S word, and fire new Fortune, 
Thy valor,and thy heartxhail arta Traitor?” 
Falfe to thy Gods.thy Brotherjand thy Father, 
Confpirant’ gainft this high illuftirous Prince, 
| And from th’extremeft vypward of thy head, 
‘To the difcent and duft below thy foore, 
{{2 















































































































































































































































































































A moft Toad_fpocted Traitor. Saythou-no,).) .: 
This Sword,this arme,and my beft {pirits erebent § 04 
Toproue vpon thy heart,whereto If} peake, 

1 Thou lyeft. aod 
| Baft. Inwifedome I fhouldaske thy name, . 
| But fince thy out-fide lookes.fo faire and. Warlike,». 
jAnd that chy tongue(fome fay) of breeding breathes,. ! 
| What fafe,and nicely I might well delays seg... 40! 
| By rule of Knight-hood,! difdaineand {purnes 
Backedo I coffe thefe Treafons.to thy head, 
With the hell-hated Lye,ore-whelmethy heart, 
Which for they yet glance by,and fcarely. bruife, 
This Sword of mine fhall giue theminftant Ways 
Where they fhall reft for.euer. Trumpets {peake, 
Alb. Sauchio, fave him... Alarunas, Fights. 
Gox. This is practife:Glofer, : 
By th’law of W arre,thou walt not bound ro anfwer 
An vnknowne.oppofite:thou art not vanquith’d, 
Bur cozend,andbeguild, | me 
Alb, Shut your mouth Dame, 
Or with this paper fhall htop.ic shold Sir, 

{ Thou worfe then any name,reade thine owne euill : 

Notearing Lady,i perceiue you knowit.. 
Gon, Say ifi do,the Lawes are mine noc thine, 
Who can araigne me for’t ? een gen nt 
| lb. Moft monftrous!O, know’ft thou this paper? 
Baft. Askeme not whati know, > )) .s.->° 
Alb. Goafier her,the’s defperate, gouerne her, 
Baft. What you have charg’d me with, . 
That have I done, 
And more,much more,the time will bring it our, 
"Tis paft,and{oam] : But what art thou 
That haft chis Fortune on me? Ifthou’rs Noble, 
Ido forgiue thee. 
 Edg. Let’s exchange charity: ' 
Lam noleffe in blood then thou art Edmond, 
Ifmore,the more th’haft wrong’d me. 
My name is €dgar.and thy Fathers Sonne, 
The Gods are iuft,and of our pleafanc vices 
Make inftruments to plague vs: 
The darke and vitious place where tlice he got, 
Cofthimhis eyes. 
Baft. Thaft {poken right, tis true, 
The Wheeleis come full circle,Lamheere. | 
Alb, Methought thy véry gate did prophefie 
ARoyall Nobleneffe : i mult embrace thee, 
Let forrow {plit my heartjifeuer I 
Did hate thee,or thy Father. ! 
Edg. Worthy Prince Lknow’t. 
Alb. Where haue you hid your fel fe ? 
How haue you knowne tlie miferies of your Father? 
Edg. By nurfing themmy Lord. Lifta breefe cale, 
And when ‘tis told,O that my heare would burft. 
The bloody proclamation toefeape ©. 
That follow’d me fo neere,(O our liues fweetneffe, 
That we the paine of death would hourely dye, 
Ratherthen die at once)taught.me to fhift 
| Jntoamad-mans rags,t’'affumeafemblance — 
That very Dogges difdain’d : and in this habit 
Met] my Father with his bleeding Rings, 
Their precious Stones new loft:became his guide, 
Ledhim,begg’d:for himsfau’d him from difpaire. 
Neuer(O fault )reueal’d my. felfe yneo him,. 
4 Vntill fome halfe houre:pait when I was arm’d, 
‘| Not fure,though-hoping ofthis good fucceffe, 
lt ask’d his bleffing,and from firft to laft 
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Kit, 





} Told him our pilgrimages But-his Alaw’d:héart) 
(Alacke too weake the.coafl:& to {upport) 
Twixt two extrenies.of paffion,ioy and greefe, 











solyM } Burft fmilingty,.. 


Bast, This{peech of yours hath mou’dime: 
| And fhall perchance do.good,but fpeakeyouon 
You looke as you had fomething moreto fay...” 
Alb. Tf there be moresmiore wofull,hold itin 
Forl am almoftready to diffolite, > = >>, ss 
Hearing of this. 


Enter a Gentleman, 

Gen, Helpe,helpe: O helpe. 

Edg. What kinde of helpe? 

Ald, Speake man. 

Edg. What sea this bloody Knife? 

Gen. *Tis hot,it{moakes, it came even f; 
of——+=O fhe’s dead. ; a 

elb.. Who dead? Speakeman. , 

Gen. Your Lady Sit,your Lady; and her Site: 
By her is poyfon’d : fhe confeffes it. 

Baft. 1 was contracted co them both,all three 
Now-marry in aninflant, » 

Edg. Here comes Kent, 


cars ; Enter. Kent, 
Alb. Produce the bodies,be they aliue er dead; 
Gonerill andRegans bodiesbronght ost. 
This iudgement.of the Heavens chat makes ys tremble, 
Touches.vsnot with pitty:O,is this he? 
The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners vrges; 
Kent, lam come 
To bid my King and Mafter.aye good night. 
Is he nothere? A 
Alb. Great thing of vs forgot, ,o4e4 
Speake Edmund,where’s the King fand where's) Cordelia 
Sceft thou this obie& Kent? rol tue Y 
Kent. Alacke,why.thus? 
Baff. Yet Edmund wasbelou'ds .) 
The one the other poifon'd for my fake,» 
And after flew herfelfe.s Woy 
Alb, Euen fo:couer their faces. 
Baff. Ipant for life : fome good I, meanetode 
Deipight of mine owne Nature. Quickly fend, 
(Be briefe in it) to’th’Cafile,for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear,and on Cordelia: 
Nay fend in time, nmsots 
Alé, Run,run,O run. © 
Edg. To who my Lord? Who ha’s the Office? 
Send thy token of repreeue, 7 
Bast. Well thought on,takemy 
Giue it the Captaine. HoH Bt 
Edg. Haft thee for thy life, tu 
Baf?, Heliath Commiffion from thy Wifeand ms, 
To hang Cordelia in the prifon,and : 
To lay the blame vpon her owne difpaire,’ 
Thar fhe for-didher felfe.: 
Alb. The Gods defend her,bearehim hence awhile, 


Sisards 


i 


Enter Lear with Cordelia inhis armtt. 
Lear.Howle,howle,hovwle: O your are men of ftones, 
Had I your tongues and eyes, Ii'd vfe them fo, 
That Heauens vault fhould.crack : he’s gone for eutt» 
I know when one is dead,and.when one liues, 


| She’s dead as earth : Lend mea Looking-g'afle, rf 


The Tragedte of K ing Lear. 


Ifchat her breach will mift or ftaine the ftone, 
' \Why then fhe lives, 

Kent. Is this the promis’d end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror. 

Alb, Falland ceafe. 

Lear. This feather ftirs,theliues:if it be fo, 

It isa chance which do’s redeeme all forrowes 
That ever I haue fele. 

Kest. Omy good Mafter. 

Lear. Prythee away. 

Ede. ’Tis Noble Keat your Friend. 

Léar. Aplague vpon you Murderors, Traitors all, 
might haue fau’d her,now the’s gone for euer : 
Cordelia ,Cordelia,ftay alittle, Ha: 

What ist thou faift ? Her voice was euer foft, 
Gentle,and low,an excellent thing in woman. 
[kill’d'the Slaue that was a hanging thee. 

Gent, "Tis true (my Lords ne did. 

Lear. Did I not fellow? 

[have feene the day, with my good biting Faulchion 
I would have made him skip : 1 am old now, 

And thefé fame éroffes fpoileme. Who are you? 
Mine eyes are not o'th’beft THe tell you Araight. 

Rent. \f Fortune brag of two,fhe lou’d and hated, 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. Thisis 2 dull fight,are you not Kext? 

Kent, The fame : your Seruant Kext, 

Where is your Seruant Caius? 

Lear. He’s 2 good fellow,! can tell you that, 
Helle ftrike and quickly too,he’s dead and rotten. 

Kent, No my good Lord,I am the very man, 

Lear. lle fee that ftraight. 

Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay, 
Haue follow’d your fad fteps, 

Lear. Your are welcome hither. 

Kent. Norno manelfe: | 
All's cheerleffe,darke,and deadly, 

Your eldeft Daughters haue foreedone themfelues, 
And defperately are dead 

Lear, Ifo] thinke. 

Alb, Heknowes not what he faies,and vaine is it 


That we prefenc ysto him, 


Enter a Meffenger, 
Edg. Very bootleffe. oe 
|. .<Meff, Edmngd is dead my Lord, 
Alb. That's buta trifle heere-: 
You Lords and Noble Friends, know our intent; 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be appli’d. For vs we willrefigne, 
. 1 During the life of this old Maiefty. 
Tohim our abfolute power, youto your rights, 
With boote,and fuch addition ag your Honours 
Haue more then merited, All Friends fhall 
Tafte the wages of their vertue,and all Foes 
The cup of their deferuings : O fee, fee. 
Lear. And my poore Foole is hang’d: no,no,no life? 
Why fhouldaDog,a Horfe,a Rat haue life, 
And thou no breath at all? Thou’lt come no more, 
Neuer,neuer,never,neuer,never, 
Pray you vndo this Button. Thanke you Sir, 
Do you {ee this? Looke on her? Lookc her lips, 
Looke there,looke there, He dies. 
Edg. He faints,my Lord,my Lord. 
Kent. Breake heart,! prythee breake, 
&dg. Looke vp my Lord. 
Kent. Vex nothis ghoft,O let him paffe,he hates him, 
That would vpon the wracke of this tough world 
| Stretch him out longer, 
Edg. He is gon indeed, 
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur‘d fo long, 
He but vfurpt his life, 
| ib, Beate them from hence,our prefent bufinefle 
Is generall woe : Friends of my foule, you twaine, 
Rule in this Realme,and the gor’d ftate fuftaine. 
Kent. Yhauea iourney Sir,fhortly to go, 
My Matter calls me,I muft not fay no, 
Edg. The waight of this fad time we muft obey, 
Speake what we feele,not what we ought to fay : 
The oldeft hath borne moft,we that are yong, 
Shall neuer fee fo much, nor line fo long. 
pes with a dead March, 
{ 3 


FENIS. 













































































































































































































































































































































































































































































310 


The Tragedie of Orhell ee... 





SEN Ge x 


TAHESER-A'G E DIE OF 


> 


Othello, the Moore of Venice. 


—_——— Lee 






Enter Rodorigo,and Iago. 


4 . Roderige, ‘ 
Ever tell me,] take it much vnkindly 
Ne thou (Jago) who haft had my purfe, 


Offuch amatter, abhorre me, 

Rodo. Thoutold’it me, 
Thon did’ft hold him in thy hate. 

Tago, Defpife me 
{fl donor. Three Great-ones of the Cittie, 
(1a perfonall fuiteto make me his Lieutenant) 
Off-capt to him: and by the faich of man 
‘| [know my price, I am worth no worffe a place, 
But he (as louing his own pride,and purpofes) 
Euades them,with a bumbaft Circumitance, 
Horribly ftufft with Epithices of warre, 
Non-fuites my Mediators. For certes, faies he, 
I hatte already chofe my Officer. And what was he ? 
For-footh,a great Arithmatician, 
One Michael Caffia, a Florentine, 
(A Fellow almoft damn'din a faire Wife) 
| Thatneuer era Squadron inthe Field, 
Nor the deuifion of a Battaile knowes 


Wherein the Tongued Confuls can propofe 

As Mafterly ashe. Meere pratle (without practife) 
Is all hifSouldierfhip. But he( Sir) had th’eleion; 
And I ( of whom his eies had {eene the proofe 

+ At Rhodes, at Ciprus,and on others grounds 
Chriften’d,ind Heathen) mutt be be-lecd,and calm’d 
| By Debitor,and Creditor, This Counter-cafter, 

He (in good time) muft his Lieutenant be, 

AndT (bleffe the marke) his Moorefhips Auntient. 


4 — fago. Why,there’s no remedie. 
| °Tis the curfle of Seruice; 
| Preferment goes by Leitcr,and affection, 
| And not by old gradation where each fecond 
Stood Heire to'th’'firh, Now Sir, be iudge your felfe, 
4 Whether Lin any iuft terme am Affin’d 
+ To loue the Afoere? 
Rod. 1 would not follow him then, 
lage. OSitcontent you. 
41 follow him,to ferue my turne vpon him, 
{ Wecannot all be Mafters,nor all Mafters 


oe 


Asif § ftrings were thiine,fhould’ft know of this. 
Za.But you'l not heareme: [f ewer Edid dream 


‘| More thena Spinfter, Vuleffe the Bookith Theoricke : 


Rod. By heauen, I rather would haue bin his hangman, 
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Cannot be truely follow'd. You fhall marke 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue; 
That (doting on his owne obfequious bondage) 
Weares out his time,much like his Maft ers Affe, 
For naught but Prouender, & when he’s old Catheer'd, 
Whip me fuch honeft knaues. Others there are 
Who trym’d in Formes,and vifages of Dutie, 
Keepe yet their hearts attending on themfelues, 
And throwing but fhowes of Seruice on their Lords 
Doe well thriue by them. 
And when they haue lin’d their Coates 
Doe themfelues Homage. 
Thefe Fellowes haue fome foule, 
And fuch a one do I profeffe my felfe, For (Siz) 
Inis as fure as you are Redorigo, 
Were I the Moore,I would not be /ago : 
In following him,! follow but my feite. 
Heauen is my Iudge,not I for loue and dutie, 
But feeming fo, for my peculiar end ; ‘ 
For when my outward Aétion doth demonftrate 
The natiue at, and figure of my heart 
In Complement externe, ’tis not long after 
But will weare my heare ypon my fleeue 
For Dawes topeckeat ; 1am not what I am 
Rod. Whata fall Fortune do’sthe Thicks-lips owe 
fhe can carry’t thus? 
fago, Callyp her Father: 
Rowite him,make after him,poyfon his delight, 
Pfoclaime him inthe Streets. Incenfe her kinimen, 
And though he in a fertile Clymate dwell, 
Plague him with Flies:though that his Ioy be Joy, 
Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on’t, 
Asit may loofe fome colour. 
Rodo. Heere is her Fathers houfe, {le call aloud. 
Tago. Doegwith like timerous accent,and dire yells 
As when (by Night and Negligence) the Fire 
Is {pied in populus Citties. 
_ Rodo. What hoa : Zrabantio,Siginor Brabantio, hor 
Jago. Awake:what hoa,Brabantio: Theeues, I heeues. 
Looke to your houfe,your daughter,and your Bags, 
Theeues, T heeues, ; 
Bra. Abone, What is thereafon of chiscetrible 
Summons? What is the matter there ? 
Rode. Signior is all your Familie within ? 
Tago, Ave your Doores lock'd? 
Brae Why? Wherefore ask you this? 


Jago, Sityy’are rob'd,for thame put on yout bee 


out 






i 
i 








thee oore of Venice. 


———~— = aes tes 
Yout heart is burft, you haue loft halfe your foule 
Euen now,now, very now,an old blacke Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe. Arife,arife, 
Awake the fnorring Cittizens with the Bell, 
Or elfe tne dewill will make a Grand«fire of you. 
ArifeI fay, 
Bra. What,haue youloft your wits ? . 
Rod. Moftreuerend Signior,do you know my voice? 
Bra. NotI: what are you? 
Rod, My name is Rodorigo, 
Bra. Theworfler welcome: 
[have charg’d thee ner to haunt about my doores: 
In honeft plainenefle thou haft heard me fay, 
My Daughter isnot for thee, And now inmadneffe 
(Being full of Supper,and diftempring draughtes) 
Vpon malitious knauerie,do& thou come 
To ftart my quiet. 
Rod. Sis,Sir,Sir. 
Bra. Bur chou muft needs be fure, 
My {pirits and my place haue in their power 
To make this bitter to thee, 
Rodo, Patience good Sir, 
Bra. Whartell’tt thou me of Robbing ? 
This is Venice: my houfe is nota Gsange. 
 Rodo. Moft graue Brabantia, 
In fimple and pure foule, I come to you. 


cc} 
Ta. Sir:youare one of thofe that will not ferue God, 


if the deuill bid you. Becanfe we come todo you feruice, 
and you thinke we are Ruffians,you'le haue your Daugh- 
ter couer’d witha Barbary horfe, you’le haue your Ne- 
phewes neigh to you, you'le haue Courfers for Cozens ; 
and Gennets for Germaines. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou? 

Ia. Lam one Sir,that comes to tell you,your Daugh- 
ter and the Moore, are making the Beaft with two backs, 

Bra. Thoware a Villaine, 

Iago. You area Senator, 

Bra. This thou fhalt anfwere.1 know thee Rodorige. 


Rod. Sir, | will anfwere any thing. But I befeech you 


If t be your pleafure, and moft wife confent, 

(As partly I find ic is ) that your faire Daughter, 

At this odde Huen and dull watch o’th’night 

Tranfported with no worfenor better guard, 

{ But with a knaue of common hire,2 Gundelier, 
To the groffe clafpes of a Lafciuious Moore; 
Ifthis be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 
We then haue done you bold, and faucie wrongs. 
But if you know not this,my Manners tell me, 
We haue your wrong rebuke. Do not beleeue 
That from the fence of all Ciuilitie, 

Ithus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 
Your Daughter (if you haue not giuenker leaue) 
I fay againe,hath made a groffe revole, 
Tying her Duzie, Beautie, Wit,and Fortunes 
In an extrauagant,and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and ewery where: ftraight fatisfic your felfe. 
Ifthe be in her Chamber, or your houtfe, 
Let loofe onme the Iuftice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 
Bra. Strike onthe Tinder,hoa: 
Give me a Taper : call vp all my people, 
This Accident is not vnlike my dreame, 
Beleefe of it opprefles me alreadie, 
Light, I fay,light. 
Tag. Farewell: for muftleaue you. 
It feemes not mecte,nor wholefome to my place 


Ext. 
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Tobe producted, (as ifI ftay, I fhall,) 
Againttthe Moore, For I do know the State, 
(How cuer-this may gall him with fome checke) 
Cannot with fafetie caftehim. For he’s embark’d 
Wich fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus Warres, 


| (Which euen now ftands in Act)that for their foules 


Another of his Fadome,they have none, 

To lead their Bufineffe. In whichregard, 

Though I do hate him as.1.do hell apines, 

Yet,for neceffitie of prefent life, 

} mutt fhow our a Flag,and figne of Loue, ee 
{Which is iodeed but figne)chat you fhal furely find him 
Lead to the Sagitary the raifed Search: 
And there will be with him. So farewell, Exit. 
Enter Brabantiowith Seruants and Torches. 


Bra. It is too true an evill. Gone the is, 


| And what’s to come of my defpifed time, 


Tsnaughe but bitcernefle. Now Rodorige, 
Where did(t thou fee her? (Oh vuhappie Girle) 
With the Moore faift thou? (Who would bea Father ?) 
How didft thou know ’twas fhe? (Oh fhe deceaues me 
Paft thought:) what faid the to you? Gee moe Tapers : 
Raifeall my Kindred, Are they married thinke you? 

Rodo. Truely I thinke they are. 

Bra, Oh Heaven: how got fhe out? 
Oh treafon of the blood, 
Fathers,from hence truft not your Daughters minds 
By what you fee them ag. Is therenot Charmes, 
By which the propertie of Youth,and Maidhood 
May be abus’d ? Have you not read Rodorigos 
Of fome fuch thing ? 

Red. Yes Sir: J have indeed. 

Zra. Call vp my Brother: oh would you had had her, 
Some one way,fome another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore ? 

Red. I thinke I can difcouer him,ifyou pleafe 
To get good Guard,and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray youleadon. At every houfe Ile call, 

(I may command at moft)get Weapons (hoa) 
And raife fome fpeciall Officers of might : 
On good Redoriga,I will deferue your paines. Exeunt « 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter OtheHlo,lago,-Attendants, with Torches. 


Ta, Though in the trade of Warre I haue flaine men, | 
Yet do I hold it very ftuffeo’th’confcience 
To dono contrin’d Murder; Ilacke Iniquitie 
S ometime to do me feruice. Nine,orten times 
T had thought t'haue yerk’d him here vader che Ribbes, 
Othello. ’Tis better as it is. . 
lago. Nay but he prated, 
And ipoke fuch {curuy, and prouoking termes 
Againft your Honor, that with the little godlineffe I haue 
1 did full hard forbeare him. But I pray you Sir, : 
Are you faft married ? Be affur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belou’d, 
And hath in his effe& a voice potentiall 


As double as the Dukes : He will diuorce you. 


Or put vpon you, what reftraint or grecuance, 
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| ” Officer. A Meffen ger fronythe Gallies.!29:7 4 
| Duke. Now ? What's chebifineffe 2)2'60 > 6 oemioc 
Sailor. The Turkith Preparation’ makes for Rhodés,’ 
So was I bid report hereito the Srate, hs 
By Signior Augelo, Cv9tld ¢ cdoRiLs WOY 
Duke, How fay:yourby this change? ® 97 © 
1. Sen. This cannotbe pA 19 
By no aflay of reafon, ‘Tis a Pageant’ ~ 
To keepe vsimfalfe gaze; when we confides 
iT h’impottancie: of Cyprus to the Furke; 
And let our feluesagaing buevnderftand,» 
That as it more concernes the Turke then Rhodes. - 
So may hewithmore facile quettion beste it,” 
For thar it tandsnotiufuch Warrclike brace, 
But altogether lackesth’abilities 
That Rhodesis drefs'din, If we make vhowght of this, ’ 
We muft nor shinke the Turke is foenskillfull, 
To leaue tharlareft, which concernes him firft, 
Neglecting ancattenspt ofealéjand gaine 
1To wake,and wagera danger profitlefe. 
Dake, Nay,in‘all confidence ine’s not for Rides, 
Officer. Here is more Newes. 





Enter aMeffenger. 

Meffen « The Ortamices,Reueren’d,and Gracious, 
Steering with duecourfe toward the Tle ofRhodes, 
Haue there inioynted them with an after Flecre, 

1. Sea. {fol thoughts how many,as you gueffe? 

 Meff. Of chirtie Saile'sand how they dore: tem 

Their-backward courfe,bearing with frank appearance | 
Their purpofestoward Cyprus, Signior Montano, 
Your truftie and moft Valiant Seruitour, °° 
With his free dutie,recomimends you thus, 
And prayes you to beleeuc him. 

Deke. ’Tiscertaine then for Cyprus ; 
Mareus Laccico¢ isnot he in Towne ? 

r. Se, He’s now in Florence. 

Dake, Write from vs, 
Tohim,Poft,Poft-hafte,difpatch. 

i, Ses. Here comes Lrabantio,and the Valiant Moore. 


’ Ewter Brabastio, Orhello,Caffio, lago,Redorico, 
ana Officers, 


Duke. Valiant Orhello,we muft Araight employ you, 
Againtt che generall Enemy Ortoman, 
Ididnot fee you: welcomegentle Sienior, 
Welack’t your Counfaile,and your helpe to night. 

bra. So didt yours ; Good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my place,hor/ought Pheard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed; nor doth the generall care 
Take hold oa me. For my perticular eriefe 
Is of fo flood-gate,and ore-bearing Nature, 
That it engluts,snd {wallowes other forrowes, 
And itis fill ic felfe, : 

Duke. Why? What's the matter ? 

Sra. My Daughter: oh my Daughter ! 
| Sea. Dead ? 

Sra, 1,tome. 
She is abus’d, tolne from me,and corrupted 
By Spels,and‘Medicines,bought of Mountebanks; 

or Nature, {o prepoftroufly'to erre, -’ * © 

(Being not deficient, blind,or lame of fenfe,) 
Sans witch-craft couldinot. 

Duke, .Who ere he be,thatin this foule proceeding’ 
Hath thus beguil’d your Daughter ofherfelfe; C 


©Ty And you ofhersthe bloodie Booke of La 


} What Diugges,what CHarmes, 


a4 I won his Daughter. 


Ws 
You thall your felfe read,in the bitcer letter, . 
Afcer your owneg fenfe : yea, though out proper Sen. 
Stood in your Aétion. ceo: 
Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace, 
Here is the man; this Moore, whom now it feemes' 
Your {peciall Mandate, for the State affaires | 
Hath hither broaghr. OF US Pee es 
A, Weare verieforry fort, agers 3 7 
Dake, What in yonr owne part,can you fay to this? 
Bra. Nothing, but thisis fo. iki. Ra 
Othe. Mo® Potent,Graue,and Reueren’d Signiors, | 
My very Noble, and approu’d'good Mafters; sf 
That ] hawe tane away thisoldmans Daughter, 
itismoft true : true Thaue married her; . 
The verie ead,and front of my offending, wee | 
Hath this extent;'no more, ‘Rade am I, in my fpeech, “-} 
And hee blefs'd with the foft phrafeofPeace;. 
For fince thefe Armes ofmine,had feuen yeares pith, 
Till now, fome nine Moones wafted,they hae ys'd 
Their deerefta&tion,in the Tented Field: | ~ 
And little of this great world can] ipeake, = 
More then pertaines to Feats of Broiles,and Battaile, 
And therefore little fhalll grace my caufe, 
In {peaking for my felfe. ¥ et, (by your gratious patience) } 
Twillaround vnevarnifh’duTale deliver, ©. - 
Ot my whole courfe of Louie? 


CooL 


. nt 


What Coniuration,and what mighty Magicke, 
(Forfuch proceeding Iam charg’d withall) 
Bra. A Maiden,neuer bold: 
Of Spirit fo Gill and quiet,tbar her Morion 
Bluth’d acher felte,and the,in {pighit of Nature, 
Of Yeares,of Country,Credite,euery ae se 


. 


To fall in Loue,wich what fhe fear’d to looke on; 


Icis aindgement main’d,and moft imperfea, 
That will confeffe Perfection fo could erte* 
Againft all rules of Nature,and muft bs driven 
To find out praétifes of cunning hell ts 
Why this fhould be. TI therefore vouch againe, 
That withfome Mixtures powrefull o’re the blood, 
Or with fome Drar,(coniur’d to this effe&) 
He wtought vp on her. 
To vouch this,is no proofe, 
Without more wider,and more over Teft 
Then thefe thinhabits,and poore likelyshoods 
Of moderne feeming,do prefer againft him, © 
Sen, But Ozbello,fpeakes : 
Did you, by indiredt,and forced courfes 
Subdue,and poyfon this yong Maides affeGtions? 
Or came it by requeft,and fuch faire queftion 
As foule,to foule affordeth ? 
Orhel, 1 do befeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagitary. 
And let her {peake of me before her Father; 
If you do finde me foule,in herreport, | 
The Truft,the Office, i'do hold of you, 
Not oncly cake away, butlet your Sentence 
Even fall ypon my life. 
Duke. Fetch Defdemona hither. 
Orbe. Aunciant,condu& them : 
You beft know the place. 
And tell fhe'come,as truely as to heauen, 
Ido confeffe the vices of my blood, 
Soiuftly to your Graue eares, Ile prefent 
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312 The Trag 
SESE: Ree eee oe peda 
The Law (with all his might ,to enforce it on) 
Will giue him Cable. 
Othel. Let him deo his fpights 
My Seruices, which I haue done the Signorie 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints, "Tis yet to know, 
Which when | know,that boafting is an Honour, 
I fhall promulgate. I fetch my life and being, 
1 From Men of Royall Seige. And my demerites 
| May {peake (vnbonnetted)to as proud a Fortune 
AsthisthacI haue reach’d. For know Jago, 
But that I loue'the gentle De/demona, 
I would not my vnhoufed free condition 
Put into Circumfcription,and Confine, 
For the Seas worth. But looke,what Lights come yond? 


Enter Caffio, with Torches. 
Jago. Thofe are the raifed Father,and his Friends : 
You were beft go in. 
Otbel, Not! :1muft be found. 
My Parts, my Title,and my perfect Soule 
Shall manife(t me rightly. Is it they? 
Iago. By Lanus,t thinke no. 
Othel. The Seruants of the Dukes? 
And my Lieutenant? 
The goodneffe of the 
Whar is the Newes? 
Caffio. The Duke do’s greet you (General) 
And he requires your hafte,Poft-hafte appearance, 
- | Enen on the inftanc. 
Othello. Whatisthe matter,thinke you ? 
Caffe. Something from Cyprus,as I may diuines 
Itis a bufinefle of fomeheate. The Gallies 
Haue fent a dozen fequent Meflengers 
This very night,at one anothers heeles : 
And many of the Confuls,rais’d and met, 
Are at the Dukes already. You hane bin hotly call'd for, 
When being not at your Lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath fent about three feucrall Quefts, 
To fearch you out. 
Othel. *Tis well Lam found by you: 
I will bat {pend a word here in the houfe, 
And goe with you. 
Caffio. “Aunciant,what makes he heere? 
Tago. Faith,heto night hath boarded a Land Carract, 
If it proue lawfull prize,he’- made for ever. 
Caffi. 1 do not ynderftand. 
Jago. He's married. 
Caio, To who? ; 
Iago. Matry to Come Captaine,will you go? 
Orbel. Have with you. 
Caffio. Hete come sanother Troope to fecke for you. 


Night ypon you (Friends) 





Enter Brabantio,Rodorigo,with Officers,and Torehes. 


Iago. Isis Brabantio.Generall be aduis’d, 

Hecomes to bad intent, 

Orbello, Holla, ftand there, 

Rodo. Signior,it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him, Theefe. 
Iago. You, Rodorigoc?.Cme Sir,\ am for you. 

Othe, Keepe vp your bright Swords, for theidew will 
suft them. Good Signior,you fhalkmore command with 
| yeares, then with your Weapons. 
1 Bra. Ohthoufoule Theefe, 
Where haf thou ftow’d my Daughter? — 
| Damn’das thou art,thou haft enchaunted her 


edie of Othello 


—— 





For Ilereferre me toallthingsoffenfe, = 
(If the in Chaines of Magick were not bound) 
Whether a Maid, fo tender,Faire,and Happie 
So oppofite to Marriage,that fhe fhun’d : 
The wealthy curled Deareling of our Nation 
Would cuer haue (t encurre a general mocke) 
Run from her Guardageto the footie bofome 
Of fuch a thing as thou: to feare,not to delight? 
Tudge me the world, if’tis not groffe in fenfe, 
That thou haft praétis’d on her with foule Charmes 
Abus'd her delicate Youth, with Drugs or Minerals 
That weakens Motion, Ile haue’t difputed on 
"Tis probable,and palpable to thinking; : 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abufer of the World, 2 practifer 
Of Arts inhibited,and out of warrant; 
Lay hold vpon him, if he dorefift 
Subdue him,at his perill, 

Othe. Hold your hands 
Both you of my inclining,and the reft. 
Were it my Cue to fight,] fhould haueknowneit 
Without aPrompter. Whether will you that] goe 
To anfwere this your charge? 

Bra, To Prifon,till fic time 
Of La w,and courfe of direct Seffion 
Call thee to anfwer, 

Othe, What if do obey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith fatisfr'd, 
Whofe Meffengers are heere about my fide, 
Vpon fome prefent bufiaeffe of the State, 
Tobring me to him. 

Officer. ’Tis true moft worthy Signior, 
The Dukes in Counfell,and your Noble felfe, 
Lam fure is fent for. 

Bra, How? The Duke in Counfell ? 
In this time of the night 2 Bring him away; 
Mine’s not a idle Caufe, The Duke himfelfe, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feele this wrong,asewere theit owne: 


For if fuch AGtions may haue paffage frees 


Bond-flaues,and Pagans fhall our Starefmen be. Exeunt), 
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Enter Duke Senators,and Officers. 


Dake. There's no compofition in this Newes, 
That giues them Credite, 
xr. Sen, Indeed,they are difproportioned; 
My Lerters fay,a Hundred and feuen Galliese 
Duke. And mine a Hundred fortie. 
2. Sena, And mine two Hundred : | 
But though they iumpe not on a iuft accompt, 
(Asin thefe Cafes where the ayme reports, 
Tis oft with difference)yet do they all confirme 
A Turkith Fleete,and bearing vp to Cyprus. — 
Duke. Nay,it is poffible enough to judgement: 
I do not fo fecure me in the Error, 
But the maine Article I do approve 
In fearefull fenfe. 
Saylor within. What hoa,what hoa, what hoa. 
_ Enter Saylor. 


Officer. A 
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| How I did thrive inthis faire LadiesJoue, 54° oa 
‘And fhe in ODE 0s3:ef arta ci, bes Rist wor ils 
| Dake, Say Orhella. 3 
| Othe. Her Father lou’d mé,oft inuited, ae 


Still queftion’d me the Storie of my life, ; 


From yeare to yeare:the Battaile,Sieges Fortune, ; ...»; 
‘That I haue paft, ~ =a af ie ni acshneM fens 

J ran it through, euén from my boyifh-daies; ...), 4, 
Toth’very moment that he badmerellity.. xy yy. 
Wherein I fpoke of moft difaftrous chances sx; 
JOPimouing Accidents by Flood and Field, | 

Of haire-breadch {capes i'th’smminent deadly breach; 
‘Ofbeing taken by.the Infolent Foe, 3 

‘And fold toflauery.. Of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my Trauellours hiftosie. . 

| Wherein of Antats va(t,and Defarts idle, 


Gu 


aie The Teageeof Orbe 


oA. \ To you, preferring you before her Father: 
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Ic was my hintto fpeake, Such was my Procefle, 
And of the Canibals that each others eae, . 

(The Antropophazue,and men whofeheads .... .... 
‘Grew beneath their fhoulders.. Thefe things to heare, 
Would Defdemona ferioufly incline: 4, ,, 
But {till che houfe Affaires would draw her hence: 
Which éuer‘as fhe could with haftedifpasch, > , 
.She’l'd come againe, and with a greedie eare 
Deuoure vp my difcourfe. Which I obferuing, 
'Tooke once a pliant houre,and found good meanes 
'To draw from her a prayer ofearneft heart, . 

‘That I would.all my Pilgrimage dilate, 

| Whereof by parcels fhe had fomething heard, 

But not inftinétiuely:Ididconfenr, 
And often did beguile herofber teares, , ». 
When did fpeake of fomediftreffefull ftroke.. 
That my youth fuffer’d: My Storie being done, 
She gaue me for my paines a world of kiffes:. 


pow 


- 


"Twas pittifull: twas wondrous pittifull. 

She wifh’d the had not heard it,yet fhe wifh’d 

That Heauen had made her fuch aman. She thank’d me, 
And bad me, ifI had a Friend that lou’d her, 

I fhould but teach him how to tell my Story, 

And that would woceher. Vpon this hint J fpake, 

| She fou’d me for rhe dangers I had paft, 

And Llou’d her,that the did pitty them. | _. 

This onely is the witch-craft [haue vs'd. 

Here comes the-Ladie : Let her witnefle it. 


‘€; ater Defdsmonasla go, Attendants, 


Duke. I thinke this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabaatiosake vp this mangled matterat the beft: 
Men do their broken Weapons rather v{e, 
(Then their bare hands. 
Bra. I pray you heare her {peake? ; 
Tf the confeffe that fhe was halfethe wooer, ; .. 
Deftrudtion on my head, if my bad blame, 
‘Light onthe man. Come hither gentle Miftris; 
Do youperceiue in all this Noble Companic, 
Where moft you owe obedience? ls, 
| Def. My Noble Father, 
-I do perceive heerea diuided dutie. 
To you IT am bound for life,and educations 
My life and education both dolearneme, ._, 
‘How torefpeét you. You arethe Lord of duty, 


‘And fo much dutie,as my Mother fhew'd. . 


wes 





Rough Quarries,Rocks, Hills, whofe head touch heauen, 


| Bra. Soletthe Turke of Cyprus.vs beguile, 
| Weloofe itnot fo long.as.we can {mile:.), - 


_ | Thefe Sentences,to Sugar,or to Gall, » 


| She {wore in faith ‘twas ftrange : twas. paffing flrange, ~ ( 


Tam hitherto your Daughter. But heere’s my Husband;:, 


| Somuch I challenge;that Imay. profeffe 

' Due tothe Moore my: Lorde-c2~") fort] 
Bra. God be with yous Ehaue done.» hic 

| Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State Affairess. , 

| Lhad rather to adopta Child,then getits v0! 

Come hither Moore; 3 


I here do giue thee that with allmy heare 






Which but thowhaft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe fromthee. For your fake (Iewell) 
Tam glad at foule, I. haue no.other Child 
For thy efcape would reach me Firranie 133 
To hang cloggesion them, I haue doneniy Lord, 
Duke. Let me fpeake like your felfes 

\ AndlayaSentence, = ga) ivel rorlaadeg 
Which as.a grife,or ftep may:helpe thefe Louers, 
When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended: 

| By feeing the worft,which late on hopes depended, |. | 
| Tomourne a Mifcheefe thatispaftand gony, - 
Is the next way todrawnew mifchiefe ons). - 
| What cannot be prefern’d,when Fortune takes : 
Patience ,her Iniury a mock’ry makes. . ». 
| The rob'd that {miles,fteales fomething trom the Thiefe,| 
| He robs himfelfe,that (pends a booteleffe griefe. 


He beares the Sentence well,that nothing beares, 
But the free comfort which from thence he-heares, 

_ But he beares both the Sentence,and the forrow, 
That to pay griefe,muft of poore Patience: bortow. 


| Being ftrong on both fides, are Equiuocall.. . 

But words are words, ] neuer yet did heare’} 

That the bruized heart was pierc’d through the eares. 

i humbly befeech you proceed ro th’ Affaires of State. 

Deke. The Turke witha moft mi gliny. Preparation 

_ makes for Cyprus: Orhello, the Fortitude of theplaceis| 
befi knowne to you. And though we haue there a Subfti. 

tute of moft allowed fufficiencies yet opinion, amore} . 
faugraigne Miftris of Effects, throwes amore fafer } 
voice on yous you muft therefore be content to flubber 
the gloffe of your new Fortunes, with this more ftub- | 
borne, and boyftrous expedition. 

Orbe, The Tirant Cuftome,moft Grave Senators, 
Hath made che flinty and Steele Coach of Warte: 
My thrice-driuen bed of Downe, Ido agnize 
A Naturall and prompt Alacartie, 

I finde in hardneffe : and.dovndertake 
This prefent Warres again{t the Ortamites. 
-Moft humbly therefore bending to your Sgate,, 
I craue fit difpofition for my Wife, 
Due reference of Place,and Exhibition, 
With fuch Accomodation and befort 
As levels withher breeding, |. 
Dake. Why at her Fathers? 
Bra. Twill not haue it fo, - 
Othe. Nor I. 
Def: Nor would I thererecide, 
Toput my Father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye.. Moft Greaious Duke, 
To my vnfolding, lend your profperous care, 
And let me finde a Charter. in your voice 
T’affit my fimpteneffe. : 
Dake, What would you Defdemona?: 
Def: That Lloue the Moore,co tive with him, °* | 
My downe-right violence,and ftorme of Fortunes, Mavi 





nee ane : 

May trumpet to the-world. My heart’s fubdu’d 
Euen to the very quality of my Lord; 

I faw Othello’s viiage in his mind, 

And to his Honours and his vahane parts, 

Did I my foule and Fortunes confecrate. 

So that (deere Lords)if] be left behind 

A Moth of Peace,and he go tathe Waste, 

The Rites for why I loue him,are- bereft me: 

And I a heauie interim thal! fupport 

By his deere abfence, Let me go with him, 

Othe. Let her have your voice. 

Vouch with me Heauen,I therefore begitnot 

To pieale the pallate of my Appetite: 

Nor co comply with heat rhe yong affects 

in my defunct, and proper fatisfaction, 

But to be free, and bounteous ro her minde: 

And Heauen defend your good fontes,that you thinke 
I will your ferious and great bufineffe fcant 
When the is with me,. No,when light wine’d Toyes 
Of feather’d Cupid, feele with wanton dulneffe 

My !peculative,and offic’d Inftrument: 

That my Difports corrupt,and taint my bufineffe : 
Let Houle-wiues make a Skillet of my Helme, 
And all indigne,and bafe aduerfities, 

Make head againfl my Eftimation. 

Duke. Beit as you fhali privately determine, 
Fither for her ftlay,or going : th’Affaire cries haft: 
And {peed mnft anf{wer it. 

Sen. You muft away tonight, 

Othe. Wich all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i'ch’morning, here wee I meete againe. 
Othello, \eaue forme Officer behind ‘ 
And he thall our Commiffion bring. to you: 

And fuch things elfe of qualitie and re(pea& 
As doth import you, 

Othe, So pleafe your Grace,my Ancient, 

Aman he is ofhonefty and tru: 

To his conueyance | affigne my wife, 

With what elfe needfull,your good Grace fhall think 
To be fent after. me, 

Duke. Letit be fo: 

Good night to euery one. And Noble Signior, 
If Vertue no delighted Beautielacke, 
Your Son-in-law is farre more Faire then Blacke, 

Sen, Adieu braue Moore,vfe Defdemona well. 

Bra. Looketo her(Moore)if thou haft cies to fee: 
She ha’s deceiu’d her Facher,and may thee, Exit. 

Othe. My life vpon her faith. Honeft Lago, 

My Defdemona mutt 1 leaue to thee: 

I prythce let thy wife attend on her, 

And bring them after in the beft aduantage. 

Come Defdemoua,i have but an houre 

Of Loue,of wordly master, and direction 

To {pend with thee, . We muft obey the thetime.: Eu, 

Rod. [ago.; 

lage. What fait thou Noble heart? 

Rod. What will I do,think’@ thon > 

Jago. Why.go to-bed and fleepe. 

Rod. Y will incontinently drowne my fel fe, 

Jago, lf thou do*ft, I fhall neuer Joue thee after; Why 
thou filly Gentleman?., i 

Rod. Ivis fillyneffero liue, when to liveis torment: 


andthen haue wea,prefcription.to.dye, when deathis 


our Phyfition, 


fago. Oh villanous.s J haue look’d-vpon the\ world 
for foure times feuen yeares,and Gince] could diftinguith 


thee Moore of Venice. 


betwixt a Benefic,and an Iniurie :T never found man that 
knew how to loue himfelfe, Ere I would fay, | would 
drowne my felfe forthe loue ofa Gynney Hen,I would 
change my Humanity witha Baboone. 

Red. What fhould Ido? I confeffe it is my fhame 
to be fo fond, but it is notin my vertut to amend it. 

/ago. Vertue? A figge, "tis in our felues that we are 
thus,or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which, 
our Wills are Gardiners, Sothatif:we will plant Nec- 
tels, or fowe Lettice: Set Hifope, and weede vp Time: 
Supplic it with one gender of Hearbes,or diftraétit with 
many : either to haueit fterrill with idlenefle, or manu- 
red with Induftry, why the power,and Corrigeable au- 
thoritie of this lies in our Wills. If the brane of our liues 
had not one Scale of Reafon, to poize another of Sentu- 
alitie, the blood, and bafeneffe ofour Natures would 
conduct vs to moft prepoftrous Conclufions, Bur we 
haueReafonco coole our raging Motions, our carnall 
Stings,or vnbitted Lufts: whereof I take this,that you 
call Loue,to be a Seat,or Seyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

‘ago. Itis mecrly a Luft of the blood,and a permiffion 
ofthe will. Come, bea man: drowne thy felfe? Drown 
Cats,and blind Puppies. J haue profeft me thy Friend, 
and I confefle me knit to thy deferuing, with Cables of 
perdurable roughnefle. [ could neuer better feed thee 
thea now. Pur Money in thy purfe: follow thou the 
Warres,defeate thy fauour, with an vfurp’d Beard. I fay 
put Money in thy purfe.fc cannotbe long that Defdemona 
fhould continue ber loue to the Moore. Put Money in 
thy purfe: nor he his to her, It was a violent Commencé- 
mentin her, andthou fhalt fee an anfwerable: Seque- 
ftration, put but Money in thy purfe. Thefe Moores 
are changeable in their wils ; fill thy purfe with Money. 
The Food that to him now js as luthious as Locufts, 
fhalbe zoobim fhortly, as birrer-as Coloquintida. She 
muft change for youth : when fhe is fared with his body 
fhe will find the errors of her choice, Therefore,put Mo- 
ney inthy purfe. Ifthou wilt needs. damne thy felfe, do 
it amore delicate way then drowning. Make all the Mo- 
ney thou canft : If San&imonie, and a fraile yow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, and fuper-fubtle Venetian be 
not too hard for my wits,and all the Tribeofhell,; thou 
fhalt eniey her : therefore make Money: a poxof drow-. 
ning thy felfe,it is cleane our of the way. Seekethou ra- 
thes to be bang’d in Compaffing thy ioy, then to be 
drown’d,and go without her. 

Redo. Wiltthou be fift to my hopes, if] dependon 
the iffue? 

Tago. Thow art fure of me: Go make Money : Thaue 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee againe, andiagaine,: I 
hatethe Moore, My caufe is hearted; thine hath no leffe 
reafon. Let ys be coniun@tiue in our revenge, againtt 
him. Ifthou canft Cuckold him, thou dof thy. felfera 
pleafure, me a fport. There are many Euentsin the 
Wombe of Time,which wilbe deliuered. Trauerfe, go, 
prouide thy Money.» We willhaue more of thisto mor- 
row. Adieu. 

‘Rod. Where fhall we meetei’th' morning ? 

Jago, Atty Lodging. . 

Rod. Ile be with thee betimes. 

Jago. Gotoo,farewell, Do youheare Rodorigo? 

Rod, Ile fell all my Land. 

Jago, Thus dol euer make my Foole,my purfe : 
For I mine owne gain’d knowledge fhould prophane 
If] would time expend with fuch Snpe, 


Exit. 
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Buc for my Sport,and Profit : I hate the Moore, 
And itis thought abroad, that *twixt my fheets 
She ha’s done my Office. I know not if't be true, 
But I, for meere fufpition in that kinde, 

Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well, 

The better fhall my purpofe worke on him : 
Caffio’s a proper man: Let me fee now, 

To get his Place, and to plume vp my will 

In double Knauery. How? How? Let’s fee. 

After fome time, to abufe Orhello’s eares, 

That heis too familiar with his wife : 

He hatha perfon, and a fmooth difpofe 

To be fufpefted : fram’d to make women falfe. 
The Moore is of a free,and open Nature, 

That thinkes men honeft, that but feeme to be fo, 
And willas tenderly be lead by’th’Nofe 

As Affes are: 

Ihaue’t:: it is engendred : Hell, and Night, 

Muft bring this menftrous Birth, to the worlds light. 
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Aétus Secundus. Scena Prima. 








Enter Montano ,and two Gentlemen, 


Mon, What from the Cape, can you difcerne at Sea? 
1.Gent. Nothing at all, itis ahigh wrought Flood: 
I cannot’twixt the Heauen, and the Maine, 
Defery a Saile. 

Mon. Me thinks,the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne’re fhooke our Battlements : 
Tfic hath ruffiand fo vpon the Sea, 
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt onthem, 
Can hold the Morties. What fhall we heare of this? 

2 A Segregation of the Turkith Fleet: 
For do but ftand vpon the Foaming Shore, 
The chidden Billow feemes to pelt the Clowds, 
The winde-fhak’d-Surge, with high & monftrous Maine 
Seemes to caft water on the burning Beare, 
And quench the Guards of th’euer-fixed Poles 
Ineuerdid like molleftation view 
Ontheenchafed Floed. 
Mem, {fthat the Turkifh Fleete 
Be notenfhelter’d, and embay’d, they are drown’d, 
It is impoffible to beare it out. 


Enter a Gentleman. 

3 Newes Laddes: our warres are done: 
The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turkes, — 
That their defignement halts. A Noble fhip of Venice, 
Hath feene a greeuous wracke and fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleer. 
' Mon. How? Is this true 2 

3 TheShipisheere pat in: A Verenneffa, Michael Caffio 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moore, Othello, 
Is come on Shore ; the Moore himfelfe at Sea, — 

And is 1n full Commiffion heere for Cyprus. 

3 Mon. Tam gladon’t: 
*Tis a worthy Gouernour. 
‘Toaching the Turkith loffe, yet he lookes fadly, 
| And praye: the Moore be fafe ; for they were parted 
With fowle andviolent Tempeft. | 
Jon, Pray(Heauens he be: 


3 Burthis fame Cafio, though he fpeake of comfort, 


The Tragedie of Othello 
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| Giue him defence againft the Elements, 
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or I have feru’d him, and the man commands 
Like a full Soldier, Let’sto the Sea-fide (hoa) 
As well to fee the Veffel! that’s come in, 
As to throw-out our eyes for braue Othello, 
Euen till we make the Maine, and th’Eriall blew 
An indiftin@ regard. : 

Gent. Come, let’s do fo; 

For every Minute is expectancie 
Of more Arriuancie. 


Enter Caffio. 
Cafi. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike fle, 
That fo approoue the Moore: Oh let the Heauens 


For I haue loft him ona dangerous Sea, 

Mon, Ishe well fhip’d? 

Caffio. His Barke is ftourly Timber’d,and his Pylor 
Of verie expert, and approu’d Allowance; 
Therefore my hope’s (not furfetted to death) 

Stand in bold Cure. 

Withia, A Saile, aSaile, a Saile, 

Caffio. What noife? 

Gent, The Towne is empty ; on the brow o'th’Sea 
Stand rankes of People,and they cry,a Saile, 

Caffio. My hopes do fhape him for the Gouernor, 

Gent. They do difcharge their Shot of Courtefie, 
Our Friends, at leaft. 

Cafic. I pray you Sir, go forth, 

And giue vs truth who’tis that is arriu’d. 

Gent, Ufhall. Exit. 

Mon, But good Lieutenant, is your General wiv'd? 

Caffio. Moft fortunately : he hath atchieu'd a Maid 
That patagons defcription, and wilde Fame: 

One that excelsthe quirkes of Blazoning pens, 
And in th’effentiall Vefture of Creation, 
Do’s tyre the Ingeniuer. 
Exter Gentleman. 
How now? Who ha’s putin? 

Gent. *Tis one Jago, Auncient to the General, 

Caffio. Ha’s had moft fauourable,and happie fpeed: 
Tempetts themfelues, high Seas, and howling windes, 
The gurter’d-Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 
Traitors enfteep’d, to enclogge the guiltleffe Keeley 
As hauing fence of Beautie,; do omit 
Their mortall Natures, letting go fafely by 
The Diuine Defdemona, 

Mon, What is fhe? 

Caffio. She that I fpake of : 

Our great Captains Captaine, 

Left in the condué of the bold Lago, 

Whofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts, 

A Senights {peed. Great loue, Orhello guard, 
And {well his Saile with thine owne powrefull breath, 
That.he may bleffe this Bay withvhis tall Ship, 

Make loues quicke pants in De/demonaes Armesy 
Giue renew’d fire to our extindgted Spirits. 


Enter Defdemona, Iago, Rodorigo,and cE miliae 
Ohbehold, 
The Riches of thie Ship is come on fhore : 
You men of Cyprus, lez her hane your kneese 
Haile to thee Ladies and the grace of Heauert, _ 
Before, behinde thee, and oneuery hand 
Enwheele thee round. pe 
Def. Ithanke you, Valiant Caffio, 
What tydings can you tell ofmy Lord? 
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theeMoore of Ve nite. 
Caf. Heis notiyet arriu’d,nor know I ought merit, did iuftly put on the vouch of very malice * 
But that he’s well,and will be fhortly heere. felfe. 
Def, Oh,but I feare : , a ie ee 
How loft you company ? Jago. She that was ener faire and nener proud, 
Caffio, The great Contention of Sea, and Skies. Had Tongue at will and yet was neuer lond : 
Parted our fellowfhip. Buthearke,a Saile. Nener lackt Gold,and yet went nener gay, 
Within. A Saile,a Saile. Fled from her wif ,and yet [aidnow I may. 
Gent. They giue this greeting to the Cittadell - She that being angred her renenge being nie, 
This likewife is a Friend. Lad her wrong ftay and her difpleafure flie : 
Caffio. See for the Newes : | She that in wifedome neuer was fofraile, 
Good Ancient,you are welcome, Welcome Miftris : To change the Cods-bead for the Salmons taile : 
Let it not gaule your patience (good Jago) She that could thinke,aed neu'r difclofe her mind, 
That I extend my Manners. ’Tis my breeding; | See Suitors following and not looke behind: 
That giues me this bold thew of Curtefie, She was awight, (if emer uch wightes were) 
Iago. Sir, would fhe giue you fomuch of her lippes, Def: To do what ? Se 
As of her tongue fhe oft beftowes on me, 1ago. Tofuckle Fooles and chronicle {mall Beere. 
You would haue enough, 
Def. Alas : fhe ha’s no fpeech, Defde. Ohmoft lameand impotent conclufion, Do 
Iago. Infaith too much: not learne of hime £millia, though he béthy husband. 
finde it ftill,when I haue leaue to fleepe. How fay you (Caffis) ishe not a moft prophane,and li- 
Marry before your Ladyfhip,I grant, berall Counfailor ? 
She puts het tonguealitele inher heare, Cajfio. He {peakes home (Madam) you may rellifh 
And chides with thinking. him more in the Souldier,then in the Scholler. Seg 
- eAEmil, Youhauc little caufe'to fay fo. Tago. He takesher by the palme: 1, well faid, whif- 
Jago. Come on, ‘come on: you are Pidtures out of | per. Withaslittlea web asthis, will Tenfnare as great 
doore: Bells in your Parlours : Wilde-Cats in your Kit- | aFly as Caffio. I fimile vpon her, do: Twill give thee | 
chens :Saintsin your Iniuries: Diuels being offended: | in chine owne Courtfhip. You fay true, ‘tis foindeed. 
Players in your Hufwiferie, and Hufwiues in your | Iffuch tricks as thefe Arip you out of your Lieutenan- 
Beds, trie,ichad beene better you had not kifs’d your three fins 
Def. Oh, fie vpon thee,Slanderer. gers fo oft, which now againe you are moft apt to play 
fago. Nay,itis true; or elfeI ama Turke, the Sir,in. Very good : well kifs’d, and excellent Curt- 
You rifeto play,and go to bed to worke. ; fie : “tis fo indeed. Yet againe, yout fingers’ to your 
eZmil. You thall not write my praife. lippes ? Would they were Clufter-pipes“for your 
Jago. No,let me not. fake. 
Dede. What would’ft write of me,ifthou fhould’@ | The Moore Iknow bis Trumpet. 
praife me? | Caffio, "Tis truely fo. 
Tago. Oh, gentle Lady,do not put me toot, Def. Lew’s meete him, and recieue him. 


For1 am nothing, ifnot Critical, Caffio. Loe,where he comes. 
Def; Come on, affay. | 


There’s one gone to the Harbour? 
Jago. Madam. : 
Def. Lamnot merry : but Ido beguile Orb. O,my faire Warricur, 

The thing I am, by feeming otherwife, Def. My deere Othello. 

Come,how would’{t thou praife me ? Othe. It giues me wonder great,as my content 

Jago. Lamabout it,bur indeed my inuention comes | To fee you heere before me. 

from.my pate, as Birdlyme do's from Freeze, it pluckes | Ohiny Soules Toy: 

out Brainesand all, But my Mufe labours, andthusfhe | Ifafter every Tempeft,come fuch Calmes, 

is deliuer’d, May the windes blow, till they haue waken’d death ; 

If foe be faire and wifexfairenel[e,and wit, And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas 

The ones for vfé, the other ufeth it. Olympus high : and duck againe as low, 

Def? Well praisds «..) 9, As hell's from Heauen. Ifit were now to dye, 

How if fhe be Blacke and Witty ? ’Twere now to be mofthappy. For I feate, 

lago. Iffbe be blacke and thereto haue a wit, My Soule hath her concent fo abfolute, 


Enter OtheHo,and Attendants. 


She'le find awhie;that fall her blacknelfe fit. That not another comfort like to this, 

Def. Worfe,and worfe. : Succeedes in vnknowne Fate. 

emil, How if Fairejanid'Foolith 2 Def. The Heauens forbid 

| Jago. She newer yet was fooli(h that was faire, ButthatourLoues 
For extn her folly belpt her to an heire, 

Defde.. Thefeare old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles 
laugh i’th’Alehoufe,: What miferable praife: haft chou 
forher that’s Foule,andFoolith. 

Jago. There's none fo faule and fooli fh thereunto, 

Bat do’s foule pranks which faire,and wife-ones de, 
Defde. Ob heauy ignorance: thou praifeft the worft 
eft. But what praife ‘could’ thou be fow ona defere Jago, Oh youare well tun’d now : But lle fet downe 
Hing woman indeed ?One, that in the authosithy of ther } the peggsthat makethis Muficke,as honelt'as I am. 
\ tt Othe. 


\ 


And Comforts fhould encreafe 
Euen as our dayes do grow, 

Othe. Amento rhat ( {weet Powers) 
I cannot fpeake enough of this content, 
It ftoppes me hecre : it is too much of ioy. 
And this,and this the preateft difeordsbe 
That ere our hearts fhall make. 
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318, « 
Othe. Come: let vs to the Caftle. 
Newes (Friends) our Watres are done : 
The furkes are drown’d. 
How do’s my old Acquaintance of this Ifle? 
(Sony)you fhail be well defir’d in Cyprus, 
\ haus tound greatloue among ft them, Oh my Sweet, 
i prattic out ot fafhion,and I doate - 
In mine ewne comforts, I prythee,good Jago, 
Go to the Bay,and difimbarke my Coffers: © 
| Bring thou the Mafter tothe Cittadell , 
Heisa good one,and his worthynefle 
Do's challenge much refpect. Come Defdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 
Exit Othello and Defdemona. 

Iago. Do thou meet me prefently at the Harbour. 
Comethicher, if chou be't Valiant,(as they fay bafe men 
being in Loue, haue then a Nobilitie in their Natures, 
more then is natiueto them) lift-me; the Licutenant to 
night watches on the Court of Guard. Firft,I mutt tell 
| thee this : De/demona,is dire Aly in loue with him. 

Rod, With him? Why, ’tis not poffible. 

Iago. Lay thy finger thus: and let thy foule be in- 
ftructed. : 
the Moore,but for bragging, «and telling her fancafticall 
lies. Toloue him (till tor prating, let not thy difcreet 
heart chinke ite Her eye muft be fed. And what delight 
(hall the hauetolookeon the diuell? When the Blood 
ismade dull with the Act of Sport, thete fhouldbe a 
gaine to enflame it,and to giue Satiety a frefh appetite. 
Louelinefle in fauour, fimpathy in yeares, Manners, 
and Beauties : all which che Moore is defectiue in. Now 
for wane. of thefe requir’d Conueniences, her delicate 






















inftruét her in it,and compell her to fome fecond choice. 
Now Sir, this granted (as itisamoft pregnant and vn- 
forc'd pofition) who fands fo eminent in the dearce of 
| this Forune, as Ca/fis do's : a knaue very voluble: no 
further confcionable,then in putting on the meere forme 
of Ciuill,and Humaine feeming, for the better compaffe 
ofhis falt,and moft hidden loofe Affection? Why none, 
why none: A flipper, and fubtle knauc,.a finder of occa- 
fion : that he’s an eye can ftampe, and counterfeit Ad- 
uantages though true Aduantage neuer prefencit felfe, 
A diuelith knaue:befides, the knaue is handfome,young : 


mindeslooke after. A peftilent compleat knaue,and the 
woman hath found him already. 

‘Rodo. 1 cannot beleeue that.in her, fhe’s full of moft 
blefs’dcondition, jis fat ty 

Iago. Blefs'd figges-end. The Wine the drinkes is 
made of grapes. Iftfhee had beene blefs’d, fhee would 
neuer haue lou'd the Moore:Blefs’d pudding. Didft thou 
not fee her paddle with the palmeof his hand? Didft net 
marke that ? : oj 

Red. Yes,that f did: but that was but curtefie.. 

_ Tago, Leacherie by this hand: an Index, and obfcure 
prologue tothe Hiftory of Luft and foule Thoughts. 
| They met foneere with their lippes, that their breathes 
| embrac’d together. Villanousthoughts Redorige, when 
thefe mutabilities fo marthall the way, hard at hand 
‘| comes the Mafter, and maine exercife,th’incorporate 


, gat #6 


@of Othello 





Marke me with what violence fhe hicft lou'd 


The Trageds 


tenderneffe wil finde it (elfe abus’d, begin toheaue the, | 
gorge, difcellith and abhorre the Moore,very Nature wil | 


Jand hath all thofe requifices in him, that folly and greene - 










cafion to anger Cafio, either by {peaking too loud, of| 
tainting his difcipline, or from what. other courte 
you pleaie, which the time :fhall more favorably mi, 
nifter. 

Rod. Well. 

Jago. Sit,he’s rath, and very fodaine in Choller; and 
happely may firike at you,prouoke him that he may ; for 
even out of that willl caufe thefe of Cyprus to Mutiny 
Whofe qualification fhali come intono true tafte 9. 
gaine, butby the difplanting of Cafio, So thall you 
baue a fhorter iourney to your defires, by the meanes] 
fhall then haue to preferre them. And theimpediment 
moft profitably remoued, without the which there were 
no expectation of our profperitiec. 

Redo, 1 will dothis,if you can bring it to any oppor. 
tunity. 

Tago. 1 warrant thee. Meete me by and by at the 
Cittadell, I muft fetch his Neceffaries a Shore, Fare. 
well, 

Rodo, Adieu. 

Tago. That Caffio loues her,1 do well beleeu’t : 
That fhe loues him, *tis apt,and of great Credite, 
The Moore (how beit that J endure him not) 

Is of a conftant,louing Noble Nature, 

And I dare thinke,he’le proue to De/demona 

A moft deere husband. Now] do louc her too, 
Not out of abfolute Luft, (though peraduenture 

I fiand accomprant for as great a fin) 

But partely led to dyetmy Reuenge, 

For that I do fufpe& the luftie Moore 

Hath leap’d into my Seate, The thought whereof, _ 
Doth (like a poyfonous Mineral!) gnaw my Inwardes: 
And nothing can,or hall content my Soule 

Till f am ecuen’d with him, wife, for wift. 

Or fayliag fo,vet that | put the Moore, 

Acleaft into aTelouzie fo ftrong 

That iudgemenc cannot cure, Which thing today 

If chis poore Trath of Venice,whom I trace 

For his quicke hunting, ftand the putting on, 

lle haue our AMfichael ( affio on the hip, 

Abafe bim to the Moore, in the right garbe 

(For I feare Caffio with my Nighc-Cape too) 

Make the Moore thanke me,loue me,and reward me, 
For making him egregioufly an Affe, 

And praénfing vpon hispeace,and quiet, 

Even tomadnefle. Tis heere : but yerconfus'd, 
Knaueries plaine face, is neuer feene,till vs'd. 


Exit,}. 


Exit, 


es 





ed 


Scena Secunda, 
Enter Othelle's, Herald with a Praclamations : 


Herald. \cis Orhello’s pleafure; our Noble and Vali- 
ant Generall, ‘That vpon certaine tydings now arti’, 
importing the meere perdition of the Turkith Fleete: 
cuery man put himfelfe into Triumph. Some to daunce, 
fome to make Bonfires, each man, to vhat Sportane 
Reuels his addition leadshim. Por belides*thefe bene- 
ficiall Newes,it isthe Celebration of his Nupuiall. $2 
much was his pleafurefhould be proclaimed. All offi- 
ces are open, & thereis full libertie of Featting from this 

pres 





the Moore of Venice. 








srelene houte,of fue, till the Bell haue told cleuen...{ Now ’mongft this Flocke of drunkards 


Bleffe the fle of Cyprus,and.our Noble Generall Orhel- 
\ lo ? : 4) ee Exit. 


Enter OtheHlo,De(demona,Caffio,and Attendants. ; 
Othe. Gond -Uichael,looke youto the guard to night. 
Let’s teach our felues that Honourable flop, 
Not to out-fport difcretion, 
Caf. Iago,hath disection what to do. 
Bat notwithfanding with my perfonall eye. . 
Will Ilooke,ro’e, e , 

Othe. Jago,ismofthonett: .. , . 

Michael, goodnight... To morrow with your earlieft, 
Let me haue fpeech with you.. Come my deere-Loue, 
The purchafemade,the fruites are to entue,.,.\\7 

That profit’s yet to cometweene me,and yous 
Goodnight. ‘ 
_, Enter Lago. 

Caf. Welcome Jago: we multto the Watch, 

Jago, Not this, houre Licutenanc.: ‘tis not yet ten 
o'th’clocke. Our Generall caft vs thus earely for the 
love of his Defdemona: Who,let vs not theretore blames 
hehath not yer made wanton, the night wicthher :and 
the is fport for Lone. | 

Caf. She’sia moft exquifite Lady. ; 

Jago. And Nie warrant her;full of Game, 

Caf. Indeed thes a mofi freth anddelicate creature. 

Iage, Whataneye fhe ha’s? 

Methinkes it founds parley to provocation. . 
Caf. An insiting eye: ,. 

And yet meithinkes right modeft, 
Jago. Andwhen fhe {peakes, 

Is icnot an. Alarum to Loue ? 

Caf. Sheisindeed perfection, . Ee 

lago. Well: happineffe to their Sheetes, Come Lieu- 
tenant,! hauea ftope of Wine, andheere without area 
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would faine haue a mea- 
fure to the health of blacke Othello, 

Caf. Not to night, good Jago, Ihaue yery poore, 
and vnhappie Braines for, drinking. Icould well with 
Curtefie would. inuent fome other Cuftome of enter- 
| tainment. 

Tago, Ob,:they. are our Friends: 
drinke for you. me 

Caffio. Lhaue drunke but one Cup to night,and that 
| was craftily qualified too : and behold what inouation 
it makes-heere, Iam infortunace: in the infirmity, and 
dare not taske my weakeneffe with any more. 

Tago. Whay-man ? Tis anight of Reuels, the Gal- 
lants defire it. yah 

Caf. Where arethey?.. = 

Jago. Heere,at the doore: I pray you call chemin, > 

Caf. Medo’t,but it diflikes me. Exiter) 

Tago. ificanfaften butone Cup vpon him of 
With that which he hath drunke to night alreagie,, ».. a 
He'l be as full of Quarrell,and offence. . ety 
Asmy yong Miftris dogge, 
Now my ficke Foole Rodorigo, saat shed 2 

‘Whom Loue hath turn’d almoftthe wrong fide out,. 2 
To Defdemsona hath tonight Carrows.d. ... 1 
_| Potations,portle-deepe;.and he’s ro wateher 5... . 
Three elfe of Cyprus, Noble fwelling Spirits. 
(That hold their Honours in a wary difance, 
The very Elements of this Warrelike Ife). 
Have Ito night flufter’d with flowing Cups, 
And they Watch too. : - cami 
.« 


bur one Cup, Ile 


A 
a 
$3 | 
; 3 2 
‘av.7) 


Exit. | 


ave ‘ 


‘AmI put to our Caffio in fome AGtion 
‘That may offend the Ifle. But here they come. 


Enter Caffio, Montano,and Gentlemen. 

‘IfConfequencedo butapprouemy dreame, 

My Boate failes freely both with winde and Streame. 
Caf.’Fore heauen,they haue giuen me a rowle already. 
Mon, Good-faith a litle one : not pafta pint,as lam a | 

: Sontdier. 

lage. Some Wine hoa. 

And let me the Cannakin clinke,clinke 

And let methe Cannakin clinke, 

A Souldiers aman: Ob,mans life's but afpan, 
Evhy then let a Sonldier drinke, 

Some Wine Boyes. * 

Caf. Fore Heauen; an excellent Song.. te 

Iago. Llearn’dit in England: where indeedthey ate 
moft potent in Potting. Yous Dane, your Germaine, |. 
and your {wag-belly’d Hollander, (drinke. hoa ) are 
nothing to your Englifh. | 

Caffio, Is your Enghibmen fo exquifite in his drin- |. 

| king ? ‘ 

Jago. Why, he drinkes you with facillitie, your Dane]. 
dead drunke. He fweates not to ouerthrow yous Al.} 
maine, He giues your Hollander a vomit, ere. the next 

Pottle can be fill’d. 

Caf. To the health of our Generall. 
Mon, am for it Lieutenant: and Ile do you Iuftice.. 
Iago. Ob {weet England. 7 
King Stephen was andoa worthy Peere, 

His Breeches coft hiss but a Crowne, 

He held them Six pence allto deere, 

With that he cal'd the Tatlor Lowune 3 

He was awight ofbigh Renowne, 

end thou art but of low degree : 

Tis Pride that puils the Ceuntry downe, 

And take thy awl’d Cloake about thee, 

Some Wine hoa. “i 
Caffio, Why this is amore exquifice Song then the oe} 
ther. 

Tago, Will you heare’tagaine ? ik 

Caf: No: for J hold bim to be vnworthy of his Place, 
that do’s thofe things. Well: heau’ns aboue all; and 
there be foules muft be faued, and there be foulesmuft 
not be faued, 

Iago. It’s true,good Lieutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part, no offence to the Generall, 
| nor any man of qualitie : I hope to be faued, 

_ dago. And fo do Iroo.Lieutenant. 

Caffio. T:(but by your leaue )not before me. The 
Licucenant isto be faued before the Ancient. Let’s haue 

| no. mere of this: let’sto_our Affaires. Forgiue ys oat 
finnes: Gentlemen let's looke to our bufinefle. Do hot 

| thinke Gentlemen,] am drunke: this is my Ancient,this 

‘ 

| 


; 1 ismy.tightchand, and this is my left. I amnot drunke 
3) | now :I can and well enough,and I {peake well enough. 


| Gent. Excellent well. oo 
| Caf. Why-wery well then.:.you muft not thinke then, 
that Lam drunke. & Exit. 

| Monta. Toth Platforme (Mafters}come, let’s fet the 
Watch. peri eee 
Lago. You See this Fellow,that is gone before, 
He’saSoildier, fittoftandby Czfar, . 
And give direétion, And‘do but {ee his vice, 
"Tis to his vertue,aiut Equitiox, 
obey 
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320 


The one aslong as th'other, “Tis pittie afhim : 
I feare the truft Orbello puts him in, 
On fome odde time ofhis infirmitie 
Will fhake this Ifland. 
Mont. But is he often thus ? 
Jago. ’Tis cuermore his prologue to his fleepe, 
He'le watch the Horologe a double Set, 
If Drinke rocke not his Cradle. 
Mout. It were well 
The Generall were put in mind of it: 
Perhaps he fees it not,or his good nature 
Prizes the vertue that appeares in Caffio, 
And lookes not on his euills : is not this true 2 
Enter Rodorigo. 
_ Tago. Hownow Rodorigo? 
I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mon, And’cis great pitty,thac the Noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a Place,ashis owne Second 
With one of an ingraft Infirmitie, 

It were an honeft Action,to fay fo 

To the Moore. 

_— dago. Not i,for this faire Tfland, 

I do loue Caffio well: and would do much 

Tocure him ofthis euill, Bur hearke,what noife? 
fae Enter Caffio purfuing Redorigo, 

‘Caf, You Rogue: you Rafcail. 

Mon. What's the matter Lieutenant ? 

Caf. AKnaue teach me my dutie? Ile beate the 
Knaue intoa Twiggen-Bottle. 
. Rod. Beateme? 

Caf: Doft thou prate,Rogue? 

Mon. Nay,good Lieutenant 3 
I pray you Sir,hold your hand, 

Cafia .Let me go(Sir) 

OrIle knocke youo’re the Mazard. 

(Mon, Come,come : you're drunke. 

Cafio. Drunke? 

Tago, Avsay I fay: go outand cry a Mutinie. 
Nay good Lieutenant, AlasGentlemen: | 
'Helpehoa, Lieutenant. Sir Afontano: — 
| Helpe Matters. Heere’s a goodly Watch indeed. 
| Who's that which rings the Bell: Diablo, hoa : 
The Towne will rife, Fie,fie Lieutenant, 

Youle be afham’d for cuer. 


Exter OtheHo,and Attendants. 

Othe, Whatis the matter heere? 
Mon, Vbleed full, | am hurt to th’death. He dies. 

Othe.' Hold for your liues. 

Jag.Hold hoa: Lieutenant, Sir Montano ,Geniiemen: 
Haue you forgot all place of fenfe and dutie? 
Hold. The Generall fpeaks co you’: hold for fhame, 
~ Oth. Why how now hos? From whence arifeth this? 
| Are we tusn’d Turkes ? and to our felues do that 
Which Hesauen hath forbid the Ortamittes. _ 
For Chriftian fhame,put by this barbarous Brewle: 
| Hethat Rirs next tocaruefor his owne rage, 
Holds his foule light : He dies ypon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadfull Bell,it frighes the Ifle, 
From her propriety. What isthe matter,Mafters? 
Honeilt /ago,that lookes dead with greeuing, ~ 
Speake : who began this ? On thy loue I charge thee? 

Taga. do not know: Friends all bur now,euennow. 

‘ In Quarter,and in termes like Bride, andGroome 
Deuefting them for Bed: andthen,but now: _ 
(Asif fome Planet had vnwitted men) 


«The Tragedie of Othello 


-Thofe legges that brought me'to apart of it, 


| Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim-full offearey 


_Out-ran my purpofe : and I return’d then rather 












































Swords out,and tilting one’at others breaftes, 
In oppofition bloody. P'cannotfpeake” 
Any begining to this peeuifh eddes, | 

And would, in A@ion glotious,I had loft 


Othe. How comes it( AZichaeil)you are thus fergor? 
Caf. I pray you pardon me,] cannot fpeake. 
Orbe. Worthy Montane,you were wont to be cinil] : 
The grauitie,and ftillneffe of your youth ° 
The world bath noted. And your name is great 
In mouthes of wifeft Cenfure. What's the matter 
That'you ynlace your reputation thus, §° > 
And {pend your rich opinion, for the name 
Ofa night-brawler ? Giue me anfwer to ite” 
Mon, Worthy Othello, i am hurt to danger, 
Your Officer Jago,caninforme you, 
While I {pare fpeech which fomething now offendsme, 
Ofall chat Ido know,nor know I ought 
By me,that’s faid or done amiffe this night, 
Vnleffe felfe-charitie be fometimes a vice, 
And to defend our felues,it bea finne 
When violence affailes vs. 
Oshe. Now by Heauen, 
My blood begins my fafer Guides to rule, 9” 
And paffion(hauing my beft iudgementcollied) — | 
Affaies to leadethe way. If once ftir, his 
Or do bur lift this Arme, the beft of you 
Shall finke in my rebuke. Giue meto know 
How this foule Rout began: Who fet it on, 
And he that is approu’d in this offence, 
Though he had twinn’d with me,both at a birth, 
Shallloofe me. What ina Towne of warre, 


To Manage priate,and domefticke Quarrel? 
In night, and on theCourt and Guard of fafetic? 
’Tis monftrous : Jago, who began’t ? . 
Mon. Vf partially Affin’d,or league in office, 
Thou doft deliuer more,or leffe then Truth, ” 
Thou art no Souldier, 
fago. Touch me not fo neere, 
Thad rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Then it fhould do offence to Michael Caffis. 
Yet I perfwade my felfe,to {pecke'the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This itis Generalls 
Montano ana my felfe being in fpeechs 
There comes a Fellow crying out for helpe, 
And Caffis following him with decermin’d Sword 
To execute vponhim. Sir,this Gentleman,~ * 
Steppes inte Caffc,and entreatshis paufet 
My felfe,the crying Fellow did purfue, 
Leatt by hisclamour (as it fo fell out) 
The Towne might fall in fright, He,({wift of foote) 


For that | heard the clinke,and'fall of Swords, 

And Caffio high in oath : Which till to night 

I nere might fay before, When I came backe ~ 

(For this was briefe)! found them clofe together 

At blow, and thruft,euen as againé they were 

When you your felfe didpart them. 

More of this marter cannot I report, — 

But Men are Meit : The beft fometimes forget, 

Though Caffe didfome little wrong co him, 

As men in rage trike thofe that with them beft, 

Yet furely Caffic I beleetie receit’d , 

From him that fled fome frange Indignitie, 

Which patience could not pafle, @, 
ee 





panini 


thee More ofVenice. 


Othe. Iknow Jago 
Thy honeftic,and loue'doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Ca/fo : Caffio,I loue thee, 
But neuer more be Offices of mine. 


Enter Defdemona attended. 


Lookeif my gentle Loue benotrais’d vp: 
lle make thee an example. 
Def: What isthe matter (Deere?) 
Othe, All’s well, Sweeting : 
Comeaway to bed. Sir foryourhurts, 
My felfe will be your Surgeon. Lead himoft: 
lago,looke with care about the Towne, 
‘And filence thofewhom this vil’d brawle diftracted. 
Co me Defderwona,’tis the Soldiers life, 
Toshaue their Balmy flumbers wak’d with Mrife. Exit. 
ago. What are you hurt Lieutenant? 

Caf. I ,paft all Surgery . 

Jago. Marry Heaven forbid. 

Caf, Reputation,Reputation,Reputatien: Oh I have 
loft my Reputation. I have loft the immortall part of 
myfelfs, and what remaines is beftiall, My Reputation, 
lago,my Reputation. 

Iago. Aslam anhoneft man Thad thought you had 
receiued fome bodily wound; there is more {ence in that 
then in Reputation. Reputationisan idle,and moft falfe 
impoficton;oft got without merit, aud foft without de- 
feruing. You haueloftno Reputation at all,voleffe you 
repute your {elfe {uch a loofer. What man,there are 
more wayes to recouer the Generall againe. Youare 
bue now caft inhis moode,(a punifhment more in poli- 
cie,chenin malice )euen foas one would beate his of- 
fenceleffe dogge,ro affright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to 
him againe,and he’s yours, 

Caf. Iwill rather fue to be defpis’d, then to deceiue 
fo good a Commander, with fo flight, fo drunken,and fo 
indifcreet an Officer. Drunke ? And fpeake Parrat? And 
fquabble ?Swagger ? Sweare ? And difcourfe Fuftian 
with ‘ones owne fhadow ? Oh thou invifible {pirit of 
Wine, ifthou haftno nameto be knowne by, let vs call 
thee Diuell. 

Tago. What was he that you follow’d with your 
Sword ? What had he doneto you? 

Caf. Lknow'not. 

Tago, Is*tpoffible ? 

Caf: Iremember amaffe of things, but nothing di- 
| | ftingtly: a Quarrell, but nothing wherefore. Oh,that 
men fhould putan Enemie in their mouthes,to fteale a- 
Way their Braines ?that we fhould wich ioy, pleafance, 
reucll and applaufe, transforme our felues intoBeafts. 

Jago, Why? But you arenow well enough : how 
came you thus recouered? 

Caf. Ithath pleas’d the diuell drunkenneffe, to giue 
place to the diuell wrath,one vnperfeétneffe, fhewes me 
another to make me frankly defpife my felfe. 

lago. Come, you are too feuerea Moraller. As the 
Time,the Place,& the Condition of this Country ftands 
I could hartily with this had not befalne :but fince it is,as 
itis, mend it for your owne good, 

Caf. Iwillaske him for my Place againe,he fhall tell 
me, I amadrunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hydra, 
fach an anfwer would ftop them all, To be nowafen- 
fible man, by and by a Foole,and prefently 2 Beaft. Oh 
range! Every inordinate cup is vnblefs'd,and the Ingre- 
dient isa diuell. 





Tago. Come, come: good wine, is a good fami}lar | 
Creature, if it be well ys‘d :exclaime no more againft it: | 
And good Lieutenant, I thinke, you thinke 1 low 

ou. : 
: Caffio. Thaue well approved it, Sir. drunke ? 

Iago. You,orany man huing, may be drbnke ata | 
time man. I tell you what you fhall do: Our General’s : 
Wife,is now the Generall. Jmay fay fo, inthis refpedt; | 
fortharhehath devoted, and giuen vp himfelfe to the | 
Contemplation, marke: and deuotement of her parts 
and Graces. Confeffe your felfe freely toher: Impor- | 
tune her helpe to put you inyour place againe, She is 
of fo free, fo kinde, fo apt, fo bleffed a difpofition, 
fhe holds it a vice in her goodnefle, not to do-more 
then the is requefted. This broken ioynt-betweenc 
you, and her husband, entreat her to fplinrer. “And my 
Fortunes againft any lay worth naming, thiscracke of 
your Loue, fhall grow ftonger, then it was before. 

(fio. Youaduifeme well. — , 

fago. I proteft inthe inceritie of Loue; and honeft 
kindneffe. ; 

Cafio, 1 thinke it freely: and betimes in the mor- 
ning,I will befeech the vertuous De/demona to vndertake 
forme : Iam defperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 

Jago, You areinthe right: good night Lieutenant,! | 
muft tothe Watch. : 

Caffio, Good night,honeft Jago. 


{ 


Exit Caffio. 
Jago. And what’s he then; 

That faies I play the Villaine? 

When this aduife is free I give,and honeft, 

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe 

To win the Moore againe, 

For ‘tis moft eafie 

Th'inclyning Defdemona to tabdue be 

In any honeft Suite, She’s fram’d as fruitefull 

Asthe freeElements. Andthenforher 

To win the Moore, were to renownce his Baptifme, 

All Seales,and Simbols of redeemed fins 

His Soule is fo enferrer’d coher Loue, 

That fhe may make,vnmake,do what the lift, 

Euen as her Appetite thall play the God, } Ba: 

Withhis weake Funétion, How am I then a Villaine; 

To Counfel) Ca/fio to this paralell courfe, 

Directly to his good? Diuinitie of hell, 

When diuels will the bleckeft finnes put on, 

They do fuggeft at firtt with heauenly fhewes, 

AsI donow. For whiles this honeft Foole 

Plies De/demona, to repaire his Fortune, 

And the for him,pleades ftrongly to the Moore; 

Ile powre this peftilence into his eare : 

That fhe repeales him,for her bodies Luft? _ 

And by how much fhe firiues to do him good, 

She fhall vndo her Credite with the Moore. 

So will I turne her vertue into pitch, 

And out of her owne goodnefle make the Net, 

That fhall en-mafh them all. 

How now Rodorigo? 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Rodorige. 1 do follow heere in the Chace, nox j 
like a Hound that hunts, but ene that filles vp che 
Crie, My Money is almoft fpenr; I haue bin to nigh: ; 
exceedingly well Cudgell’d: And I thinke the iffus. 
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And fo, withno money atall, and alittle more Wit,-re- 
turne againe to Venice.’ nai beog be 
_Jago. How poore are they that haue not Patience? 

What wound did ever bealebut by degrees? 

Thou know’ ft we worke by Wit,andnet by Witcherafe 
And Wicdepends on dilatory times 0% 

Dos’t not go well > Cafés hath beatenthee, * 

And thou by thac {mali bute hath cafheer’dd Caf: 
Though other things grow faire againit the Sun, 

Yer Fruices that bloffome firft; will firft be ripe : 
Content thy felfe,a-while. Introth’tis Morning ; 
Pleafure, and Adtion, make che houres feeme fhorr 
Retirethee, go where thow are Billited : ; 
Away;Tfay, thoufhaltknow more heereafter : 

Nay get thee gone) 1 75: Exit Rodori¢o. 
Two things are to bedone : Hi . 
My Wife mutt moue for Caffio to het Miftris : 

Ile fet her on my felfe, a while, to drawthe Moor apart, 
And bring him iumpe, when hesnay Caffio finde 
Soliciting his wife: I,that’s the way: 

Dulltot Deuice, by coldneffe and delay. 


Exit. 





‘i 


eActus Tertius. ScenaSPrima. 





Enter C affie, Miajitians and Clowne. 


m 
Caffio. Mafters,play heere,I wil content your paines, 
Something that’s briefe: and bid,goodmeorrow General. 
Clo. Why Mafters,have your Inftruments bin 
| ples, that they fpeake i’ch’Nofe thus ? 
Maf. How Sir? how? 
Clo. Arethefel pray you, winde Inftruments? ""' 
Muf. 1 marry are they fir. 
Clo.’ Ohthereby hang? a tale. 
Muf. Whereby hatigsa tale, fir? a, 
Clow. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrumence that J 


| know. But Mafters,tiéete’s money for you’ and the Ge- 
nerall fo likes your Mufick, that he dehres you for loues 


fake to make tio more voile with it. 
Maf. WeilSir,we will not, 
Cla If youbave aby Muficke that may not be heard, 


toot againe. But (as they fay)to heare Muficke,the Ge- 


nerall do’snot greatly care. 

Muf. Wehanenariefach, fir. . 

Clow, Then put vp your Pipes in your bagge, for Ile 
away. God,vanifhintoayre,away. Exit Mn. 

Caffir Doft thowlyeare'me, mine honeftPFriend? 

Clo. No, T‘heare'riot your honelt Friend : 
Theare yatoog Be obs ps RIGS . 

Cafio. Prptheekeepe vp thy Quillets,ther’sa poore 
peece of Gold for chée: ff the Gentiewoman thac attends 
the Generall be ftirring,® ‘tell her, there’s one Caffio en- 
treats her a little fauour of Speéch, Wilt thou do this? 

Clo. Sheis Rirring fir: if fhe will Airre hither, I fhall 
feeme to notific vnte her. Exit Clo. 


G) 


Enter Iago. 
Yu happy time, Jago. 
Jago. You hauc not bin a-bed then? 
Caffir.Why no : the day had broke before we patted. 
I haue made bold { /azo) to fend in to your wife's 
My fuice to het is, that the will to vertuous.Defdemona 
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willbee, I fhall have fo muchexperience for my paines 5 | 


\ 


Procure me fome acceffe, S 





| A Florencine more kinde,and honeft. j 


| If youthinke fit, or that it may be done, 


™ at ly - a 
ar eee 


Tago. le fend herto:you prefently.s | 
And He deuife ameaneto draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that yourconuerfe and:bifineffe 
May be more free. 

Caffio. I humbly thanke you for’t.: neuer knew 








Exit 


Enter Altmilia. tatoo! 

c£mil, Goodmorrow(good Lieutenant) I am fotrie 
For your difpleafure :but all will fure be well, 
The Generall and his wife are talking of it, sr) 
And fhe fpeakes for you ftoutly. The Moore replies, ’ 
Thathe you hurt is of great Famein Cyprus, ©)! 
And great Affinitie : and that in wholfome Wifedome 
He might nor but refufe you.But he protefts he loves you 
And needs no other Suitor, but his likings Q 
To:bring you in againe, 

Caffio. Yet Ubefeech you, : 


Giue me aduantage of fome breefe Difcourfe 
With Defdemon alone. 

eEmil, Pray youcome in: 
I will beftow you where-you fhall rave time; 
To fpeake your bofome freely. 

Caffia. Yam much bound to you, 


rn a RY TED SN 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Othello, lage and Gentlemen. 
Othe, ‘Thefe Letters giue (Jags)'to the Pylot, ° 
And by him do my dutiesto the Senate: ©" 
That done, i will bewalking on the Workes, 
Repaire there to mee. 
Iago. Well,my good Lord, Ile doo’t. 
Oth. This Fortification (Gentlemen) thall we fee? 
Cent, Well waite vpon your Lordfhip. Exewut 


a 


a ee a erate eens Ll 





Scena Tertia. 


——nenereeenttll 
a A a A : 


Enter Defdemona,Caffio.and Amilia. 
Def. Be thou aflur'd (good Caffio) I will do | 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 
e£mil: Good Madam do: 
I warrant it greeues my Husband, 
Asif the caufe were his. 
Def: Oh thar’s an honeft Fellow,Do not doubt Cafio 
But] will haue my Lord, and you againe aes 
As friendlyas you were?" °° 
Caffio. Bounteous Madam, 
What evet thall become of ( Vichael Caffio, 
He’s neuer any thing but your true Seruant. 
Def. Iknow’r: I thanke you: you do loue my Lords 
You have kriowne hit long,and'be you well affur’d 
He fhall ia ftrangeneffe Rand no farther off, 
Then in a politique diftance, ged 
Caffio. 1, but Lady; whi 
That policie may either laft folong, 
Or feede vpon fuch ni¢@ and waterifh diet, — 
Or bréede it felfe fo ou of Circumftances, 
That I being abfent, and my place fupply’d, 
My Generall will forget my Loue,and Sernices — 
Def: Do not doubs thar; before eLmilia here, 





the Mobre of Venice 





I giue thee warrant of thy place. Aflure thee, 
If | do vowafriendfhip, He performe.it 
Tothe laf Article. My. Lord thal never reQ; 


Ile watch him came, and talke higout of patience: 3 


His Bed fhall{eeme. aSchoole, his Boord aShrifs, 
{le intexmingleeuery thing: he do’s 25 

With Ceffia's fuite : Theveiorebe ESE, Caffias 
For thy Solicitor thall rather dye, 

Then giue thy caule 1BMPAY.: 


"Enter: Or belloan rhage 

Emil. Fag heere comes my, Lord 
Caffio. Ms 

Def W ee flay,and ieare me fiailaes 

Cajio, Madam,notaow ; lam very ilareafe, 

VanGitggr ming owne pus. pofes: 

Def. W cll, do your difcretion. jo 

Jago. Hah? t hike not that, 

Othel.. What doft thou fay? 

Jago,,,Nothing my Lord; of fe] eae not + Ee 

Orbel, Wasnot that Calin parted frommy wafer 

ago. Caffiomy Lord? No ates Dednnetthinkeit 

That! he would fteale away fo-ouilty: naa 
} Seeing your comming. 
1 Oth. I dobeleeue cwas be 
Def. How now my:Lerd ¢ 
[have bintatking wich:a Saitor heere; 
A man that lang uithes" in your.difpleafure. 
Orb, Whois’t you meane? 
| «Def. Why your'bieutenant (uffo.: Good my Lord, 
Jif Lhaue any grace, or power to,xmoueyou, 
His prefent reconciliation takes 
For if he be not one) thaceruly loues'you, 
| Thac erres in Ignorancezand notin Cunning, 
Thaue no iudyement in an honeft faces 
I prythee call him backe. ; 

Oth, Wenthehence now? 

Def. \footh;fohumbied; 

That he hath left part ofthis els withmee, 

| To fuffer with him. Good Loue,:cailhim backe. 

| Othel. Notnow (fweet Defdemon) forme ocher time. 
Def. Bux fhall’t be fhottly ? 

Oth. The foonés (Sweet) for you. 
Def. Shall’t be to night oak GREER 
Orh. No,notto nights 

Defy Fomorréy Dinner thefi ? 
Oth. 1 fhallnot dine at home: 
| Imeete the Captaines at the Citradell. 
Def. Why therito thortow night,on Tuefday morte, 
On Tuefday hoone, or nights/on AW enfday Morne, 
I prythee name the time, ‘bar let it not 
| Exceed chree dayese: Infaith hhee’ s penitent ; 
And yet his Trelpaflesin@ur common reafon 
| (Saue that they faythewarres. muff make nS 
} Out of her beft isnot almoft a fault ; 
T’encurrea pritzate checke. Whes fhallhe come iB 
Tellme Othello. I wonderin my Soule 
What you would aske me, that I fhouldedeny,,, 
Or fland fo manrring on? What? WMichuel Caffio, 
Thatcamea woing wi Fhiyou ? and fa many a ume 
(When Ihave {poke of you difpraifingly)’ 
Hath tane your part, to hauefo much to do 
To bring him in? Truftime, 1 could doomuelr. “ 
Oth. Prythee no more : Let himcome when he will: 
Twill deny thee nothing.* OW IRST 
Def Why, this i#heta Boones om ¢ 


seoBxis Gafel 


"Tis as I {hould entreate you weare your, Gloues, 


‘a : or —_ > 
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Or feede onnourifhing dithes, or keepe you warme,' 
Or fueto you, to.do.a peculiar profit... 
To your owne perfon... Nay, when] havea {uite,” 
Wherein td meane to. fonch your Loue, indceds, 
it thal! be full of poize, and diffiiculs, waight, 
And feare‘ull robe grauted, 

Oth. i will deny t theenothing.. 
Whereon, L.do beleechhee, grant.me this, 
To lease me buta little ro my felfe. 

Ack, Shall F deny.you? No: farewell my I 5 es 

‘Ob pad ell my, ‘Defdemona, lie:come to thee Arait; 

Def. e#milia come} be 2s.your,Fancies teach your a 
What ere you be, lam ebediagt frit. 

Osh, Excellent wretch: Perdition catch my Soil, 
Burl d do loue thee :,and:when | loue.thee DO, 

chaos is come againg, . 

Iago, My Noble Lord. 

Orbs What doft chon fF: fay; ago? 

Lago, Did Btichagl Ca affia | 
When he wop’d my. Lady, know,of fyourloue? 

Oth. He did, from fir to labs. yo. 
Why doftrhou aske? ; 

Tago. But fora fatisfaQion of, mY, Thought, 
No forthies harme, 

Oth. Why of thy thought, faze? 

fago. 1 did notthinke hehad bin acquainted with hin 

O16, Oyes,and went betweene ys very oft. 

Jage. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed? L indeed, Pileeinss thou oughkia tbat 
Ts he not honeft 2 

Tago, Honeft, my Lorde 

Oi, Hone? 1, Honett. 

Iago. My Lent for.ought I know. 

Or... What doftthou thinke ? 

Lago, Thioke, my Lord? Hod 

Oth. Thinke, my Lord? Alas, thou ecchosien me 5 p 
Asif there were fome Monfteringhythoughr. . 
Too hideous.to be fhewne. Thoudoftmean fowibings 
I heardithee fay, cuen now; thoulik ft por.that,... 
Whew Cafria left my wife. Whar didd'ft nor, like?, , 
And when told rhee, he was of my, Counfaile, ‘4 
Of toy wholetourfe ofw LNOIDE ; they cried go TAdeede? 

@ didd’ft contradt, and purte thy brow rogether, 
pe fchoathen hadd’tt thut vp in thy. Braine.- 
Sone horrible Coueeite..Ifthou se Sno me, 
Sh ew me thy thought. ; 
Taga. My Lordiyou know Llous you., 
OF. Ithinke thoudo’ft: 


tae 


i’ 


} 


| And for I know thou’rt full of Loue, and Honeltie, 


And weigh’f thy.words before. thou gau’ft them breath, 
There fared! iefe flops of chine, fright me the more: 
For fuchthingsina ‘falfe difloyall Knaue ; 
Avewches oF Cuftome: bur inamariteiats 
They’re clofe dilations, working from the heart, ATEE 
That Paffion canpor hes ae 
Tigo. bor Michael Cafsio, 
I dare befwaorne, [thinke shat heis honef. 
Orb. 1 ttgnkete tog. 
Tago. Men fhould be what they Vesine: 


i" 


Or thofechat be not, would.they might feemenone., | 


oth., Certaine, men fhauld be what they feeme.. 
Jago. Why then Lthinke Ca/sio's an honeft man, | 
Orh. Nay,yetthere’s,more in this ?., snes ie 
T prythee fpeake to me,as to thy thinkings, oes 
Asthou doftruminate,and gine thy. vorft daa 


ty 
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The worft of words. © 1 

Iago. Good my Lord pardon me, 

Though I am bound tocucry Ate of cutie, 

I amnot bound ro that : All Siaues are free: sig 
Viter my Thoughts? "Why fay, they are vild and falce? 
Aswhere’s that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who ha’s that breat fo pure, 
Wherein encleanly Apprehenfions ’ 
Keepe Lectes, and Law-dayes, and in Seffions fit 

With meditations lawfull ? 

“Oth. Thou do’t confpire againft thy Friend (Zago) 
Ifthou but think'ft him wroneg’d; and mak’ft his eare 
A ftranger to thy Thoughts. 

Jago. 1 dobefeech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my gueffe 
(As I conteffe ivis my Natures plague 
To fpy into Abufes, and of my icaloufic 
Shapes faults thas are nor) that your wifedome 
From one, that fo imperfectly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble 
Out of his fcactering, and vnfure obferuance : 
' Ic werenot for your quiet ,nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood, Honefty, and Wifedome, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
Orb, What doft thou nmeane ? fide a: 
Jago. Good name in Man, & woman(deere my Lord) 
Ts the immediate [ewel! of their Soules ; 
Who fteales my purfe, fteales crath : 
‘Tis fomething, nothing ; 
‘Twas mine, ’tis his, and has bin flaue to thoufands: 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of that,which nor enriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed. 
Oth. Ue know thy Thoughts. 
Iago. You cannot, 1fmy heart were in your hand, 
Nor thall not, whil’f’tis in my cuftodie. 
Orb, Ha? 
' Jago, Ob, bewate my Lord, of jealoufic, 
Itis the greene-ey’d Monfter, which doth mocke 
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckold liues in bliffe, 
Who certaine of his Fate, loves not his wronger: 
But oh, what damned minutes tels he ore, 
Who dotes, yet doubts : Sufpects,yet fouhdly !oues? 
Oh, Omileric. : 
Jago. Poore, and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But Riches fincleffe, is as poore'as Winter, 
To him that euer feares he fhall be poore : 
Good Heauen; the Soules of all my Tribe defend - 
From Iealoufie, 
Orh. Why? why is this? 
Think’ thou, I'ld make a Life of Tealoufie ; 
To follow ftill the changes of the Moone 
With freth fulpitions ? No ; tobe once in doubt, 
Is to be refolu’d : Exchange me fora Goat, 
When I thall curne the bufinefle of my Soule 
To fuch exufflicate, and blow’d Surmifes, 
Matching thy inference, “Tis not to make me Jealious, 
To fay my wife is faire, feeds well, loues company, 
| Is free of Speech, Sings, Playes,and Dances: 
Where Vertue is, thefe are more vertuous. 
Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw 
The fmallc(t feare, or doubt ofher reuole, 
For fhe had eyes, and chofe me. No Iago, 
Ile {ee before I doubr ; when Idoubr, proue; 
And on the proofe, there 1s no more buc this, 
Away at once with Loue,or Iealoufic. 
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fa. 1am glad of this ; For now I fhall have 
To fhew the Loue and Duty that I beare you eve 
With franker {pirit. Therefore (as I am bound) 
Receiue it fremme. I fpeake not yet of proofe : 
Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafsio 
Weare your eyes, thus : not lealious, nor Secure: 
I would not haue your free, and Noble Nature, 
Out of felfe-Bounty, be abus’d : Looke too’: ‘ 

J know our Country difpofition well’: 

In Venice they do let Heauen fee the prankes 

They dare not fhew their Husbands, 

Their beft Confeience, 
Is not to leaue’t yndone, but kept ynknowne. 

Orb. Doit thou fay fo? 

Iago, She did deceiue her Father, marrying you, 
And when fhe feem'd to fhake,and feare your lookes, 
She lou’d them moft. 

Oth. And fo the did. 

Iago. Why go teo then: 

Shee that fo young could giue out fucha Seeming 
To feele her Fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas Witchcraft, 

But J am much too blame: 

I humbly do befeech you of your pardon 

For too much louing yous 

Orb. 1am bound co thee foreuer. 

Jago. Vfeethishath a little dafh’d your Spiriss ; 

Oth, Noraiot,notaiot. © 

_ Lago. Truft rac,] feare it has : 

Thope you will confider what is fpoke 
Comes fiom your Loue. 

But I do fee y’are moou’d : 

I amto pray you, not to ftraine my {peech 
To groffer iffues , nor to larger reach, 
Then to Sufpition, 

Orth, I willnot, 

Jago, Should you do fo(my Lord) 

My ipeech fhould fall into iuch vilde fucceffe, | 
Which my Thoughts aym’d not. 
Caffio’s my worthy Friend: 
My Lord,] fee y’are mou'd, 
Oth. No,not much mou’d : 
I do not thinke but Defdemena’s honeft. 
Tago. Long liue fhe fo; 
And jong live you to thinke fo. 
Oth. And yer bow Nature ersing from it felfe. 
Jago. J, there's the point: 
As (to be bold with you) 
Not to affe& many propofed Matches 
Of her owne Clime, Coniplexion, and Degree, 


| Wherero we fee inall things, Nature tends; 


Fob, one may frel in {uch,a will moft ranke, 
Foule difpioportions, Thoughts vnnaturall, 
But (parden me) I donot in pofition 
Diftingily (peak e ofher,chough I may feare 
Her will, recoyling to her better iudgement, 
May falto match you with her Country formes, 
And happily repent. ; 
Oth. Farewell,farewell: 
If more thou doft perceiue, let me know more: 
Seronthy wife toobferue. 
Leave me Jago. ° 
Iago. My Lord,! cake my leaue. 
Othel. Why did I marry? 
This honeft Creature (doubrieffe) 
Sees,and knowes more, much more then he esi - 


0 








the Moore of Venice. 





Iago. My Lord, I would might intreat your Honot 
To {can chis thing no farther : Leaueitto time, 
Although ‘tis fit that Cafio haue his Place; 

For fure he filles it vp with great Ability ; 

Yee if you pleafe, to him off a-while : 

You fhall by chat perceiue him,and his meanes : 
Note if your Lady ftraine his Encertainment 
With any ftrovg, or vehement importunitie, 
Much wiil be feene in that : In the meane time, 
Let me be thought too bufie in my feares, 

(As worthy caule I haue to feare I am) 

And hold her tree, I do befeech your Honor. 

Oth, Feare not my gouernment. 

Jago. L once more take my leaue. 

sb. This Fellow's of exceeding honefty, 

And knowesall Quantities with a learn'’d Spirie 
Of humane dealings. Iffdo proue her Haggard, 
Though thacher iefles were my deere heart-ltringsy 
I'ld whiftle ber off, and ler her downe the winde 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am blacke, 
And haue not thofe foft parts of Conuerfation 
‘That Chamberers haue :Or for J amdeclin’d 
Into the vale of yeares (yet that’s not much) 
Shee’sgone. Tam abus’d, and my releefe 
Mutt be to loarh her. Oh Curfe of Marriage! 
That we can call thefe delicate Creatures ours, 
| Andnot their Appecites? I had rather be a Toad, 
And hue vpon the vapour of aDungeon, 
Then keepe a corner in the thing Iloue 
Forothersvfes. Yer’tis the plague to Great-onts, 
Prerogatiud are they leffe then the Bafe; 
Tis deftiny vathunnable, like death : 
Euen then, this forked plague is‘ Fated to vs, 
| When we do quicken. Looke where fhe comes : 


Enter Defdemona and miliae 


Ifthe be falfe, Heauen mock'dit felfe: 
Ile not beleeue’c. 
Def. How now, my deere Othello? 
Your dinner, and the generous Iflanders 
| By you inuiced, do attend your prefence. 
Ozh. 1am too blame. 
Def. Why do you fpeake fo faintly ? 
Are you not well? 
Orb, | haue a paine vpon my Forehead, heere. 


Def. Why that’s with watching, ‘twill away againe. 


Let me but binde it hard, within this houre 
Te will be well. 
Orb. Your Napkin is too little: 
Letit alone: Come, lle goin with you. 
Def: 1am very forry that you are not well. 
Emil. 1am glad I haue found this Napkin: 
This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, 
| My wayward Husband hatha hundred times 
Woo'd meto fteale it. But the foloues the Token, 
(For he coniur’d her, the fhould ewer keepeit) 
That fhe referues it euermore about her, 
Tokiffe,and talketoo, Ile have the worketane out, 
And giu’t Jage : what he will do with it 
Heauen knowes, not I: 
Inothing, bucto'pleafe his Fantafie. 


Exit. 


Enter Iago. a 
Lage. How now? What do youheere alone? 
— vEmil. Donor you chides Thaue a thing for you. 


. | Looke, heere ’tis. 





Tage. You haue athing for me? 
It is a common thing. 
eEmil. Hah? 
Tago. Tohaueafoolifh wife. _ ; 
e£mil. Oh, is that ali? What @ill you giue me now 
For that fame Handkerchiefe, 
Tago, ‘What Handkerchiefe? 
eLmil. What Handkerchiefe? 
Why that the Moore firft gaue to Defdemona, 
That which fo often you did bid me fteale, * 
Jago, Batt flolne it from her ? 
e£mil, No; but fhe let it drop by negligence, 
And to th’aduantage, I being heere, took’t vp: 
Iago. A good wench, giue it me. 1 
e£mil, What will youdo with’r, that you have bene. 
fo earneftto have me filchit? ; ae 
Tago. Whyswhat is tharto you? 
c£Emil. \fit be noc for fome purpofe of import, |’ 
Giu’t me againe. Poore Lady, fhee’l ron mad é 
When fhe hall lacke is. 
lago. Benotacknowneon’t: ; 
I haue vfe forit. Go,leaue me, xit Emil. 
I will in Cafis's Lodging loofe this Napkin, || 
And let him finde it. Triflestight as ayre, 
Are tothe iealious, confirmations ftrong, |" ¢ 
As proofes of holy Writ. ‘This may de fomething: 
The Moore already changes with my poyion': 
Dangerous conceices, are in their Natures poyfons, 
Which at the firft are fcarfe found to diftaited v2 \' 
But witha little aéte vpon the blood, wot 
Burne like the Mines of Sulphure, I did fay fo: 
Enter Othello. : tein 
Looke where he comes: Not Poppy, nor Mandragora, | 
Nor all the drowfie Syrrups of the world?! °c -o27 4) | 
Shall euer medicine thee to thac fweete fleepe:!'' 
Which thou owd’ft yefterday, Nao W 
Orh, Ha,ha, falfe ro mee? bf 
Iago. Why how now General]? No moreof thar. \” | 
Oth. Auant,be gone: Thou haft fer'meontheRacke: 
I {weare tis better to be much abus’d, q : 
Then but to know’ a bittle. wi | 
Jago. Hownow,my Lord?’ dignidoT § 
Orth. What fenfe had J, in her ftolne houres of Luft? 
I faw’t not, thoughtitnoe sit harm’dnotmes: Lf 
I flept the next night well,fed' well, was free) and merrie,. 
I found not Caffie’s kiffes on her Lippesz 20. FY 
He that isrobb’d not wanting whacis ftolne,:>° » 


' Lec him not know’t,and he’s notrobb’darall, =: 


Jago. Tam forry to heare this ?: «2208 

Oth. Thad beene happy, if the generall Campe, * 
Pyoners and all, had cafted her fweet Body, ©»! 
So [ bad nothing knowne.:Ohnow,foreuer: > 
Parewell che Tranquil! minde’; farewell Content ; “ 
Farewell the plumed Troopes,and the bigge Warres, 
Thae makes Ambition, Vertue! Oh farewelk: | 
Farewell the neighing Steed, and the fhrill Trumpe, 
The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th'Eate-piercing Fife, 
The Royall Banner, and all Qualitie, 
Pride, Pompe and Circumftance of glorious Warre: 
And O you mortall Engines, whofe rudethroetes 
Thimmortall Joues dread Clamours, counterfer, 
Farewell : Ochello's Occupation’s gone, ie 

Tago. \s’t pofiible, my Lord? 

Oth. Villaine, be fure chou proue my Lowe a Whore; 
Be {ure of it: Giue me the Occular proofe;>. nS. 

Or 
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Or by the worth of mineeterhall Soule, {10° 
Thou had’ft bin beater haue bin borne a Pe 
Then anfwer my wak’d wrath, 
Jago. 1s’t come to this ?: 
| wOrd. Make me tofee’t:or-(at sheleaty be prowte ity 
That the probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope, 
To hang a doubt on : Or woe ¥pon thy life. 
Iago, My Noble Lord. 
| Oth. Ifthoudoft flanderher, and torture me, 
| Neuer pray more: Abandon allremorfe. « 
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate: 
| Do deeds to riiake Heauen.weepe, all Earth amaz'd; 
For nothing canft thou to damnation adde, 
Greater thenthac, 
Iago. O Grace! O Heauen: forgive: me! 
Are youa Mao? Haue youa Soule? or Senfe? 
{God buy you: take ovine Office, Oh wretched Foole, 
{ That lou’it to make thine Honefty,a Vice! 
| Oh monftrous,world?! Take note, takenote (O World) » 
Tobe dire and honeft, isnot fafe. - 
]I thanke you for this profit, and from hetice: 
Ile loue no Friend, fith Lobebreeds fuch offence. 
Oth, Nay ftay : thou fhould?it be honeft. 
| Jago. I fhould be wife ;for Honeftie’s a — 
| And Toofes thatit workes ford iT u2¢ ob 
| Obb. Bythe World, o25 + 
Ithinke my, Wife be honeftyand chinke Aisiswoe: 
{ Ichinke thatthou artiuft,and chinke thow art not : 
Tle hauc fome proofe. My name that was.as frefh 
| As Dians Vilage, is now begrim’d and blacke 
] As mine owne face. Ifthere be Cords,or Kniues, 
{Poyfon,or Fire} or fuffocating. fccames, 
| We not indure it. Would Lwere fatis fied. 
: « dfee you are eaten vp with Paffion : 
| Idorepent me, that I putitto you. 
| You wouldbe. farisbed Posda 
1 Oth, Would? Nay, and. Twill, 
4 ago. And may : but how? How fatisfied, my Lord? 
| Would youthe faper-vition predely gipee on? 
|-Beholdhertopd? 
1 Och, -Death,and. démriation: Oh: i359 ¢ 
| Iago. Tt were a tedious difficulty,! thinke, 
| To bring them to that Profpeét: Damne theo then, 
4 Ifeuck mortall cves do fee'them boulfter > 


j 





| 


| More thentheinowne. . NVhat then?How then? » 
Wat: fisall sb fay? Where’s Satisfaction? 

Ivis impoffible you fhould {ee this, 

‘| Were they. as prime as G oatesjas hot as Monkeyes, 
| As falt as Wolues.id pride, and Fooles as groffe 

‘| As Ignorance, made drunke. But yet 51 fay, | 

4 If imputation and ftron'g circumftances, 

4 Which leade dire@ly tothe doore.of Truth, 

4 Will giue you fatisfaction, yowmight haue’t. 

Oth; Gine the aliuing-reafon fhe’s difloyall, 

| .Lago."I donoclike she Office. : 

| But Sth T anvestred in thiscaule fo bab 

| (Prick'deoo'tiby foolifh: Honefty,and pons) 

I will goons Llay. with Gaffielately,. 

4 And being troubled withd raging tooth, : 

| I could:hot fleepe! There area kinde of men, 

1 So loofe:ofSoulesthat in their fleepes will mutter 

| Their Affayrest oneof this kinde is Cajfio : 

| In fleepe I heard. bim fay, fweet Defdermona,’ 

| Let vs be wary, lee vs hide our Loues, “><; ' 
| Andthén (Sir ivould he gripe, and wring my hand: 
Cry , oh {weet Creature: then kiffe me hard, 


: 


# 
' 


|. And will vpon the inftant put thee too’t. ecw eal 


| That Caffs's not aliue. 


| To furnifh me with fome fwift meanes of death 






























































“ ifhe pluckt-vp kiffes by'the'rootes, 
That grew vpon my lippes; laidhis Lee orem j 
And doh anal! tic ae cry cite bat Y Thigh, 
That gaue theeto the Moore, 

Oth. O monfirous !monftrons! 

Jago. Nay; this was buthis Dreame, 

Orb. Bur this denoted afore-goneconclufion, 
Tis a fhrew’d doubr, though it bebuta Dreame, 

Iago, Andthis may helpetothickem other Proofs, ' 
That do demonftrate thinly. | 

Orb. Me teare her all to peeces, 

Tago. Nay yet be wife; yet we fee nothing done, 
She may be honeft yet: Tell me but this, 
Hawe you not fometimes feene a Handkerchiefe 
Spotted with Strawberries; in your wiues hand? 

Oth. 1 gaueher fucha one: twas my firlt gift, 

Zago. know not that: but fuch a Handkerchiefe 
(I am fure it was your wiues) did I to day 
See Caffio wipe his Beard with. 

Orh. Ifitbethat, 

Jago. Ifit be that, or any, it was hers. 
It fpeakes againit her with the other proofes. 

Orhel. O.that the Slaue had forty thoufaridliues:: 
One is too poote, too weake for my reuenge. 
Now do Ifee’tistrue, Looke heere lage, 
All my fond Joue thus do] blow to Heauen. ’Tis gone, 
Arife blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell, 
Yeeld vp (O Loue) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne 
Totyrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught, 
Fortis of Afpickes tongues, : 

Tago, Yetbe contenc. 

Orb, Oh blood, blocd, blood. 

Iago. Patience I fay :yeur minde may change. 

Oth. Neuer Jago. Liketothe Ponticke Sea, 
Whofe Icie Current, and compulfiue courfey 
Neu’r keepes setyring ebbe, but keepes due on 
To the Proponticke, and the Hellefpont : 
Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violentpace | 
Shall neu’r looke backe, neu’r ebbe to humble Loue, »' 
Till that a capeable, and wide Reuenge)» » 
Swallow them yp. Now by yond Marble Heauens,’ 
In the duc reverence of a Sacred Vows : te 
I heere engage my words. 

lago. Donotrife yet: hyd 
Witneffe you ever-burning Lights abone, 
You Elements, that clip vs round about, 
Witneffe chat heere /ago doth gite vp 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong’d Orhello’s Seruice, Let him coramand, 
Andtoobey fhall be in me remorfe, 
What bloody bufineffe ever. 

Orb. I greet thyloue, , 
Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteott ; 


Within thefethree dayes let me heare thee fay, 


Jago. My Friend is dead: 
’Tis done at your Requet. 
But let herliue. 

Oth. Damne her faeces Minx: 
O damne her, damne her. aa ne 
Come go with me a-part, Lwill withdraw >: sud pridvot 


For the faire Diuell. oak * 
Now artthou my Lieutenant. 
Jago. Lamyour owne for ever. 












Scena Quarta. 








RE ere ee 
ner 


Enter Defdemona, eZ milia,and Clown, 

Def. Do you know Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caffio 
lyes ? 

Clow. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Def, Why man? 

Clo. He’s a Soldier, and for meto fay a Souldier lyes, 
tis tabbing. 
| Def. Gotoo: where lodges he? 
| Clo, Totell you where he lodges, is to tel you where 
Tlye. 
Def Can any thing be made of this 2 

Cle. 1 know not where he lodges, and for mee to de- 
vifealodging,.and fay he lies heere, or he lies there, were 
tolye in mine owne throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by re- 

ort? . 

Cle. will Catechize the world for him, that is,make 
Queftions,and by them an{wer, 

Def. Seeke him, bidde him come hither: tell him, I 
haue moou’d my Lord onhis behalfe, and hope all will 
ibe well. 

Clo, To dothis,is within the compafie of mans Wit, 
and therefore J will attempt the doing ir, Exit (lo. 

Def. Where fhould I loofe the Handkerchiefe, e£- 
milia ? 

ceEmil, TknownotMadam. ; 

Def. Beleeue me, I had rather haue loft my purfe: 

Full of Cruzadoes, And byt my Noble Moore 

Istrue of minde, and made of no {uch bafenefle, 

As iealious Creatures are, it were enough 

To put him to ill-thinking, 

eEmil. Ishe not iealious? 

Def. Who,he? I thinke the Sun where he w 
Drew all fuch humors from hina, 

eZ mil,. Looke where he comes. 

Enter Othello. 

Def. {will not leaue him now, till Caffio be 
Call?’'d to him. Howis’t with you, my Lord? 
Oth, Wellmy.good Lady.Oh hardnesto diffemble! 
How do you, De/demsona ? 
~ Def. Well,my good Lord. 

Oth, Giue me your hand. 

Thishand is moift my Lady. . 

Def. Ichath felt no-age, nor knowne no forrow. 

Oth. Thisargues fruicfulneffe, and liberall heart: 
Hot, hot,and moyft. This hand of yours requires 
Afequefter from Liberty : Fafting, and Prayer, 

Mach Caftigation, Exercifedeuout, 

For heere’s a yong, and fwearing Diuell heere ” 

That commonly rebels: "Tis a good hand, © 

A franke one. 2 wes 
Def. You may (indeed) fay fos 


For ‘twasthat hand that gaué away 
Orb. Aliberall hand. The hearts 0 
But our new Heraldry is hands, noc héatcs, © 
Def. I cannot fpeake of this :°* ” . 
Come, now your promife ' Peak 
Oth, What promife, Chucke? : — 
Def, Thaue fent to bid Cafiocome fpeake with you. | 
Oth. baue a falt and forry Rhewme offends ime: .. | 
Lend me thy Handkerchiefe. gh 


‘ ” : + ser ecengne peer erernarmnonrenar eee " 


as borne; 





myheatte. 
of old, gaue hands 


+ ; 
°® 1] 
Sa 


e «4 = 
ail 


thee Morre of Venice. 


’ Sure, there’s fome wonderint 
| Lam moft voh 


| Andioe the happineffe: go,and importune her. 


mere Meggee ms eS § 








Def. Heere my Lord, 
Orb, That which! gaueyou. 
Def. Thaue it not about me. 
Oth. Not? 
Def: No indeed, my Lord. 
Oth, That’s a faule: That Handkerchiefe 
Did an Aggyptian to my Mother giue: 
She was a Charmer, and could almoft read 
The thoughts of people. She told her,while fhe Kept it, 
"T would make her Amiable,and fubdue my Father 
Intirely to herloue: Buciffhe loftir, 
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying, gaue it me, 
And bid me (when my Fate would haue me Wiu'd) 
To giueit her, I didio; and take heede on’t, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious eye : 
To loofe’t, or giue’t away, were fuch perdition, 
As nothing elfe could match. 
Def; Is't poffible? 
Oth, Tis true : There’s Magicke in the web ofit: 
A Sybillthat had numbred in the world 
The Sun to courfe, two hundred compaffes, 
In her Prophetticke furie fow'd the Worke : 
The Wormes were hallowed, that did breede the Silke, 
And ic was dyde in Mummey, which the Skilfull 
Confern’d of Maidens hearts. 
Def. Indeed? Is’t true? 
Oth, Molt veritable, thereforelooke toot well, __ 
Def. Then would to Heauen,that I had never feene’¢? 
Oth. Ha? wherefore? : 
Def: Why dayou fpeake fo ftartingly and rath > 
Oth.« 1s’t !oft? Is’t gon? Speak, is’t out o’th’way ? 
Def. Biefle'vs. 
Oth. Say you? 
Def: Itisnorlo 
Orb. Haw ?* 
Def. I fay it is not loft. 
Orb, Feétchr, lec me feet. Bat 
Def. Why fo I can : but Fwill not now's 


A: but what and ifit were? 


| Thisisa tricke ro put me from my fitite, “ 


Pray youlet Cafiobe recei"dapaine, ; 
Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchief, wal 


' My minde mifgiues. 


Def. Com 
ent man. . 

Orb. The Handkerchiefé °°” 

Def. Arman thar all his time™ snatt 1 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your lowes °° 


e, come: youl heuer meete # more fuffici- 


. Shar’d dangers with you. ~*~" 


Orbs The Handkerchiefe: -' 4e% 8 8 
Def. Infooth; youate'too blame,’ = </0!62) on 
Ob. Ave ee - Exit Othello, 
e£mil. Is not this'man iealious ? : 
Def. Lneu's faw this Before.° °°! 224° 208 278 Yo 
in this Handkerchikfe, >: ° 
appy inthe TolfewFity 0117 99qv 202 
Oo fhewes ¥s aman: 


émil. Tisnot a yeate or 


te 


| They are all but Stomackes, and We al} but Food; 
| They eate'vs hangerly, and when they are full | 
|} They belch vee ok Uo an mylt sbtts 


Enel age; and Cafion © 


Looke you, Caffio and my Husband. 


Jago. There is no orher way :"tis fhe muft deo'ts 


sempre com 
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The Tragedte of Othello 





your ; 
Caffio. Madam, my former {uite. Ido befeech you, 
That by your vertuous meanes, ] may againe 
Exift,and be a member of hisloue, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delayd. 
If my offence, be of fuch mortall kinde, 
That nor my Seruice paft, nor prefent Sorrowes, 
Nor putpos’d meric in futuricy, 
Can ranfome me into his loue againe, 
But to know fo, muft be my benefit : 
So fhall I cloath me ina forc’d content, 
And fhut my felfe vp in fome other cousfe 
To Forcunes Almes. 
Def: Alas (thrice-gentle Caffie) 
My Aduocation is not now in Tone; 
My Lord, is not my Lord snor fhould I know him, 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour alter’d. 
So helpe me cuery fpirit fanctified, 
As I haue{poken for you all my beft, 
And ftood within the blanke of his difpleafure 
For my free fpeech. You muft awhile be patient: 
What I can do, I will: and more I will 
Then for my felfe, I dare. Let chat fuffice you~ 
Iago. Ismy Lord angry ? 
‘emi. He went hence but now : 
And certainly in ftrange vnquietneffe. 
Tago. Canhe be angry? Ihaue feene the Cannon 
When ithath blowne bis Rankes into the Ayre, 
And like the Diuel! from his very Arme 
Puff’c his owne Brother : And is he angry? 
Something of moment then: I will go meet him, 
There’s matter in’tindeed, ifhebe angry... ._ Exit 
_ Def: Iprycthee do fo. Something fure of State, 
Either from Venice, or fome vohatch’d pradtife 
Made demonftrable heere in Cyprus, to him, . 
Hath pudled his cleare Spirit : and in fuch cafes, 
| Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things, 
Though great onesare their obiedt, “Tis cucn fo. 
For let our finger ake, and it endues 
Our other healthfull members,cuen to a fenfe 
| Of paine. Nay,we muft thioke men are not Gods, 
} Nor of them looke for fuchobferuancie 
Asfitsthe Bridall. Befhrew me much, eZmilia, - 
Iwas (vnhandfome Warrior,asIam) * 
— | Arraigning his vnkindneffe withmy foules 
| But now I finde,| had fuborn’dthe Witneffe, 
Andhe’s Indited falfely. 555...) as ae 


ne ak 


eZmil. Pray heauen Ree 





Nor no lealious Toy,concerning you... 
Defcdlasthe day, I never gaue him caufe, . 
e£mil. But lealious foules, will not be anfwer'd fo ; 
They are not ewer icalious. forthe caufe,. 
But iealiousjfortheyrcicalious. itisaMonfter, 
Begot vponitfelfe, borneonitfelfe, 


4 


cEmile Lady, Ameng,.,.. 


If I doe finde him fit, Ile moue your fuite, 
And {eeke to effect.ittomy vetermoft.. — 
Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladyfhip, 


Exit 


pOTRG ets ei YOR Baty artis ) Now so] 

: « & b fica 7 Q Enter Bianca, = 'O6} 45.9 
Bian, ‘Saueyou (Friend (afi... . eel ori; = ibnd 
a i@ : 


vei DA 





Def. How now (good Caffio) what's the newes with | Caffia. What make you Fam home? a 


State matters,as youthinke,andnoConception, . | 


| An houre, or more, not meaning any harme? 


Dofickleauen keene the Monftes from Opbelle's mind. | They chat meane vertuoufly,and yet doo, : 
: Nevis oaliocen 2 oadtln oe o.ae | TheDiuell their vercue cempe , and they cempt Heauen 
Def. Twill goleckehirm,, Cojo, walkeheere abouts | jdonethinnGeaVeotthigs | — 


| Bur if I giue my wife aHandkerchiefe. 





| May the giue thar? 





How is’t with you, my moftfaire Bianca ? 
Indeed (fweet Lowe) I was comming to your houfe, 
Bian, And was going to your Lodging, Caffo, 
What? keepea weeke away? Seuten dayes,end Nights? 
Eight {core eight houres ? And Louers abfent howres 
More tedious then the Diall, eight {core times ? 
Oh weary reck'ning. 
Caffio. Pardon me,Biaxca: 
Thaue this while with leaden thoughts been 
But I fhallin.a more continuate ti : spiel 
Strike off this feore of abfence, Sweet Bianca 
Take me this worke our. : 
Branca. Oh Caffio.whence came this 
This is fome Token froma newer Friend, 
To the felt-A6fence : now I feele a Caufe: 
Is’t come to this ? Well,well. 
Caffio. Go too, woman : 
Throw your vilde geffes in the Diuels teeth, 
From whence youhauethem. Youare iealious now, 
That this is from fome Miftris, fome remembrance; 
No,in good troth Bianca. 
Bian. Why,who'sisit? 
Caffe. I know not neither ; 
I found it inmy Chamber, 
Tlike the worke well ; Ere it be demanded 
(As like enough it will) I would haue is coppied s 
Take it, and doo’t,and leaue me for this time. 
Bian. Leaue you? Wherefore? 
Caffio. do attend heere on the General, 
And thinke it no addition, nor my with 
To haue him fee me woman’d. 
Bian. Why,Iptay you? 
Caffio, Notthat I loue you nor. 
Bian. But that you do not loue me, 
I pray you bring me on the way a lictle,' 
And fay, ifI fhall fee you foone at night? 
Caffio, *Tisbuca little way that] can bring you, 
For! attend heere : But Ile fee you foone. 
Bian. 'Tis very good: I muft be cireumftanc’d, 
Exeunt owes. 
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Actus Quartus. Scent Prima. 
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Enter Othello, and Iago. 
Lago, Will youthinkedo? 
Oth. Thinke fo, Jaga? : 
Jago. What,to kiffe in private ? 
Orh, An ynauthoriz’dkiffe? . : 
Jago. Orto benaked with her Friendin bed, 


Orb. Naked in bed (Jago) and not meancharme? "7 
It is hypocrifie againft the Diuell : Ae See 
Jago. Ifthey do nothing, ’tisa Veniall Hip : 
Orh, What then? asa 
Jago. Why then ‘tis hers(myLord)and being hers, 
She may-(1 thinke) beftow's on any man, ot 
Ozh. Sheis Protedtreffe of her honor too: : oe 
Tago. 


thee oore of Venice: 


er eer er ig oa nee eee 
| Jago. Het honoris an Effence that’s not feene, 
They haweit very ofc,that have it not. 
Bur for the Handkerchiefe. 

Orbe. By heauen,| would moft gladly haue forgot its \ 
Thou faidtt (oh,it comes ore my memoric, 
asdoth the Rauen o’re the infectious houfe : 

Boading to all ) he had my Handkerchief. 

Jago. 1: what of that? 

Orbe. That's nore good now. 

Jag. What if i had faid,] had feene him de you wrong? 
Or heard him fay(as Knaues be fuch abroad, © 
Who hauing by their owne importunate fuir, 
Orvoluntary dotage of fore Miftric, 

Conuinced or fupply’d chem, cannot chufe 
But they mutt blab,) 

Orb; Bath he faid any thing ? 

Jago, Hehath (my Lord)burbeyou welhaffur’d, 
No more then he’le vn-fweare. 

Oth, Whar hath he faid? 

lage. Why, that he did: 1 know not what he did. 

Othe What? What? 

Tago. Lye. 

Oth. With her? } 

Iago. With her 200 her : what you will, 

Othe. Lye with her? lye onher ? We fay lye onher, ° 
when they be-lye-her. Lye with her : that’s tullfome : 
Handkerchief : Confeffions: Handkerchiefe, To con- 
feffe, and be hang’d for his labour. Firft, tobe hang’d, 
and then to confefle: I tremble arit. Nature wouldnot | 
inue(t her felfe in {uch fhadowing paffion, without fome 
In@rugtion. Irisnot words thar fhakes me thus,(pith) 
Nofes,Eares,and Lippes : is’t poflible. Confeffe > Hand- 
kerchiefe ? O diuell. Falls ina Traunce. 

Iago, Worke on, 

My Medicine workes. Thus credulqus Fooles are caught, 

And many worthy and chaft Dames even thus,» 

(All guiltleffe)meete reproach ; what hoa?My Lord? | 

My Lord, fay : Orhello. 
Enter Caffio. 


} 
How now Cyffio? | 
Caf, What's the matter? \ 
Jago. My Lord is falneinto aw Epilepfiec, | 
This is his fecond Fit: he had one yefterday. 
Caf. Rub him about the Temples. 
Jago. The Lethargie mit have his. quyet courfe: ( 
Ifnot,he foames at mouth : and by and’by { 
Breakes out tofauage madneffe, Looke he ftitres: i 
Do you withdraw your felfea little while, | 
He will recouer ftraight : whemhe is.gone, 
I would on great occafion, {peake with you. | 
How is it Generall? Haue you not hurt your head? | 
Othe. Doft chowmockeme? 
lago. Tmocke you not, by Heanen: 
Would you would beare your Fortune like a Man. 
Othe. A Horned man’s Monfter anda Beatt. 
Tago. Thet’smany a Beat then in apopulous Citty, 
And many a‘ciuill Monfter. 
Othe. Did he confeffe it? 
Jago. Good Sir, bea man: O 
Thinke enety Bearded felkow that’s bur yoak’d 
May draw with you. There's Millions now gliue,. 
That nightly lye in thofe ynproper beds, 9" 
Which they dare fwearé peculiar. Your cafe is better : 
Oh, ’tis the fpight of hell,the FiendsArch-mock, ». 
To lip a wantorrin’a fecare Cowchs 2105 ¢272 > j 


| And to fuppofe her chaft. No,let meknow, nh 
And knowing what I am,I know what the hallbe, 


| Confine your felfe bur ina patient Lift, 
Whil'ft you were heere, o’re~whelmed 
{A paffion moft refulting fuch aman) 
Caffio came hither. 1 fhifted him away, 
And layd good fcufes ypon your Extafie, 
Bad him anon returne: and heere fpeake with me, 
The which hepromis’d. Do but encaue your felfe, 
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes, and notable Scornes 
‘That dwell incuery Region of his face. 
For I will make him cell the Tale anew; 
Where, howshow oft,how long a 
He hath,and 1s againe tocope your wife. 
I fay,but marke his gefture: marry Patience, 
| Or I thall fay y’are all in allia Spleene, 
And nothing of a man. 


ERE ne Een N 


Lea eS, 


Oth, Oh, thou art wife: tis certaine, 
Jago. Stand youa while apart, 


aA eR REET 


with your ptiefe 


o 
te) 


o, and when 


Othe. Do’ thou heare, lage, 


I will be found moft cunning in'my Patience: 
But(do'ft thou heare )moft bloody. 


Lago. That’s not amifle, 


{ But yet keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now will 1 queftion Caffio of Biaxca, 
A Hufwife.that by felling ber defires 
Buyes her felfe Bread,and Cloath, ir isa Creature 
Ther dotes on Caffio, (as “tis the Strumpets plague 
To be-guile many,and be be-guild by one) 
He,when he heares of her,cannot reftraine 


From the excefle of Laughter. Picere he comes, 
Enter Caffio. 


Ashe thall fmile,Orhells hall go mad: 
And his vubookith feloufie muff conierue 
Peore Caffir’s (miles, geftures,and light behauiours 

‘ite inthe wrong. How do you Lieutenant?» 

Caf. The worfer,that you give me the addition, 
Whole wanceuen Killesme. 

Jago. Ply Defdemona well,and youare fure on'ts 
Now, if this Suitlay in 2ianca’s dowre, 
How quickely fhoald you fpeed? 

Caf. Alas poore Caitiffe. 

Oth, Looke bow he laughes already. 

Taga. Tneuer koew woman loue man fo. 

(af. Alas poore Rogue, I thiake indeed fhe loues me. 

Oth.. Now he denies it faintly: and laughes it out. 

Iago. Do you heare Caffio? 

Oth. Now heimportunes him 
To tellitio’re: go too,welllaid well faid. 

lago, She gives itout,thatyou fhall marry her. 
Do youintendit? 

Caf. Ha,hayha. 

oth. Doye triumph,Romaine? do you triumph? 

Caf. Imarry. What?A cuftomer sprythee beare 


| Some Charitie tomy wit,do not thinke it 
| Sovnwholefome. Ha,ha,ha, ”» 


Oth. So,fo,fo,fo: they laugh, that winnes. 
Tago. Wivy thecry goes,that you marry her. 
Caf. Prythee fay true. 
Jago. lama very Villaine elfe. 
oth. Haue you {coar dime ? Well. 
Caf. This is the Monkeys owne giuing out s' 
Sheis perfwaded I will marry her 
Out of her owne loue & flaccery,not out of my promife. 
vv Othe.’ 
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ere Ss Tragedie of Othello 








pee 
| Oth. Jago becomes me: now he begins the ftory, 

Cafio, she was heere euen now : {he haunts me in ¢- 
uery place. Iwasthe other day talking on the Sea- 

banke with certaine Venetians, and thither comesthe 
Bauble,and falls me thus about my neck, 

Oth, Crying oh deere Caffio,as it werevhis iefture im- 
ports it. 

Caffio. Sohangs,and lolls,and weepes ypon me: 

So fhakes, and pulls me. Ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. Nowhecells how the pluckt him tomy Cham- 
ber : oh, I fee thatnofe of yours,but not that dogge, I 
| fhall throw ir to, 

Cafio. WellsI muft leaue her companie, 

Jago. Before me: looke where fhe comes, 


Enter Bianca, 

Caf. "Tis {uch another Fitchew:marry a perfum'd one? 

| What do you meane by this haunting of me? 

Bian, Let the diuell, andhisdam haunt you : what 
did you meane by that fame Handkerchiefe, you gaue 
meecuen now? I was afine Foole totake ir: | muft rake 
ourthe worke>A likely piece of worke,that you thould 
finde it in your Chamber,and know not who left it there. 
This is fome Minxes token,& [ mufttake out the worke? 
There, giue it your Hobbey-horfe, wherefoeuer you had 
it,!le take aut no worke on't. 

Caffio. How now,my {weete Bianca? 

How now? How now? . 
Othe, By Heauen,that fhould be my Handkerchiefe. 
Bian. \f you’le come to fupper to night you may, if 

you will nor,come when you are next prepar’d for. Exit 

Tago. After her : after her. 

~ Caf: Imuft,hee’l rayle in the ftreets elf. 

dago. Will you fup there? 

Cafio. Yes,lincend fo. ; 
| Jago. Well, [may chance to fee you: for I would ve- 
ty faine {peake with you. ; 

' Caf. Prythee come: will you? 

Jago. Go too: fay no more. 

Oth. How fhall I murther him, Jago. 

Jago, Did you perceiue how be laugh’d at his vice? 

Orb, On,lago. 

Tago. And did you fee the Handkerchief ? 

Oth. Was that mine? i 

Jago. Yours by this band ; andto fee how he prizes 
the ‘oolifh woman your wife: fhe gauc ir him and he 
hath giu’nit his whore. 

Oth, 1 would haue him nine yeeres a killing : 

A fine woman,a faire woman,a fweete woman ? 

Tago. Nay you mutt forget thar. 

Ochello, \,\et her rot and perifh, and be damn’d to 
night , for fhe fhall not live. No, my heart is turn’d to 
ftone: 1 rike iz,and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world 
hath nota fweeter Creature: fhe might lye by anEm- 
perours fide,and consmand him Taskes. 

Tago. Nay,that’s not your way. : 

Othe. Hang her, 1do but fay what fhe is; fo delicate 

with her Needle: an admirable Mufitian, Oh fhe will 

fing the Sauageneffe out of a Beare : of fo high and plen- 
teous Wit,and inuention ? 

Tago, She’s the worfe for all this. 

& Orbe.’ Ob,athoufand, athoufand times: 

Andthen cf fo gentle a condition > 
Jago, Itoo gentle. 

. Othe, Nay that’s certaine : 

But yetthe pitty of it, Jago: oh Jago, the pitty of it 
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Tago. 
Jago. Ifyou are fo fond over her iniquitie: giueher 
pattent to offend, for ifit touch not you, it comes neers 
no body. | 
Oth, Iwill chop her into Meffes : Cuckold me? 
Lago. Oh,’tis foule in her, 

Oth. With mine Officer? 

fago. That's fouler. 

Othe. Get me fome poyfon, Jaga, this night. ener 
expoftulate with her; leaft her body and beautie ynpro- 
uidemy mind againe :this night Jago, 

Jago. Do it not with poyfon, ftrangle her in her bed, | 
Euen the bed fhe hath contaminated. 

Oth, Good,good ; 

The Juftice of it pleafes : very good. 

Jago. And for Caffio,let me be his yndertaker ; 
You thall heare more by midnight. 


Enter Lodouico,Defdemona,and Attendants. 


Othe. Excellent good: What Tsumpet is that fame? 

Jago, 1 warrant fomething from Venice, 
"Tis Ledomico,this, comes from the Duke, | 
See,your wife’s with him. 

Ledo.» Saue you worthy Generall. 

Othe. With all my heart Sir. 

Lod. The Duke,and the Senators of Venice greet you, 

Orbe, 1 kiffe the Inftrument of their pleafures. 

Def. And what’s the newes, good cozen Ledonice? 

Jago. 1am very glad to fee you Signior: 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. Ithanke you: how do’s Lieutenant Caffio? 

Iago. Lives Sir, 

Def. Cozen,there’s falne betweene him,& my Lord, 
An vakind breach: but you fhall make all well, - 

Orhe. Are you fure of that? . ) 

Def. My Lord? é 

Othe. This faile you not to do,as you will == 

Lod, He did not call; he’s bufie in the paper, 

Is there deuifion twixt my Lord,and Caffio? 

Def. Amoftynhappy one : | would do much 
T attonc}them for the loue I beare to Caffio. 

Oth, Fire,and brimeftone. 

Def: My Lord, 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def: What is he angtie? 

Lod. May bethLetter mou’d him, 

Foras Ithinke,they do command him home, 
Deputing Ca/sio in his Gouernment, 

Def. Truftme, 1 anrglad on’c. 

Othe. Indeed? 

Def. My Lord? ‘ 

Othe. Iam glad to fee youmad. 

Def. Why, fweete Orheilo? 

Orbe. Diuell. 

Def. Lhaue not deferu’d this, : 

Lod, My Lord, this wouldnot be beleeu’d in Venice, 
Though I fhould {weare  faw’t, "Tis very much, 
Make her amends : fhe weepes. 

Othe. Oh diuell,diuell: 
Ifthat the Earth could teeme with womans teares, 
Each drop the falls, would prouea Crocodile s 
Out of my fight. yl 

Def. Twill: not ftay to offend you. 

Lod. Truely obedient Lady ; 

Ido beleech your Lordfhip call her backe. 






Oh 


f 


theeNLoore of Venice. 


Orbe: Miftris.: 
Def. My: Lord, RG 
Othe. What would you'with sie nts ae 
Lod, Who I,my Lord? | : 
Orhe. I,you did wifh,that would aide her turne: 
Sir, fhie’can curne,and turne : and yet go on | 
And ture againe. And fhe can weepe, Sir {Weepe: 
And {he’s obedient: as youfay obedient. 2: 
| Very obedient’ proceed youins “your ceares, 
{Concerning this Sir,(oh wellipainced paflion} 
lam commandedthome : getyou away : 
\}lefend for you anon. Sir Fobey the Mandate, 
| And will returne to Venice. Heiice,auaunt: 
| Caffe {hall haue my Place. And Sir,to night! 
[do entreat,that we may fup together . 
You are welcome Sir to Cyprus. 


Goates,and Monkeys. Rive: 


Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, vitor out fall Senate | 


Call allinvall fufficient 2 Is this the Nature 
‘| Whom Paflion could not fhake? Whofe folid vertue 
The thot of Accidentjnordart of Chance 
| Could neither’ graze nor pierce ? 
| Jago. He is much chang’d. 
Lod. Are his wits fafe? ts henot light of Braine ? 
‘Jago. He’s that he is ; IP: may not breath my cenfure. 
What he might be:if what he might,he isnot, 
| T would to heaven he were, © 
Lod, What? Strike his wife? 
Jago.¢’Faith that was not fo wells. yet would I knew 
That ftroke would proue the worft. 
Lod. Is it his ¥fe? 
Or did che Letters, worke vpon his blood, 
And new create his fault? 
Tago. Alas,alas: 
It is not honeftie in me to fpeake 
What I haue feene,and knowne. You fhalf obferu¢ him, 
And his owne courtes will deonte him fo, 
That I may faue my {peech : do but go after 
And marke how he continues. 


Lod, 1am forry that I amdeceiu’d in him.  Exeunt. 


wee —_ 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello and Emilia. 


Othe. You haue feene nothing then? 

eZmil. Nor ever heard : noreuer did fufpect. 

Othe, Yes,you haue feene Caffio;andthe together, 

emi. But thea I fawno harme: and then [ heard, 
Each {yllable that breath made vp betweene them, 

Othe. What? Did they never whifper? 

eEmil. Neuer my Lord. 

Othe. Nor fend you out o’th’way ? 

eAmil. Neuer, 

Othe, To fetch her Fan, her Gloues her Mask ,norno- 

c&mil. Neuer my Lord. (thing ? 

Othe, That’sftrange. > 09° 

c£mil. 1 durft(my Lord)to wager, the:is honett: 
Lay downe my Soule at ftake : If you:thinke other, 
Remoue your thought.’ Ivdoth abufe your bofome: 
Ifany wretch have put this in your head ; 
Let Heauen reqiiitit with the:Serpents duct, ‘t 


* 

For if fhe be nochoneft,chafte;and true, ites ' 

There’s no mamhappy. The pureft of their Wines" 

Is foule as Slanders: o7 bluow wdT 
Othe. Bid ber come hither::-go. Ein Boh ihe a. | 

She faies enoughi:zyetthe’s a fimnple Baud: ee 

That cannot fay asmuch. Thi8 is a fubtile Whore 2 

A Cloffet Lockeand: Key of Villanous Secrets,i cies «! 

And yet fhe'le kneete; and pray: I haue feene mye do tei! 


Enter Dapiaaee il ez milia, 


Def. My Lord, what is your will ? 
Othe, Pray you Chucke comehither: 
Def. Whatis your pleafure ? 
Orh. Let me fee your eyes vlookein my Faces 
Def. What horrible Fancie’sthis? | 
Othe. Some of your Function Miftris: 
Leave Procreants alone,and fhe tthe doores: 
Cough,or cry hem; ifany bodycome : 
Your Myftery,your Myitery: May difpateli, Evie: isso. 
Def. Vponmy knee,what doth yourfpeech import?) 
I vnderftand a Fury in your words. 
Orbe. Why? What art thow? aey 
Def. Your wifemy Lord: your true and ised waked 
Othello. Come fweare it : damne thyo felfe, teat 
being like one of Heaven, the divells themfelues inould 
fearee to ceaze thee, Therefore be double damn’d: {weare 
thou art honeft. 
Def. Heauen doth truely hadiw: it, 
Orhe.Heauen truely knowes;that thou art fille ashell.! 
Def. To whom my Lord? 
With whom? How am I falfe? 
Orbe. Ah Defdemon,away,awayjaway. 
Def. Alas the heauy day: why do you wekpe?: 
Am I che motiue of thefe teares my Lord? 
Ifhappely you my Father do fufpec, 
An Inftrement of this your calling backe, 
Lay fot your blame on me: ifyou hauclofthim, 
Ihauelofthim too, 
Othe. Had it pleas’d Heauen, 
Totry me with AffiGtion,had they rain’d 
All kind of Sores,and Shames on my bare-heads 
Steep’d mein pouertieto the very lippes. 
Giuen to Captiuitie, me,and my:vtmoft hopes; 
I fhould haue found in fome place of my Soule 
A drop of patience. But alas,to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne, 
To point his flow,and mouing finger ac. 
Yet could I beare that too,well, very well : 
But there where i haue garnerd vp my heart, 
Where either I muftliue,orbearenolife, 
The Fountaine from the which my currant runhes, 
Orelfe dries vp : so be difcarded thence, 
Orkeepe it as a Cefterne,for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in. Tune thy complexion there : 
Patience,thou young and Rofe-lip’d Cherubih, 
Iheere looke grim as hell, 
Def. Thope my Noble Lord efteemes me honeft, 
Othe. Oh I,as Sommer Flyes are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing, Oh thou weed : 
Who art fo louely faire,and fmell'tt fo fweete, 
Tharthe Senfeakes at thee, 
W ould thoushad’ft neuer biti borne. 
Def. -Alas,whavignorantfin haue I committed ? 
0 Ovke. Was this faire Paper ?. This moft goodly Booke 
Made to.wrire Whore vpon? What commited, 
v¥3 
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Committed ? Oh,thou publicke Commoners >: 
I thould make very Forges of my cheekes, 
That would to Cynders burne vp Modeftie,, soscte | 
Did Tburifpeake chy geedes. “What commited ?. 
Fleauen ftoppes the Nofe at it,and the:Moone winks: ” 
| The baudywinde'that kiffes allit meetes,* cocc2 0 
Is hufh’d within the hollow Myne ofEarth 
| And wilbnothear’t.. What commited::' 
| Def. By Heauen you do me wrong, 
Othe. ArenotyouaSccumpet ? .: 
Def: No,as lama Coriftian, 
Ifto preferue this veffell formy Lord,» | 
From any other foule volawfull couch: < » 
Be not to be a Strumpec,I am none. 
Orhes What,not a Whore ? 
Def. No,as I fhall be fau’d, 
Othe. Is*cpoffible ? 
‘Def: Oh:Heauen forgive vs. 
Othe. I cry you mercy then. 
I cooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with OrheNo. You Miftris, - 
Enter Amilia. 
That haue the office oppofite to Saint Peter, 
And keepes the gate of hell. You,you :I you, 
We haue done our courfe:there’s money fory our paines: 
I pray you turne the key,and keepe ourcounfaile, Exit. 
e/amil. Alas,what do’s this Geatleman conceiue ?, 
How do you Madam ? how do you ny good Lady? 
Def. Faith, halfe a fleepe. 
emi, Good Madam, 
What's the matter with my Lord? 
Def: With who? 
emil, Why, with my Lord,Madam ?¢ 
Def: Who is thy Lord ? 
emil. He that is yours,{weet Lady. nh | 
Def. I haue none: donottalke to me,e Emilia, 
I cannot weepe :noranfweres have I none, 
Bnet what fhould go by water. Prytheeto night, 
Lay on my bedimy wedding fheetes,remember, . 
And call thy husband hither. 
e4mil. Heere’s a change indeed, Exit. 
Def. *Tismeete I fhould be vs‘d fo : very meete. 
How haueI bin behau’d that he might fticke 
The {mall’ft opinion: n ny leat mif vie? 





Enter lage ,and eAmilia. 

Iago. What is your pleafure Madam? 
How is’t with you ? 

Def: I cannot tell :thofethat dp teach yong Babes 
Do it with gentle meanes,and cafie tashes. ) 
He might haue chid me fo : forin good faich 
Tama Child to chiding, 

Tago, Whatis the matter Lady? 

cZmil, Alas(Jago)my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 
Throwne fuch difpight,and heavy termes ypon her 
That true hearts cannot beare it. 

Def. AmI that name,lego? 

Iago. What name, (faite Lady ?) 

Def. Suchas the faid my Lord did fay I was. 

eAmil, He call’d her whore :a Begger in his drinke; 
Could not haue laid fuch termes vpon his Caller. 

Tago. Why did he fo? 

Def. I donot know: 1 am fureT am ne fuch. 

fago. Do not weepe,do not weepe: alas the day. 

c#mil, Hath fhe forfooke fo many Noble Matches ? 

"Her Father? And her Country ?/And her Friends? 


iL la aime nnn ccs eatersicseipnnnainpaminitnisisp iA TEI OE. 


a i. Tragedie of Othello: 


{To becall'd Whore ? Would itnot makeone 
| How comes this Tricke vyponhim?: | 


| Some bufieand infinuating Rogue, 


| Oh, Heauens, that fuch companions thou’d’tt ynfold, 
| And put in every honeft hand a whip 

| Tolath the Rafcalls naked through the world, 

|) Buen from the Eaft to th’Weft, 


‘| And made you to fufpe&t me withthe Moere, 











weepe? 
Def. Itis my wretched Fortune. so) ett scp > | 
age. Befhrewhim for’s:,) 


. Def. Nay, Heaven doth know. ; A ie 
e£mi. Iwill behang'd,iffome eternall Villaing, . 


Some cogging cozening Slaue,to get forme Office, 

Haue not deuis'd this Slander : ] will be hang’delfe. 
Jago. Fie ,there is no fuch man: it is impoffible, 
Def. \fany uch there be,Heauen pardon him.. - 
eEmil.. A halter pardon him: ywrert 

A nd hell gnaw his bones. 

Why fhould he call her Whore #: 

Who keepes her companie? 

What Place? What Time? 

What Forme?What liklyhood ? 

The Moore's abus’d by fome moft villanous Knaue,- 

Some bafe notorious Knaue,fome fcuruy Fellow. 


Jago, Speake within doore. 
e“imil, Ob fie vpon chem: fome fuch Squire he was 
That turn’d your wit,the feamy-fide without, | 


Jago. YouareaFoole: gotoo. 
Def. Alas Jago, 
What fhall Ido to win my Lord againe? 
Good Friend,g0 to him; for by this light of Heauen, 
I know not how Ilofthim, HeereI kneele: 
Ifere my will did trefpaffe gainft his Loue, 
Either in difcourfe of thought,or aQtuall deed, 
Or that mine Eyes,mine Eares,or any Sence 
Delighted them: or any other Forme, 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did,’ 
Andeuer will,( though he do fhake me off 
To beggerly diuorcement)Loue him deerely, 
Comfort forfweare me. Vokindneffe may do much, 
And his vnkindneffe may defeat my life, 
Buc neuer tayntmy Loue. I cannot fay Whore, 
It do’s abhorre me now I fpeake the word, 
Todo the A&,that might the addition earne, 
Not the worlds Mafle of vanitie could make me. 

Tago, I pray you be content : ’tis but his humour: 
The bufineffe of the State do’s him offence. 

Def. If*twere no other. ee. 

Jago. Itisbut fo, Lwarrant, 
Hearke how thefe Inftruments {ummon to {uppers 
The Meffengers of Venice ftsies the meate, 

Go in,and weepenot ial things fhall be well. a 
Exennt Defdemoua and ezmilia 


Enter Rodorige. 

How now Rodorigo? 

Red. I donot finde 
That thou deal’ft iuftly with me. 

Lago. What in the contrarie ? ” 

Rodori. Euery day thou dafts me with fome deutle 
Tago, and rather, as itfeemesto me now, icecp foe 
me all conueniencie, then fupplieft me with the leaft ad- 
uantage of hope: I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor 
aml yet perfwaded to put yp in peace, what already 
haue foolifhly fuffred... , : 


ages iaineaiettome Raceeaga 21% ae 


theeWoore of Venice. 


Tae en ene <n 

Rodori. Yhauie heatd too much: and your words and 
Performanc’es are no kin together. 

lago, You charge me moft vniuftly. 

Rode. With naught but truth: I hatte wafted my 
felfe ourof my meanes. The lewels you hate had from 
meto deliver Defdemona, would halfe have corrupteda 
Voxarift. You haue cold meé’ the hath receiw’d them, 
and recutn'd me expedtations and comforts of fodaine 
re(pect,and a¢quaintance,but J finde none. 

Lago. Well,go too very well. 

Rod. Vety well, go too: I cannot go too, (man) nor 
tisnot very well. Nay I think icis feuruy: and begin to 
finde my felfe fopt in it, ¥e 

Jags. Very well. | 

Rodor. 1rell you, ‘tis mot very well :T will make my 
felfeknowne to Defdemona. If fhe willireturne me my 
Iewels,1 will give ouer my Suit, and repent my volaw- 
full folicitation. Ifnot, affureryour felfe, I will feeke 
farisfaction of you. 

Tago. Youhaue fzid now, 

Rodo. 1: and faid nothing but what Tproteft intend- 

| ment of doing. 

Jago. Why, now I {ee there's mettle in ‘thee: and 

}euen from this inftant do build on thee a better o- 
pinion then ever before: giue me thy hand Rodorigo. 
|Thou hat taken againft me a moft iuft excepti- 
on: but yet I proteft Phaue dealt moft directly in thy 
| Affaire. 

Red. Ithath not appeer’d, 

Jago, { grant indeed ic hath not appeer’d : and 

your fufpition is not without wit and judgement. 
But Rodorigo, if thou haft that in thee indeed, which 
I haue greater reafon to beleeue now then euer ( I 
meane purpofe, Courage; and Valour ) this night 
fhew it, If thou rhe wext night following enioy not 
Defdewona; takeme ftom this world with Treache- 
ric, and deuifé Engines for my life. 

Rod. Well: whatisic?ls it within; feafon and com- 
paffe ? ‘ah ar 

| Jago. Sir, there is efpeciall Commiffion come from 
Venice to'depute Caffio inv OrheHo’s place. : 


Rod, Isthat true ? Why then Othello and. Defdemona | 


return againeto Venice. 
Iago. Oh no zhe goes into Mauritania and taketh 
away with'him the faire’ Defdemona, vniefle his: a- 


| bode be lingred heere by fome accident. Where- 


in none, can be: fo determinate, as°the remouing ‘of | 


Caffias®?> 22.82% % G 
Rod. How do you meane femouing him ? 


Iago. Why, by making him vncapable of Orhello's | 


| place: knocking out his braines. 

Rod, And that you would haue me to-do. 
Jago. %:if you dare do your felfe a profit, and a 
| tight, He fups to night With @ Harlotry: and thicher 
| willl gotohim, He knowed'for yet of his Honourable 
Fortune, if you will watth his*going thence (which 
I will fafhion to fall our betweene twelue and one) 
| you may take him at your°pleafate, Twill beineere 
| to fecond yotir Attempt, and he  fhall ‘fall. beeweene 
vs. Come; fland not amaz'd’atit, but go along with 
me: 1 will Tew you fuch a' recefficie inhis death, thar 
you fhall thinke your felfe'boand'to put itdn him. It 
isnow high fupper time: and thenighe gfowes'to waft. 

Aboutit. ASSIS! I 
Red, Iwill heare furcher reafon forthisy'*:\" Ny 
Jago. Andyou fhalbe fatish’d. : sinica. Exeunt. 


Pook]: te © 


tote neta teres 


Scena Tertia.. 


Enter Othello, Lodouico, Defdemona «mili, 
and eAtendants, j 
Eed.1 do befeech you Sir,trouble your {elfe no further. 
Oth. Oh pardon me: twill dome goddrnwalke, 
Lodosi, Madam, goodnight : J humblythanke your 

Ladyinip. d.of a 

Def. Your Honour is maft welcome. 

Oth. Will you walke Sir ? Oh Defdemona, 

Def. My Lord. fibive | 

Othelle. Get youtobedonth'inftant, T will. be re- 
turn’d forthwith ; difmiffe your Attendant there; look’t 
be done. bi. Exit. 

Def. Twill my Lord. 

em. Nowleoes it now? He lookes gentler then he did’. 

Def. He faies he will returne incontinent, ©) yoi 

And hath commanded me to go to bed, og 

And bid wneto-difmiffe yous” He 
emi. Dilmiffe me? ; med 

Def. It washis bidding : therefore good eZamiliag ; 

Giue me my nightly wedring,and adiews i271 \s" 

We moft not now difpleafe him. ivy 4 
e£mil. 1, would you had neuerfeene him. | ; 
Def. So would not 1: my love doth fo approue him, - 

Thac even his Qubbornefle his checks his frownes, suc y 

(Prythee vn-pin me)haue-grace and favour, 

~£mi.Thaueilaid thofeShectes you. bad mic on the bed, 
Def.All’s one:good Father, how foolsth are our minds? 

If I do die before,prythee fhrow d mes) 6! 110 

In one of thefe fame Sheetes. stof 
eZ mil.: Come;come: you talke. ' - ' 

Def, My Mother hada Maid call’d Barbarse; - 

She was inlotie: and he the lou’d prowd mady: 

And did forfake her. She hada Song of Willeugh, ) <> | 

Au old thing’twasybat ivexprefs’d her Fortune, = 1 

And the dy’d finging its. Thac Song tonight. >: 

Will not go from my mind <L-haue much to do.» 

But to gohang my headalfar one ide. 7 50° - ivf 

And fing it like poore Brabarie: prythee difpatche,) » 
cEmi. Shallf go ferch your Night-gowne ? 

Def. No,vaepin me here; ieee 

This Lodenito is aproper man. { 
e4mil. Averyhandfomemane :)' 
Def. He {peakes welle.-->: Sr1og2 10) ated 
e“émil, Lknowa Lady in Venicewouldhaue walk’d | 

barefoot to Paleftine fora touch of his, nether lip. . 
Def, The poore Soule fat finging by aSicamour trees 

Sing ail agreene Willough : alse J 

‘Her hand on ber bofame her head on her knees’)... 

Sing Willough ,Willough wt llowgh. 

The frelb Streames ran by her and murmur'd her moanes 

Sing Willow Bee. 5 feet 

Her [ait teares fell from her and foftned the tones, ’\* 

Sing Willongh Gc. (Lay by thefe) 

willongh willough. (Prythec high thee : hele come anon) 

Sing alla greene Willough wufibe my Garland, 

Let no body blame'bint, bas fearne] appramet po :23Hi 0%. { 

(Nay that’s not next. Harke,whois’ethat knocks ?..> 
ez milodes thewinds ores ve FT hooe vrie sino 
Def. Lcalkdmny Lowe falfe Laoue : but what {aidhe then? . 

Sing Willough Ges 10 91 vids 2’ {10 ey Re 

If I conrt mo wonsen yowle, couch with m0 mete. >: 
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wie. 
‘ 


See 
So get thee gone, good night: mine eyes doitch: 
Doth that boade weeping? 
eEmil, "Tis neyther heere, nor theres 
Def: Lhaue heard it faid fo, O thefe Men,thefe men! 
Do'ft thou in confcience thinke(tell me Emilia) 
That there be women do abufe their husbands 
{ In fuch groffe kinde 2... 
| - e£mil. There be fome fuch, no queftion. |. 

Def. . Weonihd'ft thou do fuch a deed for allthe world ? 
eZ mils Wyiby would not you? 
Def: No,by this Heauenly light. 

_ e&mil. Nor incither, ky this Heauenly light: 
{ I might doo’cas well i’'th darke.. 

“Def. Would’ thou do fuch a deed for al the world ? 

> e£mil.. Theworld’s ahugething : 
Itis a great price, for a‘{mall vice. 

“Def. Jatroth, I thinke thou would’ft not, 

e“mil. Introth I thinke 1 fhould, and.yndoo’t when 

Thad done. Marry, I would nox doe fuci#a thing for a 
ioynt Ring, nor for meafures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition, But for 
all the whole world: why,who would not make her hus- 
banda Cuckold, to make hima Monarch?] fheuld ven- 
ture Purgatory for’c. ihese.st.. 

Def. Befhrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole world, pier 

c£mil.. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’th’world; 
| and hauing the world for your labour, tis a wrong in 
your owne world, and you might quickly makeit right. 
Def. I donor thinke thereis any fuch woman, 
eAmil, Yosjadozen: and’as many to’th’yantage, as 
{ would ftore the-world they plaid for. 
But I dothinke it is their Husbands faults . 
| If Wiues do fall : (Say, thar-they flacke their duties, 
And powre our Treafures into forraigne laps; | 
Or elfe breake out in pecuifli lealouftesy. vhs, 
| Throwing reftraint vpon vs: Orfay they firike vs, 
| Or fcantout former having in defpight) / 9) 








| Yethaue wefome Reuenge. LetHusbands know, | 
4 Their wiues have fenfelikechem: They fee, and fmeli, 
} And haue their Palats both for fweet,and fowie, 
| As Husbands have. What isit thar they-do, 
| When they change vs for others? Is it Sport? 
4 Ithinke itis: and doth Affection breed it? «1 
{Ithinkeitdoth. Is’t Frailty tharthus eres? 
Itis fotoo. And hauenot we Affections?: 
| Defires for Sport? and Frailty,asmenhaue?. 
| Then let them ¥fevs well: elfelet them know, . 
~ | Theilles we do, their illes inftru@ vs fos! 
| Def Goodnight, goodnight: « 
Heauen me (uch vies fend, ; 











— Actus Quintus... ScenaPrima. 
agyter Lago;and Radorigas se 

| daga. Heere,ftand bchindethis Batkess\A va. 

f Straigho will he come: iWon: $23 Jor 2"yasl ° 

| Weare thy good Rapierbare, and put ithomes. 

| Quicke; quicke, feare nothing; Ile be arthy Elbow, 

] Icmakes vs, or it marres vs, thinke on thatyhon Ss > 

And fixe moft firme thy Refolutiony: somo -. 


¥¥ 
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” The Tragedie of Othello 


| And your vnbleQ Fare highes:StrumpetI come: 
| For of my heart, thofe Charmes thine Eyes, are blotted. 
| Thy Bed luft-Qain‘d, fhall with Luts blood bee {potted. 


| Why we haue galles and though we baue.forhe Grace, 


| aucGaf.Oh helpe. 


: Lod. Hearke,. 
985 _ || Weapons. «5, » ait si 
| Not to picke bad; from bad but by bad,mend.  Exeant | er 
“ey ‘sseciese > | Who's noyfeis.this that cries on murther?...) . yin 


| (s/Caf. Heere,heere; for heauen fake helpe me. 
| ovodage., What's thematter?. we 
| 2, Gra-, Thisis Otbelle’s Ancient,as Itakeit. |... 
_ || edo», The fame indeede, a very valiant Fellow. 

| 5. Zage, Whatare you heere, that cry fo.greeuoufly? 

| > Caf.) Lage? Oh Lam fpoyl'd, vadone by Villainess.. 
| Gine mefomehelpes: sci) big s:cis sagen 18k 









} What Villaineshaue donethis? 






Rod, Benecreathand,I may mifcarry in’, 
Tago. Heere,at thy hand: Be bold, & take thy Aang, 
Rod. Ihaueno great deuotionto the deed, : 
And yet he hath giuen me Satisfying Reafons:; 
Sg is a roe gone. Forth my Sword he dies. 
4go.l haue rub’d thisyong Quatalmoft to the fen(e: 
And he growes angry, N seh in he kill Caffio ny 
Or Caffio him, or each do kill the other, . 
Euery way makes my gaine,, Liue Rodorigo, 
Hecalles metoa refticution, large a 
Of Gold ,and Jewels, that i bob’d from him, 
As Guifts to Defdemona. .. 
It muft not be: If Caffio do remaine, 
He hatha dayly beauty in his life, 
That makes mé vgly : and befides, the Moore 
May vofold me co him : there ftand Jinmuch perill: 
No, hemuft dye. But fo,] heard him comming, 
Enter Caffio. . . 
Rod, I know his gate, tis he: Villaine chou dyeft, 
Caf: That chruft had beeue mine enemy indeed, 
Buc that my Coate is better then thou know’ft:. 
I will make proofe of thine. 
Rod, Oh,lam flaine. . 
» Caffio. Lam,maym’d for euer : 
Helpe hoa: Murther, murther. 
Enter Othello. 
Oth. Thevoyce of Caffio, Lago keepes his word. 
Rod, O Villainethat 1 am. 
Orh, Icis even fo. 
Caf. Obhelpe hoa: Light,a Surgeon, 
* Oth. ’Tishe:O braue Zago, honeft,and inf, 
That haft fuch Noble fenfe of thy Friends wrong, 
Thouteacheftme. Minion, your deere lyes dead, 


_ Exit Orhello, 
i Enter Lodauico.and Gratiane. 
Caf. WVhat hoa? no Watch? No paffage ? 
Murther,Murther, ers : 
Gra. Tis fome mifchance,the voyceis very direfull: 


Lodo. Hearke. E 
Rod. Oli wretched Villaine. a 
-» Lod.. Twoorthree groane. Tis heauy night; 
Thefe may be counterfeits x Let’s think’t vnfate 
To come into the.cry, withotit more helpe. .. . a 
Rod, Nobody come: then fhall 1 bleed to deaths... 
; Enter Lago. tas 


Gra, Here’s one comes.in his fhirt, with Light, and 


» ‘ago, Who's there? by Fe 


¢ 


| Lodo,. We do not know... 
Jago, Donotyouheareactry? 


Jago. O mee, Lieutenant! 


aCaf, Ithinke that one of chemis heereabout, so 
n 


theeNMoweof Venice. 3 


‘And cannot make away, 

Jago. Ohtreacherous Villaines : 
Whatare you there ? Come in, and giue fomehelpe, 

Rod, Ohelpeme there.’ 

Caffio. That’s one of them. 

Jago, Ok murd’rousSlave!}O Villaine! 

Rod, O damn’d Jago! O inhumane Dogge | 

Jago. Kilbmen i’th’darke® 
Where be thefe bloody Theeues? 

How filenc is this Lowne? Hoajmurther,murther. 
| What may you be? Are you of good,oreuill? 
| Lod. As you fhall prouevs,praife vs. 

Tage. Signior Lodouico? 

Lod. He Sire? . 

lags. I cry youmercy vhere’s Cafio hurt by Villaines 

Gra. Caffio? * - 

lago, How is’t Brother?» « 

Caf. My Legge is cutin two, 

Jago, Marry heauen forbid : 

Light Gentlemen, Ie binde it with my thirt. 
Enter Bianca. 
Bian, Whatis the matter hoa? Who is'tchat ery’? 
Jago. Whois’tthat cry'd? 
Bias, Oh my deere Caffio, 
My {weet Caffio: Oh Caffio,Caffio,Caffio. 

laga, © notable Scrumpet. Caffio, may you fulpect 
Who they fhould be; that haue thus mangled you? 

Caf. No. : 

Gra. Iam forry to finde you thus; 

Ihaue beene to feeke you, 

Iago, Lend me aGarter. ‘So:-+———Oh for a Chaire 
To bearehimreafily hence. 

Bian. Alashe faints, Oh Cafi2.Cffto,Caffio.: 

Jago. Gentlemen all, do futpect this Trath 

| Tobe a party in this Iniurie. 
| Patience awhile, gooa Caffio. Come,come § 
Lend mea Light : know we this face, orno? 
Alas my Friend,and nity deere Countryman 
Redorigo? No : Yes {ure : Yes,’tis Redorigo, 
| Gra. What, of Venice? : 
Jago, Euenhe Sir: Did you know him? 
Gra. Know him? I. 

Iago. Signiot Gratino? 1 ery your gentle pardon : 
Thefe bloodyaccidenzs muft excufe my Manners, 
That fonegleed you. 

Gra, Tam glad to fee you. 

Iago, How do you Caffio? Oh,a Chaire,a Chaire. 

Cra. Rodorigo? 

Jago. He; he, "tis he: 

Oh that’s well faid, the Chaire. 

Some good man beare him ¢ aréfully from hence, * 

Me fetch the Gétlerall’s Surgeon. For you Miftris, 
Saue you yourlabour, He eliat lies flaine heere (Caffe) 


Was my deete friend, What malice was between you? | 


_ Caf: None jnthe world : nor do I know the man ? 


Tago, What? looke you pale? Oh beare him o'th’Ayree | 


Stay you good Gentlemen, Looke you pale, Miftris? 
Do you peréeite the gaftneffe of her eye? 
Nay, if you tafe, we fhall heate'more anon. 
Behold her well: I pray you looke vpon ‘her 
Though tongues were out of vie. : 
eZmil. ‘Alas, what isthe matter? 
What is the matter, Husband? ~~ eset 
Tage. Caffio hath heere bifi fet’on in the dake 
By Rodorigo, and Fellowes that ate fcaptd #193 


Do you fee Gentlemen P Nay, guiltineffe will Speake cs 


~ ee ed 


He’s almoft {laine, and Rodorige quite dead. 
eA mil: Alas good Gentleman : alas good (a/sioe 
lage. Thisisthe fruits of whoring. Prythe e£miliz, | 


» Go know of Caffio where he fuptto night, 


What, do you fhake at that F 
Bian. He fuptat my houfe,but I therefore hake not. : 
Tagen Odidhe fo? I charge you g6 with me; a 
eZmil. Oh fie ypon thee Strumper. 

Bian. 1am no Strumper, but of life as honeft, 


_ As youthat thus abufe me. ‘ 


e4imil. As [? Fie vponthee. 
Jago. Kinde Gentlemen : 
Let’s go lee poore Caffio dreft. 


| Come Miftris, you muft tel’s another Tale. 


e£milia, run you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath happ’d : 

Will you go on afore? This is the night - 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quight. Exeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


—_———— —- ——.. et rt RR nme Se SR 


Enter Othello, aud De[demona in ber bed. 


Orh, Icis the Caufe, it isthe Caufe (my, Soule). 
Let menot name it to you, you chafte Statres, 
Itisthe Caufe. YetLle nor thed her blood; 

Nor {carre chat whicer skin of hers, thenSnow, 4.> 
Ard {mooth as Monumentall Alablafter s 
Yet the mutt dye, elfe fhee’l betray move ment. | 
Put out the Light, and then pur our the Lights 
If L quenchthee, thou flaming Miniter, 
I can againethy former light reftore, ef O 
Should I repent me. But once putouc thy Light, 
Thou cunning’ft Pacterneof excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that Premetbaun heate.. 
That can thy Light re-Lume, wibare 
When [ have pluck’d thy Rofe, 
I cannot giucic vitall growth againe, wee msn l | 
It needs muft wither. Ile fmell thee on the Tree, 
Oh Balmy breath, that doft almoitperfwade: 
Tuftice to breake her Sword, One more, one more: 
Be thus when thou art dead, and J will killthee, 
And loue thee after. One more, and that’s the daft, 
So fweet, wasne’se fo farall. I muft weepe, 
But they are cruell Teares : This forrow’s heauenly, 
It ftrikes, where it dothlove, She wakess 1% 
Def. Who’s there ?Oshello? 

- Othel. \ Defdemona. ? 

Def. Will youcome to bed, my Lord? .«. 

Oth, Haue you pray’d tonight, De/demen ? 

Def: I my-Lord. 

Oth. lf yowbethinke your felfe of any Crime 
Vnreconcil’d as yet to Heaued,and Grace, .; . 
Solicite for it Rraight. ; 

Def. Alackeymy Lords) =... iw Ac 
What may you meane by that? . 

Oth. Well, doit,and be breefe, I will walke by : 
I would not kill chy vnprepared Spirit, 


{ No, Heauens fore-fend)T-would not kill thy Soule. | 


Def. Talke-you of killing 2 
Oth. 1,1 do. OR SRT IHS 
Def, Then Heauen hawe mercy onmees» 


on| 
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Oth. Amen,withall myheart. <4) Yfiow « 
Def. Ifyou fay, hope you will not killme. 
08h, Rumh. ae 
Def, And yet] feare you: for you're fatall then 
When youreyesrowlefo. .. Merge 
Why I fhould feare, 1 know nat, yar 
Since guiltineffe I Know not; But yet Lfecle I feare. 
Oth, Thinke onthy finnes, vie. 
Def: They are Loues | beareto you... | 
Oth. I,and for that thou dy’f. fre 
Def. Thaz death’s ynnaturall, that kils for loving. 
Alas,why gnaw you fo your nether-lip?, 
Some bloody paffion fhakes your very Frame: 
| Thefe areportents: but-yet I hope, hope, 
They do not point on me... 
| Orb. Peace,and be fill, ; 
Def. Iwill fo : What’s the matter? 
|. .oth. That Handkerchiefe 
1 Which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee, thou gau'ftto Caffio. 
~~ Def. Noby my Life, and Soule : fend for the man, 
And aske hiro. 
| Oth. Sweet Soule, take heed ;take heed of Periury, 
A Thou art on thy death-bed. 
|. Def, I,butnoryet to dye, 
| Oth. Prefently. i 
Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne: 
| For to deny each Article with Oath, 
‘| Cannot remoue,nor choake the (trong Conception 
| That I do.grone withall,’ Thowart to dye. 
‘| Def. OHeauen haue mercy on me. 
Oth. fay, Amen. 
| Def. And haue you merey too. Ineuer did 
| Offend you in my life: neuer lou'd Caffio, 
_| But withfuch generall warrantie of Heauen, 
‘| AsI mightloue. I never gaue him Token, 
Orb. By Heauen J faw ty Handkerchiefe in’s hand: 
O periur’d woman, thou do’ft tone my heart, . 
: | And makes'me call, what I intend to do, 
| AMurcher,which I thoughta Sacrifice. 
' 1 I faw the Handkerchiefe. © « Ls 
‘| Def. He found itthen:: 
| Yneuer gaue it him : Send; forhim hither:-- 
|| Let him confeffe'a truth. . 
Oth, Hehath confeft. © ° 
Def. What,my Lord? « 
Orh. That he hath vs'd thee, 
Def. How? vnlawfully?” 





Oth. I.” : 
Def, Hewillnorfayfo, © 
Oth. No shis mouth is ftopp’d: 
Honeft Jago hath’tane order for't. 6 
Def, Ohymy feare interprets. Whatis he dead ? 
Oth. Had alfhis haires bin lines,my greacReuenge 
Had ftomackeforthem all. © ‘- ' 
Def. Alas, he is betray’d, and J yndone.: 
Orb.OutStrumpet: weep’tt thou for hiewto my face? 
Def. O batiifh me, my Lord,bur kill menot. | 
oth. Downe Strumpet. o ih aia 
Def. Kill meto morrow, letme live to night, 
Oth. Nay, ifyouftrines u 
bef. But'halfe anhoure. °° | la 
Orb. Being done, there isinoipawfe: 
Def. But while Vay oneprayer. 0 <9" 
Oth. Itistoolare, © °9'!> >  Smorbers ber. 
e4miliaat the doore. .<) | 
y Lord, my Lord? Whathoa?, 


— 


~ 


[ Emil. 


ee 


The T ragedie of Othello 
"8 MyLordjmy Lord. Soares i 
| I that am cruel; am yet mercifull, 


> | Twould net haue thee lingerin thy paine? = 
| So,fo. fort a art 





Oth .Whatnoife is this? Notidead?not yetquite dead? 


emil.vithin. What hos? sny Lord my Lord? 


Orb, Who's there? ri 
c£mil. Oh good my Lord, I would{peake ig word 


| with you. 


Oth. Yes :’Tisemilia “by and by. Shee’s dead, 


"Tis like fhe comesto {peake of (a/fio’s death : 
_ The noife was high. Hah, no more moouing ? 


Still asthe Grave, Shall the come in? Wer'r good? 
Ithinke fhe ftirres againe, No,what’s beftto do? 
If fhe come in, thee'l fure fpeake to my wife: 
My wife, my wife : what wife ? I haue no wife. 
Oh infupportable! Oh heany houre! 
Me thinkes, it fhould benow a huge Eclipfe! 
OfSunne, and Moone; and that thaftrighted Globe 
Did yawne at Alteration. 

eEmil, 1 do befeech you 
That I may fpeake with you, Oh good myLord, 

Oth, had forgot thee: oh comein e£milia. 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw, 
Where art thou? What’s the matter withthee now? 

Enter eAamilia. 
P e4mil, Oh my good Lord, yonders foule Murthers 
one. 

Oth. What? now? 

c£mil, Butnow, my Lord, 

Orh, Icis the very error of the Moone, 
She comes more neerer Earth then the was wont, 
And tmakesmenthad, > 

eEmil, -Caffio, my Lord,kath kill’d 
A young Venetian, ¢all’d Redorigo. 

Oth. Rodorigo kill’d? and Caffiokill'd?. |; 

eEmil, No. Caffio isnot kill’d, toi 

Oth, Not Caffio kill’d? Then Murther’s out of tune, 


| And fweet Reuenge growes hatth. 


Def. O falfely, falfely murder’d. 

efimil, Alas! whatcty.isthat ?. 

Oth, That? What? ‘rpid v 

cEmil., Out,and alas, that wasmy Ladies voice, 
Helpe,helpe hoa, helpe.. Oh Ladie{peake-againe, 


| Sweet Defdemona, oh {weet Miftris, Speake.’ 


Def: A guiltleffe death, I dye. star: 
e£ mil. Oh who hathdone this deed?, - 
Def: No body: I my felfe, farewells... 
Commend me to my kinde Lord: oh farewelt. 
Orb, Why, how fhould fhebe murdred ?, 
c£ mil. Alas: who knowes ?. carbuog see 
Orb, You heare her fay her felfe, itwasnotl, |»! 
eLmil.. She faid fo:1 muftneeds report the truth. > 
Orb, She'silikea Liar.goneto burning hell, . 
Twas I that kill'dher. 5... i). ae ae 
cEmil. Oh the more Angell fhe, and you the black- 


er Divell.1 : 


Orb, She turn’d to folly's.and the was a whore. 

cEmil. Thou.do'tt bely her,and thonartadivell... 

Orh. She,was falfe.as water. “Tewasdblotsé 
e£mil.| Thou art rah as fire; to fay ,..-- 

That fhe was faife. Oh fhe was heauenly trues yo. 
Oth. Caffe did top. her:.Ask thy husband elfe. 

O, I were damn’d beneathall depth in hells, .. 

But that I did proceed vponiuft grounds ). 

To chis extremity,- Thy.Husband knew it all. 


mil. My Husband 2 | 
Oth Thy Husband, ~~ *’ CLont 
Amils That fhe wa: falfe'to wedlodke? > : 

Oth. 1, with Caffio : had fhe binertie, , 
If Heauen would make me fach another world, 
Of one entyre and perfect Chryfolite, 
T’ld not haue fold her for it. 
e£mil. My Husband? 
Orb: I, twas he tbat‘told meon her firft,- 
| An honeft man tie is, and hates the flime 
That ftickes on filthy deeds. 
eAmil. My Husband? 
Oth. What needs this i itterance, Women? 
I fay, thy Husband. 
cE mil Oh Miftris, 
Villany hath made aoelied with lous: 
My Husband fay fhe was falfe? 
Orb. He, Woman; 
Ifay thy Husband : Do'ft'vnderftand the word ? 
My Friend, thy Husband ; honeft,honeft Jago. 
eEmil. If he fay fo, may his pernicious Soule 
Rot halfe a graine a day: helyes co’th*heart, 
She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargaine. 
Oth. Hah? 
c4mil. Dothy worft: 
This deede of thine is no more worthy Heauen, 
Then thou was’t worthy her, 
Oth, Peace, you werebeft, ' 
e4mil. Thou haft not halfe that powre to dome harm, 
Aslhauetobehure, Oh Gull,oh dole, 
As ignorant as durt: thou haft done a deed 
(I care not for thy Sword) Ile make thee known, 
Though I loft twenty lines. Helpe,helpe,hoa yhelpe: 
The Moore hath kill’d my Miftris. Murther smurther. 


Enter Montano,Gratiano, and lago. 


Mon, What is the matter? How now General]? 

e£mil, Oh,are you come,/ago : you haue done well, 
That men moft lay their Murthers on your necke. 

Gra. Whatis the matter? 

eZmil. Difproue this Villaine,if thou bee’ft a man : 
He fayes, thou told'{t him that his wife was falfe: 
Iknowthou did’fl not : thou’rt not fuch a Villain. 
Speake, for my heart is full. 

Tago. 1 told him what I thought, 
And told no more 
Then what he found himfelfe was apt,and true. 

e£mil, But did you euler tell him, 
She was falfe? 

Jago. 1 did. 

eZLmil, Youtolda Lye an odious damned Lye: 
Vpon my Soule, a Lye; a wicked Lye. 
Shee falfe with Caffie ? 
Didyou fay with Ca/io? 

Jago. With Caffio, Miftris? 

Go too, charme your tongue. 

Emil. Twill not charme my Tongue ; ; 
Tam bound to fpeake, 
My Miftris heere lyes murthered in her bed, 

All, Oh Heauens,forefend. 

Emil. Andyourfeports haue fetthe Murder on. 

Othello. Nay {tare not Mafters, ?, 
It is true indeede. 

Gra. ’Tisaftrange Truth, 

Mont, O monfirous Ace. 


tbe ee Ms oore bad Venices 


VIG Ee E <i 


Emil. Villany, villany; villany 2 on 
I thinke vpon’t; I thinke® Fitnel’r: Ova sien 
I though: fo then ; ile kill my fette for gee gates 
O villany! villany ! Betis 

Jago. What, are yout mad’? 
I charge you get you hothe, ~” f 

Emil. Good Gentlemen) ter me hatte latte t to est] 
Tis proper I obéy him’; ‘but rot now f° 
Perchance Jago, ¥ willhe fe 8° home. ith an ge 

Oth. Oh,oh,oh. ° Shed. ty 

Emil, Nays lay thee dovetic,and roare 7 
For thou halt kill’d the fweeteft innocent, re Res 
Thatere did lift yp eye, °°? 7'" ral ove 

Orh. Ob fhe was fowlé !! sisvodsil wd. 
I fcarfe did know you Viikle} hike lies YouP Neéte, en: 
W hofe breath (indeed) thefe hands haue Remy’ BPRS 
1 know this acte fhewes horrible arid gritit. prey 

Gra. Poore Defdemon : *' #4 

Iam glad thy Father's dead, : ranean 

Thy Match was mortall to him? and pure reere>? G4 
Shore his old thred intwaine. Did he liué how?© 8 °° 7" 
This fight would make him do a defperate'tarne: 
Yea, curfe his better Angell from his fide, 
And fall t Reprobance. 

Orth, "Tis pitiful :but yet Jago wiinlipas?o 
That fhe with Caffio, hath the Aét of fhamey f°) 
Athonfand times committed. «Caffio confet it, 
And fhe did gratifie his amidrous workes 
With that Recognizance and pledge: onde 
Which I firft gaue her ; Lfawit in his hand +“ § 


, ' 
ored 


| Itwas a Handkerchiefe,an Antique Toked 11297 oA buA | 


My Father gaue my Morhe:?? rs 
Emil, Oh Heauen! oh heatienly oid AY 
Iago. Come, hold your peace. F022 
Emil, *Twill out, twiltout! T peace? ¥ 

No, will fpeake asliberallasthe Norths 

Let Heaueo,and Men,and Dinels, let: them alleen qin W | 

All,all, crie fhame againft me, yet Tle fpeakes’ pon mor 
Jago. Be wife,and get you: home, OSS SO WORE 
Emi, Twillnot, Sq93i1 11) 9011 tals ‘i 
Gra. Fye, your Sword ypon 2 Weontin,«° , 
Emil. Ohthou dull Moore, 

That Handkerchiefethow fpeak* of: and 

I found by Fortune, and did give my Husband: 

For often, with a folemne earneftneffe, °"> 

(More chew indeed belong’dto fuch aTifle) 

He begg’d of me, to fteale’t, 
Jago. Villanous Whore, 

~ Emil. She give it Caffio? No, alas Found it,’ 

And I did giwt my Husband. Wy 
Jago. Filth, thou lyeft. setae 
Emil. By Heatien I do not, I donot Gentlemens 

Oh murd’rous Coxcombe, what fhould fuch 4 Foole 

Do with fo good a wife? >” ; 
O:hy Arethere no ftones in Heauen, 

But what ferues for the Thunder? 

| Precious Villaine. 
Gra. The woman falless 

Sure he hath kill'd his Wife, 
Emil. 1,1: ohlay meby my Miftris fad 
Gra, Hee’ s gone, but his wife’s kill'ds 
Mon. Tis a notorious Villains take you this weapon 

Which I hauerecouerd fromthe Moore: 

Come guard the doore without, let him norpaffe, .> 

Buc kill him rather. He after that ons pier = 

For tis a damned Slaue. 





























































































































































































































































































































































































| But why thquld Honorontsling Honelty 3s, 6) sc) noc' | 
pet ieg@alleic yo sos ote, tvagiliv'! ynstliy O 
| eAmile What did thy Song-boadLady ayy cos\ 
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Gras Ifthouattemptit, it will coft thee deere; 
Thou hades ansepnn.andiperines mutter 3 
1, Oth, Looks in.ypon me thep, and {peake, with me, 
Ornaked as.J am.t.willaffaulethee,., 

Gra. Whatis the matter? 0 0 
_ Othel. Behold,I haue a weapon : 

A betterneuer.did,it felfe fuftaine, , 










Vpon a Soldiers Thigh, J haue feenetheday, | 

That withthis.Jittle Arme, and this good Sword, 

I haue made my way chrough more inapediments 
Thentwenty times your ftop.. But (oh vaine boaft) 

.{ Who can controll his Fate 2."Tis pot fonow.;» 
Be not affraid, though youdo fee me weapon’d ; . 

Heere is mysiourniesend, heereis my bute... ; 

And verie Sea-marke of my.vtmoft Saile. 

Do you gabacke difmaid’Tis.a loft feare: 

| Man but a Ruth againfkt Orhello’s breft, 

‘d And he retires, Where, fhould.Orhello go? 


a ae 


1 Now: how doft thou lookenow? Oh ill-Starr’d wench, 
Paleas thy Smocke; when we fhall meete at compz, 

| This looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen, 
1 And Fiends will:fnatch at it, Cold,cold,my Girle? 

| Bucn like thy Chaftity...O cupfed, curfedSlaue!, 


| Whip me.ye Divelsy oc 


















| From the poffeffion of this Heauenly fight: 
| Blow me about in windes, roaft me in Sulpbure, 
1 Wath mein Reepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 
| Oh Defdemon dead Defdeman dead. Oh,oh | 








Enter Lodouico, Gajfio, Montano, and Iago, 
7 & BeGapet _, with Officers. Hod vd 

Lod. Whereis.thisrafh,and moft vnfortunate man ?, 

Oth, ‘That's he that was Othello: heere ] am. 

Lod. Where isthat Viper? 

| Bring the Villaineforth. ‘ 

1 Oth. lleok-down-towards his feet; but that’sa Fable, 

4 [fthatthou bee’ft a Diuell,I cannot kill thee, 

Lod, Wrench his Sword from him. 

Lagos: Ableed Sis,but not kill’d. a 

Othel:i Lam not forry.neither, I'd haue thee live : 












For in my fenfe, ‘tis happineffe to.die. . ‘ 
Led. Ob thon Orhello, that was once fo good, 
Falne in the practife ofa curfed Slaue, 
What fhall be faide to thee, 
Orb, Why anything: ..." 
1 Anhonourable Murderer, if youwills ‘ 
1 For nought kdidin hate, but all in Honour. 
Led. This wterch hath part;confefthis Villany: . 
"Did youandheconfent in Caffic's death, 
Oth. J. ins EOI Mi Gitt H Po 
Cafe Deere Generall neues gaue you caule. 
orb. Istqbbleeueit; and J aske your pardon : 
Will you,] pray, demand that demy-Diuell,, 
peatS 



















‘dmy Soule and Bedy,.. ~ 
Jag.Demand me nothing: what you knew,youknow: 
From this timeforth, J neuer will, fpeake wora,: 
Lod. What? not to pray? it 
Gra. Torments will ope your lips, 
Orth. Well, thou doft beft, -. 
Led. Sir, iy 
You fhall ynderftand what hath befalne, 
(Which,as I thinke,you know not) heereis a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the {laine Rodorigo, 
And heere another, the one ofthem imports 
The death of Caffie, to be yndertooke 
By Rodorigo. pol 
Oth. O Villaine ! 
Caffio. Moft Heathenifh,and moft groffe, 
» Lod. Now,heere’s another difcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too : and thisit feemes 
Redorigo meant thaue fent this damned yillaine: 


| Butthat (belike)Zago in the interim 


Came in, and fatis fd him. 
Oth, Oh thou pernitious Caitifie; 


| How came you (Caffio) by that Handkerchiefe 
| That was my wiues ? 


Caffio. found it inmy Chamber : 


| And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now, - 


That there he dropt it fora {peciall purpofe, 
Which wrought to his defire.: .. 

Othel. O Foole,foole,foole! 
= Caffe. Thereis beGdes, in Rodorizo’s Lester, 
How he vpbraides Jago, thathe made him 


| Braueme vpon the Watch : whereonit:came 


That I was caft : and euen but now he fpake 
(After long feeming dead) /ago hurt him, 
Lage {er him) on, 
Lod, You mutt forfake this roome,and go with ys: 
Your Power,and your Command is taken off, 
And Caffio rulesin Cyprus. For this Slaue, 
If there be any cunning Crueitie, 
That can torment bin much,and hold himJeng, 
It thall be his, You fhall.clofe Prifonerreft, .. 


) Till chacche Nature of your fault be knowne- 


Tothe Venetian Stare. Come,bring away. 

Oth, Soft you; a word or two before you goe: 
I haue done the State fome feruice, and they know’: 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you fhall thefe vnluckie deeds relate, 
Speake of me,as am. Nething extenwate, . 
Nor fet downe onght in malice. 
Then muft you ipeake, 
Of one chat lou’d not wifely, but too wells 
Ofoue, not ealily Fealious, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extreame ; Of one, whofe hand 
(Like the bafe Iudean) threw a Pearle awa 
Richer then all his Tribe: Of one, whofe fubdu’d Eyes, 
Albeit yn-vfed to the melting moode, 
Drops teares as faft as tle Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinable gumme. Set youdowne this: 
And fay befides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State, 
I tooke by th’throat the circumcifed Dog ges. 
And fmoatehim,thus, _, 

Lod, Ob bloody period. 

Gra. Allthatis fpoke,is marr’d, Ait 

Orh. Lkiftthee, ere] kill’d thee; No way bur this, 


aa Th dat Dyes: 
Killing my felfe, to dye vpona kiffe,  Caffia. 













nee eae ae 


theeDooreof Venice. 339 


a aa eres : 
Caf.This did I feare, but thought he hadno weapon: | Letit behid. Gratiano,keepe the houfe, 





eat 


For he was great of heart. And feize vpon the Forcunes'of the Moores 

lod. Oh SpartonDogge: For they fucceede on you. To you,Lord Gouernor, 
More fell chen Anguifh, Hunger, or the Sea ; Remaines th eCenfure of chis hellifh villaine: 
Looke onthe Tragicke'Loading of this bed : The Time, the Place,the Torture,oh inforceit: 
Thisis thy worke: My felfe will ftraight aboord,and to the State, 
TheObie& poyfonsSight, — This heauie AG, with heauie heart relate, Excunte 


FINIS. 





nee a Ete atg cite nt ioe 


The Names of the Actors. Senators, 
(2% 4%) Montano, Goaernour of Cyprus. 
oak te Gentlemen of Cyprus. : 
Lodouico,azd Gratiano, two Noble Venetians. 











ue Thello, the Moore. Saylorse 
»Brabantio,. Father to Defdenona. Chee 
a Caflio, a2 Honourable Lieutenant. : 
a Villaine, Defdemona, wife to Othello, 
Rodorigo, agulld Gentleman. Aimilia, wife to Jago. 
Duke of Venice. | Bianca, 4 Curtezan. 
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eA tus Primus. 


Enter Demetrius and Philo, 


ah Philo. 
Ay, but this dotage of our Generals 
Ore-flowes the meafure : thofe his goodly eyes 
That o’re the Files and Mufters of the Warre, 
Haue glow’d like plated Mars : 
Now bend, now turne 
“The Office and Deuotion of their view 
Vpona Tawny Front. His Captaines heart, 
Which in the fcuffles of great Fights hath burft 
The Buckles on his breft, reneages all temper, , 
And is become the Bellowes and the Fan 
| Tocoole a Gypfies Lat. 
Flourifh. Enter Anthony ,Clropatra.ber Ladies, the 
Traine,with Exauchs fanning ber. 
| Looke where they come: > 
| Take but good note, and _youfhall fee in him 
| (Therriple Pillar of the world) transform’‘d- 
{ Into a Strumpets Foole. Behold and fee, 
1 Cleo. Ifit be Loue indeed, tell me how much, . 
Ant. There's beggery inthe love thatvan bereckon’d 
Cleo, Ne fet a bourne how fatre to be belou’d, 
| Aut. Thea maf chou needes finde 
-{ new Earth, “nz; 


aoeewt 2 


Enter a Meffencerar a ese 
Mef: Newes(my good Lord)from Romie: 
A nt, Grates me,the fumme. ae 3 
| Cleo, Nay hearethem Aathony. ong 
“| Fwleia perchance isangry: Or who knowes,“ % 
‘| Ifthe tcarfe-bearded Cafar have not fent 
‘| His powrefull Mandate to you Do this,or this ; 
| Take in that Kingdome,and Infranchife that : 
“| Perform’e, or elfe we damne thee. 

Ant, How,my Louc? 
* Cleo, Perchance? Nay,and moft like : 
| You muftnoeftay heere longer, your difmimion 
‘| Is come from Cefar, therefore heare it Anthony. 


& st 
2 
. 


eevee | 






| ‘Cail inthe Meffengers : As 1 am Egypts Queene, 

| Thou blufhett Anthony, and that blood of thine 

| Is Cefars homager : elfe foghy cheeke payes fhame, 

| When thrill-tongu’d Fuluia {colds The Meffengers. 
Ant, Let Romein Tyber mele, and the wide Arch 
| Of the raing’d Empire fall : Heere is my {pace, 

. Kingdomes are clay : Our dungie earth alike 


EN EAE em “eg 





‘our new Heauery | 


Ard } ofbettet deeds tomorrow. Reftyouhappy. ,  Exennt 


Where's Fus/tias Proceffe? (Cafars 1 would fay) both ?, | Garlands. 


= 
— e 


NY 


a 


OW 


THE TRAGEDIE OF 


Anthonie, and Cleopatra. 





Scena Prima. 





Feeds Beaft as Man ; the Nobleneffe of life 
Isto do thus: when fuch a mutuall paire, 
And fuch a twaine can doo’s, in which | binde 
One paine of punifhment, the world co weete 
W'e ftand vp Peereleffe. 
Cleo, Excellent falfhood: 
Why did he marry Fal/ma, and not loue her? 
lle feeme the Foole lam not. Anthony will be himfelfe, 
Ant. Burfiired by (leopatra. 
Now forthe loue of Loue,and her foft houres, 
Let’s not confound the time with Conference harth; 
There's not a minute of our lives fhould ftretch 
Without fome pleafurenow. What {port to night ? 
Cleo. Hearethe Ambafladors. 
Ant. Fye wrangling Queene: 
_.Whom euery thing becomes, to chide,to laugh, 
To'weepe: whoeuery paffion fully flriues 
-Tomake it felfe (in Thee)faite and admird. 
No Meffenger but chine, aid all alone, tonight 
Wee'l wander through che fireets,and note 
>The qualities of people.” Come my Queene, 
Laltnight yotdid defire it. Speake nottovs. 
a Exeant with the Traine. 
Dem. 18 Cafar with Anthonivs priz’d fo flight ? 
Philo. Sit. fometimes when he is not Anthony, 
He comestoo fhort of that great Property 
Which ftillthould go with vzntheny. 
~ Dem. Lam full forry, thathee approues the common 
* Lyatywho thus fpeakes of him at Rome ; but i will hope 


ene a 


nter Enobarbus, Lamprius,a South{ayer, Ranwins, Lucilli- 
#8, Charmian, Iras, Adardianthe Ensnch, 
anh Alexas. 


Char. L. Alexas, {weet Alexas,moft any thing Alexas, 
almoft moft abfoluce Alexas, where's the Soothfayer 


~f-that you prais’d fo ro’th’Queene? Oh that knewe this 


Husband, which yeu fay, mutt change his Hornes with 


Alex, Soothfayer. 
Sooth. Your will? 
Char, Is this the Man? Is’e you fir that know things? 
Sooth. In Natures infinite booke of Secrecie, alittle I 
canread, : 
Alex, Shew him your hand, ; 
Enob. Bring in the Banket quickly : Wine enough, 
Cleopa 
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eAnthony and (leopatra. 


Cleopatra’s health to drinke. 

Char. Good fir,giue me good Fortune. 

Sooth. Imake not, but forefee. 

Char. Pray then, forefee me one. | 

South. You fhall be yet farre fairer then you are. 

Char. He meanes ik fiefh. 

*Iras. No,you fhall paint when you ase old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid. 

eAlex. Vex nothis prefcience, be attentine, 

Char. Huth. 

Sosth. You hall be more beloting then beloued. 

Char. Thad rather heate my Liver with drinking. 

Alex, Nay,heare him, 

Char. Good now fome excellent Fortune: Let mee 
be married to three Kings in aforenoone, and Widdow 
them all : Let me haue a Childe at fifty, to whom Herede 
oflewry may do Homage. Finde me to marrie me with 
Ottanius ( efar, and companion me with my Miftris. 

Seoth. You fhall out-liue the Lady whom you ferue. 

Char. Oh excellent, Jloue long life better then Figs. 

Sooth. You haue fcene and proued a fairer former for- 
tune, then that whichis to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children’ fhel! haue no names: 
Prythee how many Boyes and. Wenches muft I haue. 

Sooth, Ifeuery of your wifhes had a wombe, & fore- 
tell euery with, a Million. 

Char. Out Foole,] forgiue thee for a Witch. 


Alex, You thinke none but your fheets are priuie to | 


your wifhes. 

Char. Nay come,tell Jras hers. 

Alex. Wee'l know all our Fortunes. 

Enxob. Mine,and moft of our Fortunes tonight, fhall 
be drunke to bed. | 

Iras.There’s a Palme prefages Chaftity, if nothing els, 

Char. E’neas the o’re-flowing Nylus prefageth Fa- 
mine, 

Tras. Go you wilde Bedfellow,you cannot Soothfay. 

Char.’ Nay, ifan oyly Palme bee not a fruitfull Prog- 
noftication, I cannot fcratch mine eare. Prythee tel her 
but aworky day Fortune, 

Sooth. Your Fortunes are alike, 

Tras. But how, but how, giue me particulars, 

Sooth. Ihaue faid. 

Jras. Am I nor an inch of Fortune better then fhe? 

Char, Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better 
then I : where would you choofe it, 

fras, Notin my Husbands nofe. 

Char. Our worfer thoughts Heauens mend. 

, Alexas. Come,his Fortune,his Fortune. Ohlethin 
mary a woman that cannot go, {weet J/s,I befeech thee, 
and let her dye too,'and giue hima worfe,and !et worle 
follow worfe, till the worft of all follow him laughing to 
his graue, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good J/s heare me this 
Prayer, though thou denice me a matter of more waight: 
good ifs I befeech thee. 

Tras. Amen,deere Goddeffe, heare that prayer of the 
people, For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfome 
man loofe-Wiu'd, foit isadeadly forrow, tobeholdea 
foule Knaue yncuckolded : Therefore deere //is keep de- 
corwm,and Fortune him accordingly, 

Char. Amen.. ; 

Alex, Lo now, ifit lay in their hands to make mee a 
Cuckold, they would make themfelues Whores, but 
they’'ld doo’t. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Exob, Hufh,heere comes Anthony. 


Char. Not he,the Queene, 
Cleo. Saue you,my Lord, 
Enob. No Lady. 
Cleo, Was he not heere? 
Char. No Madam. : 
Cleo, He was difpos’d to mirth, but on the fodaine 

A Romane thoughe hath ftrcoke him. 

Enobarbus ? 
Enxob. Madam, ict ene 
Cleo.Seeke him,and bring him hicher: wher’s Alexias? 
Alex. Heere at your feruice. 


My Lord approaches, 


Enter Anthony,with a Meffenger. 
Cleo. Wewll not looke ypon him : 
Go with vs. 
Meffen. Fuluiathy Wile, 
Firft came into the Field. 
Ant. Againt my Brother Lucins ? 4 
Meffen, 1: but foone that Warre had end, - 


- Andthetimes ftate 


Made friends of chem, ioynting their force ’gainft Cefar, 
Whofe betrer iflue in the warre from Italy, 
Vpon the firft encounter draue them. 
Ant. Well, what worft. _ 
Meff; The Nature of bad newes infedts the Teller, 
Ant. When it concernes the Feole or Coward: On. 
Things that are paftjare done,with me, ’Tis this, 
Who tels me true, though in his Tale lye death, 
I heare hinvas he flatter’d. ; 
Mef. Labienus (this is ftiffe-newes) 
Hath with his Parthian Force 
Extended Afia: from Euphrates his conquering 
Banner fhooke, from Syria to Lydia, 


_ And to Tonia,whil’t 


Ant, Anthony thou would’tt fay. 
Mef. Ohmy Lord. 
At, Speake to me home, 
Mince not the generall tongue, name 
Cleopatra as fhe is call’d in Rome: 
Raile thou in Fuluia’s phrafe,and taunt my faults 
With fuch full Licenfe, as boch Truth and Malice 
Haue powertovtter. Oh then we bring forth weeds, 
When our quicke windes lye ftill, and our illes told vs 
Is as our earing : fare thee well awhile. 
Mef. At your Nobile pleafure.. 
Enter anorber Meffenger. 
Ant. From Scicion how the newes ? Speake there. 
1.Afef. The man from Seicion, 
Is there fuch an one? 
2./4ef, He ftayes vpon your will. 
nt, Let him appeare: 
Thefe ftrong Egyptian Fetters I muft breake, 


Exit Meffenger. | 


Or loofe my felfe in dotage, 


Exter another Meffenger with a Letter. 


What are you? 

3.CMef. Fuluia thy wife is dead. 

Ant, Where dyed fhe. 

Mef: In Scicion,her length of fickneffe, 
With what elfe more ferious, 
Tmporteth thee to kaow, this beares, 

Axtho. Forbeare me ee | 

There’s a great Spirit gone, this did defire its 
W hat our contempts doth often hurle from vs, 


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































342 


| Wewith it ours againe. The prefent pleafure, 
By revolution lowring, does become 
The oppofite of itfelfe : the’s good being gon, 
The hand could plucke her backe,that fhou’d her en. 
I muit from this enchanting Queenc breake off, — 
Ten thoufand harmes, more then the illes I know 
My idleneffe doth hatch, 
Exter Exobarbus. 
How now Enobarbus. 
| Eno, What's your pleafure,Sir? 

Anh. I muft wich hafte from hence. 

Eno. Why then we kill all our Women, We fee how 
mortal] an vnkindnefle is tothem, ifthey fuffer our de- 
parcure.death’s the word, 

Ant, mutt be gone. 

Eno. Vnder a conmpelling an eccafion,let women die. 
It were pirty to cafi chem away for nothing, though be- 
tweene them and 4 great caufe, they fhould be efteemed 
nothing, Cleopatra catching but the leaft noyfe of this, 
dies inftantly ; I baue feeneher dye twenty times vppon 
farce poorer moment : Ido think there is mettle in death, 
which commits fome louing acte vpon her, fhe hath fuch 
acelerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paft mans thought. 

Eno. AlackeSir no, ber paffions are made of nothing 
| but the fineft part of pure Loue. We cannot cal her. winds 
and waters, fighes and teares : They are greater ftormes 
and Tempefts ns Almanackes can report. This cannot 
be cunning inher; if it be, fhe makes a fhowie of Raine 
as well as Ioue. : 

Axt. Would Thad neuer feene her. 

Exo, Oh fir,you had then !eft vnfeene a wonderfull 
peece of worke, which not to haue beene bleft withall, 
would haue difcredited your Trauaile, 

Ant. Fuluiais dead, 

Eno, Sir. 

Ant, Fulsiais dead. 

Eno. Fuluiat ~ 

Ant. Dead, 

Eno. Why fir, gine the Gods a thankefull Sacrifice: 
when it pleafeth their Deities to take the wife ofa man 
1 from him,1t fhewes to man the Tailorsof the earth:com- 
forting therein, that when olde Robes aresworne out, 
thereare members to make new. Ifthere were no more 
Women but Fuiuia,then had youindeede acut, and the 
cafe to be lamented; This greefe is crown’d with Confo- 
lation, your old Smocke brings foorth a new Petticoate, 
-audindeed the teares liue in. an Onion, that fhould water 
J Nhis forrow. ates 

‘Ant. The bufineffe the hath broached inthe State, 
‘Cannot endure my abfence. 

Eno. And the bufineffe you haue broach’dheere can- 
not be without you, efpecially that of C/eepatra’s,, which 
wholly depends on your abode, 

Ant, No more light Anfweres: 

Let our Officers ote 

Haue notice what wepurpofe. I fhall breake 
The caufe of our Expedience to the Queene, 
And gether love to part, For not alone 

The death of Fe/uia, with more vrgent touches 
Do firongly {peake to vs : but the Letters too 
Of many our contriuing Friends in Rome, 
Petitionvsathome, Sextus Pompecius 

Haue giuen the dare to Ca/ar, and commands 
The Empire of che Sea,, Our flippery people, 
Whole Loucis neuer link’d tothe deferuer, 
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Till his deferts are paft, begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his Dignities 
Vpon his Sonne, who high in Nameand Power 
Higher then both in Blood and Life, ftands vp ? 
For the maine Souldier, Whofe quality going on 
The fides o’th'world may danger. Much is breeding, 
Which Like the Courfers heire, hath yet butlife, 
And nota Serpents poyfon, Say our pleafure, 
To fuch whofe places vnder vs,require _ 
Our quicke remoue from hence. 

Enob. J thalldoo’t, 


Enter Cleopatra,Charmian, Alexasyand Iras, 


Cleo, Where is he? 

Char. I did not fee him fince. 

(leo. See where he is, . 
Whofe with him, what hevdoes : N 
I did not fend you. If you finde him fad, : 
Say Tam dauncing: ifin Myrth, replete a 
That am fodaine ficke, Quicke,and recurne. i 

Char Madam,methinkes if you did loue him deerly, 
You do not hold the method, toenforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. What fhould I do, I donot ? 

Ch.1n each thing give him way,croffe him in nothing, 

Cleo. Thou teacheft like a foole:the way to lofe him. 

Char. Tempt him not fo too farre. I with ferbeare, 
In time we hate that which we often feare, : 

Exter Anthony, : 
But heere comes Jathony. 

Cleo. 1am ficke,and fallen, 

An. Lam forry to giuc breathing to my purpofe, 

Cleo. Helpeme away deere Charmian,I {hall fall, 
Tt cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature 
Will not fuftaine ir. 

Ant, Now my deereft Queene, 

“Cleo. Pray you ftand farther fiom mee. 

Ant. What's the nsacter? 

(Teo. know by that fame eye thers fome good news. 
What fayes the married woman you may goe? 
Would fhe had neuer giuen you leaue to come. 
Let her not fay ‘tis I that keepe you heere, 

I haue no power vpon you: Hers you are. 

Ant. The Gods bef know. 

Cleo, Oh neuer was there Queene 
So mightily betrayed ; yet at the fictt 
I faw the Treafons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. : 

Cleo, Why fhould I thinke you can be mine, & true, 
(Though you in {wearing fhake the Throaned Gods) 
Who haue beene falfe to Fulwia? 

Riotous madneffe, 
To be entangled with thofe mouth-made vowes,. 
Which breake themfelues in wearing. 

Ant. Moft {weet Queene, i: 

Cleo, Nay pray you feeke no colour for your goings 
But bid farewell, and goe: 

When you fued ftaying, 
Then was the time for words : No going then, 
Er ernity was in our Lippes, end Eyes, i 
Bliffe inour browes bent :none.our parts fo poorey 
But was a race of Heauen. They are fo ftill, 
Or thou the greateft Souldier of the world, 
Art turn’d che greateft Lyar. 

Ant. Hownow Lady? 





Cleo. 
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Clee, 1 would I had thy inches, thou fhould’R know 


There were 3 heart in Egypt. : 

Ant, Heare me Queene ; 

The ftrong neceffity of Time, commands 
Our Seruicles a-while: but my full heart 
Remaines in vfe with you. Our Italy, 
Shines o’re with cinill Swords 5 Sextis Pompeius 
Makes his approaches co the Port.of Rome, 
Equality of two Domefticke powers, 
Breed fervpulous faction; The hated growne to ftrength 
Are newly growneto Loue: The condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich in his Fachers Honor,creepes apace 
Into the hearts of fuch,as haue pot thrined 
Vpon the prefenc ftate, whofe Numbers threaten, ., 
And quietneffe growne ficke of reft,would purge 
By any defperace change : My mose particular, 
And chat which moft with you fhould fafe my going, 
Is Faluias death, 
Cleo. Though age from folly could not giue me freedom 
Itdoes from childifhneffe. Can Fuluia dye? 

Aut. She’s dead my Queene. 
Lookeheere, and at thy Soucraigne leyfure read 
The Garboyles fhe awak'd : at the laft,beft, 

See when,and where fhee died. 
Cleo. O moft falfe Loue! 
| Where be the Sacred Violles thou fhould’ft fill 
With forrowfull water ?Now 1 fee, I fee, 
In Faluias death, how mine receiu'd fhall be. 

Ant. Quarrell no more, but bee prepar'd co know 
The purpofes I beare : which are,or ceafe, 

Asyou fhall give th’aduice. By the fire 
That quickens Nylus flime, J go from hence 
Thy Souldier, Seruant, making Peace or Warre, 
Asthou affects. aes 

Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charmian rome, 

‘| But lec it be,T am quickly ill,and well, 
| So Anthony loucs., 

Ant. My precious Queene forbeare, 
And giue true evidence to his Loue, which ftands 
An honourable Triall. 

(leo. So Fulia told me. 
I prychee turne afide,and weepe for her, 
Then bid adiew to me, and fay the teares 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent diffembling,and let it locke 
Like perfe&t Honor. | 

Ant. You'lheat my blood no more? 

Cleo. You can do better yet: but this is meetly. 

Ant. Now by Sword. 

Cleo. And Target. Still hemends, 

But this isnotthe beft. Looke prythee Charmiias, 
How this Herculean Roman do’s become 
The carriage of his chafe, 
Ant, Me leaue you Lady. 
Clee, Courteous Lord, one word : 
Sir, youand I muft part, buethat’snocit : 
Sir, you and J haue lou’d, but there’s not it: 
That you know well, fomething itis I would : 
Oh, my Obliuion is a very Anthony, 
And Lam all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your Royalty . 
Holds Idleneffe your fubieét, I fhould take you 
For Idleneffe it felfe. . ; 

Cleo. *Tis {wearing Labour, 

To beare fuch Idleneffe fo neere the heart 
As Cleoparrathis. But Sir,forgiuc me, 


Since my becommings kill me, whenthey do not 
Eye well to you. Your Honor calles you hence, 
Therefore be deafe to my-vnpittied Folly, 
And all the Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell victory, and {mooth fucceffe a 
Be ftrew'd before your feete.s 

Ant. Letvs go. 
Conse : Our feparation fo abides and‘flies, 
That chou reciding heere, goes yet with mee; 
And | hence fleeting, heere remaine with thee. 
Away. Exeunt. 


i 
Enter Oftanins reading a Letter, Lepidus, 
and thew Traine. 


{ 
Caf: You may fee Lepidus,and henceforth know; - 
Icis not Cefars Naturall vice, to hate ° 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This isthe newes : He fifhes, drinkes,and wattes 
The Lampes ofnight inreuell: Is not more manlike 
Then Cleopatra : nor the Queene of Ptolomy 
More Womanly thenhe, Hardly. gaue audience 
Or vouchfafeto thinke he had Partners, You 
Shall finde there 3 man, who is th’abftraéts of all faules, 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I mutt not thinke | 
There are, euils enow to darken all his goodneffes 
His faults in him, feeme as the Spots of Heauen, 
Morefierie by nights Blacknefic ; Heredirarie, 
Rather then purchafte: what he cannot change, 
Then what he chooles. 
Caf. Youaretooindulgent. Let’s graunt itis not 
Amifle to cumble on the bed of Prolomy, 


Whom thefe things cannot blemifh) yet mutt efutbony. 
No way excufe his foyles, when we do beare 
So great waight in his lightneffe. Ifhe fill’d 
His vacancie with his Voluptuou{neffe, 
Full farfets, and the drineffe ofhis bones, 
Call on him for’t. But to confound fuchtime, — 
That drummes him trom his {port,and fpeakes as lowd 
Ashis owne State, aid ours, ‘tisto be chid: ” 
As we rate Boyes, who being mature in knowledge, 
Pawne their experience to their prefent pleafure, 
And fo rebell to indgement. 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Lep.: Heere'’stnorehewesey oe 

Mef. Thy biddings have beene done, & ewesie houre 
Moft Noble Ca/ar, fhalt thou haue repore 
How *tis abroad. Pompey is firong at Sea, 
And it appeares,he is belou’d of thafe 
That only haue feard Ce/ar : to the Ports 
The difcontents repaire, and mens reports 
Giue him much wrong’d. | 

Cef. I fhould haue knowné no leffe, 
It hath bin taught vs from the primall fate 
That he which is was wifhr, yneill he were? 
And the ebb’d man, 
Ne’re lou’d, till né’re worth loue, ; 
Comes fear’d, by being lack’d. This commen bodie, 
Like to a Vagabond Flagge vpon the Strcame, 
Goes too, and backe, lacking the varrying tyde ° 


To giue « Kingdomme for a Mirch, to fit 
And keepetheturne of Tipling with a Slaue, 
| Torecle the ftreets at noone, and Rand the Buffer 
With knaues that fmels of {weate : Say thisbecoms him} - 
(As his compofure muft be rare indeed, 
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Tororitfelfe withmorion, ~~~ 
| Mef. Cefar T bring thee word, | 
Menacrates and Menas famous Pyrates = 
Makes the Sea ferue thems, which they eare and wound 
With'keeles ofeuery kinde. Many hot inrodes 
They make in Iealy, the Borders Maritime 
Lacke blood to thinke on’t, and fluth youth revolt, 
No Veffell can peepe forth : but’tis 3s foone 
Taken as feene : for Pompeyes name {trikes more 
Then could his Warre refifted. 
Cafar. Anthony,” 
Leaue thy lafciuious Vaffailes. When thou once 
Was beaten from (Medena, where thou flew’ft 
Hirfius,and Pasfa Confuls, at thy heele 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought’ againft, 
(Though daintily brought vp) with patience more 
Then Satiages could fufter. Thou did’ft drinke 
The ftale of Horfes, and the gilded Puddle 
Which Beafts would cough at. Thy pallat thé did daine 
The rougheft Berry, on the rudeft Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stagge,when Snow the Pafture fheets, 
The barkes of Trees thou brows'd, On the Alpes, 
Itis reported thou did’ft eate ftrange flefh, 
| Which fome did dye to looke on : And all this 
(It ‘wounds thine Hofior that I fpeake it now) 
Was borne fo like a Soldiour, that thy cheeke 
So much as lank‘d nor. 
Lep, “Tis pitty of him. 
Cef. Let his fhames quickely 
Drive him to Rome, ‘tis time we cwaine 
Did thew our felues i’th’Field, and to thatend 
Affembic me immediate counfell, Pompey 
4 Thrives in our Idleneffe. ; 
Lep. Tomorrow Ca[ar, 
I fhall be furnifht to informe yourightly 
Both what by Seaand LandI canbe able 
To front this prefent time. mikrae 
Caf-Til which encounter,it is my bufines too,Farwell. 
Lep.Farwell my Lord, what you fhal know mean time 
Of ftirres abroad,I fhall befeech you Sir 
To let me be parcaker. sigs a! 
Cafar. Doubt not fir,] knew itformy Bond, Exeunt 
Enter (leopatra, Charmsian,lras, Mar dian. 
Cleo, Charmian, | 
Char, Madam. ; 
Cleo. Ha,ha,giue me to drinke Mandragor st. 
Char, Why Madam ? in 
Cleo, That I might flecpe out this great gap of time: 
|My Anthony isaway, | SED 
_ Char, Youthinke ofhim too much. 
(leo, O'tis Treafor. 
Char. Madam, I truft not fo, 
Cleo. Thou, E unuch (Mardian? 
Mar, What'syour Highneffe pleafure ? 
Cleo, Not now ta heare thee fing, I take no pleafure 
In ought an Eunuch ha’s : Tis well for thee, 
That being vafeminar'd, thy freer thoughts 
May not flye forth of Egypt. Haft thou Affections ? 
Mar. Yes gracious Madam. 
Cleo. Indeed? : 
Mar. Notindeed Madam, for ican do nothing 
| But what in deede is honeftto be done: 
| Yet haue I fierce Affections,and thinke 
What Venus did wich-Mars. 
Cleo. OhCharmion > oF 
Ww tere think thou he is now? Standshey or fits be? - 
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Orcdoes he walke? Or is-he omhis Horfe ? 
Ob happy horfe to beare the weight of Anthony! 
Do brauely Horfe, for wort thou whom thou moouf. 
The demy elas of this Earth, the Arme , 
And Burganet of men. Hee’s {peaking now, ° 

Or murmuring, where’s my Serpent of old Nyle, 

(For fo he cals me:) Now I feede my felfe 

With moft delicious poyfon. Thinkeon me 

That am with Phoebus amorous pinches blacke, 

And wrinkled deepe in time. Broad-fronted Cafar, 
When thou was't heere aboue the ground, I was 

A morfell fora Monarke : and great Pompey 

Would ftand and make his eyes grow in my brow, 
There would he‘anchor his Afpe@and dye 

With looking on his life. 


' Enter Alexs from Cafar. 

Alex. Soucraigne ef Egypt, haile. 

Cleo, How much vnlike art thou Marke Anthony? 
Yet comming from him, that great Med’cine hath 
With his Tin gilded thee. 

How goes it with my braue ALarke Anthonie? 

Alex. Laft thing he did (deere Qu ene) 

He kift the laft of many doubled kiffes 
This Orient Pearle. His {peech ftickes in my heart, 
Cleo. Mine care muft plucke it thence. 
Alex. Good Friend, quoth he: 
Say the firme Roman ro great Egypt fends 
This treafure ofan Oyfter: at whofe foote 
To mend the petcy prefent, I will peece 
Her opulent Throne, with Kingdomes. All the Eaft, 
Say thou) fhall calther Miftris. So he nodded, 
nd foberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steede, 
Who neigh’d fo hye, that what I would haue fpoke, 
Was beaftly dumbe by him, 

Cleo. What was hé fad,or merry? 

Alex, Like to the time o’th’yeare, between § extremes 
Ofhot and cold, he was nor fad,nor merrie. 

Cleo, Oh well diuided difpofition: Nore him, 
Note him good Charmian,’tis the man ; but note him. 
He was not fad, for he would fhine on thofe 
That make their lookes by his. He was not merrie, 
Which feemd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with hisioy, but betweene both, 

Oh heauenly mingle! Bee'ft thou fad,or mersie, 
The violence ofeithertheebecomes, 
So do’sitno mans elfe, Met’ft chou my Pofts? 

Alex, i viadam, twenty feucrall Meflengers. 
Why de you fend fo thicke? 

Cleo, Who’sbornethat day, when forget to fend 
to Anthonie, thall dye aBegger. Inke and paper Char- 
mian. Welcome my good Alexas, Did 1 Charmian, © 
uer loue (far fo? 

Char, Oh that brane Cefar! 

Cleo. Be choak’d with fuch another Emphafis, 

Say thebraue Authony, + 

Char, The valiant. Cefar. 

Cleo. By fis, 1 will giue thee bloody teeth, 
Ifthou with Céfar Parago nagaine : 
Mymanofmen, 

Char. By your moft gracious pardon, 

I fing but after you... ; 

Cleo, My Sallad dayes, 
When I was greene in iudgement, cold in blood, 
To fay, as I faide then. But come,away, 

Get me inke and Paper, Hee 
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"Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and AMenas, in 
warlike mannere age 
Pom. \fthe great Gods be inftythey fhall affitt 
The deeds of iuftefimen. ho 
'" Mene. Kagw worthy Pompey, that what they do de- 
lay they TOCCOA V6 aes “a aaah : 
“Pom. Whiles we are futorsto their Throne, decayes 
thething we fuefor, . sks ain 
“Ng Mene. We ignorant ef ourfelues, » 
Begge often our owne harmes,ywhich the wife Powres 
Deny vs for our good : fo finde we profis . 
By loofing of our Prayers. 
Pom. | fhall do well : " . 
The peapleloug me, and the Sea is mine ; 
My powers are Creffent, and my Anguring hope 
Sayes i¢ will come co’th’full. Marke Anthony 
In Egypt fits at dinner, and will make 7 
No warres without doores. Cefar gets money where 
He loofes hearts : Lepidus flatters both, 
1 Of both is flatter’d : bur he neither loues, 
| Nof either cares for him. 
— Mene. Cafar and Lepidus are in the field, 
“| Amighty ftrengch they carry. 
Pow, Where haue you this? ’Tis falle. 
Mene, From Silaius, Sit- 
Pom He dreames:.1 know they are in Rome together 
| Looking for Anthony : but all the charmes of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra fofcen thy wand lip, 
Let Witchcraft ioyne with Beauty, Luft with both, 
4 Tye vp the Libertine ina field of Feafts, 
| Keepe his Braine fuming. Epicurean Cookes, 
| Sharpen with cloyleffe fawee his Appetite, 
| That fleepe and feeding may proroguc his Honour, 
1 Euen till a Lethied duineffe— 
Enter Varrius. 
How now Varrius? 
Var. This is moft certaine, that I fhall deliver: 
| (Marke Anthony is every houre in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from Egypt, ’tis 
A {pace for farther Trauaile. 
{ Pom. {could haue giuen leffe matter 
Abettereare. Mexas, I did nocthinke 
} This amorous Surfetter would haue dotin’d his Helme 
| For fucha petty Warre : His Souldierfhip 
| Isewicethe other twaine: But let vs reare 
The higher our Opinion, that our Rtirring 
| Can from the lap of Egypts Widdow, plucke 
| The neere Luft-wearied Anthony. 
| Afene. I cannothope, 
'| Cafar and Aathony fhall well greet together; 
| His Wife that’s dead, did trefpaffesto Ca/ar, 
His Brother wan’d vpon him, although I chinke 
Not movu’d by Anthony. 
Pow. 1 know not AZeuas, 
How leffer Enmities may give way to greater, 
Were’t not that we ftand vp againft them all : 
‘Twer pregnant they fhould fquare between themfelues, 
For they haue entertained caufe enough | 
To draw their {words : but how the feare of ys 
May Ciment their diuifions, and binde vp 
The petty difference, we yet not know: 
Bee’t as our Gods will haue’t; it onely ftands 
Our liues vpon,to yfe out ftrongeft hands 
Come ALewas, ; 


| euery day a feuerall greeting, or Ile ynpeo- 


Exeunt 


Exeuut. 


yes en etre nm 


ee 


Aniboiy and Cleopatra. 
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Enter Enobarbus.and Lepidus. 
“Lep. Good Enobarbus,'tis a worthy deed, 
‘And fhall become you well,to intreat yeur Captaine 

To foft and gentle {peech, » . 

Enob. Tthallintreachim, oe 

To anfwer like himfelfe :1f Cefar mouchim, — 

Let Anihonylooke ouer Cafars head, ath 

And tpeake aslowd as Mars. By Jupiter, — 

| Were [the wearer of Anthonie's Beard, 

I wouldnotfhane’t today. a 
Lep. "Tisnot atime for priuate Romacking, 
Eno. Euety time ferues for the matter that is then 

borne in’t, ae ae 
Lep. But {mall co greater matters mult piue way. 
Eno. Not ifthe fmall come fuft, 

Lep. Your {peechis paffion : but pray you ftirre — 

No Embers vp. Heere comes the Noble Anthony. 

Exter Aathony and Ventidius. 
Exo, And yonder Cafir. 
Enter Cafar, Mecenas, and Agrippa. 
Ant. Ifwecompofe well heere, to Parthia ; 

Hearke Ventedins. 

Cafar. Idonot know Mecenas,aske Agrippa 
Lep. Noble Friends: 

Thac which combin’d vs was moft great,and let not 

A leaner actionrend ys. What’s amiffe, 

May it be gently heard, When we debate 

Our triviall difference loud, we do commit 

Murther in healing wounds, Thea Noble Partners, 

Therather forI earneftly befeech, = 

Touch you the fowreft points with {weeteft tearmes, ~ 

Nor curftneffe grow to’ch’matter, 
eAnt, ’Tis{poken well: 

Were we before our Armies,aad to fight, 

I fhould do thus. 

Caf- Welcometo Rome, 

Aut, Thanke you. 

Caf. Sit. 

Ant, Sit Gr, 

Cef. Nay thea. : a oe 
Ant. Viearne, you take things ill, which are not fo: 

Or being ,concerne you not. 
Cef. I muft belaughe at.ifor for nothing, or a little, I 

Should fay my felfe offended, and with you 

Chiefelyi’th'world. More laughtat,that I fhould 

Once name you derogately: when to found your name 

It not concern’d me. 

Aum, My being in Egypt Cafar,what was’tto you? 
Caf: No moze chen my reciding heere at Rome 

Might beto you in Egypt: yet if youthere 

Did practife on my State,your being in Egype 

Might be my queftion. 
efat. How intend you, practisd? 

Cac You may be pleas’d to catch at mine intene, 

By what did heere befall me. Your Wife and Brother 

Made warres vpon me, and their conteftation 

Was Theame for you, you were che word of warre. 
Ant.You do miftake your bufines, my Brother neues 

Did vrge mein his AG: | did inquire it, ; 

And hawe my Learaing from fome true reports 

That drew their fwords with you, did he not rather 

Ditcredit my authority with yours, 

And make the warres alike againft my ftomacke, 

Hauing alike your caufe. Of this, my Letters 

Before did fatisfie you, If you'l patch a quarrel, 

As matter whole you haue to make it with, 
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Flourifb. 
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ad © 
Jtmuftnorbewith this, 

Caf. ¥ ou praife your felfe, by laying defects of iudge- 
mentto mesbutyoupatcht vp yourexcufes, 

Anh, Not fo,not fo: aks 
I know you could noc lacke,1 am certain on’r, 

Very neceffity of this chought,thar I ease 

Your Partner in the caufe’gaink which he foughe, 
Could not with gracefull eyes attend thofe Warres 
Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my wife, 
I would you had her fpirir,in fuch another, a 
The third oth’world is yours ,which with a Snaffle, — 
You may pace eafie,but nor {uch a wife, 

Enobar. Would we had all fuch wiues, that the men 
might goto Warres with the women. 

Anth. Somuch yncurbable, her Garboiles (Cafar) 
‘Made out of her impatience : which not wanted 
Shrodeneffe of policie to : J greeving grant, 

Did you too much difquier,tor that youfmuft, 
But fay J could noc helpe it. 

Cafar. 1 wrote to you,when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket vp my Leiters : and with taunts 
Did gibe my Mifiue out of audience. 

Ant. Sir,he fell ypon me,ere admitted, then ; 
Three Rings I had newly feafted,and did want 
Of whac I was i’th’morning-but next day 
I told him of my felfe, which was as much 
Astohau¢askc him pardon, Let chis Fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife : if we contend 
Out of our queftion wipe him. 

Cafar. You haue broken the Article of your oath, 
which you (hall neuer haue tongue to charge me with, 

Lep. Soft Cefar. 

Aut. No Lepidus,\et him {peake, 

The Honour is Sacred which hetalks on now, 
Suppofing that I lackcic: but on Ce/ar, 
The Article of my oath, 

Cafar. To lend me Aims, and aide when I requir'd 
them, the which you both denied, > 

Anth, NegleSted racher: 

And then when poyfoned houres had bound me vp 
From mine owne knowledge,as necrely as I may, 
Ile play the penitent to you, Bur mine honefty, 
Shall not make poore my greatneffe,nor my power 
Worke withouric, Truthis,that Fa/uia, 

To have me our of Egypr,made Warres heere, 

For which my felfe,the ignorant motiue,do 

So farre aske pardon,as befits mine Honour 

To ftoope in fucha cafe. 

Lep. 'Tis Noble fpoken. * 

Adece. 1fit might pleafe you,to enforce no further 
The griefes betweene ye: to forgetthem quite, 

Were to remember : that the prefent neede, 
Speakes to attone you. 

Lep. Worthily fpoken Afecenas. 

_Enobar. Or ifyou borrow one anothers Loue for the 
inftanr, you may when you heare no more words of 
Pompey seturne it againe: you fhall haue time to wrangle 
in, when you have nothing elfe to do. 

Anth, Thou arta Souldier,onely fpeake no more. 

Enob, That trueth fhould be filent, I had almoft for- 

Ole 
» Axsth. You wrong this prefence,therefore fpeake no 
more. 

Enob. Gotoo then : your Confiderate ftone. 

Cafar. Ido not much diflike the marter,bur 
| The maaner ef his {peech : fort cannot be, 





TheTragedl of 











~ We thall remaine in riendfhip,our conditions > 
| So diffring in their a@s, Yeriflknewy °°” Uae se 
What Hoope fhould hold vs ftaunch fron: edge cenit 
Arh'world: Twould perfue ir, © °° cs edge 
Agri; Give me leaue Ce/ar. 
Cafar. Speake Agrippa. ad cae 2 
Agri. Thou hat a Sifter by the Mothers fide,admir'g 
eae + Great oe Anthony is now a widdower, 
éjar Say not,fay Agrippasif Cleopater heard you vou 
aoe well delerater bP FAIBHEM: i 
ato, Lam not marryed Cefar: lecme heere Apripp: 
further fpeake. Min aeriergrs “ere 
Agri, Tohold you in perpetuall amitie, 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an vn-flipping knot,take Anthony, Si 
Ofauia to his wife: whofe beauty claimes 
No worfea husband then the beft of men : whofe ” 
Vertue and whofe generall graces, fpeake 
That which none elfe can verer, By this marriage, 
All little Ieloufies which now feeme great, 
And all great feares, which now import their dangers, 
Would thenbenothing. Truth’s would be tales, 
Where now halfe tales be truth’s : her loue to both, 
Would each to other,and all loues to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have fpoke, 
For 'tisa ftudiednotaprefenttheught, 
By dutyruminated. : 
Ath, Will Cafar {peake ? 
Cafar. Not till he heares how Antheny is toucht, 
With what is {poke already, 
Anth. What power is in Agrippa, 
If I would fay Agrippa,be it fo, 
To make this good? 
Cefar. The power of Czfar, 
And his power, vnto Oftawia, 
Anth, May Ineuer . 
(To this good purpofe,that fo fairely thewes) 
Deeame of impediment :let me haue thy hand 
Further this aét of Grace: and from this houre, 
The heart of Brothers gouerne in our Loues, 
And {way our great Defignes. 
Cefar, There’s my hand: 
ASifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did cuerloue fo deerely. Let her liue 
To ioyne our kingdomes,and our hearts, and neuer: 
Flie eff our Loues againe. 
L-pi. Happily, Amen. 
Aut.1 did not think to draw my Sword ‘gainft Pompe, 
For he hath laid ftrange courtefies,and great 
Oflate vpon me. Imuftthanke him onely, 
Leaft my remembrance, fuffer ill report : 
Acheele of thar, defie him. 
Lepi. Time cals ypon’s, 
Of vs muft Pompey prefently be fought, 
Oselfe he feekesout vs. 
Anth, Where lies he? 
Cafar. About the Mount-Mefena. 
Anth. Whatis his ftrength by land? 
Cafar. Gieat,and encreafing ; 
Bur by Seaheis an absolute Mafter. 
Anth. So is the Fame, 
Would wehad fpoke together. Haft we for it, 
Yet ere we put our felues in Armes, difpatch we 
The bufineffe we hauetalktof. | 
Cafar. With moft gladneffe, 
And do inuite you to my Sifters view, 
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eA nthonyand (Cleopatra. 


Whether ftraight Ile lead you.” 
Anth, Let vs Lepides novlacke your companie. 
Lep. Noble Anthony, not fickeneffe fhould detaine 
me, oath: 0 
Flourifb. Exit omnes, 
Manet Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecenas, ae 

Mec, Welcome frdin Adgypr Sir. 

Eno, Halfe the heart of Cafar, worthy ALecenaz. My 
honourable Friend Agrippa. 

efgri. Good Exobarbns. 

Adece. We have cauferobe glad thar matters ate fo 
well difgefted : you ftaid well by’tin Egypr. 

Enob, 1Sir,we did fleepe day out of countenaunce : 
and made the night light wich drinking: 

Mece. Eight Wilde=Boates rofted whole at a break. 
faft : and but twelue perfons there. Is this true ? 

Eno. This was but 'as'aFlye 
more monftrous matter of Feat, which worthily defer- 
ued noting. 

Mecenas. She's amott triumphane Lady, ifreport be 
{quareto her. 

Enob. When the firtt mee Marke» Anthony, fhe purft 
vp his heart ypon the Riuer of Sidnis.” 

Agri. There fhe appear'd indeed: or my reporter de- 
uis'd well for her. 

Eno. I willtell you, 
The Barge the fat in, likea burnifht Throne 
Burne onthe water : the Poope was beaten Gold, 
Purplethe Sailes :and fo perfumed that 
The Windes were Loue-ficke. 
With them the Owers were Siluer, 
Which to the tune of Flutes kept ftroke,and made 
The water which they beate,to follow fafler; 
As amorous of their ftrokes. For her owne perfons 
Irbeggerd all difcription, the did lye 
In her Pauillion,cloth of Geld, of Tiffue, 
O're-pidturing chat Venns,where we fee 
The fancie our-worke Nature. Oncach fide her, 
Stood pretty Dimpled Boyes, like fmiling Cupids, 
With diuers coulour’d Fa nnes whofe winde did iceme, 
To gloue the delicate checkes which they did coole, 
And what they vndid did. 

Agrips Oh rare for Anthony. 

Eno, Her Gentlewoman, like the Nereides, 
So many Mer-maides tended her i'ch’eyes, 
And made their bends adornings. Atthe Helme. 
A {ceming Mer-maide fteeres : The Silken Tackle, 

Swell with the touches of thofe Flower-foft hands, 

That yarely frame the dffice.From the Barge 
A ftrange inuifible perfume hits the fenfe 
Of the adiacent Wharfes. The Citty calt 
Her people out vpor her: and Anthony 
Enthron’d i’th’Market-place,did fit alone, 
Whifling to’th’ayre + which but for vacancie, 
Had gone to gaze on C/eopater too, 
And made a gap.in Nature. 

Agri. Rare Egiptian. 

Eno, Vpon her landing, Anthony fentto her, 
Inuited her to Supper : the replyed, 

It fhould be better,he became her gueft: 
Which fhe entreated,our Courteous Anthony, 
Whom nere the word of no woman hard (peake, 
Being barber'dtentimes o're,goesto the Fealt; 
And for his ordinary, paies his heart, 

| For what his eyes cate onely, 


Agri. Royall Wench: 


{ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
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| 
\ 


| 

She made great Ca/ar lay hisSword to bed, 

He ploughed tier, and fhe cropt. 
Eno. [fawheronte. =: . { 

Hop forry Paces through the publicke ftreete, 

And hauing loft her breath, fhe {poke,and panted, f 

That fhe did make defect,perfection, | 

And breathleffe powre breath forth. se 
Mece. Now Anthony mutt leauc her vecerly. 
Eno, Neuer he will not : | 

Age cannot wither her, nor cuftome ftale 

Her infinite variety : other women cloy 

The appetites they feede,but fhe makes hungry, 

Where moft the fatisfies.. For vildeft things 

Become themfelues in her,that the holy Priefts 

Bleffe her, when fhe is Rig gith. “ 

. Mece If Beauty, Wsledome,Modefty,can fett le 


by-an Bagle:wehad much | The heart of Aathony :Oltauia is 


A bleffed Lottery co him. 
Agrip. Let vsgo. Good Bwebarbus, make yout felfe 
my guelt,whilft you abide heere. 
Eno. Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeunt 
Enter Anthony ,Csfar, Ottamia betre cene them. 


Ath. The world,and my great office, will 
Sometimes deuide me from your bofome. . . 
Offs. All which time, before the Gods my knee thal! | 
bowe my ptayerstothem foryou. 
Anth, Goodnight Sir. My Olfania 
Read notmy blemsfhes inthe worlds report : 
I have not kept my (quare,but that co come 
Shall all be done byth’Rule : good night deere Lady: 
Good night Sir. 
Cefar. Goodniyht. 
Enter Soothfaier. att 
Auth, Now frrah: you do wih your felfein Egypt ?! 
Sooth: Would] had neuer come trom thence,nor you 
thither. 
Ant. \fyoucan, your reafon ? : 
Sooth. I {ee itin my motion shave it not in my tongue, | 
But yet hic you to Egypt againe. 
Aatho. Say to me, whofe Fortunes fhall rife | 


Exit | 
: 


Cafars or mine? 

Sost . Cefars.Therefore(oh Anthony) ftay not by his fide 
Thy Demon that thy fpirit which keepes thee,is 
Noble, Couragious, high ynmatchable, 

Where Cefars isnot, Butneete him,thy Angell 
Becomes a feare : as being o're-powr'd, therefore 
Make {pace enough betweeneyou. 

Anth. Speake this no more. pike, 

Sooth. Tonone but thee no more but: whento thee, | 
Ifthoudoftplay withhimatany game, 
Thou art {ure to loofe : And of that Naturalllucke, 
Hebeats thee gainft the oddes. Thy Lufter thickens, 
When he fhines by : J fay againe,thy {pirie 
Is all affraid to gouerne thee neere him: 
But hé alway tis Noble. 

Anth, Get thee gone: 
Say to Pentigins 1 would fpeake with him. 
He fhallto Parthia, be it Act or hap, 
Hehath fpokentrue. The very Dice obey him, 
Andin our {ports my better cunning faints, 
Voder his chance,ifwe draw lots he (peeds, 
His Cocks do winne the Battaile, ftill of mine, 
Whienicis all ro naught : and his Quailes ever 
Beate mine(in hoopt) at odd’s. Iwill co Egypte: 
Ard 


Exit. 
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{ And though I make this marriage for my peace, , 
| 1th'Eaft my pleafure lies. Oh Come VEntigits, oo...) 

Enter Ventizius.. : a 
You muft to Parthia, your Commiflions ready; ai 
{Follow me,and reciue’te . Excunt 


Enter Lepids Mecoas and Agrippa Se 


Lepidus, Trouble your felues no further : 2 pray you 
haften your Generals after. 
Agr. Sit. Marke Authony will ene but kiffe Ottauia, 
and weelefollow, © 
Lepi. Titi thall.fee you in your Souldiers drefie, 
Which will become you both : Farewell, 
|} Mece. We thall: as I conceiue the iourney, beat 
Mount before you Lepidus. 
Lepi. Your way is fhorter,my purpofes do. draw me 
much about,you'le win two dayes ypon me, 
» Both. Sir good fuccege. 
Dep Farewell. - Exeunt. 
Enter C leepater, Charmian,Ivas,and Alexas. 
Cleo. Giue me fome Muficke: apes moody foode 
of ys that trade in Loue, 
Omnes, The Maficke,hoa. ; 
Enter Mardianthe Exnuch. 
Cleo, Let izalone,let’s to Billards: come Charmian. 
Char. My armeis fore, beft play with Diardian. 
Cleopa. As wella womaz with an Bunuch plaide, as 
witha woman, Come you'le play with me Sir? 
|) Mardi, As well as can Madany, 
Cleo. And when good will is fhewed, 
Though’t come to fhort 
The A@or may pleade pardon. enone now, 


_ | Giue me mine Angle, weelero’th Riuer hens 
| My Muficke playing farre off. I will bets ay 


“| Tawny fine fifhes,my bended hooke fhall pierce 
. | Their fliay iawes : and as I draw them vp, 

He thinkethem every onean Anthony, 

And fay,ahhasy’are caught. 

Char. ’Twas merry when you wager don your Ang- 
ling,when your diuer did hang falt fifhen his hooke 
which he with feruencie drew vp. 

Cleo, That time? Oh times : 

Laughthim out of patience; and that nighe 
Ilaught him into patience,and next morne, 

Ere theninth houre,I drunke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Manhtles on him,whilt 
| Lwore his Sword Phillippan. Ob from Italie, 

Enter aMe, enger. 

Ramme thou thy fruitefull tidings in mine cares, 
| That long time haue bin barren. 
| We. Madam, Madain. 

Cleo, Anthonyo’ $ dead, 
If thou fay fo Villaine, thou kil'ft hy Miftris : 
But well and free,if chon fo yeild him. 
There is Gold,and heere 
My bleweff vaities to kiffe : a hand that Kings 
Have lipt,and trembled kiffing. 

Mef, Firft Madam,heis well. 

Cleo... Why there’s moreGold, 
But firrah marke,we vie 
Tofay the dead are well: bring it to Seis 
The Gold give thee, will I melt and powr 
Downe thy ill vetering throate. 

Def. Good Madam heare me. 


aS rat 


| Or friends with Cafar,or not ‘Captiue tobim, 






Cleo, Weil,gors tool wi dy be 3 
But there’s no goodnefie in thy. oo if Aron 
Be free and healthfullsfo tarsafauour). 
To trumpet fuch good tidings, I fnot well, 
Thou thouldft. come like aF uric crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like aformall Patek ds 

Mef. Wilt pleafeyou-heare me? 

Clea. | haue amind ro frikethee ere thoy fpeabit: 
Yetif thou fay Anthony lines, ’cis-well, 


Ilefet thee ina fhower of Goldiand baile 
Rich Pearles vpon thee, |... 

(Mef. Madam.he’s well... 

Cleo, Well {aids, 

Adef,. And Friends with Coats 

Cleo. -Th’art; an.boneft man.) 

Mef: Cafar,and he,are greater Friends then suet, 

Cleo. Make thee aFortune fromme. 

Me, Bur yet Madam, 

Cka.. Ldonotiike but yet,ie does alay 
The good precedence, fie vpon but yer, 

Bur yetiis as a laylorto bring foorth 

Some monftrous Malefaétor. Prythee Friend, 
Powre out the packe of matter to mine eare, 

The good and bad together : he’s friends with Cafar, 
In ftate of heal ththou {aift,and thou faift, free, 

Mef. Free Madam,no: I madeno fuch report, 

He’s bound vnto Offania. 
Cleo. For what good turne ? 
Mef. For the beft turnei’th’bed. 
Cleo. 1am pale Charmian. 
Mef: Madam;lie’stmarried-to Oftania. 
Cleo. Themott infeGtious Peftilence vpon thee. 
» Strikes bina downe, - 
(Mef. Good Madam patience, 
Cleo. What fay'you? | Strikes him 
Hence horrible Villaine,or Ile fpurne thine eyes 
Like balls before meisdle vnhaite thy head, 
She bales him vp and downe; 
Thou fhalt be whipt with Wyer,and ftew’d in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 
Mel. Gratious Madam, 
I that do bring the newes,made not the match. 

Cleo. Say tis not fo,a Prouince J will giue thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the blow thou had’ft 
Shall make chy peace,for mouing me to rage, 

And I will boot thee with what guift befide 
Thy modeftie can begee. | 

(Mef. He’s married Madam. ». , 

Cleo. Rogue,thowhaft liu’d too long. Draw 4 kei 

Mef. Nay then ile runne: 
Whar meane you Madam, have madeno faule, Exits 

Char.Good Madam keepe your felfe within your felfe, 
The man is innocent, 
Cleo. Some Innocents-fcape not ae thunderbolt: 

Melt Egypt into Nyle : and kindly creatures 
Turne all to Serpents. Call the flaue againe, 
Though ] am mad,I will nocbyte him.;Call? 

C har, He isafeard tocome. 

Cleo. I will not hurt him, 
Thefe hands do lacke Nobility, that they (trike 
A meaner then my felfe: fince I my felfe 
Haue given my felfe the caufe, Come hither Sis. 

Enter she Meffenger againe. 

Though it be honeft, it is never good. 
Tobring bad newes : giue toa ee Meflage > 


An hoft of tongues,but let ill tydings tell 
Themfelues when they be fele.” 

Mef. Uhaue donemy: duty. 
| Cleo. Ishe married? 
| Icannos hatetheeworfer then] do, 
Withou againe fayyes. #1001 

CMef. He's married Madam. 

Cleo. The Gods confound thee, 
Doft thou hold there Rilf? 

Mef. Should Hye Madame?> 

Clea. Oh,! vitbobd shou didft: 
So halfe my Egypt were fubmerg’d and made 
A Céefterne for feal'd Snakes. Go. get thee hence, 
Had‘t thou Narciffw in thy face to me, 
Thou would’Qvappeere moft vgly: ‘He is matried ? 

Me. I crawe your Highneffe pardon. 

Cleo. He is married? 

‘Mef Take no offence;that I would not offend you, 
To punnith mefor what'you make me do 
Seemes much vnequall, he’s married to Othania, 

Cleo, Oh that his fault (hould make a knaue of thee, 
That art not what th'arefure of. Ger theehence, 
The Marchandize which thov haft brought from Rome 
Areall too deere tor me: 
Lye they vpon thy hand,and be vndone by em. 

Char. Good your Highneffe patience. ’ 

(leo. In prayfing Anthony,I haue difprais d Cefar. 

Char, Many times Madam. 

Cleo, lam paid for’t now:lead me from hence, 
I faint,oh Jras,Charmian :'tisno matter. 
Goto the Fellow, good Alexas bid him 
Report the feature of Octauia: het yeares, 
Her inclination, let him not leaue out 
The colour ofher haire. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for ever go,let him not (barmian, 
Though hebe painted one way likea Gorgon, 
The other wayes aMars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word, how tall theis : pitty me Charmian, 
But do not fpeake tome. Leadmeto my Chamber. 

Excuut, 


Flosrilb. Enter Pompey at one doore with Drum asd Trum- } 


petiat another Cafar, Lepidus, Anthony, Enobarbua, Me- 
conds, Agrippa, Menas with Souldiers Marching. 
Pom. Y our Hoftages I haue, fo haue you mine: 
And we fhall talke before we fight. 
Cafar. Moft meete that firft we come to words, 
And therefore haue we 
Our written putpofes beforevs fent, 
Which if thou ha@ confidered let ysknow, 
Iftwill eye vp thy difcontented Sword, 
And carry backeto Cicelie much tall youth, 
That elfe muft perifh heere. 
Pom. Toyou all three, 
The Senators aloneof this great world, 
Chiefe FaG@ors for the Gods. Tdonor Ano! 
Wherefore my Father fhould reuengers wanr, 
Hauing a Sonne and Friends ince falins Cafar, 
Who atPhillippi the good Brutus chofted, 
There faw you labouring forhim, What was’t 
Thac mou’d pale Caffizs to con{pire ? And what 
Made all-honor’d, honeft, Romaine Zratus, 
With the armd seit Constiers of Beautious ‘feedome, 
To drench the Capitoll,but that they would 
Nate one man but amaa,and that hisic } 
Hath made me rigge my Nauie. Ac whofe burthen, 
The anger’d Ocean caeopebiaiies which I meant 


| Rid all the Sea of Pirats. 


eA nthinyand (Teopatra. 


To fcourge ch’ingratitude , that deighear one 
' Caft on my Noble Father.” © 
Cefar. Take your time; *: = 
Ant. Thou can'ft not feareys Pompsy with cy failes. 


Weele {peake with thee at Sea. ‘At land thon know ft. 


How much wedoo’re_-count thee. 
Pom. At Land indeed 
tee doft orecount me of my Fatherrs bie : 
it ince the Cuckoo buildes not for himfelfe, 


| Remaine in’c as thou maift. 


Lepi. Bepleas’deotellys, + 
(For thisis from the prefenthow you ake)’ 
The offers we have fent you. 
Cafar, There’s the point." 
Ant, Which donot beentreated roo) 
But waigh whatitis worthimbrac’d = ?© 24+ 
Cafar. Aud what may follow to try 2 larger Fértune. 
Pom, Youhaue made me offer 
Of Cicelie,Sardinia: and I mu@ 
Then,to fend 
Meafures of Wheate to Rome : this greed vpon” 
Topart with vnhackt edges, and beare backe.. 


Our Targes vndinted. 


Ommnes. That’s our offer. Ba UC 
Pom. Know then I came before you heer 
A man prepar’d 
Torake thisoffers' But Afarke Anthony, 


» Patme to fome impatience : sit 8 Gow HY — me 


The praife ofit by telling, You mutt know © 
When Cafar and your Brother were at Roa fee. 
Your Mother came to Cicelie,and did finde * * 
Her welcome Friendly. 
Ant, Yhauc heard it Pompeys - 
Andam well ftudied for a oe ehaales 
Which J do owé you, 
Pom. Let mehaue your handle 
I didnot thinke Sir,to haue met you heere, 
Ant, The beds i ith’ Eaft are foft,and thanks togour, ; 


| That caPame timelier then my purpofe hither’: 


For [haue gained by’t. 
Cafar. Since I faw you laff, ther’s a change ypdn you. 
Pom, Well,l know not, | 

What counts harfh Fotune caft’s vpon my face, * 

Butin my bofome fhall fhe neuer come, mn 

To make my heart her vaflaile, 

Lep. Well met heere. 

Pom. Vhope fo Lepidus,thus we are spraay | 
I craue our compofion may be written 
And feal’d betweene vs, 

Cefar. That's the next to do. 

Pom, Wecle featt each other,ere we part,and lett’s 
Draw lors who fhall begin, 

Ant, That willl Pompey. 

Pompey. No Asthony take the lot : bur firft or laft, 
your fine Egyptian cookerie {hall haue the fame, I haue 
heard that Jnlins Cafar prew fat with feafting there. 

Ath, You have heard much, 

Pom. 1 haue faire meaning Sir. 

Ant. And faire words tothem,. 

Pom, Then fo much hauel Heard, 

AndI haue heard Appolodorus carried 
Exe. Nomore'that she did fo. 

Pom. What I pray you? 

Exo. Acertaine Queene to Céfar ina Mitiis: 
Pom, Uknow thee now,how far ft thou Souldier? 
Eno, Well,and well am like to do,for I perceiue 


Foure | 
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Foure Feaftsare toward. -. 
Pens. Let me fhake thy hand, | 

I neuer hated thee : I hauc feenethee fight, 

When I haueenuied thy behauiour.; ... 

Exob.. Sit,Lneuer lou'd you much,but] ha'prais’d ye, 
When you haue well deferu’d ten times as much, 
Aslhauefaidyoudid. —- fs 

Pow, Inioy thy plainneffe, 

{Jt nothing ill becomes thee; 

Aboord my Gally, I inuite you all. 

Will you leade Lords? , 
All, Shew’s che way,fir. 
Pom, Come. Exennt... At anet Enob.ch Menas 
Men, Thy Father Pompey would ne’re haue made this 

‘Treaty. You,andI have knowne ir. 

Enob. At Sea, I thinke, 

(Men. WehaueSir. | 

Enob, Youhaue done well by water. 

Men. And you by Land. 

| Enob. Iwill praifeany man that will praife me,thogh 

it cannot be denied what I haue done by Land. 

Men, Nor what I have done by water, 

Exob. Yes fome-thing youcan deny for your owne 
fafety : you haue bina great Theefe by Sea, 

Mex. And youby Land. T ee 

Euob. There] deny my Land feruice :but giue mee 
your hand AZenas, if our eyes had authority, heere they 
might take two Theeues kiffing. 

Men. All mens faces are truc,whatfomere their hands 
are. 























Face. 

Men.” No flander, they iteale hearts. 

Enob, We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am forry itis turn’d to a Drink- 
ing. Pozpey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Enob. \fhe do, fure he cannot weep’t backe againe. 

(Men. Y'haue faid Sir, we look’d not for ALarke Ase 
thony heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 

Enob. Cafars Sifter is call’d Octania. 

Men. True Sir, fhe was the wife of Cains ALarcellus, 

Enob, But the is now the wife of Afarcus Anthonins. 

Men. Pray’ye fir, 

Enob, *Tis true. ; 

Men. Thenis Cefar and he, for ever knit together, 
| Exob. If1 were bound to Diuine of this ynity, I wold 

not Prophefiefo. 

Men. \thinkethe policy of that purpofe,made more 
ithe Marriage, then che loue of the parties. 

nob. Ithinke fo too. But you fhall finde the band 
that feemes to cye their friendfhip together, will beei the 
very ftrangler oftheir Amity : Ofaviais of aholy,cold, 
and {till conuverfation, 

Men, Who would not have his wife fo? 

Eno. Nothe that himfelfe 1s not fo : which is ALarke 
Anthony: he will to his Egyptian difh againe : then fhall 
the fighes of Oftauca blow the fite vp in Cefar, and (as I 
faid before) that whichis the firength of their Amity, 
; thall prouethe immediate Author of their variance. Az. 

thony will vfe his affeGtion where itis. Hee married but 
| his occafjon heere, 

Men. And thus it may be,Come Sir, will you aboord? 
I hauea health for you. ; 

Enob.. I fall take it fir : we haue vs'd our Throats in 
Egypt. > i 


Men, Come,let’s away. Excunt, 
vome, ; 


esteem lnnieeinineneananeienrenaNn PONENT 4 
nena . > - . 
: be 


| The T ragedie of 





Enob. But there is neuer afayre Woman, ha’sa true 










Muficke. playes. -: 
Enter twoor three Seruants witha Banket. 


t Heere they’! be man: fome o’th’their Plants are jj] 
rooted already, the lesft winde i’th’world wilblow. thet 
downe. RS 

2 Lepidus is high Conlord. 3 

t They haue made him drinke Almesdrinke, | 

2 As they pinch one another by the difpofition, hee 
cries out,no more; reconcilesthem to his entreatie, and 
himfelfe to’th’drinke, 


t But itraifes the createt warre betweene him & his 
difcretion, mire’ 

2 Why thisicis to have aname in great mens Fel- 
lowfhip : I hadas liuehaue a Reede that will doemeno 
feruice, as a Partizan I could not heaue. 

1 Tobe cail'd into a huge Spherejandnot to be feene 
to moue in’t,are the holes where eyes fhould bee, which 
pittifully difafter che cheekes, st 


» 


A Sennet founded, 
Enter Cafar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, Wecenas, 
Enobarbus, Menes, with other Captaines. 






















Ant, Thus do they Sir: they take the flow o’th’Nyle 
By certaine {cales i'th’Pyramid ; they know 
By’th’heighe, the lowneffe,or the meane : If dearth, 

Or Foizon follow, The higher Nilusfwels, 
The more it promifes :as it ebbes,the Seed{man 
Vponthe flime and Ooze fcatters his praine, 
And fhortly comes to Harueft. 

Lep, Y’haue ftrange Serpents there? 

Aath, I Lepidus. 

Lep.Yout Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of your Sun :fo is your Crocodile, 

Ant, They arefo. 4 

Pows. Sit,andfome Wine: A health to Lepidnss 

Lep. lamnot fo wellas! fhould be: 
But Ilene’reout. 

Exob. Not till you haue flept: I feare me you'l becin 
till chen, 

Lep. Nay certainly, 1 haue heard the Ptolomies Pyrae 
mifis are very goodly things : without contradiction 1 
haue heard that. 

Menas. Pompey,a word, 

Pomp. Say in mine eare,what is‘t.. 

Mes. Porlake thy feate I do befeech thee Captaine, 
And heare me fpeake a word. 

Pom, Forbeare me till anon. 
This Wine for Lepidus... 

Lep. Whar mannero’thingisyour Crocodile? 

Ant. Ivisfhap’d fir like it felfe, andit is as broad as it 
hath bredth; Icisiuft fo high as it is, and, mooues with it 
owne organs, It lines by that which nouritheth it, and 
the Elements once out of it, it Tranfmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of ? 

Ant. Ofitownecolourtoo. _- 

Lep* ’Tisa ftrange Serpent, 

Ant. "Tis fo, and theteares of it are wet. 

Caf. Willthisdefcription fatisfiehim? = = 

Ant, WiththeHealth that Permpey giues him, elfehe 
isaveryEpicure, 

Pomp. Go hang fir,hang : tell me ofthat? Away? | 
Doas Ibid you, Where's this Cup I call’d for? 


Men, If fos the fake of Merit thou wilt heare Oe 















Whifpers in's E Ares 






Anthony and (Cleopatra. 


Rife from thy ftoole. 

Pom. \ thinke th’art mad - the matter ? 

(Men, Uhaue cucrheld my cap off to thy Fortunes. 

Pons. Thow haft fera’d me with much faith : what’s 
elfe co fay ? Beiolly Lords. 

Auth, Thefe Quicke-fands Lepidus, 
Keepe off,them for you finke.'” 

Men, Wiltthou be Lord of all the world ? 

Pom. What faift thou? 

Men, Wiltthou be Lord of the wholeworld? | 
That's twice” | 

Pom. How fhouldthatbez | 

Men. Bat encertaine it, and though thou thinke me 
poore, lam the mafwill Give thee all the world. 

Pom. Haft thon drunke weil. 

(Men. No Pompey;t haue Kept tne fromthe cup, 
Thowartifthou dart be [the eartily Toure ; 
What ere the Oceatipales,or skit inclippes, 
Isthine,if thou wilt ha’s. 

Pom. Shew me which way? » 


| All chere is chine. ‘ 
Pom, Ahthisthou fhouldft have done, * 
And not haue fpoke on’t. In me’tis villanie, 
In thee,’t had bin good feruicé : thou muft know, 
)’Tis not my profit thardoes lead mine Honour: 
Mine Honour it,Repent thatere thy tongue, 
Hath fo betraide thine acte. Being done ynknowne, 
I fhould have found it afterwards well done, 
But mut condemne ic now : defilt,and drinke. 
Mens For this; {le never follow, 
Thy paul’d Fortunes more, 
Who feekes and will not take, when once’tis offer’d, 
Shall never finde it more, 
Pom, This health to Lepidus. 
Ant. Beare himafhore, 
Ile pledge it for him Pompey. 
Exo. Heere’s to thee ALenas. 
Meu, Enobarbus welcome. 
Pom. Filltilithe cup be hid. 
Exo, There’saftrong Fellow A4enzs, 
Men, Why? 
Eno, Abearesthe third part of the world man: feeft 
Not ? 
Men. The third part,then heis drunk; would it were 
all that ic might goon wheeles: 
Eno, Drinke thou: encreafe the Reeles. 
‘Men Come. 
Pom. This is not yetan Alexandrian — 
Ant. Ic ripen’s towards it : ftrike the Veifells hoa, 
Heere’s to Cafar. ; 
Cafar, could’ well forbear't, it’s monftrous labour 
when I wafh my braine,and it grow fouler. 
Ant, Bea Childo’tn'time. 
Cafar. Poffelfe it, He make enfwer : but Thad rather 
fait from all,foure dayes,then drinke fo much in one. 
Enob. Hamy brave Emperour, fhall we daunce now 
the Egyptian Backenals,stid celebrate our drinke ? 
Pom. Let’s ha’t good Souldier. 
Ant, Come, let’s all take hands, 
Till charthe conquering Wine hath fteep’t our fenfe, 
in foft and delicace Lethe. ; 
Eno, Alitake hands: | 
i) 
\ 


Make battery co our eares with theloud Muficke, 


a 


| 


Men. Thefe vhitée World-fharers,thefe Cormpetitors 
Are in thy veffell, Let me cut theCable, 
And when we are pur off, fall to their throates’: - 


The while, Ile place you, then the Boy fhall fing. 
The holding euery man fhall beate as loud, 
As his ftrong fides can volly. 
Maficke Playes.. Exobarbus places thens hand in hasd, 
The Song. 
Come thou Monarch of the Vine, 
Plumpie Bacchus, with pinke eyne : 
Jn thy Fattes our Cares be drown'd, 
With thy Grapes our baires be Crown de 
Cup vs till the world go round , 
Cup us till the world go rennd. 


Cefar, What would you more? * 
Pompey goodnight. Good Brother ar 
Let me requeft you of our gtauer bufineffe ' 
Frownes at this leuitie. Gentle Lords let's part, 
You fee we have burntour cheekes. Strong Exobarbe 
Is weaker then the Wine,and mine owne songiie oe: 
Spleet's what it fpeakes: the wilde difeuife hath almoft } 
Anticke es all, Whatneeds more words? goodnight. °” 
Good Anthony your hand, Si 
Pow, Wetry you on the fhore. 
Aath, And thall Sir,giues your hand. 
Pom. Ob Anthony,you haue my Father houfe. 
But what,we are Friends? ae 
Come downe into the Boate. : 
Eno. Take heed you fall not Adenas: Ile not on fhote, 
Noto my Cabin :thefe Drummes, 
Thefe Trumpets,Flutes: what 
Lei Neptune heare,we bid aloud farewell - 
To thefe great Kellowes.Sound and be hang’d,found out. 
Sound a Flour ifh with Drummes. 
Fnor. Hoo faies athere’s my Cap. 
Men, Hoa,Noble Captaine,come, Exeunt. 
Enter Uentidius as it were in trinmph, the dead body of Paco- 
rus borne before him. , 
Ven, Now darting Parthya art thou ftroke,and now 
Pleas’d Fortune does of Marces Craffus death 
Make me reuenger. Beare the Kings Sonnes body, 
Before our Army thy Pacorws Orades, 
Paies this for AZarem Craffus, 
Romaine. Noble Ventidius, 
Whil'ft yee with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme, 
The Fugitiue Parthians follow. Spurre through Media, 
Mefapotamia,and the fheleers,whether _ 
The routed flic. So thy grand Captaihe Anthony - 
Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots,ad 
Put Garlands on thy head, 
Ven, Oh Sillius Sillius, 
Thaue done enough. Alower place note well 
May make too great an act. Forlearne this Silias, 
Berrer to leaue yvndone, then by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ferues away. 
Cafar and +4athouy haue euer wonne 
More in their officer,then perfon. Soffiné 
One of my place in Syria, his Liewtenane, 
For quicke accumulation of renowne, 
Whichhe atchiu’d by’ch’minute, loft his fanour. 
Who does ith’ Warres more then his Captaine can, 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine : andA mbition 
(The Souldiers vertue rather makes choife of loffe 
Then gaine,which darkens him. 
Icould do more to do Authenins good, 
But ‘cwould offendhim, And in his offence, 
Shouly 












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Should my performance perifh. . 
Rom. Thau halt Ventidies that, without the whicha 
Souldier and his Sword graunts {carce diftingtion : thou 
wilt write to Authony. ; 
Ven. Ue humbly fignifie what in his name, 
That magicall word of Warre we haue effected, 
How with his Banners,and his well paid ranks, 
The nere-yet beaten Horfe of Parthia, 
We haue iaded out o’ch Field, 
‘| Rom, Where ishe now? 
Ven He purpofeth te Athens,whither with what hait 
| The waight we muft conuay with’s,will permit : 

;We fhall appeare before him, Onthere,paffe along, 
t . Exeunt. 
Enter Agrippa at one deore, Enobarbus at ancther, 

Agri. Whatarethe Brothers parted ? 
Eno. They haue difpatcht with Pompey,he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Octawia weepes 
Topart from Rome: Cefar isfad,and Lepidus 
_ | Since Pompey’s fealt,as ALenas faies ,is troubled 
With the Greene-Sicknefle. 
Agri. 'Tisa Noble Lepidus, 
Ene. A very fine one: oh,how he loues Ca/ar. 
Agri, Nay but how deerely he adores Mark Anthony. 
Eno. Cafar? why he’s the Iupiter of men. 
Ant, What's Anthony theGod of Iupiter ? 
Exo. Spake you of Cafar ? How, the non-pareill ? 
Agri. Ob Anthony ,ob thou Arabian Bird! 
Exo. Would you praife Cefar,fay Cafarigo no further, 
Agr Indeed he plied them both with excellent praifess 
Exe. But he loues Cefar beft,yet he loues Anthony : 
Hoo,Hearts,T ongues,Figure, 
Scribes Bards, Poets,cannot 
Thinke fpeake, caft, write, fing number: hoo, 
Hisloue to dathony. But as for Cafar, 
Kneele downe,kneele downe,and wonder. 
Agri. Both heloites. 
Eno. They are his Shards,and he their Beetle,fo: 
This is to horfe : Adieu, Noble Agrippa. 
| Agri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier,and farewell. 


Enter Cafar, Anthony, Lepidus and Ottauia, 
Axthe. No further Sir. 
Cafar. Youtake from mea great part of my felfe: 
Vie me wellin’t. Sifter,proue {uch a wife 
As my thoughts make thee,and as my fartheft Band 
j Shall paffe on thy approofe : moft Noble Authony, 
Let not the peece of Vertue which is fet 
etwixt vs,as the Cyment of our loue’ 
keepe it builded,be the Ramme to batter 
The Fortreffe of it:for better might we 
Haue lou'd without this meane,if onboth parts 
This be not cherifhe, 
Aut. Make me not offended, in your diftruft. 
Cafar. Thaue faid. 
Ant. You fhall not finde, 
Though you betherein curious, the left caufe 
For what you feeme to feare,fo the Gods keepe you, 
And make the hearts of Romaines ferue your ends : 
We will heere part. 
Cafar. Farewell my deereft Sifter,fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee,and make 
Thy {pirits all of comfort : fare thee well. 
Otta. My Noble Brother. 
Auth, The Aprill’s in hereyes, itis Loues {pring, 
And thefe the fhowers to bring it on : becheerfull. 
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Offa, Sitlooke well to my Husbands hou Sanda. 
Cafar, What Offauia?. : ; se ae 
Otta. Ile tell you in your eare, 

Aint. Her tongue will not obey her heart,nor can 
Her heart informe her tougue, 

The Swannes downe feather _ (Chesed 

That Rands ypon the Swell atthe full of Tide: 

And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Will Cafar weepe? SPisbee Ve os 

Agr. Heha'sa cloud in’s face, an eset 

Eno. He were the worfe for that were hea Horfe, fois | 
he being aiman. 

“Agri, Why Enobarbus : wie 
When Anthony found Iulins Cafar dead, 
He cried almoft to roa ring : And he wepr, 
When at Phillippi he found Brutus flaine. | 

Eno. That yearindeed, he was trobled witha rheume, 
What willingly he did confound,he wail’d, 

Beleeu’t till 1 weepetoo. rian 

Cafar. No {weet Ottania, 
You hall heare from me fill : the time fall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

ent. Come Sir,come, 

He wraftle with you in my ftrength of loue, 
Looke heere ] haue you,thus I Jet you go, 
And giue youto the Gods, 

Cafar. Adieu,be happy. 

Lep. Let allthe number of the Starres giuc light 
To thy faire way, 

Cafar. Farewell, farewell, 

Ant. Farewell, 


Riffes Otfania, | 
Trampets found. Excunt, 


Enter Cleopatra,Charmian,lvas,and Alexas.- 

(C/o. Whereis the Fellow ? 

Alex. Halfe afeard to come, 

Cleo, Gotoo,go too: Come hither Sir. 

Exter the Meffenger as before, 

Alex, Good Maiettie: Herod of lury dare not looke 
¥pon ycu,but when you are well-pleas'd, 

Cleo, That Herods head, lle haue: but how? When, 
e-dnthony is gone,through whom I might commaund it 
Come thou neere, 

Mef, Moft gratious Maieftie. 

Cleo. Did’ft thou behold Offawia? 
Mef. I dread Queene. 

a Where Se: 

‘Mef. Madam in Rome, Tooke her inthe faces and | 
faw her led betweene her Brother, and Marke Anthonye | 
Cleo. 1s fheastall as me? 

Mef. She is not Madam. 

Cleo. Didft heare her fpeake? 

Is fhe thrill congu’d or low? ; 
Mef; Madam,I heard her {peake, fhe is low voic d. 

Cleo, That’s not fo good ; he cannot like her long. 

Char. Likeher ?Ob Tfs :*tisimpofhible. 

Cleo.I thinke fo Charmsian: dull of tongue, & dyarfith 
What Maieftic is in her gate,remember 
Iferethou look’ft on Maicftie, ‘ 

Adef.-She creepes:her motton,& her ftation are as one: 
She fhewes abody,racher then alife, ) 
A Statue,then a Breather. 

Cleo. Is this certaine ? 
Mef. Or Thaue no obferuance, aban 
Cha, Three in Egypt cannot make better nete, 

_ Cleo, He’s very knowing,I do perceiu’c, 
There’s nothing inher yet. me 

pe} 


ees ntbony a nd (Cleopatra. 


The Fellow ha’s good iudgement. 

Char, Excellent: ‘ 

Cleo. Gueffe ar her yeares, I prythee, 

Mef. Madam, fhe was awiddow. 

Cleot Widdow ? Charmiaa hearke. 

Mef. Andi do thinke the's chirtie, 

Cle. Beai’ftthow her facefn mind? is’t long or round? 

Mef. Round, euernto faaltineffe. 

Cleo. Forthe moft part tao, they are foolifh that are 
fo’ Hét haire what colour? 

Meff. Browne Madam: and her forehead 
As low as fhe would with it. 

Cleo.” Thére’s Gold far thee, 

Thou moft not take my former Carport ilf, 
Iwill employ thee backe avaine ; I finde thee 
Moft fit for bufineffe. Go make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd, 

Char, A proper man, 

Cleo. Indeed heis fo: T repent me much 
That fol harried hire. Why me think’s by him, 

This Creature’s no fuch thing. 

Char. Nothing Madam. 

Cleo. The man bath feene fome Maieity, and fhould 
know. 

Char. Hath hefeeiie Maicltie:? 7/75 elfe deferid: and 
ferving you fo lorig. 

(leopa. I have one'thing more to aske him yet good 
Charmiaw : but *tis no naeceatholl fhalt bring him tome 
where I will writesall may be well eriough. 

(bar. I warrant'you' Madan 

Entér’  eaasloohy and Citvitin! 

Ant. Nay, nay Offania not obely thar, 
Thac were excufable,chat sad thdufands tore 
Of femblable import, bur he hack: wag’ a 
New Warres’gsintt Pompey, Made tis will, and read it, 
To publicke cares {poke feanthy of inc, 

When perforce he could not 
But pay me tearmes of Honour: “éeye'and fick ly 
He vencéd then mot narrow meafai eslentme, 
When the beft hint was giuen hina: he'hot look’ c 
-Or did it from his teeth. 
Otani. Ohimy good Lord, 
Beleeue not all,or if you mufl beleéue, 
| Stomackenocall. Amore vnhappie Lady, 
If this deuifion chance, ne’re food betweene 
Praying for both parts’: 
The good Gods wil'mdcke me prefently, 
When I thall ptay:Oh bleffe my Lord/and Husband, 
| Vndo that prayer, by crying outastoud, ” 
Oh bleffe my Brother.” Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and diftroyes the prayer, ne mhidw ay 
"Twixe thefe extreames: ar alk, >t?! 

date Gentle Off anil, : 

Let your beAlouedraw to ‘that point which feeks 
Beft to preferue it :iff Joate mine Hbnour, 

Moofe iny felfe:better I were notyolrs 

Then your fo branchlefle. But as you requefted, 
Your félfe thal! po ‘hétween’s athe acane time rsa 
Meraife the preparati on'efa W arfe 

Shall Raine your Brother, make your’ “€adire halt,” 

So your defires are yours. < °” deat 


Exeuut, 


™t 


4 


Ot. Thatkstomy Lord, sioagiichie apoletne 
The foue of powet make me mati Wieeke snoft wise, 
You reconciler: Warres "twit you twaine would Per 
As if the world fhould cleaue, an chat laine t mer va 
Should foader vp the Rift. at 


89¢ 267203! 
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| Lhaue told him Zepidas was growne too cruell, © 


353 
Anth, When it appeeres td you where this begins, 
Turne your difpleafure that way, for our faults 
Can newer be fo equall, that your loue 
Can equally moue with them. Provide yourgeing, 
Choofs your owne company and: command what coft 
Your heart he’s mind too.  Exéaht. 
Enter Encharb us and Eres, 
Eno, How now Friend Eros? 
Eros. Thet’s ftrange Newes come Sir. 
Exo. Whatman? 
Ero, Cefar & Lepidsis hance made warres ¥pon Pompey. 
Exo. This is old, what is the fucceffe? 
Eros, Ca ,far having made vfe of him in the warres 
’gainft Pompey: prefemtly demed him rivality, would not 
Jet him partake 1 inthe glory of the aGtion, and not refting 
here, aceufes him’of Letters he had Foie? wrote és 
fear. Vpot his owne appeale feizes him, fo the Evers 
third is vpstill death enlarge hisConfine/ 
Eno. Then would thou hadft a pairé of chapsn 5 more, 
and throw betweene themall the foodthou hafly they’ 10 
grindethe other: Where’s Anthony? 
Eros, He’s walking in the gatden thus,and fpurnes 
The ru(h hat lies before him: Cries Foole Lepidies ; 
And threats the throate of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 
Eno. Our great Navies rig’d, i 
Eros, For Italy and Cafar,more Donsitiws, 
My Lord dcfires you prefently ¢miy Newes *' 
I might have cold heareafrer. . 
So "Twillbe naught, bur lec ic besbring' me stedtuchongi| 
Eros, Come Sir ‘Exeune, 
Enter Agrippa, Mecenus and C afar. 
Cef> Contemning Rome he ha’s doné’all this,& more |; | 
In Alexandria: heere’ s the manner of’t: 
I’th’ Market- place on a Tribunal} filuer’d, 
Cleopatra and himfelfe in Chaires of Gold. 
Were publikely enthron’d : at the feet, fat 
C2{arion whom they call my Fathers Sonne; 
And all che volawfull iffue,thar their bua 
Since then hath made betweene chem, Visti pee 8 
He gaue the flablifhinent of Egypt,made her 2 
Of lower Syria,Cyprus, Lydia, bfolute Queene, 
Mece. Thisin the publikeeye ? 
Cafar. I’ch’commen fhew place wherethey dhe leh 
His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King — 


2 NE NR CIT 


| Great Media,Parthia; and Armenia Se 3930 


He gaue to Alixavder: FS Prolomy heat igtass 
a Silicia,and Photnetia : fhe’ 
In ch’abiliments of the Gadde felis 23 A oR TOK 
That day appeer "d,and oft before § Bae ie wee 
As" tisteported fo. 2 
Mece. LerRome be thus inform’ dl bW2 
Agri. Who Gieazié with his infolence: already,” 
Will their good thoughts call from him,’ 9°) © 
Cafar: The peuple k knowe sit}: 
And have nowrecein'd his accufations: 
Agri. Who does he accufe ?. 
Cafar.” Cafar and that hauing’in Cicifie® 
Sextus Pomspeires' fpoil’d; we hadnot rated him: : 
His pate o’ch’Ifle.° Then does he fay he lent ane 
Some fhipping ynteltor'd. Laftly, he frete® | 00% © 
Thar Lepidus of the Triumpheratefhould bedepos qd, 
And being thar, we'detaine all his Revenue. \ "2" 
Agri, Sir, this fhauld be anfwer'd. ie 
Cefar. Vis done already,and the Meffenger' gone: : 


That 
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That he his high Authority abus’d, 
And did deferue his change: for what I haue conquer’d, 
I grant him part: but then in his Armenia, 
And other ot his conquer d Kingdoms, | demand the like 
(Mec, Hee'l newer yeeld to that. 
Caf, Not muft not then be yeelded to in this. 
Enter Olt ania with her Traine. 
Oita, Haile Cafar, and my L, haile moft deere (¢/ar. 
Cafar. That euer I fhould call thee Caft-away: 
Otta. You haue not call’d me fo,ner haue you caufe, 
Caf. Why haue youftola vpon vs thus?you come not 
Like Cefars Sifter, The wife of Anthony 
Should haue an Army for an Vther, and 
The neighes of Horfe to tell of her approach, 
Longere fhe did appeare. Thetrees by’th’way 
Should haue borne men, and expetation fainted, 
Longing for. what it had not, Nay, the duft 
‘Should hauc afcended tothe Roote of Heauen, 
Rais’d by your populous Troopes: But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and haue preuented 
The oftentation of our loues which left vnfhewne, 
Is often left vnlou'd : we fhould haue met you 
By Sea,and Land, fupplying euery Stage 
With an augmented greeting. 
Oita. Good my Lord, 
Tocome thus va; I not conftrain’d,but did ir 
On my free.will. My Lord (Marke Axthony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd for Warre, acquainted 
My grecued eare withall ; whereon I begged 
His pardon for returne. 
Caf. Which foonc he granted, 
Being an abftracteweene his Luft,and him. 
Oita. Donot fay fo, my Lord, 
Caf: Thaue eyes vpon him, 
And his affaires come to me on the wind: wher is he now? 
Otta. My Lord,in Athens. 
Cafar, Nomy moft wronged Sifter, Cleopatra 
‘Hath nodded himrto her, He hath giuen bis Empire 
Vp toa Whore, who now are levying 
| The Kings o’ch’earth for Warre. He bath affembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaus 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
Of Papnlagonia: the Thracian King ddullas, 
\ King AZauchss of Arabia, King of Pont, 
| Herod of lewry, ALithridates King 
Of Comageat, Polemenand A mints, 
The Kingsof Mede,and Licoania, 
With a more larger Lift of Scepters. : 
Ofla. Aye me moft wretched, 
Yhat hauemy heart parced betwixt two Friends, 
That does afflict each other. _ (breaking forth 
- Ce. Welcom bither:-your Letters did-with-holde our 
Till we perceiu'd both how-you were wrongled, 
And we innegligent danger: cheere yourheart, 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives. 
| O're your content, thefe ftrong neceffities, 
‘But let determin ‘d things to deftinie 
‘Hold ynbewayl’dsheirway. Welcome to Rome, 
Nothing more deere to me: You are abus’d . . 
| Beyond themiarke of thought: and the high Gods 
| To do you Iuftice, makes his Minifters 
‘| Of yssand thofe rhatloueyou. Beftofeomfort, 
And ever weleom tov¥s,;; |: Agrip, Welcome Lady. 
(Mec. Welcome deete Madam,’ ee hy 
Each heart-in Rome does loue and pitty you, 
Onely th’adultcronsApebowy moftiarge 
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The Tragedie of. 





Caf.. Moft certaine: Sifter weleome:: pray you 

Be cuer knowne to patience. My deer’ft Sifter. 
Enter Cleopatrayand Enobarbus. 

Cleo. I will be even with thee,doubt it nor. 

Exo. But why, why,why ? 

Cleo. Thouhaft forefpoke my being in thefe 
And fay’ft it it not fit. : ee _— 

Eno. Well sis it,is it. 

Cleo. Jf not, denounc’d againft vs, why fhould not 
we be therein perfon, 

Enob, Well,l could reply: if wee fhould ferue with 
Horfe and Mares together, the Horfe were meerly loft; 
the Mares would beare a Soldiour and his Horfe. 

Cleo, Whatis’t you fay ? 

Enob. Your prefence needs muft puzle Anthony, 
Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from’s time, 
What fhould not then be {par’d. He is already 
Traduc’d for Leuity, and ‘tis faid in Rome, 

That Photines an Eunuch,and your Maides 
Mannage this warre, 

Cleo. Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot 
That {peake againft vs. A Charge we bearei’th’Wanrre, 
And as the prefident ofmy Kingdome will 
Appeare there foraman. Speake not againtt it, 

I will not itay behinde, 
Enter Anthony and Camides. 
Eno. Nay ihaue done, here comes the Emperor. 
Ant, Isit not ftrange Camidine, 
That from Tarseatum, and Brandufium, 
He could fo quickly cut the Ionian Sea, 
And take in Troine, Youhaue heard on’t (Sweet?) 
Cleo. Celerity is neues more admird, 
Then by the negligent. , 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might haue well becom’d thebeftofmen....... 
Toraunc at flackneffe.. Camidins, wee 
Willfighe with him by Sea,- 

Cleo, By Sea,what elfe? ‘ 

Cam. Why will my Lord, dofo? 

Ant, Forthathedares ve too’t, 

Enob. Sohath my Lord, dar’d himto fingle fight, 

Cam. 1, and to wage this Battell.at Pharfalia, 
Where Cefar fought with Pompey, But thefe offers 
Which ferue not for his vancage, hefhakes off, 

And fo fhould you. 

Enob. Your Shippes are nct well mann’d, 

Your Marriners are Militers, Reapers,people 
Ingroft by {wift Impreffe, In Cafars Fleere, - 

Are thofe that often haue ’gainft Pompey fought, . 
Their fhippes areyare, yours heauy ::no difgrace 
Shall fall you for refufing him at Sea, 

Being prepar'd for Land, ; 

Ant, By Sea,by Sea. joy Ha 

Eno, Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfoluce Soldierthip you haue by Land, 
Diftraé your Armie, which doth moft confift 
Of Warre-markr-footmen, leaue vnexecuted 
Your owne renowned knowledge, quite forgoe 
The way which promifes aflurance, and 
Giue vp. your felte meerly to chance and hazard, 
From firme Securitic. 

Aang. lefightatSea. — 


Exenns4 


| 





eAnthony and (leoputra. 


Cleo. I haue fixty Sailes, Ce/ar none better. 

Ant. Qur ouer-plus of fhipping will we burne, 
And with the reft full mann’d, from th’head of AGtion 
Beate th’approaching Cefar, Bucif we faile, 

Wethen candoo’cat Land, Enter a Meffenger. 
Thy Bufineffe ? 

Mef, The Newes istrue, my Lord, heis defcried, 
Cafar ha’s taken Toryne, 

Ant, Can he be there in perfon??Tis impoffible 
Strange, that his power fhoula be. Camidius, 
Oar nineteene Legions thou fhalt hold by Land, 
And our twelue thoufand Horfes Wee'l to our Ship, 
Away my Thetis. 

Enter a Soldiour, 

How now worthy Souldier? 

Soxl, Otis Noble Emperor. donot fight by Sea, 
Trot not co rotten plankes : Do you mifdoubr 
This Sword,and thefe my Wounds ; letth’Egyptians 
And the Paeenicians go aducking : wee 
Haue vs'd to conquer ttanding on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foet. 
- Ant. Well,well,away. 

Sonl. By Hercules 1 thinke I ami’th’right, 

Cam. Souldier thon art: but his whole action growes 
Net in the power on’t : fo our Leaders Jeade, 
| And we are Womens men. 

Soul. Youkeepe by Land the Legions and the Horfe 
whole, do you not ? 

Tien. Marcus Ottanins, Marous luftens, 
Publicols, and Celins, are for Sea: 
But we keepe whole by Land. This fpeede of (¢/ars 
Carries beyond beleefe. 

Sonl. While he was yetin Rome, 

His power went out in fuch diftractions, 
As beguilde all Spies. 

Cans. Who's his Lieutenant, heare you? 

Soul. They fay one Towrus. 

(as. Well,I know the man, 

Enter a Meffenger. 

(CMef. The Emperor cals Camidins. 

Cam. With Newes the times wit) Labour, 
And throwes fosth each minute, fome. exeunt 
Enter Cafar with bis Army, marching. 


Caf: Towres? 

Tow. My Lord. 

Caf. Strike not by Land, 
Keepe whole, prouoke not Battaile 
Till we haue done at Sea. Donot exceede 
The Prefcript of thisScroule: Our forcune lyes 
Vpon this iumpe. ‘ 

Enter Authony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide oth’ Hill, 
In eye of Cafars battaile, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And fo proceed accordingly. 


exit. 


CXxit. 


Camidine «Marcheth with bis Land Army one way. onter the 
| flage, and Towrus the Lieutenant of Cafar the other way : 
After thew going iny is heard the neife of a Sea-fight. 
MAlarum. Enter Enobarbus and Scarus. 


Fro.Naught,naugtityal naught, I can behold no longer: | 
Thantoniad, the Egyptian Admirall, 
With all their fixty flye, and curne:the Rudder : .« 


exit Ant,Cleo.e Enob. 


I will poffeffe you of that thip and Treafure.. 
\ 


To fee’t, mine eyes are blafted; 
Enter Scarnws. 

Scar. Gods ,t& Geddeffes,all thé whol fynod of them ! |. 

Eno. What's thy paffion, ea 

Scar, The greater Cantle of the world,is loft 
With very ignorance, we have kift away 
Kingdomes,and Prouinces. * 

Exe. How appeates the Fight ? ; . 

Sear. On our fide, like the Token’d Peftilence; 
Where death isfure, Yon ribaudred Nagpe of Egypt, 
(Whom Leprofico’re-take) i'th’midft o’th’fight, 
When vantage like a payre of Twinnes appear d 
Both as the fame, or rather ours the elder ; 

(The Breeze ypon her) like a Cow in Inne, 
Hoifts Sailes,and flyes. 

Exo. That} beheld 
Mine eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not 
Indure a further view. 

Scar. She once being looft; 
The Noble ruine of her Magicke, Anthony; ~” 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Leauing the Fightin heighth,flyes afterher;- ~ 
I neuer faw an Action of fach fhame ; 
Experience, Man-hood, Honor, ne’re before,’ 
Did violate fo it f{elfe. 

Enob. Alacke, alacke. 

Enter Camidins, 

Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea ts out of breath, 

And finkes moft lamentably, Had our Generall - 
Bin what he knew himfelfe, it had gone well: 
Oh his ha’s given example for our flight, 

Moft groffely by bis owne. 

Exob, 1,are you thereabouts ? Why then goodnight 
indeede, 

Cam, Toward Peloponnefus are they fled. 

Scar. ’Tiseafie toot, 

And there I will attend what further comes, 

Camid. To Cafar will I render . 
My Legions and my Hotfe, fixe Kings dlreadie 
Shew me the way of yeelding, 

Ezo. Ie yet follow 
The wounded chance of Anthony,though my reafon 
Sits inthe winde againft me, 

Enter Authony with Attendants. 

Ant, Hearke,the Land bids me tread no more ypon’t, 
Itisafham’d to beareme. Friends,come hither, 

Lam fo lated in the world, that I 
Haue loft my way for ener. Ihaue afhippe, 
Laden with Gold, takethat, diuideit :flye, 
And make your peace with Ce/ar, 

Omsnes. Fly? Not wee. 

Ant. haue fled my felfe,and haue inftrafted cowards 
To runne,and fhew their fhoulders. Friends be gone, 
I haue my felfe refolu’d vpona courte, 
Which has no neede of you. Be gone, 

My Treafure’s in the Harbour. Take it : Oh, 

1 follow’d that I bluth to looke vpen, 

My very haires do mutiny : for the'white 

Reproue the browne for rafhneffe, atid they thens 

For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you fhall 
Haue Letters from me to fome Friends, chat will 
Sweepe your way foryou, Pray you lookenot fad, 
Nor make replyes of loathneffe, take che hint 

Which my difpaire proclaimes. Let thembe left 
Which leaues it felfe ; tothe Seafide ftraight way;.. * 


y 2 Leaue| 
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Leaue me, I praya little: pray-younow,,- - 
Nay do fo : for indeede | haue loft.command, 

Therefore I pray you,Hesee youbyandby. Sitsdowne 
Enter Cleopatra led by Charmsiaa avd Eros. ‘ 
Eros. Nay gentle Madam, to him comfort him...” 
Iras. Do mot deere Queene. ; 

| Char, Do, why, what elfe? 

_ Cleo. Let me fit downe:Oh Tune: 

Ant, No,nosno;no,no. chs 

Eros. See you heese,Sir? 

Ant. Ob-fie,fiesfie. 
Char, Madam. 








Tras. Madam, oh good Empreffe. 
Eros. Sit, fir. 
Ant. Yesmy Lord,yes; he at Philippi kept 
His {word e’nelike a dancer, while LArooke 
The leane and wrinkled Caffias,and’cwas I 
Thatcthe mad Brutus ended : he alone =, .-- 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no practife had 
In the braue {quares of Warre: yet now : no matter: . 
(leo...Ab ftand by. 
Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 
| Ira. Gotohim,Madam, (peaketohim, 
‘Hee’s vnqualited with very fhame. 
i Cleo, Well then, fuftaine me: Ob, CJ 
Eros, Moft Noble Sir arife, the Queene approaches, 
‘Her head’s declin’d, and death will ceafe her, but 
Your comfort makes the refcuc. 
Ant. Lhaue offended Repuration, 
‘A moft vnnoble fweruing. 
Eros, Sir, the Queene. 
ent, Oh whether haft thou lead me Egypt, fee 
How I conuey my fhame, out of thine eyes, 
By looking backe what I haue left behinde 
Stroy’d in difhonor. 
Cleo, Ol my Lord, my Lord, 
Forgiue my fearful fayles, I little thought 
‘| You would have followed, 
Ant. Egypt, thou knew’ft too well, 
My heart was to thy Ruddes tyed by’th’ftrings, 
: And thou fhould’ft ftowe me after. O’re my fpirit 
The full fypremacie thouknew'ft, and that. - 
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
|Command mee. 
‘Cla, Ob my pardon, 
ent. Now I muft 
To the young man fend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter inthe fhifts.of lownes, who 
With halfe the bulke o:th’world plaid as I. pleas’d, 
Making,and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and chat, 
My Sword, made weake by my affe&tion, would 
Obey it onall caufe. af 
Cleo, Pardon,patdon. 
Ant Fall not ateare I fay, one of them rates 
Allchatis wonne andloft : Giue me akiffe, 
Euen tris repayes mes ay - lord) 
We fent our Schoolemafter, is acome backe ? 
Loue I ammfull of Lead : fome Wine 
| Withinithere, and.our Viands :; Fortune knowes, 
We fcortiesher moft, when moft fhe offers blowes. Exeunt 


‘ 
: 


Enter Gefars A grippajand Dokabello,with others. 
aja] : ; 


Caf. Let him appeare that's come'from Amboy. : 
Know you him. .>+ i776; j iti 


_ Not many.Moones gone by. 
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"Dolla. Cafary'tis his Schoolemafter,, sunt) na 
An argument that heis.pluckt ,when hither...” 
He fends {o poore.a Pinnion ofhis Wing, - 


Which had {uperfluous Kings for Meflengers, 


_ Enter Ambaffador from Anthony, 
Cafar. Approach,and {peake.. :. 
_ Amb, SuchasTam,I come from Anthony : 
I was.of late as petty to his ends, ..'; ». 
As is the Morn:-dew onthe Mertleleafe 
To his grand Sea. 
Ce. Bee’t fo, declare thine office. . 
Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he falures thee, and 
Requires to liue in Egypt, which not granted 
He Leffons his Requefts, and to thee fues - 
Tolet him breath betweene the Heauens and Earth 
A priuate man in Athens: thisfor him. 
Next, C/eepatra does confeffe thy Greatnefle, 
Submits her to thy. might, and of thee craues 
The Circle of the Prolomsies for her heyres, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace, 
Caf. For Anthony, . 
Thaue no eares to hisrequeft, The Queene, 
Of Audience, nor Defire thall faile, fo thee 
From Egypt drive her all-difgraced Fricnd, 
Or take his lifethere. This if thee performe, 
She fhall.not fue ynheard. Soro them both, 
Amb, Fortune purfue thee. 
Cef- Bring him through the Bands): 
Tory thy Eloquence, now ‘vis time, difpatch, 
From, Anthony winne Cleopatra, promife 
And in our Name, what fhe requires,adde. more’ . . 
From thine invention, offers. Women arenot 
In their belt Foriunes rong; bur wane will periure 
The ne’retouch'd Veftall. Try thy cunning Thidiayi 
Make thine owne Edi&t for shy paines,which/we 


, 


Willan{werasa Law, 
Thia, Cafar,} go. belive 
Cafar, Obferue howe Anthony, becomes his flaw, 
And what thou think’fthis very action fpeakes 
Ti eucry power that mooues, 
Thid. Cafar,\ thal. on 

Enter Cleopatra Exobarbus,Charmian,cy Iras 
Cleo, What thalkwedo, Enobarbue? 
Eno, Thinke, and dye. 
Clee. 1s Anthony,or we in fault for this? 
Exo. Anthonyorely, that would make his will 
Lord ofhisReafon. What thoughyou fled, 
From that great face of Watte, whofe feucrall ranges 
Frighted each.other?, Why fhould he follow? 
The itch of his Affection fhould notshen ~ 
Haue nickt his Caprain-thip, at fuch a point, 9 {3 » 
When halfe to halfeshe world oppos'd, he being 
The metred. queftion?’ Twas afhame no lefle 
Then was his lofle, to courfe your flying Flagg¢s, 
And leaue his Nany gazing. > 
Cleo, Prythee peace. 

Enter the Ambaffador with Anthony. 

Ant. Js that histanfwer? 4 \udmb, Imy Lord. 
Ant. The Queene fhall then haue courtefie, » 
So the will yeeld-véwp. -: ‘ee 
Am. Hefayes fo. : hn : 
Antho. Lether know’t. To the Boy Ce/ar fend this 
grizied head, and/he will fill chy! wifhes to the brimare, 
"With Principalities.. |: 
Cleo, Thatheadmy Lord? -: 


\ 


excunt. 


aany 
e. Arts 


a ntboayand ( leopatra. 


Ants To biti & againe, tell hinrhe weares the Rofe 1 kiffe his congu’ting hand : Tell hie, Tan Gang" 4 
Of youth vponhim :from Which, the world fhouldiiote. |. To lay my Crowne at’s feere’, and there to ktieele. 
Something particular : His Coine, Ships, Legions, Teil him, from his all- obeying t breath, I hare 
May bea Cowards; Whofe Minlifters would preuaile The deome ofEgypt. _ . 
Vader the feruice of 4 Childe,asfoone “= © Thid. “Tis your Nableft coutfe : 

As vch’Command of Cafar: { dare him therefore Wifedome and Fortune combarting topether, 
Tolay his gay Comparifons a-part, If that the former dare bue what ie can, 
And anfwer me declin’d “sword again Sword, . No chance may fhake ir. Giue me grace to lay 
Our fefues alone: Tq write it: Follow me. My dutic on your hand. 

Eno. Yes hike enough: hye batécl t d Cafar will ‘Cleo. Your Cafars Father oft, 

Vetate his happineffe; and be Sr3¢°d to'ththew is (Whes he hath mas’d of taking Kingdomes thy 
Againft a Sworden. T'fee mens tudgemen ts are la Beftow'd his lips on that vnwarthy place, 




















A parcell of their F Re aa and things outward: \s itrain “a kiffes; é 
Do draw the'inward 5 ek ny ater cheth Enter Anthony and Enobarbus§ 8 827 PO 
To faffer alla like, chat he ibould dyeame, Aut, Fauourst By Toue that thunders, Whiat's ste thout 
Knowing all meafures, the full Cc afar will Thid, One that but performes (Fellow? 
Anfwer his emptiielle? Cesar th now halt fubda'de The bidding ofthe fatle(t man,and worthieh’ 
His iudgement too. ~ ; To haue command cbey'd: 
Exter a Seruaut Eno. You will be whipr. ee 
Sere Me fener from Catar, At. Apprpeh thane: ah you Rice. Now Gods eae ; 
Cleo. What no Faroe: Ceremony? >See my Women, Au hority melts front me OF TK: When I cried hoa, 
Againtt the blowne Rolfe may they Rop their nofe, Like Boyes vnto a moffe, Kings would fart forth, 
That kneel’d vato'the Buds. “Adinit him fir. Aud cry, your will, Haveyou nioeares P wish. 
Fuo. Mine papal Saal beginne to fquare, Tam Anthony yet. Take hence this lack; and whip bith, 
The Loya! ty well held to Fooles, does make Futer a-Seruant. 
Our Faith meere folly: yerhe that canet ndure Eno, ‘Tis better playing with a Liss whelpe; 
To follow with Aliegeance afalne Lord, Then with an old one dying. 
Does conquer him that’ did his Malter conquer, Ant, Moone and Staves, | t 
And earnesa place ith’Story. : Whip him : wert twenty of che greareft T Tributaries * 
Enter Thidias. That do acknowledge Ce/ar, fhould I finde them: 
Cleo. Cafars will. So fawcy with the hanc d of fhe heere, what's her nanae 
Thid, Heare it apart. : Since fhe was C/eepatra? Whip him Fellowes; 
Cleo, None but Friends : fay boldly. Tilllike a Boy you fee him crindge his face, 





























Thid. Sohaply are they Friends to Anthony. And whine aloud for mercy. Take him henge. -°** 


} 


Exob. He needs as many (Sir) as Cefar ha’s, Thid, “Marke Anthony. 
Orneedsnotvs. If CefarpleafeourMafter ut. Tuggehim away : being whipe 
Will leape to be his Friend : For'vs you know, Bring him againe, the Jacke of Cefars fhall 
Whofe he is, we are, and that is Cefars. Beare vs anarrantto him. ~ Exeune with Thidius. 
ThidSo.Thus then thou mof renown’d,Ce/ar intreats, | You were halfe blafled ere I knew you : Ha? 
Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand’ft | Haue I my pil low left vopreft inRome, 
Further then he ts Ca/ars. | Borborne the getting of a lawfull Race, 
Cleo. Goon tight Royall. ' And by a lem of women, to be abuy’ d 
Thid. He knowes that you embrace not Axthony By one that lookes on Feedertt 
As you didi oue, but as you feared him, Cleo. Good my Lord, 
Clo. Oh. Ant. You haue becne a boggeler cuer, 
Thid. The {carre’s vpon your Honor, therefore lie But when we in our vicioufnefle grow hava 
Does pitty, as confirained blemifhies, (Oh mifery on’t) the wile Gads feele our eyes 
Notas deferued, In our owne filth, drop our cleare iud gements, make vs 
Cleo, Heis a God, * Adore our errors, laxgh at’s while we Prue 
And knowes whatis ‘ett right. Mine Honour To our confufion: 
Was not yeelded, but paieth *d meerely, » Cleo, Ohast come tothis? 
Exo, Tobe fure of that, I will aske Anthony. | Ant. found yotra a Morfell; cold vpon 
Sir, Gr, thouart fo leakie Dead Cefars Trencher: Nay,you were 2 Fragment 
That we muft leaue thee tothy finking, for Of Gueius Pompeyes, betides what hotter houres 
Thy deereft t quit thee. Exit Enob, Voregiftred in valgar Fame, you have 
Thid, Shall fay to Cafar, Luxur ioufly picker « out. For! am fure, : 
What Fk require of bim : for he’ partly begges Though you can gueffe what Temperance fhould be, 
Tobe defir’d to gite, It much would pleafe him, You know not what ivis. 
That of his Fortunes you fhould inake a ftaffe Cleo, Wherefore is this? 
Toleane vpon, (But it would warte his {pirits Ant, Tolet a Pellow that will take rewards, 
Toheare from me you had left aie, And fay God quit you, be familiar with 
And put your felfe vnder his fhrowd, che yniuerfal Land- | My play-fellow, your hands this Kingly Seales 
Cleo. \What’s yéur name ? see (lord. } Andplighter ofhigh hearts. O that I were 
Thid, My name ts Thidias, Vpon'the hill of Bafani, to out-roare 
Cleo. MoftkindéMéffenger, “°° The hornéd Heord; for I havefauage caufe, 
Say to great Ca/ar this in difputation, And to proclaime ic ciuilly, werelike 













































































ere) <a 


| The Tragedie oF. 
































A haleer'd necke,which do’s the Hangman thanke, 
For being yare abouchim. Is he whipt ?. 
Enter a Seruant with Thidsas. 

Ser. Soundly,my Lord. eee 

Ant. Cried be? and begy’d.a Pardon ? 

Ser. He didaske fauour. : ; 

Ant. 1i that thy Father liue, let him repent 
Thou was’t not made his daughter,and be thou forrie 
To follow Ca/ar in his Triumph, fince 
Thouh-i bin whipt. Forfollowing him, henceforth 
‘The white hand of a Lady Feauer thee, 
‘Shake thou to looke on’t. Get thee backe to Cefar, 
‘Tell him thy enterrainment: looke thou fay 
He makes me angry withhim. For he feemes 
Proud and difdaintull, harping onwhatlam, 
Not wha he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
And at this time moft eafie’tistodoo’t : 
‘When my good Starresy that were my former guides 
Haue empty left their Orbes, and thot their Fires ~ 
Into th’Abifme of hell. 1fbe miflike, 
My fpeech, and what is done, tell him he has 
Hiparchus, my enfranched Bondman, whom 
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 
‘Ashe fhall like to quite. Vrgeitthou : 
§ Hence with thy ftripes,be gone, 
Cleo. Haue you done yet? 
Ant,. Alacke our Terrene Moone is now Eclipft, 

And it portends alone the fall of Anthony. 

Cleo, I mult fay histime ? 
Ant, To flatter Cefar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that tyes his points.: 

Clee, Not know me yet ? 

Ant, Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo, Ah (Deere) if I be fo, 
From my cold heart let Heauen ingender haile, 
And poyfon it inthe fourfe,and the firit ftone 
Drop in my necke :as it determines fo 
Diffolue my life, the next Cafarian {mile, * 
Till by degrees the memory of my wombe, 
Together with my braue Egyprtiansall, 
By the difcandering of this pelleted ftorme, 
Lye graueleffe, till the Flies and Gnats of Nyle 
Haue buried them for prey. 

Ant. 1 am fatisfied; 
Cafar fets downe in Alexandria,where 
I will oppofe his Fate. Our force by Land, 
Hath Nobly held, our feuer'd Nauie too 
Hawe knit againe,and Fleete, threstning moft Sea-like. 
Where haft thou bin my heart ? Doft thou heare Lady ? 
Nfrom the Field J fhall returne once more . 
To kiffle thefe Lips, I will appeare in Blood, 
I,and my Sword, will earne our Chronicle, 
There’s hope in’c yet. 

Cleo. That’s ny braue Lord. 

Ant. T willbe trebble- finewed, hearted breatli’d,. 
And fight malicionfly : for when mine houres 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome liues 
Of me for iefts : But now, I!e fet myceeth, 

And fend to darkeneffe all that flop me. Come, 
Let’s have one other gawdy night: Callto me 
All my fad Captaines, fill our Bowles once more 
Let’s mocke the midnight Bell. . 


Exit Thid. 


Cleo. Icismy Birth-day, 
I had thought thaue held it poore. But fince my Lord 
Is Avthony againe,] will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well, 


Clee. Call all his Noble Captainestomy Lord, 
Ant, Do fo, wee'l fpeake to them, ea 
And to night Ile force 
The Wine peepe through their fcarrest 
Come on (my Queene) ; 
There’s fapin’t yet. The next time I do fight 
Ile make death loue me : for 1 will contend 
Euen with his peftilent Sythe. Exeunt, 
Eno. Now hee'l out-ftare the Lightning,to be furious 
Isto be frighted out of feare,and inthat moode 
The Doue will pecke the Efttidge and I {oe fill 
A diminution in our Captaines braine, 
Reftores his heart; when valour prayes in reafon, 
It eates the Sword it fights with: I willfecke 
Some way to leaue him. 





Exeant, 


Enter Cafar, Agrippa, & Mecenas with bis Army, 
Cafar reading a Letter, 


Caf. He calles me Boy, and chides ashe had power 
To beate me out of Egypt. My Meffenger 
He hath whipt with Rods,dares meto pesfonal Combat, 
Cafar to Anthony : let the old Ruffian know, 
I haue many other wayesto dye: meane time } 
Laugh at his Challenge. 

Mece. Cafar mutt thinke, 
When one fo great begins to rage,hee’s hunted 
Euen to falling. Giue him no breath, but now 
Make boore of his diftraGtion ; Newer anger 
Made good guard for it felfe. 

Caf. Let our beft heads know, 
That to morrow, the laft of many Battailes 
We meane to fight, Within our Files there are, 
Of thofe that feru’d Adfarke Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetchhimin. See it done, 
And Feaft the Army, we hauc {tore to doo’t, 
And they hauc earn’d the walte.Poore Anthony. Exennt 


Enter Anthony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, 
Tras, Alexas wih others, 


Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitian? 
Enc. No? / 
Ant. Why fhould he not? 
Eno He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He is tweuty men to one, ; 
Ant. To morrow Soldier, 
By Sea and Land Ile fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying Honor inthe blood » 
Shall make it lineagaine. Woo’ thou fight well. 
bre. Ile ftrike, and cry, Takeall. 
Ant. Well faid, come on: 
Call forth my Houfhold Scruants, lets to night 
Enter 3 or 4 Seruitors. 
Be bounteous at our Meale. Giue me thy hand, 
Thou haft bin rightly honeft, fo haft thou, 
Thou,and tho#,and thou: you haue feru’d me well, 
And Kings haue beene your fellowes, 
Cleo. What meanes this ? 
Ene.’Tis one of thofe odde tricks which forow fhoots 
Out of the minde. 
Aint, And thou art honeft too : 
I with I could be made fo many men, 
Andall of youclape yptogether,in 
An Asthony :that| might co you feruice, 
So good as you haue done. 
Ossnes: 





eA nthony and C leopatra. 


Omnes. The Gods forbid. 
Ant. Weil, my good Fellowes,wait on me to night: 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me: 
‘As when mine Empire was yourFellow too, 
And fuffer’d my command. 
Cleo, What aoes he meane? 
Eno, Tomake his Followers weepe. 
Ant, Tend me te night 5 
May be, itis the period of your duty, 
| Haply you fhall nor fee me more, or if, 
Amangled fhadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You'l ferue another Matter. Ilooke on you, 
As.one that takes his leaue. Mine honett Friends, 
Icurne you not away, but lke a Mafter 
Married to your good feruice, flay till death : 
Tendime to night two houres, I aske no more, 
And the Gods yeeld you for’. 
Eno. What meane you (Sir) 
To giuethem this difcomfort ? Looke they weepe, 
And Ian Affe, am Onyon-cy d; for fhame,. 
Transforme vs not to women, 
Ani, Ho,ho,ho: 
Now the Witcheake me, if { meant it thus. 
Grace grow where thofe drops fall(my hearty Friends) 
You take mein too dolorousa fenfe, 
For I {pake to you for your comfort, did defire you 
To burne this night with Torches : Know (my hearts) 
I hope well of to morrow, and willleade you, 
Where rather Ile expect victorious life, 
Then death,and Honor. Let’s to Supper, come, 
And drowne confideration. Exeunt. 
Exter a Company of Saldionrs. 


1,0/. Brother,goodnight : to morrow is the day. 
2.Sol. Ic will determine one way : Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets. 
1 Nothing : what newes ? 
2 Belike’tis but a Rumour,good night to you. 
1 Well fir, good night. 
They meete other Soldiers. 
2 Souldiers have carefull Watch. 
1 And you : Goodnight,goodnight. 
They place themfelwes in ewery corner of the Stage. 
“" Heere we: and if to morrow 
Our Navie thriue, I haue an abfolute hope 
Our Landmen will ftand vp. 
1 ’Tisa braue Army,and full of purpofe. 
Muficke of the Hoboyes is under the Stage, 
2 Peace, what noife? 
r Lift, lift. 
2 Hearke. 
1 Moficke i’ch’ Ayre, 
3 Vondertheearth. 
4 Itfignes well,do’s itnot ? 
3 No. 
1 PeaceT fay: What fhould this meane ? 
2 Tis the God Hercules, whom Axthony loued, 
Now leaues him. 
1 Walke,let’s fee if ocher Watchmen 
Do heare what we do ? 
2 How now Maifters ? Speak together. 
Omnes. How now? how now” do you heare this? 
1 I,is’t not ftrange? 
3 Do you heare Mafters ?Do you heare? 
1 Follow the noyfe fo farre as we have quarter. 


\ Let’s fee how it will giue off. 
| Omnes. Content :’Tis ftrange, 
j 


Exennt. 


Enter Anthony and Cleopatra,with others. 
Ant, Eres, mine Armour Eros, 
Cleo. Sleepea little. 
’ Ante Nomy Chucke. Evos,come mine Armor Eves. 
Enter Eros. 
Come good Fellow, put thine Iron on, 
If Fortune be not ours to day, it is 
Becaufe we braue her, Come. 
Cleo. Nay, Ilehelpe too, Anthony. 
Whav’s this for? Ah tet be, let be, thou art 
The Armourer of my heart: Falfe,falfe : This, this, 
Sooth-law Ile helpe: Thus it muft bee. 
Ant. Well, well, we fhall thrive nowp 
‘| Seeft thou my good Fellow. Go,puron thy defences, 
Fros. Briefely Sir. 
Cleo. {snot this buckled well ? 
Ant. Rarely,rarely : 
\ He that vnbuckles this, till we do pleafe 
) To-daft for our Repofe, fhall hearea ftorme. 
Thou fumbleft Eros, and my Queenes a Squire 
| More tight at this, then thou: Difpacch, O Loue, 
That thou couldft fee my Warres to day, and knew’ft 
| The Royall Occupation, thou fhould’it fee ~ 
A Workeman in’e. 
Enter an Armed Seldier. 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thoulook’ft like him that knowes a warlike Charge: 
Tobufineffe that we loue,we rife betime, 
And go too’t with delight. 
Soul. Athoufand Sir,early though’t be, haue on their 
Riueted trim, and atthe Port expect you. Showe. 


Trumpets Flourifh: : 


Enter Captaines, and Souldiers, 
Alex. The Morne is faire: Good morrow 
All. Good morrow Generall. 
Ant. Tis well blowne Lads. 
This Morning, like the {pirit of ayouth 
That meanes to be of note, begins betimes, 
So,fo : Come gine me thar, chis way, well-fed. 
Fare thee well Dame, what cre becomes of me, 
This is a Soldiers kiffe : rebukeable, ; 
And worthy thamefull checke it were, to ftand 
On more Mechanicke Complement, Ile leaue thee. 
Now like a manof Steele, you that will fight, 
Follow me clofe, Ie bring you too’t: Adieu. 
Char. Pleafe you retyre to your Chamber? 
Cleo. Lead me: 
He goes forth gallantly : That he and Ca/ar might 
Determine this great Warre in fingle fight 5 
Then Anthony; butnow. Wellon. 


Generall, . 


Exennt. 


Trumpets found. Enter Anthony and Eres, 


Eros. The Gods make this a happy day to Anthony. 


Exeunt | 


Ant.W ould thou, & thofe thy {cars had once prewaild | 


To make me fight at Land. 

Eros. Had’ ft thou done fo, 
The Kings that hawe reuelted, and the Soldier 
Thachas this morning left thee, would haue ftill 
Followed thy heeles. 

Ant. Whofe gonethismorning? = 

Eros, Who? one cuer neere thee, call forEnobarbus, | 

He 
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He fhall noz heare thee, or from Ca/ars Campe, 
Say Lam none of thine,” ste 
Ant. What fayeftthou ? 
Sold. Sir heis with Cafar. me 
Eros. Sit.bis Chefts and Treafure he has not with him. 
An. Is he gone ? = 
Sol. Molt cercaine. = 
__ Ant. Go Eros, fendhis Treafure after,doir, 
Detaine no iot I charge thee :write to him, 
(I will fubferibe) geatle adieu’s,and greetings ; 
Say, that ] with he neuer finde more caufe 
(Tochangea Mafter. Ob my Fortunes haue 
Cortupred honeft men. Dilpatch Exobarbis, 


Exit 


Enter Agrippa, (far swith Enobarbus, 
aud Lollabella, 


£, te ‘ottriflee 


| Caf. Go forth Agrippa, and begin the fight: 
‘Our willis Anthony betooke aliue : ag ber 
Make it fo knowne, 
Agrip. Cafar,l thall, 
Cefar. The time of vniuerfall peace is neere: 
Proue rhis a profp’rous day, the three nook’d world 
Shall beare the Oliuc freely. 
: =i Enter a Meffenger, 
Mef, eAuthovy is come into the Field, 
_ Caf. Gocharge Agrippa, 
Plant thofe that haue revolted in the Vane, 
That Anthony may feeme to {pead his Fury 
‘Vponhimfelfe, . Exeunt. 
Enob... Alexas did reuolt,and went to Jewry on 
Affaires of Anthony, there did diffwade 
‘Great Hered to incline himfelfe to Cafar, 
Andleaue his Mafter_Authany, Bor this paines, 
Cafar bath hang’d him: Camindins and the reft 
| That fell away, haue encertainment, but 
No testes truft: I haue done ill, 
Of which I do accufe my felfe fo forely, », 
That I willioy nomote. 
Enter a Soldier of Cafars. 
Sol. Enobarbus, Anthony 
Hath after thee dent all chy Treafure, with 
His Bounty ouereplus. The Mefien ger 
Caine on my guard, and at thy Tentisnow 
_{ Vnioading of his Mules, 
i Exo, I giveityou, 
Sol.. Mocke nat Exobarbus, 
I tell youtrpes Belt you fac the bringer 
‘| Gurofthe hoaft, I mult attend mine Office, 
r would aue done't my felfe, Your Emperor 
Continues Milla Ione. 
Enohs Yam alone the Villaine of the earth, 
AndfeeleTamfomoft. Oh Anthony, — . 
Thou Mine of Bounty, how would’ft thou haue payed 
My better feruice, when my turpitude 
ThopdottioGrowrewith Gold. This bloweé my hart, 
Tf {wift thought breake it nor: a fwifter meane 
Shall dushfrikethoughr, but thought will doo’. Ifeele 
I fight againft thee : No J will go fecke. 
Some Ditch, wherein te dye : the foul’ft beft fits 
My latter part oflife, Exit. 
19 L!o efraram,Drummes and Trumpets. 
‘house Enter Agrippa. 
Agrip Retire, we haueengag’d our felues too farre: 
Cafar himfelfe ha’s worke, and our oppreffion 
Exceeds what weexpected. 


Exit 


Exit. 


360 oo (Lhe Lragedte of | + 





Alarms. bce 
-€ater Anthony, and Scarrus wounded. 


Had we done fo a: firft, we had drouen them home 

With clow tsabout their heads, Ear of, 
Ant, Thou bleed’ft apace, [wee 
Scar. Thad a wound heere that was like a T; 

But now ’tis made an.H.: <a 

ent. They do retyre, 

Scar. Wee'l beat’em into Benck-holes, I haue yet 
Roome for fix fcotches more, 

. Enter Eros, 
Eros, They are beaten Sir, and our aduantage ferueg 
For afaireviGtory, | | 

Scar. Let vs {core their backes, 

And {natch ’em vp, as we take Hares behinde, 
Tis {port to maul a Runner, 

Ant. 1 willrewardthee 
Once for thy fprightly comfort,and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on, 

Sear, Uehale after, ' 







Sear. O my braue Emperor, this ia fought indeed, 


Exennt | 


Alarum. Enter Anthony againe in at March. 
Scarrus, with others. 


Ant. ‘Ne haue beate him to his Campe: Runneone| 
Before,& let the Queen know of our guefts: to morrow | 
Before she Sun fhall ice’s, wee'l {pill the blood 
That he’s to day efcap’d, I thanke youall, 

F or doughty handed are you,and have foughe 
Notas you feru'd the Caufe, but as’t had beene 
Each mans like mine : you haue fhewne all Hettors, 
| Enter the Citty, clip your Wiues, your Friends, 
Tell them your fears, whil' chey with icyfall teares 
Wath the congealement fiom your wounds, and kiffe 
The Honour’d-gafhes whole, 
Enter Cleopatra. 
Giue me thy hand, 
To this grea Faiery, Ile commend thy acts, if 
Make her thankes blefle.thee. Oh thou day o’th’world, | 
Chaine mine arm’d necke, leape thou,Attyreandall . | 
Through proofe of Harneffeto my hearc,and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 
Cleo. Loidof Lords, 
Oh infinite Vertue, comm’ft thou fniling from ? 
The worlds greatfhare vncaught. 
Ant. Mine Nightingale, 
We haue beare them to their Beds, 
What Gyrle, though gray 
Do formthing mingle with our yonger brown, yet ha we 
A Braine that nourifhes our Nerves,and can 
‘Get gole for goleof youth. Behold this man, 
Commend vato his Lippes thy fauouring hand, 
Kiffe icmy Warriour : He hath fought to day, 
As ifaGod in hare of Mankinde,had 
Deftroyed in fuch a tfhape. 

Cleoy, Ile giue thee Friend 
An Armour all of Gold: it was a Kings. 

vint, He has deferu’ditswere it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phoebus Carre. Giue me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make aiclly March, 

Beare ons hackt Targets, like the men that owe thems. 
Had our great Pallace the capacity 
To Campe this hoaft; well would fup togethers 
And drinke Carowfes.to the next dayes Fate 
: Which 





eAnthony and C leopatra, 


|Which promifes Royall perill, Trumpetters Als 
With brazen dinne blaft you the Citties eace, .. 

Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 

That heauen and earch may frike their founds rogether, 
Applauding our approach, | “E xeunt. 


Exter a Centerie: and bis Company ‘ Enobarbus followes : 


Cent. If we benot releeu'd within this houre,,. » 
We muft returne.to’ch’Court of Guard: the night. 

Is (hiny , and they fay, we fhall embatcaile 
By’th "fecond houreith’Morne. 

1.Watch. This latt day was a fhrew: done too’s. 

Enob, Ohbeare me witneffe night. 

2 What man is this? = 

t Stand clofe,and lift him, 

Enob, Be witnefle to me (O thon bleffed Moone) 
‘When men revolted fhall vponRecord 
Beare hatefull memory : poore Exobarbus gi d... 

Before thy face repent, 

Cent. Enobarl us? 

2 Peace: Hearke further. 

Enob. Oh Soueraigne Miftris of true Melancholly, 
The poyfonous damp of night difpunge vpon ine, 
That Life, a very Reveli tomy will, 

May hang, nolonger on me. Throw my heart 

Againft the flintand hardneffe of my faulc, 

Which being dried with greefe, will breake to powder, 
And finith all foule thoug whts. Oh Aathony, 

Nobler then my revolt is $ Infamous, 

Forgiue me in thine owne particular, 

But Tet the worldranke me in Regifter 

1A Mafter leauer, anda fugitiue: 

Oh Authony Oh Anthony | 

1, Let’s {peake to him, 

Cent, Let’s heare him, for the things he fpcakes 
May concerne Cafar. 

2 Let’s do fo, bur he fleepes. 

Cent. Srrocadi rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 
Was neuer yet for fleepe. 

1 Gowetohim. 

2. Awake firsawake, fpeake to vs. 

1 Heare you fir? 
_ (ent. The hand of death hath raught him. 
Drummes saree 
Hesrke the Drummes demurely wake the fleepers : 
Let vs beare him to’ch’Court of Guard: heis of note : 
Our houre is fully out. rae 
2 Come onthen, he may recouer yet. exeunt 
Enter Anthony and Scarrus,with their Army. 
Ant, Their preparation is today by Sea, 
We pleafethem not by Land. 

Scar. For both,my Lord. 

Ant, Lwould they'ld fight i'th’Fire,or i’th’Ayre, 
Weeldfight theretoo, But this itis, our Foote : 
Vpon the hilles adioyning to the Citty 
Shall fay with vs, Order for Seais given, 

They haue put forth the Hauen : 
Where their appointment we may beft.difcouer, 
Andlooke.on their endewour. 


| 
{ 


eevmt 


Enter Cafer and his Army. 
Caf; But being charg’d,we will be ftill by Landy 
Which as I tak’t we thal, tor his beft force » » 
| Is forth to Man his Gillies, Toche Vales, ° 


oer 


| Vinder this plot; She dyes fort. Eros hoa? 


i) And fend him word you are "dead : 


261 
And hold our beft aduantage. ya as 
Alarum afarre.off, as at a Sea- fight. 
Enter Auihony and SCATTUS « 

Ant, Yet they arenotioyn’d: 
Where yon’d Pine does ftand, } fhall Avconesall 
lle bring thee word ftraight, how."ris like to. g0¢ 

Scar. Swallowes haue buile 
In Cleopatra’s Sailes their nefts.: The Auguries 
Say, they know nar, they. cannot tell, looke grimly, 
And dare not {peake their knowledge... Anthony, 
Is valiant, and deie&ted, and by ftarts 
His fretted Fortunes giue him hope and feare, 
Of what hehas, andhasnor, .. 

Enter e-duthony, 


exit. 


eet, Allislof#: 
This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me 
My Fleece hath yeelde ed tothe Foe, and oie 
They caft their Caps vp, and Civasile together 
Like Friends long io&. Triple-turn’d W Pores’ tis thou 
Haft fold me totbis Nouice,and m sy heart 
Makes onely Warres on fd Bid them all flye ; 
For when I am reueng’d vpon my Charme, 
Isynaue done all. Bid em all flye, be gone. 
Oh Sunne, thy vprife fhall I fee no more, 
Fortune, and Aathony part heere, euen heere 
Do we fhake hands? All come to this? The hearts 
That pannelled meat heeles, cowhom I gaue 
Their withes, do di{-C andie, mele their iweets 

On blofloming Cefar : Andthis Pine 1s barkr, 
That ouer-top'd themall, Betray’d [ am. 
Oh this falfe Soule of Egypt! this graue Charme, 
W hofe eye beck’d forth my Wers,8.cal’dthem hon mey 
Whofe Bofome was my Crownet,my chiefeend, 
Like aright Gypfie, hath at faftand loofe. 
Beguil’ ip me, to the very heart of loffe, 
W aad Eres Erosk 
Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou Spell! Auaunrs 

Clee. Why'is my Lord enrag “d aint) his Lone? 

Ant. Vanith, or I thall giue ects hy deferping, 
And blemith Cefars Triumph, Let him take thes, 
And hoift thee vp tothe fhouting Plebeiang}- 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateft j ipot 
Ofall thy Sex. Moft Monfter-like be fhewne 
For peor’ft Diminitiues, for Dolrs, and let 
Patient Ofhania ;plough thy vilage vp 
With her prepared nailes, 
’Tis well th’are gone, : 
Ifit be well to flue. But better ’cwere « 
Thou fell’{t into my furie, for one death 
rie, st have prevented many. Eros,hoa?,, 

The chine of Nella | is vpon Fits teach me 

Alcides, thou mine Anceftor, thy rage. 
Let me lodge Licas on the hornes o'th’ Moone, 
And with thofe hands that grafpt the heauieft Club, 
Subdue my worthieft felfe: The Witch fhall die, 
Tothe young Roman Boy fhe hath fold ime,and I fall 


‘eames 


exit Cleopatra. 


Enter Cleopatra,Charmian, [ras Mardian, 


Cleo. Helpememy women: Ohhee’smore mad — 
Theo Telamon for his Shield, the Boare of Theffaly 
Was neuer foimboft, 


Char, Toth Monument, there locke your felfe,. 


4 
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The Soule and Body riue not more in patting, 
Then greatneffe going off. 26a wii 
Clea.. To’ch’Monument: 

Mardiaa, go cell him T haue flaine my felfe : 
Say, that the laft I {poke was Anthony, * thee 
Add wordit(prythee)pittcoufly. Hence Mardian, 
And bring me how he takes my dea'h to’th’Monument. 

' ; Excunt. 


Marres what it does: yea, very force entangles - 
It felfe with ftrength : Seale then,and allis done, 
Eros? I come my Queene, Eros? Stay for me, 
Where Soules do couch on Flowets, wee'lhandin h 
And with our fprightly Port make the Gho@es paz 
Dido, and her e4neas thall want Troopes, 
Andall the haunt be ours, Come Eros, Eres. 
Enter Eros. 

Eros, What would my Lord? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra dyed, | 
I haue liu’d in fuch difhonour, that the Gods 
Deteft my bafeneffe. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter'd the Worl, and o’re greene Neptunesibacke | 
With Ships, made Cities; condemne my felfe, to lacke 
The Courage of a Woman, leffe Noble minde 
Then fhe which by her death, our Ce/ar telles 
I am Conqueror of my felfe. Thou are fworne Eres, 
That when theexigent fhould come, which now 
Is come indeed : When I fhould fee behinde me 
Th'ineuitable profecution of difgrace and horror, 
That on my command, thou then would ft kill me.| 
Doo’t, the time is come : Thou ftrik’ft not me, : 
| “Tis Cefar thou defeat’ft. Put colour in thy Cheeke, 

Eres. The Gods with-hold me, 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
(Though Enemy) loft ayme,and could nor. 

Ant, Evos, 
Would’ft thou be window’d in great Rome, and fee 
Thy Mafter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigiblenecke, his face fubdu’de _ 
To penetratiue fhame; whil’ft the wheel’d feate 
Of Fortunate Cz/ar drawne before him, branded 
His Bafeneffe that enfued. 

Eros. 1 would not fee’t, 

Ant, Come then: for with a wound I muft be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honeft Sword, which thou haft worne 
Moft vfefull for thy Country, 

Eros, Ohi fir,pardon me. 

Ant, When Idid make thee free, fwor'ft } not then 
To do this when I badthee ? Doit at once, 
Or thy precedent Seruices are all 
But accidents ynpurpos’d, Draw,and come. 

Eros. Turne from me then that Noble countenance, 
Whercin the worfhip of the whole world lyes. 

Ant. Loe thee, 

Eros. My {word is drawne. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 







and, 
¢3 


Enter Anthony, and Eros. 
Axt, Eros, thouyet behold'(t me? | 
Eros. 1 Noble Lord. dees 
Ant. Sometime we fee a clowd that’s Dragonifh, ; 
A vapour fometime, like a Beare,or Lyon, 
A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 
A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontorie | 
With Trees vpon’t, that nodde vnto the world, 
And mocke our eyes with Ayre. 
Thou haft feene thefe Signes, 
They aré blacke Vefpers Pageants. 
Eros. Imy Lord. ace 
Aut, That which is now a Horfe, ewen with a thoghi , 
the Racke diflimes, and makes it indifting& / 
As water is in water. oe 
Eros, It doesmy Lord. 
Ant. My good Knaue Eyos now thy Captaineis. 
Euen fuch a body: Heere I am Anthony, 
Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape (my Knaue) 
I made thefe warres for Epypt, and the Queene, 
Whofe heart I thought I had, for fhehad mine: 
Which whil ft it was mine, had annext vntoo’t 
{ A Million moe, (now loft:) thee Eros has 
Packt Cards with Ce/ars, and falfe plaid my Glory 
Vato an Enemies triumph. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros, there is left vs 
Our {elues to end our felues, 
Enter Mardian. 
Oh thy vilde Lady, fhe has rob’d me of my Sword. 
Mar. No Anthony, 
My Miftris lou’d thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 
Ant,Hence fawcy Eunuch peace, fhe hath betraid me, 
And fhall dye the death, piste 
Mar, Death of one parfon, can be paide but once, 


f 


And that fhe ha’s difcharg’d. What thou weuld’ft do 
Is done vnto thy hand : the laft fhe {pake 
Was Anthony, moft Noble Anthony : 
Then in the midd’t a tearing grone did breake 





The name of Anthony : it was diuided The thing why thou haft drawne it. 
Betweence her heart, and lips: fhe rendred life Eros, My deere Mafter, 
Thy name fo buriedinher.  - ——— My Captaine, andmy Emperor, Let me fay 

Ant. Dead then? Before | ftrike this bloody (troke, Farwell. 
Mar, Dead, eat. *Tis {aid man, and farewell. 


Eros, Farewell great Chiefe, Shall ftrike now? 
Ant, Now Eros. Killes bimfelfe. 
Eros. Why therethen : ‘ 
Thus I do efcapethe forrow of Anthonies death. | 
eAnt. Thrice-Nobler then my felfe, 
Thou teacheft me: Oh valiant Eres, what 
I fhould, and thou could’ nor, my Queene and Eres 
Hawe by their braue inftru€tion got vpon me ; 
A Nobleneffe in Record. But I will bee 
A Bride-groome in my death, and run intoo’t 
Astoa Louers bed, Comethen, and Eros, 
Thy Mafter dies thy Scholler; to do thus 
Tlearnt of thee. How,not dead? Nor dead ? 
The Guard, how? Oh difpatch me, 


Ant, Vnarme Eres, the long dayes taske is done, 

| And we muft fleepe  Fhat thou depart’ft hence fafe 

| Does pay thy labour richly : Go,. exit Mardian. 
OF, plucke of, 

The feven-fold thield of Aiax cannot keepe 

The battery from my heart, Oh cleaue my fides. 

Heart, once be ftronger then thy Continent, 

Cracke thy fraile Cafe. Apace Eros, apace; 

No more a Soldier : bruifed peeces go, 

‘You haue bin Nobly borne. Fromme awhile. exit Eros 
I will o’re-take thee C/opatra, and 

Weepe forniy pardon. Soit muft be, for now 
Alllengthis Torture : fince the Torch is out, 
‘Lye downe and ftray no farther. Now all labour eu 














































































; Enter a Guard, 

1.Cuard. Whiar’s che noife? 

Ant. Lhaue done my workeill Friends: 
Oh make an end of what I haue begun, 

‘a The Starrets falne: 

y And time is at his Period. 

All, Alas,and woe. 

Ant. Lechim that loues meé,frike medead. 

1 Nocl. 

2 Nor!. 

3 Norany one, exeunt 

Dercerus.Thy death and fortunes bid thy folowers Hy 
This {word but fhewne to Ce/ar with this tydings, 

Shall enter me with him. 
cs Enter Diomedes. 

Die. Where's Anthony ? 

Decre. There Diomed there. 

Diom. Lives he: wilt chou not anfwer man ? 

Ant. Arcthou there Diomed? 

Draw thy {word, and give inee, 
Suffifing ftrokes for death. 

Diom. Moft abfolure Lord : 

My Miftris Creopatra fent me to thee. 

Ant. When did thee fend thee? 

Diow. Now my Lord. 

Auth: Where is fhe ? (feare 

Diom.Locktin het Monument: the had a Prophefying 
Of what hach come to paffe: for wen fhe faw 
(Which neser fhall be found) you did fufpect 
She had difpos’d with Cefar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg’d, fhe fent you word fhe was dead: 
But fearing fince how it might worke, hath fent 
Me to proclaime the truth, and I am come 
I dread, too late. 

Ant.Too late good Diomed : call my Guard I prythte. 
Dio. Whathoa: the Emperors Guard, | 
The Guard, what hoa ? Come,your Lord calles. 
Enter 4. 6r 5. 0f the G wird of etuthony. 

Ant, Beareme good Friends where Cleepatrabides, 
'Tis the laft feruice that] fhali command you, 

1 Woe,woe are we fir,you may not liue to weare 
All your true Followers our, 

All, Moftheawy day. 

Ant.Nay good my Fellowes, do not pleafe fharp fate 
To grace it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to punith vs,and we punifh it 
Seemitig to beare it lightly. Takeme vp, 

Thaue ledyou oft, carry menow good Friends, 
And haue my thankes for all, Exit bearing Ar thony 


Enter Cleopatras and her Maides aloft, with 
Charmian & Tras. 


Cleo. Oh Charmian , Twill neuer go from kence. 
Char. Becomforted deere Madam, 
Cleo. No, 1 will not: Pes 
All trange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we difpife ; our fize of forrow 
Proportion’d to our caufe, muft be as great 


Sy ote 


Hownow?ishedead? . inter 
Dions. His death’svpon him, burnotdead. 
Looke out o’th other fide your Monument, 
His Guard haue brought bin thither. tee 
. Exter Anthony andthe Guard. ~ 





(Zl nthony and (leopatra. 
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““* ) Oh wither’dis the Garland ofthe Warre, ©’ © 





363 
| Che. OhSunne, 
/ Burne the great Sphere thou mou'ft in, darkling fand 
\ The varrying fhore o'th'world.O Antony, Antony Antony 
Helpe Charmian, helpe [ras helpe : helpe Friends 
Below, let’s draw him hither. © 
Ant. Peace, 
Not (4fars Valour hath o’rethrowne Axrhon7, 
Buc Anthonie's hath Triumpht enit felfe: 
Clee, So it fhould be, 
Thatnone but Anthony fhould conquer Antheny, 
But woe’tis fo. 
Ant, Lam dying Egypt, dying ; onely; 
J heere importune death q-while, vocill 
Of many thonfand kiffes, the poore laft 
I lay vponchy lippes. 4 
Cleo. | dare not Deere, 
Deere my Lord pardon : I dare not, 
Leaft 1 be raken snot th’Imperious fhew 
Of the full.-Foreun’d Cefar, ever fhall 
Be brooch’d with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpents have 
Edge, fting, or operation. Iam fafe; 
Your Wife Offasia, with her modeft eyes, ~ 
And ftill Conclufion, thall acquire no Honour 
Demuring vpon me; but come, come Authony, 
Helpe me my women, we muft draw thie vp : 
Affift good Friends. RS: 
Ant, Oh quicke,or I amgone. 
Cleo, Heere’s {port indeede : 
How heauy weighes my Lord¥ 
Our ftrengch is all gone into heauineffe, 
That makes the waight. Had I greac /#n0's power, 
The ftrong wing’d Mercury fhould fetch thee vp, 
And fet thee by Ioues fide. Yet come alittle, 
Withers were euer Fooles, Oh come, come, come, 
They heaue Antheny aloft to Cleopatra, 
And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou haft lid, ~ 
Quicken with kiffing : had my lippes that power, 
Thus would I weare the out. i 
Al, Aheauy fight, 
Ant, Tam dying Egypt, dying. 
Giue me fome Wine, and let me !peake a lirtle, 

Cleo. No, let me fpeake, and let me rayle fo hye, 
That the falfe Hufwife Fortune, breake her Wheele, 
Prouok’d by tiy offence. 

Ant. One word ( {weet Queene) 
Of Cafar {eeke your Honour, with your fafetyi Oh. 
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Clee. They donot gotogether. 
Ant, Gentle heare me, 
None about Cefar truft, but Proculeins. vhs 
Cleo. My Refolution, and my hands, He ¢ruft,® » 5 
None about Cefar, Bid 
°* Ant. The miferable changenow at my end,? : 
Lament nor forrow at: but pleafe yous thoughts 
In feeding them with thofe my former Fortunes — 
Wherein Iiaed. The greateft Prince o’th’world, 
The Nobleft: and do now not bafely dye, 
Not Cowardly put off my Helmet to 
My Countreyman. A Roman, bya Roman! > 
Valiantly vanquith’d. Now my Spiritis going, 
Icanne more, ~" 
Cleo, Nobleftof men, woo’t dye ? 
Haft thou no tare of me, thal Tabide 
In this dull worlds whichin thyabfence is 
No better thewa'Stye? Oh fee my womens © | 
| The Crowneo’th’earth doth mele: My Lord? 0 o2 


The} 
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The Souldiers pole is falne : :young Boyes; “ Gyiles. 
Are Icuell now with men : The eddes is gone, 
And there is nothing leftxemarkeable _ a 
Beneath the vifiting } Moone... + 
Char. Oh quietneffe, Lady, 
Tras. She’s dead too, our Souerai ge: 
Char, Lady... 
Tras, Midam’s, 
Char. Oh Madam, Madam 2k ig 
Tras. RoyalkEgypt: Emprefie.. 
(har. Peace,peace, /ras. ed | 
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Cleo, No morebucina Woman,and commanded 
hy fuch poore pafhion, as ube, Maid that Milkes, || 
,And doe’s the meaneft chates,, Itwereforme, |. 
'To throw my ‘Scepter at thé iniurious Gods, 

To tell them that this World did equall theyrs, 
Till they had ftolne our Iewell. All's butnaught: 
‘Patience is fortifh, andi impatience does . 
Become a Dogge ‘that’s mad; Thenisic.Gone, 
To ruth inco-he fecret houfe of death, 
Ere death dare come fo vs. How do you,Women? 
i What, whar good cheere? Why how now Charmian?. « 
My Noble Gycles? Ah Women, women! Looke 
‘Our Lampeis{pent, it’s our, Good firs, take heart, .. 
| Wee'l bury. him ; And then,what’s braue,what’s Noble, 
Ler sdoo’t te the high Roman fafhion, 
‘And make death proud. totake vs. Come,away, 
‘This cafe of that huge Spirit now is. cold, . 
. | Ah Women, Women ! Come,we haue.no Exiead 
‘| Bur Refolution,and the breefeft-end, 
rowed 2's Excunt ; hearing of Axtbonies body. 







Ensen s Galar, “Austen Dallabela, Mwai 
b6C anne of Wares... 
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= ADs ea to him Dollabeia, bid himgcsid, 
| Being fo fruftrate, tell bim, 


Dol. Cefar,t thall. 
Enter Decretas mith the Pes, a A uthony. 


Appeare thus tovs?. 5), 
Deo sam call'd Degsite 


; 
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Vie 


Should hawgfhooke reste into, sr fireers, 
And Cithizgostesbeindgimes.. The death of SPE 
BIsnota fingle dopmes: iache name nelap 
Amoity of fthe worlds +» ; 
Dec. He dena sie = 
Nocby kewir rifles, liftice, Pets 
Nor bya hyred Kn: fe, ent that os 
hich writ his HonerintheA sit did,..; 34 
fiath with the Courage! yhichithe heart did { fend it, © 
Splitted the hedety:, ThisisihisSword, . 
Irobb’d his woued ofjie beholdit Rained. 
| Wich his MOA Noble bloods. . 


rhud3 189626 31WO sad 





He mockes the pawfes that.he rpakes,, ing hn 


Caf. Wherefore is that? And what ape thou that aol ft 


+h 5} BY O4u WOT JOY) 





at Looke you faddititade!,. Dorks zibtiediiw dO 


‘The Gods rebuke on THO 


To wath the eyes of Kings, 
Dol. And firangeitis, > 

That Nature muft compell vs to lament. 

Our moft perfifted deeds, 
AMec.His taints and Honours, wag’d equal with him, 
Dola. A Rarex {pirit neuer | 

Did Aeere humanity : but you Gods will giue Vs 

Some faults tomakevsmen, Cefar is touch’d, 
Mec. When {uch a {pacious Mirror’s fer befor hi 


He needes muft fee him felfe, rin 


Cafar, One4utheny, i 
T haue followed thee to this, but we de launch 
Difeafes in our Bodies. I muft perforce 
Haue fhewne to thee fuch 2 declining day, 
Or looke on thine : we could nos ftall together, 
In the whole world, But yetlecme lament 


: | With ceares as Soueraigne as the blood of hearts, 


That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 

In top of all defigne ; my Matein Empire, 

Friend and Companion in the front of Warre, 

The Arme of mine owne Body,and the Heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindles thar our Starres 
Vnreconciliable, fhould divide our equalneffe to this. 


| Heare me good Friends, 
| BurLwill cell you at fome meeter Seafon, 


The bufineffe of this manlookes out ofhim, 
Wee'l heare him wharhe fayes. 
Enter an Egyptians: Leal 
doy are you? ; 
eZgyp.. Apoore Egyptian yet, the Gace my miftis 

Confin’d i in all, fhe bas her Monument 
Of thy intents, defires,infruGtion, _.. 
That fhe preparedly may frame her felfe 
To'tinway fhee’s fore’d too. 

Cifar. Bidher have good heart, cisdaeill 
She foone fhall know of vs,by fome ofours, : 
How hongurable, and how kindely Wee 
Determine for en. For, Cafar cannotleaueto bey ngentle 

egypt. Sothe Gods preferue chee. Exits, 

Caf. Come hither Proculeins. Go andfay oy 
We purpole, her no fhame: giue hes what comforts 


{ The quality ofher paffion hall require ; - ; 


Leatt in her greatneffe, by fome mortal troke 
She do defeate vs. For herlifeio Rome, 
Would be eternall in our Triumph: Go, ; 
And with your {pcedicft. bring ys what fhe fayes, 
Aod how youfinde of her, 

Pro. Cafar thal.” ° Bice Prachleiu 

“Caf Gallus, go you ales : where's bade to fe- 
cond Proculeins? . .- esc ee 

All. Dolabella. eS aoe 

Caf. Let himalone : for I remember now 
How hec’s imployd : he fhall intime be ready. 
Go with me ro my Tent,,where you fhall fee, 
How hardly I was drawne intoshis V arte, ) 
How calme and gentle i proceeded fill 
Inall my Writin s+ Gowith me, an ‘fee 
What I can thew in thiss, 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian , Trai, and Mardias. - 


Cleo. My defolation does beeint to make esi? 
A better life : Tis paltryto be Cafar:. lopik 
Not being Fortune, hee’s but Fortunes Knauie, | 
A minifter of her will: and i it is great 


eAnthony and (leopatra. 


Todo thatthing that ends.all other deeds, 
Which fhackles accedents, and bolts vp change; 
Which fleepes, and neuer pailatesmorethe dung, 
Thebeggers Nurfe and Cefars. 

Enter Proculeius, 

Pro. Cafar fends greetimg to the Queen, 
And bids thee ftudy on what faire demands 
Thou mean’ft to hauc hin rane thee, 

Cleo. What's thy name ? 

gro. My name is Proculeiue. 

Cleo. Anthony eat tg _ 
Did cell meof you, bad me truft you, bur 
[do not greatly care to be decein’d 
That haueno viefortruiting, IfyourMafter 
Would have a Queece his beg ger, you mutt cell him, 
That Maictty to keepe decorum, multi 
No leffe begge chen a Kingdome : Ifhe pleafe 
To gite me conquer’d Egypt for my Sonne, 

‘He givesine fo nich of mine’owne, as f 
Will kneele to him with thankes, 

Pro. Beof good cheere’ 

Y’are falne into a Princely band, feare nothing, 
Make yout full feference freely tomy Lord, 
Who is fo full of Grace, that ic lowes ouer 

On all thatneede. Letmereport ro him 

Your fwecr dependacie, and you fhall finde 

A Conqueror that will pray urayde for kindneffe, 
Where he for grace is kneel’d too, 
| Clee. Pray you tell him, . 

Iam his Fortunes Vaffall,andTfendhim 
TheGreatnefle he has got. Thourely learne, 
A Doétrine of Obedience, and would pladly 
Looke himith’Fece. 

Pro. This lle report (deere Lady) 

! Haue comfort, for [know your plight is pitried 
Of him that caus’d it. ' 

Pro. You lee how eafily fhe may be furpriz’d : 
Guard her till Cefar come. 

Tras, Royall Queene. 

Char, Oh Cleopatra, thowart taken Queenes 

Cleo, Quicke,quicke, good hands. 

Pro. Hald worthy Lady hald : 

| Doenot your felfe fach wrong who are in this 
Releeu’d, but no: betraid. 

Cleo, What of death too that tids our dogs of languith 
“Pro. Cleepatra, do not abufe my Mafters bounty, by 
Th’yndoing of your felfe ; Let the World {ce 
His Nobleneffe well acted, which your death 
Will never let’come forth. 

Cleo... Where art hou Death? 

Come hither come ; Cotne,come,and take a Queene 
Worth many Babes and Beggers. 

Pro. Oh temperance Lady. 

Gleo, Sir, 1 will eate no meate, Tle notdrinke fir, 
ifidle calke will once be neceffary 
Tle Wor fleepencither. This mortal! houfe Me ruine, 

Do Cefar wiiathé can. Knowfir, thar to 
Will not Waite’ pinnion’d atyour Mafters Court, 
Nor once be chaftic’d with the fober eye >” 
Of dull Offawia. Shall they hoy@ me vp, — 
And fhew me to the fhowting Varlotarie® 
Of cenfurire Rothe? Rather's ditchinEgypt. 
Be gentle graue vnto me, rather on Nylus rbudde 
Lay me ftarke-nak’d, and let the water-Fli¢s- 
Blow me igte abhorring ; rather make “°° 

| My Coanities high pyramides my Gibbet, 
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And hang me vp in Chaines. 
Pro, You-do extend 
Thefe thougkits of horror further then you fhall 
Finde caufe in Cufar. 
Enter Dolabella, 
Dol. Procwleius, 1 
W fat chow haft done, thy Mafter Cefar knowes, 
And he hath fent for thee; for the Queene, 
Ile cake her co my Guard, ' 
Pro. So Dolabslla, “i 
It thall content me beft; Be gentle tohers: ..),,: 
To Cafar L will fpeake, whatyou fhall pleafe, al 
If you'l imploy meto him. Exit Procaleins|\ 
Cleo, Say, [would dye, Hcl apeettlt 
Dol. Mott Noble Empreffe, you haue heard of me, +f: 
Cleo, Lcannottell. i 
Dol, Affuredly you know me. 
Cleo, No matter fir, what [have 


J 


re 


heard or knowne:., , 


You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreames,..)}. 
Is’cnot your tricke? a 
pol, I vaderflandnot, Madam, r 


thonye. ai t 


Cleo. I dreampt there was anEmperor efx 
Oh fuch another fleepe, that L mightfee.. * 
But {och another man, 

Dol. ifit might pleafe ye. : oh 

Cleo. His face was as the Heau’ns,and therein ftucke | 
A Sanne and Moone, which kept their, conrie, & hghted ' 
Thelicdeo’theath. | ee 

Dol, Moft Soucraigne Creature. 

Cleo. His legges beitrid the Ocean his rear’d arme 
Crelted the world : His voyce was propertied 
Asailcthe tuned Spheres, and thar to Friends, .. 
But when he meanc to quaile,andihakethe Orbe, > 
He was as ratliog Thunder. For his Bounty, = 
There was no winter in’t. An Anthony it was, 

That grew the more by reaping : His delights, 
Were Dolphin-like, they thew’d his backeaboue 
The Element they liu’d in :In bis Liuery ; 
Walk’d Crownes and Crownets:Realms & TMands vere 
As plates dropt from his pocket, | 
' Dol. Cleopatra, 
(leo. Thinke you there was,er might be fuch aman 
Asthis I dreampe of? 
Dol. Gentle Madam, no, 
Cleo. You Lye vp to the hearing of the Gods : 
But if there be, rior euer were one fuch 
It's paftche fize of dreaming : Nature wants fiuffe. - 
To vie ftrange formes with fancie, yecvimagine 
Ane4tnthony were Natures peece, gainft Fancie; 
Condemning fhadowes quite. aes oe 
Dol. Heare me, good Madam: ~ 
Your loffe is as your felfe, great sand you beareit 


wis 


| Asanfwering tothe waight, would I might.neuer 


Ore-take purfu’de fucceffe :ButLdofecle _, 
By the rebound of yours, a greefe that fuites. . 
My very heart at roote. Re 
Clee. Ythanke you fir? satay 
Know you what Cefar meanes to do with me? 
Del. \amloathto tell you what, [would you knew. 
Cleo. Naypray youlite . Se ; 
Del. Though he be Honourable, - 
Clee. Heclleade methenin Triumphe 
Del, Madam he will, I know’e. . Eloarifh. 
Enter Proculeiué, Calar, Galles, Mecenas, 
ee .and others of hss Traine. a 
All. Make wy there Cafar. . 
wae Seo, 


























































































































































































































































I pray yourife, rile Egypt, * SO a seater 
i Cleo, Sir,the Gods will have it'thus, MEAS 
My Mafter and my Lord I muft obey, ea salon 
Cefirs Take'to you no hard thou she) ?** &° 
(The Record of Whariniuties you did ys"?! > - 
Though written in our fleth, we hall remeqybet" °* 
As things but done by chance. Seep 
| Cleo. Sole Sir Sth’ World, Eps he aaah 
‘Teannot proftét twine owe caufe forwell 9 
Powiake it cleare, but do confelfe ages 
Bene Jaden with like frailties, which before °*' 
(Had? often Mam'dour Sex. eo 
t Cafar. Cleopaira know, 
Wewillext nuate rather then infotce: 
If you apply your felfe to-ourintents, nuiele 
Wiithitowards you ate moft gentle, you fhall finde 
A benefit in this change: butifyou feeke * 
'Tolay on me aCruel:y5; LS amaleaiiie gie 
Anthonies EBurle, YSU TM Bereave your felfe? 
lOf my good purpofes, aid put your children 
"To that deftruction which Te uard them from, 
‘Ifthereon yourelye. Ie takemy leaue,) . 
~ °Cfeo. And may throagh all the world: tis yours, & we 
your Scutcheons, and yout fignes of Conqueft fall’ “ 
"Hang in what place you pleafe, Here my good Lord. 
Cafar.. You fhalt aduife Me in all for Cleopatra. 3 
| Cleo. Thitis the breefe sof Money,Plate,& lewels 
‘Tam poffeft of, ‘tis exaStly valewed, syste 
{Not petty things admitted, Where's Seledcus 2 °°" * 
| Selew. Heere Madim, if ers oa faege te 
|. Clee, Thisis my Treafurer, let him 'fpeake (my Lord) 
Vpon his petill, that T have referu’d © °*" ‘ : 
Fo my felfeiothing, Speakethe truth Sefeéus. ; 
| Selew. Madat,T had rather {cele my lippes, . 
[Then to my peril {peake that'whichis ior. 
(2 °Cleo. Whit haue'l kept bake. ste 


=e 


Cefar. Nay bluth not Cleopatra, I approue 
‘Your Wifédoniein tie deede. °° 
Cleo. See Cafar : Ob behold, i. < 
How pompeis followed : Mine will now be yours, 
And thould' we thift eftates, yours would be,mine.. 
The ingratitude of this Sefendus, does |” 
Even make'me wilde. Oh Slaue, ofno more trutt a 
Then lowethar’s hy:’d? What poet thou backe, } fhale 
J Go backe'T warrant chee: bit Ile catch thine eyes 
Though they had wings. Slaue,Soule-leffe, Villain, Dog, 
i ins 
Cafar. Good Queené tée'ys intreat you. 
Clee. O'Cafar, what's woliading thames this, 
That thou vouchfafing’héere to vifitme, 
(Doing the HSvour of thy Lordlineffe 
Toone . aie that mine owne Seruant fhould 
Parcel the fumn i of ny diferaces hy 
ddjuon ot iy 85) od ate) afte 
| it Tome Lad} rifled atte béferu'd, ay MEP 
‘Immoment toyes, things of f uch Di gnitie ” 
As we greet moderne Friends withall,an: ay 
Some Nob coken Thaveképrapart pets 
For Liaia and litauia, roindyce Hes gam 
'Their ntediation,mott { be xatofded ***** 
With one that I have bred ThE Godetit {mites me 





Begeath the fall J have, Prythee go hence, a 


en ecreepmense eee insane seeemesiadenadieniaddiiasadite ilaceeameens eaetn ets a 


ras | 


| Not what you haue referu’d, nor what acknowledg’d 
| Beftowit at yout pleafure, arid beleeue 
| Cafars no Merchant, to make prize with you 
| Of things that Merchants fold. Therefore be cheer‘d, 
_ For weintend foto difpofe you, as 


Your felfe fhalf give vs countell ; Feede,and fleepe : 
, Our care and pitty is fo much vpon you, 


) (Which my loue makes Religionto obey), 


$ re j Intends his iourney, and within three dayes, 
Sel. Enough to purchafe what you have made known | 


| Thou, an Egyptian Puppet thalib 


| Ranke of groffe dyet,fhall.we be enclowded 


woe ae ye rae 





| Through ch’Athes of ay chance: Wer’t thoua man, 


Cleo. Beit known, that we the greateft are mifthoghe , 


Put wei'th’Roll of Conqueft : till beet yours, 





Make lot your thoughts your prifons: No deere Queea| 


9 
That we remaine your Friend, and fo adieu. 


Clee. My Mafter,and my Lord. | ce 
 Cafar, Not{o: Adieu. Flourifb. 
~s Exennt Cafar, and bis Traine, 
Clee. Hewords me Gyrles,he words me, 
That I thould not be Noble to my felfe, 
But hearke thee Charmian. wees et 
Tras, Finith good Lady, the bright day is done, 
And we are for the darke. 
Cleo, Hye th eagaine, Har heat 
Thaue {pokealready, anditispronided, |. | 


Goputit to the hafte, ee 
Char. Madam, Iwill, otha 
Enter Dolabella. ite J 


Char. Behold fir, 
Cleo, Dolabella, ‘ 
Dol. Madam, astheretolwasne,by your command 


Dol. Where’sthe Queene?, ¢.. 


Itell you this : Cefar through’Syria 


You with your-Children will he fend before, 

Make your beft vfe of this, I have petform’d. 

Your pleafure, and my promife. se 
Cleo. Dolabella, 1 thalltemaine your debter. 

Del. TyourServant; . ay 

Adieu good Queene, Imuftattendon (jar, Exit 
Cleo. Farewell, andshankes, . |: 

Now Jras, what think’? thou? a a, 

1 ethewne 

In Rome afwell as]: MechanickeSlaues |-»; 

With greazie Aprons,Rules,and Hammers fhall_ 


Vplift vsto the view, Ta their shicke breathes, 


And fore’d fo gsinkesnsir Yapent. sbi a at 


hn ieee 


Tras, The 
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Tras. Heneneefee'c? fox Tain ture mipeNailes~ 11 
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Cleo, Why that’s the way to foole their preparation, 
Andto conquer chejr moft abfurd intents, 
Enter Charmian. 
No w( barmian. 
Shew memy Women like a Queene: Go fetch 
My bet Attyres. Tamagaine for Cidrms, 
To meete ALarke Anthony. Sitta lras,go 
Now Noble Charmian, wee'l difpatch indeede,) 
And when thou haft done this chare, [le give thee leave 
To play till Doomefday : bring our Crowne, and all, 
A noile within. 
Wherefore’s this noife? 
Enter a Guard{maw. 
Gardf. Heereis arorall Fellow, 
Thac will nor be deny“de your Highneffe prefence, 
He brings you Figges, 
Cleo, Let him come in, 
What poore an Inftrument 
May doa Nobledeede:: he brings me liberty s 
My Refolution’s placid, and I haue nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foore 
lam Marble conftant : now the fleeting Moone 
No Planet is of mine. 
Enter Guard{man,and Clowne, 
Guardf. This is the man, 
Cleo. Avoid,and leave him. Exit Guard{man. 
Haft thou the pretty worme of Nylus there, 
That killes and paines not? it 
Clow. Truly I haue him: but I would not be the par-' 
tie that fhould defire you to touch him, for his byting : 


| 


Exit Guardfman. 


immortall : chofe that doe dye of it, doc feldome or ne 
uer recouer. Ee 

Cleo, Remember’{tthou any that haue dyed on’t? 

Clow. Very many, men and womentoo. — [heard of 

one of them no longer then yefterday, a very honeft wo- 
man, but fomething given to lye, asa woman fhould not 
do, but in the way of honefty, how fhe dyed of the by- 
ting of it, what paine fhe fel: Trucly, fhe makes a verie 
good report o’th’worme : but he that wil belceue all that 
they fay, fhall neuer be faued by halfethat they do: but 
this is moft falliable, the Worme’s an odde Worme. 
Cleo. Get thee hence, farewell. 5 J 
Clow, I with you allioy of the Worme. “- 

Cleo, Farewell. eee 
Clow. You muft thinke this (looke you,) that the 
Worme will do his kinde, f 

(leo. 1,1, farewell. 

Clow. Looke you, the Worme is not to bee trufted, 

but in the keeping of wife people : for indeede, there is 
no goodneffe in the Worme. 

Cleo. Take thou no care, it fhall be heeded, 

Clow, Very good: giue itnothing I pray you, for it 

| isnot worth the feeding. 

(leo. Willit eate me? 

Clow. Youmuft not think I am fo fimple,bur I know 
the diuell himfelfe will not eate a woman : I know, thar 
a woman is a dith forthe Gods, if the diuell drefle her 
not. But truly,thefe fame whorfon diuels doe the Gods 
great harme in their women: for in euery tenne that they 
make, the diuels marre fiue. 

Cleo. Well,get thee gone, farewell. 

Clow. Yes forfooth : I with you ioy o’th’worm. Exit 

Cleo. Giue me my Robe, put on my Crowne, I haue 
Immortal] longings inme, Now no more 

The iuyce of Egypts Grape fhall moyf this lip. 
Yare, yare, good Jras ; quicke: Me thinkes I heare 


Anthony call: 1fee him towfe himfelfe 
To praife my Noble At. J heare him mock 
The lucke of Cefar, which the Gods gine men 
Toexcofe their after wrath, Husband,I come: 
Now to that name, my Courage proue my Title, 
Iam Fire, and Ayre; my other Elements 
I give to bafer life. So,haue you done # 
Comethen, and take the la(t warmth of my Lippes. 
Farewell kinde Charman, Iras, long farewell; 
Haue I the Afpicke in my lippes? Doft fall? 
If thou, and Nature can {fo gently pare, 
The ftroke of deathis as a Loversipinch, | 
Which hurts,andisdefir'd. Doft chow lye fill? : 
Ifthus thou yanifheft, chou tell’Athe world, *®?? 927 
Iris notworth leane-taking. 
Char. Diffolue thicke clowd,& Raine, that I'may fay 
The Gods themfelues do weepe. bast yoo 7) 
Cleo. This proues are bate: 
If the firft meete the Cutled Arbon, 10 
Hee’l make demand of her, and {pend that kiff@?") »: 
Which is my heaven to haue,Come thou mortal wretch, 
With thy fharpe teeth this knot insrinficate, 
Of life at once yntye : Poore venomous Foole, 
Beangry, and difpatch, Oh could’ft thou fpeake, 
That I might heare thee call great Cafar Afle,ynpolicied, 
Char. On Eafterne Siarre. 
Cleo, Peace,peace : 
Doft thou nat fee my Baby at my breaft, 
That fuckes the Nurfe afleepe, 
Char., © breake! O breake! 
Cleo. As{weet as Balme, as foft as Ayre, as gentle, 
O Aathony! Nay I will cake thee too. 
What fhould I ftay 
Char. In this wilde World ? So fare thee well: 
Now boaft thee Death, in thy poffeffion lyes 
A Laffe vnparaleil’d.. Downie Windowes cloze, 
And golden Phoebus, neuer be beheld 
Ofeyes againe fo Royall; your Crownesaway, 
Ile mend it,and then play 
Enter the Guard ruftling in, and Dolabellas 
1.Guard, Where's the Queene? 
Char, Speake foftly, wake her not. 
1 Cefar hath fent 
Char, Too flow a Meffenger, 
Oh come apace, difpatch, I partly feele thee, 
1 Approach hoa, 
| All’s not well: Cefar’s beguild. 
2 There’s Dolabellafent from Cafar : call him.* 
1 What workeis heere Charmian ? 
Is this well done? 
Char. Ivis well done, and fitting fos a Princeffe 
Defcended of fo many Royall Kings. 
Ah Souldier. Charzsian dyes. 


Dyes, 


Enter Dolabeila. 


Dol. How goes it heere? 

2.Guard. All dead. 

Dol. Cafar, chy thoughts = 
Touch their effe&s in this: Thy felfe art comming 
To fee perform’d the dreaded A&t which thou 
So fought’ft to hinder. 


Enter Cafar and all his Traine, marching. 


All, A way there, a way for Ce/ar. 
2b 3 
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Del, Ob fir, youare too fure an Augurert Dol, Heere onher bret, + : : 
That you did feare,is done; ry | There is a vent of Bloud, and fomething blowne, ..),..| 
Cofar. Braveft atthe laft, The like is on her Arme, = sata 
She leuell’d at our purpofes, and being Royall... 1.Guard. This isan Afpickes traile, ee 
| Tooke her owne way :the manner of their deathsy: «' | And thefeFigge-leaues haue {lime vponthem,{uch, | 


I donot feethem blecde. Asth’Afpicke leaues vpon the Caues ofNyle. 4 § 


Dol, Who waslaft wish them? Cafar. Moft probable 


1 Guard. A Gorple Countryman,that broghe hit Figs: 


That fo fhe dyed: for her Physitian tels. mee 
This was his. Basket...) 


She hath purfu'de Conclufions infinice 
Cefar, Poyfon'’d thens ion Ofeafie-wayesto dye. ‘Take vp her bed, 
1,Guard. Ob Cafar « ur - And beare her Women from the Monument, 
| This Charmian liv’dbut now, fhe ftood and fpake =. She fhall be buried by her e4uthony, 

I found ber trimming,vp the Diadem ; No Graue vpon the earth thall clipinit 

Onher dead Miftris tremblingly the Rood, A payre fo famous : high euents as thefe 

And on the fodaine cropt. ‘d Strike thofe that make them ;.and their Storyis |. 
Cafar, Oh Noble weakeneffe’s |); - No leffe in pitty,then his Glory which 

Ifthey had fwallow’d poyfon, twould appeare Brought them to be lamented, Our Army fhall 

By externall fwelling: but the lookes like fleepe, In folemne fhew, attend this Funerall, 

As fhe would catch another Anthony - And thento Rome. Come Do/abella; fee 

In her ftrong toyle of Grace. | High Order, in this great Solmemnity: . Exeunt omnis | 
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Enter two Gentremen. 


1. Gent. 
Ou donot meet aman but Frownes. 


2, LEX Still feeme, a3 do’s the Kings, 

> Gent, But what's thematter? 

1. His daugbter,and the heire of’s kingdome (whom 
He purpos’dto bis wives {ole Sonne,a Widdow 
That lace be married ) hath referr’d her felfe 
Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman, She’s wedded, 
Her Husband banifh’d ; fhe imprifon’d, all 
Is outward forrow, though I thinke the King 
Be touch’d at very heart. 

» None but the King? 

x He that hath lofther too : fois the Queene, 
That moft defirr'dthe Match. But nora Courtier, 
Although they weate their faces to the bent 
Ofthe Kings lookes, hath a heart that isnot 
Glad at the thing they fcowle at. 

"2 And why fo? 

1 Hethat hach mifs’dthe Princeffe, isa thing 

Too bad, for bad report: and hethat hath her, 
(I meane, that married her, alackegood man, 
And therefore banith’d) is a Creature, fuch, 
Asto feeke through the Regions of the Earth 
For‘one, his like ; there would be fomething failing 
In him, that fhould compare. I-do nor thinke, 
So faire an Outward, and fuch fuffe Within 
Endowes aman, but hee. 

2 You fpeake bim farre. 

1 Ido extend him (Sir) within himfelfe, 
Crush him together, rather then vnfold 
His meafure duly. 

2 What’s his name,and Birth ? 

r Icannot delue him to the roote His Father 
Was call’d Sicillivs, who did ioyne his Honor 
Againgt che Romanes, with Caffibulan, 

But had his Titles by Tenants, whom 

He feru’d with Glory,and admir’d Succefle : 

So gain’d the Sur-addirion, Leonatus. 

And had (befides this Gentleman in queftion 

Two other Sonnes, who in the Warres o’th’time 
Dy’de with their Swords inhand.For which, theix Father 
Then old,and fond of yffue, tooke fuch forrow 

Thai ac quit Being ; and his gerirle Lady 


: 
| 
| 
| 
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Scena Prima. 


| Bigge of this Gentleman (our Theame) deceaft 


Ashe was borne. The King he takes the Babe 
Tohis protection, cals him Poffhrmus Leonatus, 
Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Puts to him all che Learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke 
As we do ayre; faft as*twas miniftred, 
And in’s Spring, becamea Harueft; Liu’d in Court 
(Which rare it is to do) moftprais’d, moft loud, 
A {ample to the yongeft: to th’more Mature, 
A elaffethat feated chem: and tothe grauety 
A Childe thac guided Dotards. To his Mittris, 
(For whom he now is banith’d) her owne price 
Proclaimes how fhe efteern’d him; and bis Wercue 
By her cleGtié. may be truly read,what kind of man heis. 
2 Ihonor hitn,euen out of your report. 
Buc pray youtell me, is the fole chide to’th’King ? 
1 His onely childe: 
Fe had two Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 
Marke it) the eldeft of them, at three yeares old 
I’ch’fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurfery, 
Were ftolne, and to this houre, no gheffe in knowledge 
Which way they went. 
2 How long isthis agof 
y Some twenty yeares. 
2 That a Kings Children fhould be fo conuey’d, 
So flackely guarded, and the {earch fo flow 
That could not trace them. 
1 Howfoere,’tis ftrange, ; 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh’dat: 
Yetis it true Sir. 
2 1dowellbeleeue you. 
1 Wemutt forbeare. Heere comes the Gentleman, 
The Queene, and Pringeffe. Exenst 


Scena Secunda. 


tas pee RE SSS, 


Enter the Queene, Pofthumns, and Imogen. 


On, No,beaflur'd you (hall not finde me(Daughter) 
After the flander of moft Step-Mothers, : 
Euill-ey’d vato you. You're my Prifoner, but 
Your Gaoler fhall deliuer you the keyes 
~My 


Thar : 

























































































































































































































_| That locke vp your reftrainc, For you Pofhamwu:, 
So foone as Lcan wineh’offended King, 3 =~ 
Iwill be knowne your Aduocate:: marryyet. 
(| The fire of Rage is in hien, and ’twere good: 
You lean’d viito his 
| Your wifedome mayinferme you,” (G 
__Poft, *Pleafe your Highnefie,: 
Lwillfromhencetoday. 
Qs. ¥ou know the peril: 
. | {ile fecch aturne about the Garden, pittying 
' | The pangs of barr’d Affections, thoughthe King 
Hath charg’d you fhould not fpeaketogether. _ Exit 
Imo. O diffembling Curtefie! How fine this Tyrant 
| Can tickle where fhe wounds? My deere Husband, 
I fomething feare my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes referu’d my holy duty) what: 
Hisrage can do onme, Yau muftbe gone, 
| And I fhall heere abide the hourely fhor__ 
| Ofangry eyes: not comforted toliue, 
} But that there is this Tewell in the world, 
} That Imayfeeagaines? te 
} Poff. My Queene, my Miftris : 
| O Lady, weepeno more, leaft I giue caufe 
} Tobe fufpe&ed of more tendernefle 
4 Then doth become aman,’ I will remaine 
The loyall’ft husband, that did ere plight troth. 
| My refidence in Rome, at one Filorie’s, 
| Who, to my Father was a Friend, tome 
Knowne but by Letter; thither write (my Queene) 
1 And with mineeyes; Tle drinke the words you fend, 
Though Inke be made of Gall, 
Enter Queene. 
Qe, Bebriefe, I prayyou: 
Ifthe King come, I fhall incurre, I knownot 
How much of his difpleafuire’: yet He moue him? 
To walke this way : Incuet dohim wrong, 
But he do’s buy my Iniuries, to be’ Friends + 
Payes decre for my offences. Py Pat 
Pof, Should we be taking leaue 
Aslong atertne as yet wehaue to live, 
The loathneffe to depart; would grow: Adieu, 
Imo. Nay;ftay alittle : eed 
| Were you but riding forth to ayte youir felfe, 
} Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Loue) 
This Diamond was my Mothets; take it (Heart) 
4 Butkeepe ic rill you woo another Wife, 
| When Imogen is dead. 
_ Poft, How,how? Another? : 
4 You gentle Gods, give me bur this I haue,’ 
j And fearé vp my embracements from a next, 
| With bonds of death. Remaine,remaine chou heere, 
While fenfe can keepe iton? And fweeteft, faireft, + 
As Y(tny poore felfe) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite loffe ; fo in our trifles 
Tftill winne of you. For my fake wearethis, 
It isa Manacle of Loue, Ile place it 
| Vponthis fayreft Prifoner, t32 
| Ime. O the Gods ! 
| When fhailwe feeagaine?- -- 
Enter Cymbeline and Lords. 


od 














Poff, ‘Alacke,the King. 2 Sess ss 
_ Cy. Thou bafeft thing, auoyd hence,from my fight: 
| Tfafter this command thon fraught the’Court 
| With thy vnworthineffe, thou dye: Away, 





‘Thou'tt poyfon to'my bloéd: “°° - 
__ Pet. The Gods protect you,’ 


Ween 


20 em i nearer rent ty ee AN eee 


~~ 


ss 


Sentence, with wharpatiences 


od 


*) Phat fhould’ft repayre my youth, thowheap't 


j By Gentlemen, at hand: 





a 


| Not after our command. Away-withher, 
| And penher vp. 


| Adrop of blood a day, and being aged 





And bleffe the 

Iamgone, : Ret 
Imo, There cannorbe apinch iirdeath 

More fharpethenthisis, : 
(ym--O difloyall thing, . 





good Remainders of the Court: 






Exe.) — 








A yeares age on mee. 
* (Imo, Ibefeech youSir,\ 
Harme not your felfe with your vexation, 
Tam fenfeleffe of your Wrath; a Touch more rare 
Subdues all pang s,all feares, 

Cym, Paft Grace ¢ Obedience? 

Imo, Palt hope,and in difpaire,that way paft Grace, 

Cym.-That might’ft haue had ; 
The fole Sonne of my Queene. 

Imo. O bleffed, that I might not: I chofe an Eagle, 
And did auoyd a Puttocke. 

Cym. Thou took’ft a Begger,would’ft hauemade my 
Throne, a Seate for bafeneffe. ; 

Imo. No, I rather added a luftre to ir. 

Cym. Orhou vilde one ! 

Imo. Sir, 
Itis yourfaule that I hauelou’d Pofthunssea's 
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman : Ouer-buyes mee 
Almoft the fumme he payes. 

Cym. What? art thoumad ? 

Tmo. Almoft Sit : Heauen reftore ms: would I were 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leonatus 
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne, 

Enter Queene, 

Cym. Thou foolith thing ; 

They were againe together : you haue done 































fu. Befleech your patience : Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soueraigne, | 
Leaue vsto our felues,and make your felf fome comfort 
Out of your beft aduice. 
Cym, Nay let her languith 











Dye of this Folly. 
Enter Pifanio. 
Qu, Fye, you muft giue way : 
Heere is your Seruant. How now Sir ? What newes? 
Pif4. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Mafter. 
Oa, Hah? 
No harme.! triuftis done? 
Pifa. There might haue beene, 
But that my Matter rather plaid; then fought, 
And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted 


Exit, 















Le. IT amvery gladon'e. 
Imo, Your Son's my Fathers friend, he takes his part 
To draw vpon an Exile, O braue Sir, 
I would they were in Affticke both together, 
My felfe by«with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Mafter? 
Pifa. On his command: he would not fuffer mee 
To bring himtothe Hauen: left thefe Notes 
Of what commands I thould be fubie&t too, 
When’t pleas’d you to employ me: 
Qu. This hathbeene ©. ; 
Your faithfull Seruant : I dare lay min¢ Honour 
He willremaine fo. 
Pifa. Thumbly thanke your Highneffe. 













On. 














#, Pray walkea-while, 
Pe About fome halfehoure hence, 
Pray you fpeake with mes » 
You fhall(at leaft)go fee my Lord aboord. 








For this timeleaue me. Exennt. 
Q eae 
Scena T ertia. 
Enter Clotten andtwo Lords. 
Sir, would aduife you to fhift a Shirt; the Vio- 


legs of Action hath made si ou reek asia Sacrifice: where 
ayre comics out, ayre comesin: T There’s none abroad fo 
wholefome as that you vent. 

(lot, lfmy Shirt were bloody, then to fhift it. 
PBlauc Lhure hime? 

2-No faith: not fo much as his patience. 

y Hurs him? His bodie’s a paflable Carkaffe if hebee 
nothurt. Itis athrough- -fare for Steele ifit be not hurt: 

2, His Steele was in debr, ic went oth’ Backe-fide the 
Towne, 

Clot. The Villaine would not ftand me. 

2 No, but he fled forward ftill, toward your face. 

1 Senne you ryou haue Land enough of your owne: 
But he added to your hauing, gaue you fome ground, 

2 As many Inches,as you have Oceans( Puppies ) 

Clot. I would they ‘had not come betweenevs. 

2 So would J, till yeuhad meafur'd how long a Foole 
you were vpon the ground. 

Clot. And that thee fhould loue this Fellow, ae re- 
fufe mee, 

a If itbeafintomakeatrue eledtion,|thei is:damn’d, 

; Sir,as I told you alwayes : her Beauty & her Braine 
go not together, Shee’s a good figne, but I have feene 
{mall reflection of her wit. 

2, She fhines not ypon Fooles, Jeaft the reflection 
Should burt her. 

Clot. Come, Ile to my Chamber : 
beenc fome hurt done. 

2 I wiihnot fo, vnleffe it had bin the, fallof an Affe, 
which is no great hurt. 

Clot. Yow|.go with vs? . 

x Meattend your Lordfhip. 

Clot. Nay come, let’s go together. 

2 Wellmy Lord. 


would there had 


Exeunt. 


ne nr EE Tt LTS TRE SRT 


Scena Quarta. 


te 








Exter Imogen,and P ifanio. 

Tmo. would thou grew’ft vnto the fhores o’th’Hauen, 
And queftioned’ft eucry Saile: ifhe fhould write, 
And TI not haue it, twere a Paper loft 
As offer’d mercy is : What was the laft 
That he fpake to thee? : 

Pifa, It was his Queene, his Queene. 

ae Then oS Headberkicle ? 

Pifa. Andkift it, Madam. 

Imo. Senfeleffe Linnen shappier therein then i: 
And that was all? 

Pifa. No Madam: for. folong 


The Tragedy of Gumbeline. 


. As little asa Crow, or se erelete 


Nay, followed him, till he had melted from WO 





As he could: make me with his eye, or eafé, 8). 20222 

Diftinguith him from others, he did keepec 22 48 segs | 

The Decke, with Gloue, or Har yor Handkerchife!! 

Still wauing, as the fits aad Rites ofsmind 1 slave 

Could beft expreffe how flow his Soule se weg ; 

How {wift his Ship. mou 
Imo. Thou fhould’thauetnade him, i 


: 
To after-eye him. | i380 nom} 
Pifa, Madam fo Udid. 2gueNe £03 
Imo, Iwould ‘haite broke mine dyeofitinigs 2° nwonm 
Crack’d them, but to looke ypon him, rilfthe didinution | 
Of {pace, had pointed him (harpe as my Needle: 


t 

The fmalneffe ofa Gnat, ro ayre : and then t 
Haueturn’d mine eye,and wept, But good Pifanias |, 
When fhall weheare fromhim, sas 
Pifa. Be aflur'd Madam,-: | 


+ With his nexe-vantage, ugh 


Ime, \ didnot take my leave ofhim, buchad’e\ 7:9} 
Moft pretty things to fay + Ere I could tell him 
How | would thinke on aim at certaine houres, 
Such thoughts, and fuch: Or I could makebin fwreate, 
The Shees of Italy fhouldnor betray 
Mine Intereft, and his Honour: or have chare’d hie 
Atthe f fixt houre of Morne, at Noone, ac Midnight, 
T encounterme with Orifons; for chen 
Tam in Heaucn for him :Orerel could, 

Giue him that parting kiffe, which Thad {ee 
Betwixt wo charming words, comes in my Father, ») *¢! 
And like che Tyrannous breathing of the Norch, 
Shakes all our buddes from growing, 
Enter a Lady. 
La. The Queene (Madam) 
Defires your Highnefle Company. 

vimo,. Thofe things I bid you orm nee apace Yi 
I willattend the Queene, 

Pifa. Madam,! fhall. 





eccesinicene 


Exenur; 





ee 


= 


Scena Outta. 
a! 


ooo 


Enter Philario, Lacbimo ; a Frenchman,aDatch~ 
man,anda Spaniard, 

Tach, Beleeue it Sir, I haue feene hinvin Britaine; hee | 
was then of a Creffent note, expected to proue fo woor-| 
thy, as fince he hath beene-allowed thenameof, ~Bur I’ 
could then haue look’d on him, without the help of Ad= 
miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had } 
bin tabled by his fide,and | ro perufe him by Irems. 

Phil, You{peake of hie when he was leffe furni(hy’ d, 
then now heeis,. withthar witich makes him both with 
out, and within. 

French. ‘J haue feene him in France : wee had very ma- } 
ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firme eyes as 
hee. 

lach. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter, | 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her valew, ‘then 
his owne,; words him(I pices not)a great deale from the! 
matter. 

French, And then his binitloniones 

Tacky 1,and the approbation of thofe that: weepe'this 
lamentable’ diworce vader her colours, aré wonderfully 

to! 

































































with you? How:ereepes acquaintance ? tae 

| Phil. His, Father and-1 were Souldiers together, to 

}whom Ihaue bin cften bound for noleffe then my life, 

H Enter Posi humus. 

| Heere comes the Bricaine:»Lechim be fo: entertained a- 

| mong ‘ft you,as fuites with Gentlemen of your knowing, 
toa Stranger of his quality. J befeech you. all be better 
knowneto this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, 
asa Noble Friend of mine: How Worthy heis, I will 
leawe to appeare hereafter, rather then Rory him in his 
owne hearings... : 

French. Sit,wehaue knowne togither in Orleance. 

__ Poft,Since when, haue bin debtor co you for courte- 
fies, which I will be euer to pay,and yet pay fill. 

French, Sityyou o’re-rate_my poore kindneffe,I was 

-| glad I did atcone my Countryman and you:it had beene 
pitty you fhould haue beene put together, with fo mor- 
‘tall a purpofe,as then each bore, vypon importance of, fo 
flight and triuiall a nature. : 
__ Post, By your pardon Sir,i was then a young Trauel- 
ler, rather fhun’d to go euen with what [heard, then ina 
my cuery action to be guided by others experiences: but 
vponmy mended iudgement (if I offend to fay it is men- 
}ded) my Quarrell was not alrogether flight. 

French, "Faith yes, to beput to the arbiterment of 
Swords, and by fach two,that would by all likelyhood 
haue confounded one the other,or haue falne both. 

Tach, Can we with manners, aske what wasthe dif- 
ference ? . 

French. Safely, 1 thinke,’twasa contention in pub- 
licke, which may (without contradiction). fuffer the re- 
port. Ie was much likean argument chat fell out lat 
night, whereeach of vs.fell in praife of our Country. 
Miftrefles. This Gearleman,at thattime vouching, (and 
vpon watrant of bloody affirmation) his to be more 
Faire, Vertuous, Wife, Chafte, Conitant, Qualified,and 


leffe attemptible then any, the rareft of our Ladies in 


Fraunce, 


Zach. That Lady isnot now living; or this Gentle- | 


4 mans opinion by this ,wortie out. 
4} Poff. She holds her Vertue ftill,and Imy mind. 
4 ach. You muft not fo farre preferre her, fore ours of 
fIcaly. 
| Poth. Being fofatre prouok’d as I was in France:! 
would abate her nothing ,though I profeffe my felfe her 
4 Adorer,not:her Friend. 
|) ach. As faire, and as good: a kind of handin hand 
| comparifons had beene fomething too faire, and too 
| B00d for any Ladyin Brivanie; if fhe went before others. 
j Lhaue feeneas that Diamond of yours out-lufters many 
Thaue beleld; 1 could not beleeue fhe excelled many :- 
but I haue notfeerieche moft pretious Diamond that is, 
nor you the Lady. ; 
_oPofte: Vprais'd her,as Y ratediher : fo dol my Stone. 
.¢ Lach, Whatcto you efteeme it at? 
} Poff. Morethen the world enioyes. 
| dachs Either your yoparagon’d: Miftirs is dead, or 
he's out-prizid by actrifle.. ° 
joc: Pot. Yowace miftaken: ithe one may be folde or gi- 
| ven, or ifch<ere were wealth enough for the purchafes,or 
merite for the guifte., Fhe other is not athing for: fale, 
| and onely the iguift ofthe.Gods. 
(| Tacha Which the Gods-haue giuen you? 


ony 


Poft. Your Italy ,containes none fo accomplith’da 
Couttier to conuince the Honour of my: Miftris : if in the 
holding or loffe ofthat, youcerme her fraile, Tdono. 
thing doubt you haue ftore of Theeues notwithftanding 
I feare not my Ring. 

Phi. Let vs leaue heere,Gentlemen ? 

Poff. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior } 
— him, makes no ftranger of me, we are familiar at 
rft. 
_ Fach. With fiue times fo much conuerfation,] fhould 
get ground of your faire Miftris; make her go backe,e- 


ven to the yeilding, had ] admittance, and opportunitie 
to friend, 


Poff. No,no. 

Jach. 1 dare thereupon pawne the moytie of my E- 
ftate, to your Ring, which in my opinion o’re-yalues it 
fomething : but !make my wager rather againft your 
Confidence,then ber Reputation, And to barre yourof. 
fence heerein to, I durft attempe it againftany Lady in 
the world, 

Poff. Youarea great deale abus'd intoo bold aper- 
fwafion,and I doubt not you fuftaine what y are worthy 
of,by your Attempt. 

Tach, What'sthat ? . : 

Pofth. ARepulfe though your Attempt ( as you call 
it) deferue moresa punifhmenttoo, 4 

Phi. Gentlemen enough of this, it came in tooifo- | 
dainely let it dye.as it was borne,and I pray you be bets 
ter acquainted, 

Jach. Would I had put my Pftate,and my Neighbors 
on th’approbation of what | have fpoke, 

Poft, What Lady would you chufe to affaile? 

Tach, Yours,whem in confancie you thinke ftands } 
fo fate. I will lay youten thoufands Dackets to your 
Ring, that commend me tothe Court where your La. 
dy is, with no more aduantage then the opportunitie of a 
fecond conference, ‘and. I will bring from thence, that 
Honor ofhers, which you imagine fo referu’d, 

PoSthmus. Twill wage againft your Gold, Goldto 
it: My Ring I holde deere as my finger, “tis partof 
it. 5 
tach. Youarea Friend, and therd in the wifer :ifyou 
buy Ladies flefh ata Million aDram, you cannot pré= 
feure it from tainting; but I {ce you have fome Religion 


‘ in you,that you feare. 


Pofthu. This is but acuftome in your tongue: you} 
beare a grauer purpofe I hope, 

Iach. 1am the Mafter ofimy fpeeches,and would vn 
der-go what's {poken,! fweare. 

_ Pofthe. Will you?! fhall bur lend my Diamond cll 
yout returne : let there be Couenants drawne between s 
My Miftris exceedes in goodneffe,the hugeneffe of yout 
vnworthy thinking I dare you to'this matclr: heeres my 
Ring. est ° 

Phil, Iwillhaueit nv lays 

Tach. By the Gods itis one: if Ibring youno fuffi- 
cient teftimony that Ihaue enioy’d the deereft bodily 
parc of your Miftris:my teathoufand i 








seeeres 
fo isy our Diamond too ; if Lcomeoff, andleaue ber: in 
(uch honour as-you hape traftin ; Sheéyour Tewell, this 
your lewell, and my Gold tare yours: provided; Thaue 
your commendation, for my more free entertainment. 
Poff. Lembrace thefe Conditionsslervs:haue Articles 
betwixt vs : oncly thusfarretyou ifhalkanfwere} if-you 
make your voyage vpon her, andginemedirettly.co vn- 
derftand, you haue preuay!’d, J amyne further your Ene- 
my, fhee is not.wertbour debates: Hf thes bemaihe wnle- 
duc'd,yeu natmaking it appearcetherwite: for yourill 
opinion, and th’aflauleyouhavemadexcoher chaflityyyou 
(hall anfwer me with your Swerd.. S 


ach. Your hand, a Couenant »-weeiwill hauethiefe | 


things fet downe by jawfull Counfellgand ftraightaway 
for Britaine, leaft the Bargaine fhould, catch colde, and 
fterue : I will fetch my Gold; and kayeourtwo: Wagers 
recorded. eens : 
Poft. Agreed. elt, 
French. Will this hold,shinke you. 
Phil, Signior Lachimo will nov fram it, 


Pray let vs follow’ear, Exeunt 


‘Scena Sexta. 


Enter, Oucene,Ladies, awa Cornelis. 
Qa, Whiles yetthe dewe’s on ground, 
Gather thofe Flowers, ca 
Make hafte.; Who ha’s.the note ofthem? 
Lady. I Madan. 
Duven. Difpatch. Exit Ladies. 
Now Matter Doétor, haue you brought thofe drugges? 
Cor.Pleafeth your Highnes,!: here they are,;Madam: 
But I befeech your Grace, without offence 
(My Confcience bids me aske) wherefore you haue 
Commanded of me thefe moft poyfonous Compounds, 
Which ate the moouers.of a languifhing death : 
But though flow, deadly. 
Qu, Iwonder,Dottor, . - 
Thou ask’ft me fuch a’ Queftion: Haue I not bene 
| Thy Pupill long ? Haft thounot learn'd me how 
To make Perfumes? Diftill? Preferue? Yea fo, 
That our great King himielfe doth woo me oft 
For my Confedtions ? Hauing thus farre proceeded, 
(Vnleffe thou think’ft me diuellifh) ist nor meete 
That I did amplifie my iudgementin 
Other Conclufions? J will try the forces 
Of thefe thy Compounds, on fuch,Crearures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
Totry the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their Aét, and by chem gather 
Their feuerall vercues, and effects. 
Cor, Your Highneffe 
Shall from chis practife, bur make hard your heart: 
Befides, the feeing thefe effeéts will be. 
| Both noyfome, and infectious, 


|, Qa. Ocontrent thee. 


Enter Pifanio, 
Heere comes.a flattering Rafcall, vpon him 
Will List worke:; Hee’s for his Mafter, 
| And enemy to my Sonne. Hownow Pifanio?, 
Door, your feruice for this timeisended,. 
Fake your owne way. 


| Tragedy of Gmbeline: 


Cor. Ido fulpect you,Madam, 


| But you fhall do ne harme. 


Qu. Hearke theeja word, 

Cor, Ido not like her. She doth thinke the ha’s 
Strange ling’ring poyfons: Idokoowher fpiric, 
And will not cruft one ef her malice, with 
A drugge of fuch damn’d Nature. Tbefe fhe ha’s, 
Will Qupifie-and dull the Senfe a-while, 

Which firft, (perchance) thee’l proue on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward vp higher : but there is 
No danger in what fhew of.death ic makes, 
Morethen the locking vp the Spirits atime, 
To be more frefh, reuiuing. Sheis fool'd 
With a moftfalle effet: and I, the truer, 
Soto be falfe with ber. 
Ou, No further feruice, Doctor, 
Vatill I fend for thee. 
Cor. [humbly take my leaue, 

Qu. Weepes fhe Rill(fai& thou?) 
Doftthouthinkein time 
She will not quench, and let inftructions enter- 
Where Folly now poffeffles?. Do thou worke:). »y, 
When thou fhalt bring me word fheloues my Sonne, 
Ile tell chee on the inftant, chou art then e 
As greatas is thy Mafter : Greater, for 
His Forsunes all lye (peechleffe, and his name 
Is at laft gaspe, Recurne he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is: To fhift his being, 

Is to exchange one mifery with another, 

And cuery day that comes, comes ta deca 

A dayes worke in him. Wohae fhalr chou expect 
Tobe depender'onathing that leanes? , 

Who cannot be pew built, nor ha’s no Fiiends 

So much, as bic to prop bim ? Thou tak’ft yp 
Thou know’ft noc whac : But take it for thy labour, 
Itisa thing Tmade, which hath the King 

Fiue times redeem’d from death, [donotknow 
Whatis more Cordiall. Nay, I prythee take it, 

It is an earneftofa farther good 

ThacI meanetothee. Tellthy Miftrishow 
The cafe ftands with her : doo’, as from thy felfe; 
Thinke what a chance thou changeft on, but thinke 
Thou haft chy Miftris Rill, ce boote,my Sonne, 
Who fhall take notice of thee. Ile moue the King 
To any fhape of chy Preferment, fuch ; 
Asthou'lc defire :and then my felfe, I cheefely, 
That fer thee onto this defert, am bound 
Toloadethy merit richly. Callmy women. Exit Pifa. 
Thinke on my words, A flye,and conftant knaue, 
Novto befhak’d: the Agent for his Mafter, 

And the Remembrancer ofher, to hold 

The hand-faft to her Lord, I haue given bim that, 
Which ifhetake, fhallquitevnpeopleher 
Of Leidgers for her Sweete : and which, the after 
Except fhe bend her humor, fhall be affur’d 


To tafte of too. 
. Enter Pifanio,and Ladies. 


So ,fo ; Well done, well done: . 

The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Prime-Rofes 

Beare to my Clofiet : Farethee well, Pi/anso. 

Thinke on my words, Exit Qn. and Ladies 

Pifa. And fhall do: 

But when tomy good Lord, I prove vntrue, 

Ile choake my felfe : there’s all [ledoforyou, . Exit. 
Scena\ 
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Scena Septima. 





= 


Enter Imogen alone. 

Imo, A Father crael! and a Stepdame falfe, 
A Foolifh Suitor toa Wedded. Lady, 
That hath her Husband banifh’d: O,that Husband, © 
My fupreame Crowne of griefe,and thofe repeated | 
Vexationsofit. HadI bin Theefe-ftolne, 
As my two Brothers, happy: but moft miferable 
Is the defires that’s glorious. Bleffed be thofe 
How meane fo ere, that haue their honeft wills, 
Which feafons comfort. Who may this be? Fye. 





Enter Pifanio,and Lachimo, 


Pifa. Madam,a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 
Tach, Change you, Madam : 
The Worthy Leonates is in fafety, 
And greetes your Highneffe deerely. 

Imo. Thanks good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome. 

Lach, All ofher,that is out of doore,moft rich : 
If fhe be furnifh’'d witha mind forare 
She is alone th’ Arabian-Bird; and I ; 
Haue loft the wager. Boldneffe be my Friend: 
{ Arme me Audacitic from headto foote, . 
Orlike the Parthian I fhall fying fight, 
Rather dire@ly fly, 

Iusogen reads, 
He is one of the Noble( note,to whofe kindnelfes ! am moft in. 
finitely tied. Reflect vpon him accordingly, as you value your 
truft. Leonatus, 
‘So farre I reade aloud. 
But euen che very middle of my heare 
Is warm’d by’th’reft,and take it thankefully. 
You areas welcome(worthy Sir)as I 
Haue words to bid you,and fhall finde it fo 
In all'that I can de. 
 dach. Thankes faireft Lady: 

What are men mad? Hath Nature giuen them eyes 
| To fee this vaulted Arch,andthe rich Crop =» 
Of Sea and Land,which can diftinguith *ewixt 
The firie Orbes aboue, and the twino’d Stones 
Vpon the number'd Beach,and can wenot 
Partition make with Spedtales fo pretious 
Twixt faire,and foule ? 

Imo. What makes your admiration? 

Jach, Tt cannotbe i'th’eye : for Apes,and Monkeys 
*T wixt two fuch She’s,would chatter this way,and 
Contemne with mowesthe other, Nori’th’iudgment : 
For Idiots in this cafe of fauour,would 
Be wifely detinit : Nor i'ch’ Appetite. 

Sluttery to fuch neate Excellence,oppos’d 
Should make defire vomit emptineffe, 
1 Not fo allur.d to feed. 
Imo. What is the matter trow? 
Tach. The Cloyed will : 
That fatiate yet vnfatisfi'd defire,that Tub 
Both fill’d and running : Rauening firft the Lambe, 
Longs after for the Garbage. 
Ime. What, deere Sir, . 
Thus rap’s you? Are you well? 








The Tragedy of Gymbeline.. 
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Jach. Thanks Madam well : Befeech you Sir, 
Defire my Man’s abode, where I did leaue him; 
He's ftrange and peeuith, 

Pifa. Pwas going Sir, 
To give him welcome. 
Imo. Continues well my Lord? 
His health befeech you? 
Tach, Well,Madam, 
Imo, Is he difpos’d to mirth ? T hope he is, 
Iach. Exceeding pleafant : nonea ftranger there, 
Somerry,and fo gamefome: heis call’d 
The Britaine Reueller. 
Imo. When he was heere 
He did incline to fadneffe,and oft times 
Not knowiug why. 
Fach. 1 never faw him fad, 
There is a Frenchman his Companion,one 
An eminent Monfieur,that it feemes rauch loves 
A Gallian-Girle at home, He furnaces 
The thicke fighes from him;whiles the iolly Britaine, 
(Your Lord { meane)laughes from’s free lungs ocries oh, 
Can my fides hold,to think that man who knowes 
By Hiftory Report,or his owne proofe 
What woman is,yea what fhe cannot choofe 
But muft beswill’s free houres languifh: 
For affured bondage ? 
ime. Willmy Lord fay fo? 
Zach. \Madam,with his eyes in food, with laughter, 
Itis a Recreation tobe by | 
And heare him mocke the Frenchman: . 
But Heauen’s know fome men are much too blame. 
Imo. Nothe I hope. 
Tach. Not he ; 
But yet Heauen’s bounty towards him,mighe 
Be vs’d more thankfully. In himfelfe ‘tis muchs 
In you which! account his beyonJall Talents. 
Whil' 1 am boundtowonder,fam bound =~ 
To pitty too. 

Imo, What do you pitty Sir? 

ach. Two Creatures heartyly, 

Imo. Am one Sir? 

You looke on me; what wrack difcerne you in me 
Deferues your pitty ? 
Zach. Lamentable : what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun,and folace 
I’th'Dungeon by a Snuffe. 
Imo, \pray youSir, 
Deliver with more openneffe your anfweres — 
Tomy demands. Why do you pitry me ? 
Tach. That others do, 

(I was about to fay)enioy your —but 
Ivisan office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to {peake on’t. 

Imo. You do feeme to know 
Something of me, or whatconcernes me; pray you 
Since doubting things goill,often hurts more 
Then to be fure they do. For Certainties 
Either are paft remedies; or timely knowing, 
The remedy then borne, Difcouer tome. 
What both you fpur and ftop. 

Tach’ Had I this cheeke 
To bathe my lips vpon schis hand, whofe couch, 
(Whofe every touch) would force the Feelers foule 
To’th’oath ofloyalty. This obiet, which 
Takes prifoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fiering it onely heere,fhould I (damn’d then) 


Exit, 





Slauet 


: — : seaeen ca acaeceaaneamairs 


| S paiisee with lippes as common'as the REEL ae 
'T hat mount the Capitoll-Foyne gripes with hand’ 
Madc hard with hourely falfhood (falfhood as” \* 
Wich labour:) then by peeping in an eye 2 
Bale and illeftrions as che fmoakie light’ 
That’s fed with Rinking Tallow sit'were fit” 
That all the plagues of Hel { fhodld at one Fimie 
Encounter {uch réevole. 

Imo. My Lota; feare’??S™* 
Has forgot Brittaine, 


i 


Inelin’ d to chat intel! Npence” pronotinee 
The Beggery of his change: bur’tis your Graces’ 
That from my muteft Cor feience, to my tongue, 
Charmes this report ott. 

Imo. Levine heare no more. 


Tach. O dééreft' Soule : your Cauife doth Arike my. hart 


With pitty, thet doit maké meficke, A Si 

So faire, and fatteit'd to‘ah Emperie 
| Would makethe preat "# King double, to bis partner'd ' 
With Tomboyes hy? dy with’ that felfe eHIBiton 


/That play’ with all Infiraritiés for Gold,’ 
J Whichrottenneffe can tend Nature. Such boyl'd: ftuffe 
FAs well might poy fon Poyf fon. ‘Be teueigrd, 
Or fhe that t bore. you, was Nyon Qiiceng,and: you 
[Recoyle fromy your great Stocke. aoe 
| Ima. ‘Reueng’d: 95 ms 
‘How fhould Pbe revenge "dP T Pie be trie, : 
(As haue {uch 4 Pears tHbe Boel mine cares ees 
Moft notin hafté abufe )if it be true, 
How fhould be reueng ‘di? 
| dach. Should he: iiatte me” ® 
Live like Diana's Prieft, betwixt cold fheets, 
| 'Whiles he is vaulting variable Rainpes 
Tn your ¢ defpight, vpon your purfe: redenge it; 
dedicate my felfe to your fweet, pleaflire, a 
i More Noble then thie runnagatéto your bed, 
[And will continue faft to your Affettion, ee 
Still clofe, a3 {ure, gam 
Imo. What 04; Pifanio’: _— : 
Iach, Let mé my feruice tAder'od your’ ffbpaas 
Tmo. Away, f da ¢eorideuni¢ Hine'eates: that‘haue 
So long attended: thee: ‘Tf thou wert Hohbdrable ss 
Thou would’ hive told chis cafe for Verte Dae | 
For fuchan end thow feck'ft, a$ bafe,as hiange: 
Thou wrong’ aS enitlertiag, whois as fate = 
From thy report, as thou from Honor: eee 
 Solicises heeré a Lady, char difaaines - © C21 
Thee,and cheDiaell auké, What hoa, Pifanio : 
The King: my Father fhaltbemade acquatnted - 
Ofthy ‘Affaulc s if he fhall thinke it fir, 
A fawcy Stranger in his Court;'to Mart 
As-itra- Romith Stew, andtoexpound_ aan 
His beaftly minde to vs ; he hath a Coure 
Helitele cares for,and 2Babblgerswho 
He not refpects at all. What hoa, Pifanie? 
Tach. -O- Esvornnine revo $A yen meres 
The credit that th Lady | hath at thee .. 
Deferyes th wt! hy erulf, aridt chy! moft perfect gsa0e : 
Het affur'd credits ‘Bleffed tite you long, A sc 
A Lady tothe warthieft Sic, ef thaceuer . 
Country, gall’ ‘dhis; and } youb ‘his Mitts, sie) 
For the molt, worrhiel fit. ‘Give ing Your} me, 
I haue fpoke this to know iFyour “‘Kffiaitce 
| Were deeply rooted, and fhall make your Lord, 


a3 


er 
TTF .O% 
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RN eR Otte ee ee nee omer enna” 


es 


| That whith A is,newo're: Andheisone — 
The true(t mantier’d : {uch 4 holy Witch, © 
That he enchanes Societiesinto him: | 
Halfe all men hearts are his. 

Ime. Youmake amends. 

Tach, He fits ‘mong men, like a defended etre 
He hatha kinde of Honor fets him off, 
Morethen amartall feeming. Benotanorie * ,, 
(Mott mighty paincetie) that [ have aduentus’di * 
To try your taking of afalfereport, which hath . 
Honour’d with confirmation your great lud gement, 


Svue tT 


? Inche election of a Sit, (0 rate, 


Which you know, cannot erre. The 1H I hearehin, 


| Made me to fan you thus, bar the Gods made you. 
| (Volike all others) chaffeleffe. . Pray. your i a 


Imo. All’s well Sir : 
Take my powrei'th’Coure for. yours. 


ree 


Tach, My humble chankes: dale a9 foe: 
| Tintrearyout Grace, butina fall requeff,) 


5 ‘ 
v¥ seo we 


And yet of moment too, for it concernes: 


1 Your Lord my felfe, ‘nd other Noble Friends’ 
) Which your, owne Colfers yeeld: with difcas’d ‘ventures © 


Are partners in che buGineffe. 
Ime. Pray whatis’t? 
Tach. Some dozen Romanes of vs, and your 135). Ms 

(The beft Feather of our wing )haue mingled! finimes® * 

To buy a Prefent for thé Emperor: 

Which I (the. Fagtor forthe reft) haue done" 

In France : ‘tis Plate ofrare device, and Tewels Se, 

Of rich, and exquifite forme, their valewes great, | 4 sd 

AndIam fomething curious, being Arrange” ec. 

To hauethemi in fafe ftowage : May it Pleafe) ti - 

To take them in protedtion. i 
Imo. Willingly : eas 

And pawne ming Honor for their fafety, fine ae 

My Lord hath intereft in them, 1 will NSPE then 

In my Bed-chamber. 

Tach. They are in aTrunke’ 
Attended by my men: will make bold’ “ 
To fend themto you, ‘onely’ for this mee as Sgpnet 
I muft aboord to morraw. aE mn 
“Tmo, ‘O ho.no. uals. 
_dach. Yes ibefeech : ‘or Tfhall fhore my word | 
By length’ning my recurne. From Gallia, | 
I colt the Seas on purpofe,and on Bee eh aah 
To fee your Grace. seh es 

Imo. Ithanke you for 5 your, paihes : pen 
Burnotawaytomoirow: re 

by Ol moft Madam. 
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{mut take meypfor fwearing, as if I borrowed mine 
oathes of hicn,and might not {pend them at my pleafure, 

1. What gothe by thar? you hane broke his pate 
with :your Bowle. Sas 

2. ifhis wit had binlike himthat broke ic:ic would 
haue'run all out. “af 

Clot. WheanaGentleman is difpos’d to {wearesitis 
j not for any Randers by co curtall hisoathes. Ha? . 

{ 2. Nomy Lord; nor crop the eares of them, 

4 Clot. Whorfon dog sI gauchina farisfaétion? would 
‘he had bin one of my Ranke, 
{ 4. To haue {mell’d ike a Foole. 

Clot. Lamnotvext more at any thing inth'earth :a 
poxon't. Ihad rather not be fo Noble as I am: they dare 
j not fighe with me, becaufe of the Queene my Mo- 
| ther: every Iacke-Slave hath his belly full of Fighting, 
j and I muft govp and downe like 2 Cock, thatno body 

can match. ~ s 
1 2. You ate Cocke and Capon too,, and you crow 
Cock, with your combeon. | Sas 
Clot. Sayeft chou, ? 





) Companion, that you giueoffence too. : 
ote No, L know that : butit is ‘fit 1fhould commit 

{offencetomy,infetiors, = | 

2. L,itisfitfor your Lordfhip onely. 

Clot. Why fo fay... : 


| night? | og 
\. Clof. ‘AStranger,andI not knowon't? |” 
2. He’s a ftrange Fellow himfelfe,and knowes it nor. 


| Leonatus Friends. ee 
Clot, Leougtus?.A banifht Rafcall; and he’s another, 
- ¥l wharfoeuer he be. Who told you of this Stranger? 
i} 2s One of your LordfhipsPages. 
‘| derogation ine? sir ae Rea. 
i} 2. Youcannot derogate my Lord. - 
Clet, Noreafity I thinke.> epee 
2. You area Poole graunted, therefore your Ifues 
being foolifh donotderogare, 


ue 7 


a. Teattend your Lordfhip. 


Should yeild the world this Affe : A woman, that 
Beares al) downe with her Braine,and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take twa fromtwenty for. his beart, 2 


Thou diving Jmogen, what thou endur’t, gc id 
Betwixt a Father by thy Seep-dame.gouern’d) 
A Mother hourely coyning plots: A Wooer, 
More hatefuji thenthefouleexpufion is, .. ” 


ae 


t 


{| Ofthy deeve Husband. Theo that horcid AG | 


The.walls of tby deere Honour. Keepe enfhak’d 
That Temple thy faire mind,that thou maift ftand 
p Penigg ghee Los sa ere ts 


___ Scena Secunda. 
Enter. dmoagen,in ver Bed,and a Lady. 


$j lineg Weho's,there?Myweman: Helene; 
Sno deg. Dieale you Macam,, 
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Fiuigy 


Aad leauegighteenc, Alds poore Prince, Oe 


2. Itisnor fi you Lordfhip fhould yodertake euery 


1. Didyou heere of'a Stranger that’s come to Caurr | 


1. There’s an Italian come, and ‘tis thought oné of | 


} 


Clot. Come, Tle go fee this Italian: what. Thaveloft 
today at Bowles, le winne tanight of him, Come :go. | 
Fmieiee CAs | 
That fuch a craftic Diuellas is bis Mother, ae 


| Though this a heauenly Angell: hell is here. 


| One,twoythree: time,cime, 


| Of the divorce, heel’'dmake the Heauenshold'firme " 


A > olinse.. What houcisit § godzbas = s‘nohouog berb | 


iii... 


Lady, Almoft midnight,Madam......_ 
Ime, Ubaue read three houresthens, |. . 
Mine eyes are weake, 


Fold downe the leaferwhere] haus left: to bed, 
Take not away the Taper, leaue it burning ;. 
And ifthou canit awake by foure o’th’clock, 

I prythee call me : Sleepe hath ceiz'd me wholly, 
To your proteétion lcommend me,Gods, 
From Fay ies,and the Tempters of che night, 


Guard me befeech yee. Sleepes,. 


Lachimo from the Truvke. | 
Zach, The Crickets fing,and mans ore-labor'd fenfe . 

Repaires it felfe by reft : Our Targuime thus a 
Did foftly preffe the Ru(hes,ere he waken’d 
TheChaftitie he wounded. Cytherea, 
How brauely thou becom’ft thy Bed;freth Lilly, 
And whiter then the Sheetes : chat ] mightrouch, 
Buc kiffe, one kiffe. Rubies ynparagon'a,,, 
How deerely they doo’t; *Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus: the Flame o’th Taper 
Bowes toward her,and would vnder-peepe her lids, 
To fee th’incloted Lights, now Canopied 
Vader thefe windowes, White and Azure lac’d 
With Blew of Heauens owne ting... Bur my defignes | 


| Tonotethe Chamber, d will write all downe, 
| Such,and fuch pi€tures: There the window, fuch 


Th’adronement of her Bedsthe Arras, Figures, 
Why fuch, and fuch ; and the Contents o’th’Stery, 
Ah,but fome naturallnotes about her Body, 

Aboue ten thoufand meaner Moneables 


- Would teftifie, Cenrich ming Inuentoric, 


O fleepe,thou Ape of death, lye dull vpon her, 
And be her Senfe but as a Monument, 

Thus ina Chappell lying. Comeoff,come off; 
Asflippery asthe Gordian-knot was hard. 


cere, || Tismine,and this will witnefe outwardly, 
Clot. Isizficl wentto looke yponhim?I{s thereno | 


As ftrongly asthe Confcience do’s within: 
To’th’madding of her Lord. On her Jeft breft 

Amole Cinque-fpotted Like she Crimfon drops 
I’ th’bottome of a Cowflippe. Heere’s a Voucher, 
Strongerthen cuer Law could make; this Secret 
Will force him thinke I haue pick’d the lock,and cane 
‘The treafure of her Honour. No more to what end: 
Why fhould Iwrite this downe, thar’sginere, | 


Screw'd tomy memorie, She hath bin reading late, ... 


The Tale of 7 crews, heere the heaffe’s tuned doyine | 
Where Philomele gaueyp, Thaueenough, art 
To’th'Truncke againe,and thus the {pring of it. 


Swift, {witt, you Dragons of the night,that dawning - - 
May bearethe RauenseyesJ lodge infeare, ay 


S| Chocke friket 
ean a 





7 Scena T ertia. gm 
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4 The confequence o ch’Crowne,and muft nor foyle 
| The precious note of its witha bafe Slaue, 
AHilding fora Liuorie,a Squires Cloth, 
A.Pantler; not fo eminent. . , 
. Jmo.. Praphane Fellow : 
| Wart thou the Sonne of Zupiter,and no more, 
‘But what chow art befides :,thou.wer’stoo bale, 
To be hisGroome : thou wert digaified enough 
‘| Buen to the point of Enuie. -1f’twere made 
| Comparatiue for your Vertues,to be ftil’d 
|| The vader Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated 
| For being prefer’d fo well, : 
: Clot. The South-Fog rot him. ¢ 
| Imo. He neuer can meee more mifchance,then come 
4 To be burnam’dofthee. Hismean'{t Garment 
4 ‘That ever hach but clipe his body; is dearer 
| In my refpect,then all the Heires aboue thee, 
4 Werethey all made fuch men : How now Pifanio? 
tee Enter Pifaiio, 
Clot. His Garments ? Now the diuell. 
Imo. To Dorethy my woman hie thee prefently, 
Clet. HisGarment ? 

\ - Imo. Tam{prighted with aFoole, 
| Frighted,and angred worfe: Go bid my weman 
it Search for a lewell, that too cafually 
4 Hath left mine Arme: it was thy Mafters. Shrew me 
1 IfI would loofe it fora Reuenew, 
| Of any Kingsin Europe. ‘I dothink, 
} Lfaw’t this morning : Confident Lam. 
| Laft night twason mine Arme; I kifs'd it, 
| I hope it be not gonc,to tell my Lord 
That I kiffe aught but he. 

Pif- "Twill not be loft. 

Imo, Thope.fo: go and fearch, 
1 Clot. Youhaueabus'dme: 
| His meaneft Garment ? © 
1 Imo. I, 1 faid fo Sir, 
| Ifyou will make’r an Action, call witneffe to't. 
~~ Clot, Twill enferme your Father. 

Imo. Your Mothertoo : 

4 She’s my good Lady; and will concieue,] hope 
4 But the worft of me. So Plcauc your Sir, 























: To'th’wort of difcontent, Exit. 
f Clet. Mewbereueng’d:+ : 
‘| His mean’ft Garment? Well. Exit. 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Exter Pofthumus,and Philarig. 
} Poff. FeareitaotSir: I would J were fo fure 
| To winnethe Kingjas1am bold, her Honour 
4 Willremaine her’s. sed =f 
{ Phil. What meanes do you make tobim ? 
| Poff. Notany : but abide the change of Time, 
| Quake in the pzefent winters ftate,and with 
4 That warmer ‘dayes would.come: In thee fear'd hope: 
1 I barely.gratifie your loue; they fayling: . . 
4] muft die much.your debtor. it 
| Phil. Yourvery goodneffe,and your company, 
4 Ore-payes all can do, By this your King, 
Hath heard of Great Aucuftus : Cains Lucius, 
|] Will do’s Commiffion throughly. And think 


Bd) a8 


The Tragedy of Gymbeline: 


) 


) Of her,or you hauing proceeded but 


[will confirme with oach,which I doubenot 


eer cements nance tein 


Hee'le grantthe Tribute : fend th’Arresages, - 
Or looke ypon our Romaines,whofe remembrance. _ 
Is yet frefhin their griefe. 

Poff. 1 do beleeue 
(Statift chough J am none,nor like to be) 

That this will proue a Warre; and youfhall heare 

The Legion now in Gallia,fooner landed 

In our not-fearing-Britaine,then haue tydings 

Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 

Are men more order’d,then when Julins Cafar. 

Smil’d at theirlacke of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their difcipline, 

(Now wing-led with their courages) will make knowne 
To their Approuers, they are People,fuch 
That’mend ypon the world. Eater Iachimo, 

Phi. See lachimo. 

Poft, The {wifteft Hartsshaue pofted you by land; 
And Windes of all the Corners kils’d your Sailes, 
To meke your veffell nimble. 

Phil, Welcome Sir, 

Poff. Lhopethe briefeneffe of your anfwere,made 
The fpeedineffe of your seturne. . 

Tachi. Your Lady, 

Is one of the fayreft chat I haue look’d vpon 

Poft, And therewithall che beft,or let her beauty 
Looke thorough a Cafement to allure falfe hearts, 
And be falfe with them. 

Tachi, Heere are Letters for you. 

Poff. Their tenure good I truft. 

Tach,’ Tis very-like. 

Poff, Was Caius Lacinsin the Britaine Court, 
When you were there? 

, tach, He was expected then, 

But not approach’d, 

_ Poff. Allis well yet; 

Sparkles this Scone as it was wont,or is’t not 

Joo dull for your good wearing ? 
Tach. If Lhaue loft it, 

I fhould haueloft che worth of it in Gold, 

Ile make a iourney twice as farre,t enioy 

A fecond night of fuch {weer fhortneffe, which 

Was mine in Britaine, for che hing is wonne. 
Poff. The Stones too hatd to come by, 

Tach. Nota whit, 
Your Lady being foeafy. 

Poft. Make note Sir 
Your loffe,y our Spore: hope you know that we 

Matt not continue Friends, 

Lach. Good Sir,we mutt : 
If you keepe Couenant: had I not broughe 
The knowledge of your Miftris home,I grant 
We.were to queftion farther; but I now 
Profeffemy felfe the winner ofher Honor, >, 
Together with your Ring; and not the wronger 













































By both your willes. 

Poff. If you can mak’t apparant 
That yon-haue ta(ted her in Bed; my haud, 
And Ring is yours. Ifnot,the foule opinion 
You had'ofher pure Honours gaines,or loofes, 
Your Swerd,or mine,or Mafterleffe lease both 
To who fhail finde them. 

Lach. Sit,my Circumftances Cre 
Being fonere the Truth. as I will make them, 
Matt firk induce you to’ beleeues whofe ftrength 
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You'l giue me leaue to {pare, when you fhall finde 
Youneede it not. 
Poff. Proceed.’ *" 
Iach. Firft, her Bed-chamber 
(Where f confeffeT flept not, but profeffe 
Had that was well worth watching ) it was hang’d 
With Tapiftry of Silke and Siluer, the Story 
Proud Cleepatra, when fhe met ber Roman, 
And Siduus fwell'd abSue the Bankes, er for 
The prefl¢ of Boates, or Price. A peece of Worke. 
Sobraatly done, fo rich, that it did ftrite 
in Workemanthip, and Value, which I wonder’d 
Could be fo rarely, and exactly wrought 
Since the true life ont was 
Poff. This is true: 
And rhisyou might hane heard of heere, by me, 
Or by fome other. 
Tach. More particulars 
MattiuSifiemy knowledge. 
Por. Sothey mult, 
Or doe your Honour intury. 
Lach, The Chimney 
[IsSouth the Chamber, and the Chimney-peece 
Chafte Diaz, bathing’: nener faw I figures 
Solikely toreport themfelues; the Cutter 
‘| Wasas another Nature dumbe, oat-went her, 
Motion,and Breath Ieft our. : 
Poff, Thisis athing 
Which you might from Relation hikewife reape, 
Being, as itis, much {poke of. 
lach. The Roofe o’th’Chamber, 
With golden Cherubinsis fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgor them) were two winking Cupids 
OfSilucr, each on one foote ftanding, nicely 
Depending on their Brands, 
Poff. This is her Honor : 
Let it be granted you haue feeneall this (and praife 
Be given to your remembrance) the defcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faues 
The wager you have laid. 
Tach. Then if you can 
Bepale, I begge bur leave to ayre this Iewell: See, 
And now’tis vp againe : it mult be married 
To that your Diamond, Ile keepe them. 
Poff. Toue 
Once more let me behold it: Isit that 
Which Ilefe with her? 
Tach. Sir (Ithanke her)that 
She Mript it from her Arme : I fee her yee : 
Her pretty Action, did out-fell her guift, 
And yet enrich’d it too: fhe gaue it ne, 
And faid, fhe priz’d it once, 
Pot. May be, fhe pluck’d it off 
To fendirme. 
Tach. She writes fo to you? doth fhee ? 
Pof. Ovo,no,no,’tis true. Heere, take thistoo, 
It isa Bafiliske vnto mine eye, 
Killes meto looke on’t: Letthere be no Honor, 
Where there is Beauty : Truth,where femblance: Leue, 
Where there's another man. The Vowes of Women, 
Of nomore bondage be, to where they are made, 
Then they are to their Vertues,which is nothing : 
O,aboue meafure falfe. 
Phil, Haue patience Sir, 
And take your Ring againe, tis not yet wonne : 
Itmay be probable the loft it : or 
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Who knowes if one her women, being corrupted 
Hath ftolne it from her. 

Poff. Very true, ; pres 
And fo [hope he cameby't:backemy Ring, — | 
Render to me fome corporall figne about her _ t 
More euident then this: for this was Qolne.. . |. i 

Tach, By \wpiter, Thad it from her Arme.., ! 

Poft, Hearke you,he fweares: by lupiterhe {weares. | 
Tis true, nay keepe the Rings; ’tis true : Lam {ure { 
She would not loofe it sher Actendants are H 
All fworne, and honourable : they induc’d to Reale it? i 
And by a Stranger’? No, he hath enioy’d her, 
The.Cognifance of her incontinencie 


Is this: fhe hash bought thename of Whore,thus deerly 


There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell ..; 
Diuide themfelues betweene you. as 
Phil. Sir, be patient: 
Thisisnot ftrong enough to be beleen’d 
Of one perfwaded weil of 
Poff. Neuer talke on’r: 
She hath bin colted by him. . 
lach, \f you fecke 
For further fatisfying, wader her Breaft 
(Worthy her preffing) lyes a Mole, right proud 
Of that moft delicate Lodging. By my life 
Tkiftit, and it gaue me prefent hunger 
Tofecdeagaine, though full, . Youdo remember 
This {taine vpon her? 
Poff, {,andic doth confirme 
Another ftaine, as bigge as Hell can hold, 
Werehere no more butic. 
lach. Will you heare mare? 
Poff. Spare your Avethmaticke, 
Neuer count the Turnes; Once,and a Million, 
Tach. We be fworne. 
Poff. No {wearing ; “ 
Tf you will {weare you have not done’t, you lye, 
And i will kill chee, ifthou do’ft deny 
Thou'ft made me Cuckold. 
Tach, ile deny nothing. 
Poff. Ochat Thad her heere,to teare her Limb-meale: 
I will go there and doo’t, i'th'Court,before 
HerFather. le do fomething. 
Phil, Quite befides 
The gouecrnment of Patience. You haue wonne: 
Let’s follow him, and peruert the prefent wrath 
He hath againft himfelfe, 
Tach, With all my heart. 


Exit. 


Excnnt, 
Exter Pofthumtts. 


Poft. Is there no way for Mento be, but Women 
Muft be halfe-workers? Weare all Baftards, 
And that moft venerable man, which T 
Did call my Father, was, I know not where 
When i was fampe. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made ine a counterfeit : yee ny Mother feem’d 
The Dian of that time: fo doth. my Wife 
The Non-paceill ofthis. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 
Me of tny fawfull pleafure fhe reftrain’d, 
And psay’d me oft forbearance: didit with 
A pudencie fo Rofie, the {weet view on’e 
Might well haue warm’d olde Saturnes 
Thac I thought her 
As Chae, as vn-Sunn’d Snow, Ob,all the Diuels! 
This yellow Zachimsoinan houré, was't fot ? 
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Or leffes at firft? Perchance he fpoke not, but 

Like a full Acorn’d Boare,a Larmen on, 

Cry’de ob, and mounted ; found no oppolition. — 
But what he look’d for, fhould oppofe, and fhe 
Should frora encounter guard. Could I finde out 
The Womans part in me, for there’s no motion 
That tendsto viceit man, but Laffirme 
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in State,Cymbeline; Oucene,Clotten, and Lords at 
one doore, and at another , Caius, Lucius, 
‘|, and Attendants. 


oC ay 


Enter 


Cym. Now fay, what would Augu/tus Cafar with vs? 

Lee. When lulins Cefar (whofe remembrance yet 
Lives in mens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues 
Be Theamé, and hearing euer)was in this Britain, 
And Conquer’d it, Cafibwlan thine Vokle  — 
(Famous in Cefars prayfes, no whit leffe 
Then in his'Feats deferuing it) for him, 
And his Succeffion, granted Romea Triburte,, 
Yeerely three thoufand pounds ; which(by thee)lately 
Is left yntender’d. ' 

* "Ou. And to kill the mernaile, 
Shall be fo euer.' 
| Clot. There be many Czfars, 
Ere fuch another Ja/ims : Bricaine’s a world 
By it felfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing out owne Nofes. 
Qe, Thacopportunity 

Whichthen they had to take from’s, to refume 
Wehaucagaine. Remember Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceftors, together with 
The naturall bravery of your Ifle, which ftands 
“| As Neptunes Parke, ribb’d, and pal’din 
| With Oakes vnskalcable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sands that will not beare your Enemies Boates, 
sBut fucke chem vp to’th’F op-maft, A kince of Conqueft 
Cafar made heere, but nade not heere his bragge 
OF Came, and Saw, and Ouer-came : with fhame, 
(The firft that euer touch'’d him) he was carried 
| From off our Coaft, twice beaten ; and his Shipping 
(Poore ignorant Baubies) on our terrible Seas 
Like Eg ge-fhels mow'd vpon their Surges, crack’d 
‘| Aseafily’gainft our Rockes. For ioy whereof, 
|The fam’d Ca/fibulaz, who was once at point 
(Qh giglet Fortune) to.mafter Cefars Sword, 
Made Lads-Jowne with reioycing-Fires bright, 
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And Britsines ftrut with Courage. = 
Clot. Come, there's no more Tributeto be paid: our 
Kingdome is ftronger then it was at that times and (as J 
faid ) there is no mo fuch Cefars other of them may haue 
crook’d Nofes, but to owe {uch ftraite Atmes, aone, 

Cym. Son, let your Motherend. 

Clot. We haue yer many among ys, can eripeas hard. 
as Caffibulan, \ doe not fay Felting: bur] si a ave | 
Why Tribute? Why fhould we pay. Tribute ?. AE Cefar | 
can hide the Sun from ys with a Blanket,or put the Mcon| 
in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for lights elfe Sir 
no more Tribute, pray you now. - ag 

Cym. You mug know, 

Till che iniurious Romans, did éxtort 

This Tribute from vs, we were free, Ceafars Ambition 

Which fwell’d fo much, thatitdid almoft ftretch 

The fides o’th’World,againft all colour heere, 

Did put the yoake vpon’s; which rofhake off 

Becomes a warlike people, whom wereckon 

Our felues to be, we do. Say then to. Cefars 

Our Anceftor wasthat Wu/mutinus, which 

Ordain'd our Lawes, whofe vie the Sword of Cefar 

Hath too mach mangled; whofe repayre, and franchife, 

Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 

Tho Rome be therfore angry. Ats/msmtsns made our lawes 

Who was the firft of Britaine, which did put... _ 

His browes within a golden Crowne,and call’d. 

Himfelfe a King, 
Luc. lam forry Cymbeline, 

That I amto pronounce Angufus (afar 

(Cefar, thar hath moe Kings bis Seruants,then 

Thy felfe Domefticke Officers) thine Enemy: 

Receyue it frommethen, Warre, and Confution 

In Cafars name pronounce I’gainftchee: Looke. 

For fury, nocto berefifted. Thusdefide, 

I thanke thee for my felfe. 

Cym. Thou art welcome Caius, 

Thy Ce/ar Kaighted me; my youth I {pent ; 
Much vnder him; ofhim, I gather’d Honour, | 45). 
Which he, to fecke of me againe, perforce, 
Behooues ms keepe at veterance, 1 am perfect, 
Thar the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their Liberties arenow in Armes : aPrefident 
Which not to reade, would fhew the Britaines colds 
So Cafar thal! not finde them. 

Lac. Let proofe fpeake. 

Clot. His Maiefty biddes you welcome. Make pa 
ftime with vs, a day, or two, or longer :.1f you feek ys af- 
cerwards in other tearmes, you fhall finde vs in our Salte 
water-Girdle : if you beate vs out of it, itis yours: if you} 
fall in the aduenture, our Crowes fhall fare che better for 
you : and there’s an end, | 

Luc. So fir. 

Cym. \know your Mafters pleafure,and he mine: 
All the Remaine, is welcome. Exxewnt. 


} 
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Scena Secunda. 
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-- Enter Pifanioreading of a Letter, 
Pif; How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write younet 
What Monfters her accufe ? Leonatne < 


Oh Mattes, whata range infeétion . 1s 
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Isfalne into thy eare? What falfe Italian, 
(As poyfonous tongu’d,as handed hath preuail'd 
On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyall? No. 
She’s punifh'd for her Truth; and vndergoes 
More Goddeffe-like,then Wife-likes fuch Affauits 
As would take in fome Vertue. Oh my Mafter, 
Thy mind to her,is now as lowe,as were 
| Thy Fortunes. How? That I fhould murther her, 
Vpon the Loue,and Truth,and Vowes;which I 
Haue made to thy command ? Ther ?Her blood? 
[fit be fo,to do good feruice,never 
Let me be counted feruiceable. How looke I, 
That I fhould feeme to lacke humanity, 
So much as this Fact comes to ¢ Doo’t :iT he Letter, 
That I hase [ent hersby her owne command, 
Shall giste thee opportunitie. Oh damn’d paper, 
Blacke asthe Inke that’s on thee :fenfeleff: bauble, 
Art thou a Foedarie for this ACt; and look’It 
So Virgin-like without ? Loe here fhe comes. 
Enter Imogen, 

Tamignorant in what lam commanded. 

Imo. How now Pifanio? 

Pif, Madam,heere is a Letter from my Lord. 

Imo. Who,thy Lord ? That is wy Lord Leowatus? 
Oh, learn’d indeed were thas Aftronomer 
That knew the Starres;as i his Characters, 
Heel’d lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what isheere contain’d, rellith of Loue, 
Of my Lords health,of his content yet not 
That wetwoare afunder, let that grieue him; 
Some griefes are medcinable,that is one ofthem, 
For it doth phyficke Loue,of his content, 
All but inthar. Good Wax,thy leaue: bleft be 
You Bees that make thefe Lockesof counfaile. Louters, 
And men in dangerous Bondes pray notalike, 
Though Forfey toursyou caftin prifor yet 
You clafpe young Cupids Tables : good Newes Gods. 


if fice. and your Fathers wrath (flould he take mein bis 


| Twixt hoere,and houre ? 
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Doin: on could not be fo cruel to. me,as you: (ob the dee= | 


veit of Creatures would exten renew me with your eyes. Take 
notice that Lax in Cambria at Milford-Hauen : what your 
owne Loue,will ont of this aduife you, follow. Sobewilbes you 
all bappinefje,that remaines loyal to his Ve ow and your encrea- 
fing in Lone. Leonatus Pofthumus, 


Oh for aHorfe with wings : Hear’ thou Pifanio? 
He isat Milford-Hauen : Read,and tell me 

How farre’tis thither. Ifone of meane affaires 
May plod it ina weeke,why may not I 

Glide hither in a day ? Then true Pifanio, 
Wholoag’ftlike me,to fee thy Lord; who long’tt 
(Oh let mebare}but not like me: yet long'ft 

Butin a fainter kinde, Ohnot like me: 

Formine’s beyond, beyond : fay,and {peake thicke 
(Loues Counfailor fhould fill the bores of hearing, 
To’th’{mothering of the Senfe)how farre it is 

To this fame bleffed Milford, And by’ch’'way 

Tell me how Wales: was madefo happy,as | 
Tinherite fuch a Haven. Buc firft of all, 

How weimay fteale from hence: and for the gap 
That we fhail make in Time, fromour hence-going, 
And our returne, to excufe: but firit,how ger hence. 
Why fhould excufe be borne orere begot? 

Weele talke of chat hereafter. Prythee {peake, 
How many ftore of Miles may we well rid 


< 
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Where Horfes haue bis nimbler then the Sands 


Pif, One {core’cwixt Son,and Sun, 
Madam’sénough for you: and too much too. 

Imo. Why,one that rode to’s Excution Man, 
Could neuer go fo flow; I haue heard of Riding wagers, 
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That run i'th’Clocks behalfe. But this is Foolrie, 
Go,bid my Woman faigne aSickneffe,fay 
She’le home to her Father; and pronide me prefently 
A Riding Suit: No coftlier then would fit 
AFranklins Hufwife. 00>. , 

Pifa. Madam,yourre belt confider. . 

Imo. 1 fee before me( Man) nor heere,not heere; 
Nor whatenfues bur haue a Fog in them 
That I cannotlooke through. Away, ] prythee, 
Doas I bid thee: There's no more to fay: 
Acceffible isnone but Milford way. Exennt. 


weer 


Scena Tertta. 


Enter Belarivs ,Gwiderius,and Aruiragus. 


Bel. A goodly day,notto keepeboufe withfuch, 
Whole Roofe’s as lowe as ours : Sleepe Boyes, this gate} 
Inftruéts you how t’adore the Heauens; and bowes you 
To a mornings boly office. The Gates of Monarches 
Are Arch’d fo high,that Giants may iet through y 
And keepe their impious Turbonds on, without Lo | 
Good morrow tothe Sun. Haile thou faire Heauen, i 
Wc houfe i’th’Rocke,yet vfe thee not fo harcly 
As prouder livers do. | | 

ouid, Haile Heauen. 

Arwir. Haile Heaven. 

Belas Now for our Mountaine fport, vp to yone hill 
Yourleggesare yong: He tread thele Flats. Confider, 
When you abewe perceiue me like a Crow, 

That itis Place, which leffen’s.and fers off, 

Asd you may then revolue what Tales,I haue told you 
Of Courts,of Princes; of the Tricks in Warre. 

This Seruice,is not Seruice; fo being done, 

But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus, 

Drawes vs a profit from all things we fee: 

And often to our comfort, fhall we-finde 

The fharded-Beetle,in a fafer hold 

Then is the full-wing’d Eagle. Oh this life, 

Is Nobler,then attending for achecke ; 


| 


| Richer,then doing nothing for a Babe: 


Prouder, then rufiling in vnpayd-for Silke ¢ 
Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes him fine, 
Yee keepes his Booke vncros’d: no life to ours. 
Gui,Out of your proofe you fpeak:we poore ynfledp’d 


| Have neuer wing’d from view o’th’neft; nor knowes nor 
| What Ayre’s from home. Hap'ly this life is belt, 


(If quiet life be beft){weeter to you 


| That have afhasper knowne. Well correfponding 


With your ftiffe Ages but vnto vs,itis 
A Cell of Ignoraice : trauailing a bed, 
A Prifon,or a Debtor,that not dares’ 
To Sride alimit. 

Arui. What fhould we fpeake of 
When we are old as you ? When we fhall heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December? How 
In this our pinching Cane, thall we difcourfe 
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The freezifig houres away ? We haue feene nothing ; 
Weare bealtiy; fubsle as the Fox for prey, = | 
Like warlike asthe Wolle, for what we cate: | acai 
Our Valounis to chacewhat flyes: OurCage 1 
We make a Quire, as doth the prifom'd Bird, \ 
And fing our Bendage freely. 
Bel. How you {peake. 
Did you but know the Cicties Vfuries, 
And felt.them knowing)y: the Arc.e’th’Courr, 
As hard to leaue, as keepe: whofe top to climbe 
Is certaine falling : or foflipp’ry, that 
The feare’s asbadas falling. Thetoyle o’th’Warre, 
A paine that onely feemes to feeke out danger 
I’ch’name of Fame,and Honor, which dyes i’th’fearch, 
‘And hath as oft a fland’rous Epitaph, 
As Record of faire AG. Nay, many tinies! 
Doth wil deferue, by doing weli; what’s worfe 
Moft curt’fie at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes, this Storie 
‘The World may reade inrme s My bodre’s mark’d 
With Roman Swords ; and my report, was once 
\Firft, withthe beft of Note. (ymbeline loud me, 
And when aSouldier was the Theame, my name 
‘Was not farre off: then was J asa Tree 
| Whole boughes did. bend with fruit, «Burin onc night, 
A Storme, or Rabbery (call ic what you will) 
-Shooke downe my mellow hangings: nay my Leaues, 
And left.me bate to weather. olzs 
Gui. Vacertaine favour. sb se 
Bel, ,My fault being wathing Cas Lhauc told you ef) 
Bar chat ewo Villaines, whofe falfe Oathes prenayl'd . 
Before my, perfect Honor, fwore ro Cymbeliney o32 gu 
I was Confederate with the Romanes: fo 
Followed my. Banifhment, and.chisswenty yeeres, 
This Rocke,and thefe Demefues, haugbeneity World, 
\ Where I hawe liu’d at bone ft freedome, payed 
More pious debts to Heauen, then ip.all joe 
Theforerend.of my time. But,'vp.c0o'th’Mountaines, 
Thisis nor Huncers Language she tharfirikes 
The Venifon firt, thall be che Lord o'th’Feaft, 
To him the ocker swo shall minifter, |, 
And we will feare no|poyfon, whishettends 
Hn place-of greater Siatee: ! 21's io :eo3ni2 7 3 
Tle meete you jm be Vaileyes.: 
How hard it isto hidesthe iparkes of, Nature 2 
Thefe Boyes knaqw littlechey ave Sonnesto’th’King, 
Nor Cymabeline dreames thac they are aliue. 
i They thinke chey are mine; 
“And though srain’d'yp thus meanely bs ais 
ith Caue, whereon.theBawe theitshoughts do-hir,’, 
| The Roofes of Palacesgiand Natureprompts them: 
ATn fimple anclewethitgs,to Princest, mouch: P 
Beyond thetticke of deheoss: sTihis!/Paladours! 
‘The heyrenfiCpmbelizee0t Britaine wha 
Theil King biskar ber:chivgh Goiderins.Joue, +> 
{When on mich ce -fdr tloole Pht; arg cell 
The warMeifenst.] sitagtone’, his{pitireflye out 
nto my Story: fay way odae Enemy fell: 2 
sAnd thibdderimytetiedyn smcekoseventhén: » 
jThe Princely blood fqeveein his Checkejhe fweats, 
Straines his yong Mee gcatid pues bimfelfein pofture 
jThat acts my wordsevTdhemonger Brother Cadwall, 
(Once Aruiracis, inaslikeafigure tin 
Strikes life into my fpeedbsabadlicwed much more | 
His ownemenddjuibev: Hutte; theGameisrows'd, 
(Ob Crmbetihaatiewoet brlbniy Cont cience knowes. ©!) 
‘Thou didd’ft ynmltly bem fhemic swihiereon tpl 
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Exenat, 
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Atthree, and twoyeeres old; I f¥dle thefe Babes, 
Thinking to barre thee of Succeffion, as - “" 
Thou refts me ofmy Lands: Euriphiley 

Thou was’t their Nurfe, they took thee for their mother 
And every day do honor toher grave: ; 
My telfe Belarins, thatam Mergan call'd 

They take for Nacurall Father. The Gameis vp. Exit, 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Enter Pifanio and Imogen. 

Jmo. Thou told’ftme when wecame fd hore, § place 
Was neere at hand: Ne’re leng’d my Mother fo 
To fee me firtt, as] haue now :.Pifawio, Man: 
Where is Pofthumus? What isin thy mind 
That makes thee (tarethus ? Wherefore breaks that figh 
From th'inward of thee? One, but painted thus 
Would be iaterprereda thing perplex’d 
Beyond felte-expleation.: Put thy felfe 
Intoa hamourofléfie feare, ere wildnefle 
Vanquifh my ftayder Senfes. What's the matter? 
Why tender'ftthewebat Papérto me,with 
A looke vntender?df tbe Summer Newes 
Smile coo’t before vif Winterly; thouneed’ft 
Bot keepe that-counr’nance fil, My Husbands hand? 
That Drug-damn’diftaly, hatlvoutserafcied him, 
And hee’siat fomehardpoint. Speakeman, thy Tongue 
May take off fomeextreamitiej which toreade 
W ould be énuen mortall to me. 

Pif.' Pleafe you réade, orig oats 
And you thall finde me (wretchedman)athing 
The moft difdain deofFortune. 


Imogen reades. 

ay Hy (Miftris (Pifanio) bath plaide the Strumpet in my 

& Beds the Teftimonies whereof, lyes bleeding in me.t fpeak, 
aot out of weake Surmifes;:but from proofe as firong is my 
grecfe,and as.certaine.as Dex pect my Rexenge, T bat part,thon, 
(Pifaaio) mul abte fer me,if chy Faith bener tainted wath rhe 
breach of hers let thine owne hands. takeaway her life st fhall 
Sine thee opportuvity.at Wilford Hansen. She bath my Letter 
for the purpofe; where, if thou feare to ftrike, and to make met 
certain’ this doves thon artihe Panter to ber difbortovr ‘ana 
equally to me difteyalls |, SHR 4 


Pif. What thalbi nsedto drawiny$ word, the Papet/ 
Hath cuc her threapalreadie?: No, ‘vis Slander,’ ? 2 
Whofeedgeis fhatper then the Sword, whole congue 
Out-venomes all the; Wormes ot Nyle, whofe breath 
Rides on the pofting windes,and doth belye 
All corhers of the Warld. Kings;Quiceneejand States, 
Maides, Matrons,nay the Secrets of the Grane! 22 /0- 
This viperous flanderentersi> Whatcheere; Madam? 

Iino, Falfe to his Bed 2, Whar's irto be falfe'? i11: 0/: 
To lye in watch theme, and tothinkeon Kime lio M4 
To weepe twixe clock and clock?if fleep charge Nacure)| 
To breake it -witha fearfull dreanreofhim, i 
Andry my febfe awake? That's falfeto’s bed? Is ick 





PifavsPslas good ihady, 2 9hi999.03 
Imo. \falfe? Thy Confcience witneffe: Lachimo; 

Thou didd'ftaccufe tim of incontinencie, ee 

Thou then look’ditjike a Villaine snow, me thinkes 


Thy 









a 


| "Thy faaours good enough, Some lay of {taly 
(Whole mother was her painting) hath betraid him: 
Poore I am ftale,a Garment out of fafhion, 
And he Lam ticher then tohang by tn’ 
beript: Topeeces with me 


ves ¢ are we omens ” 


We alles, 


ccs 


op at Goo 
lmo. True 
| Were in his tit yr! 
| Did fcandall many 3 +; oly tear 
Hgts, mott true Wretched: 


the Leaten on all propet 


E ‘rom thy ore: a 
1Do thou thy Maf g 
A little witneffe my obedience. 
T draw the 
| The innocent Manfion of my Loue ( 


eSword my felte, 


os but Gres 
n weds 
The riches of it. Li 
Thou mayft be valiant 
Bur now thou feem’tta 
Pif. Herrey nate 
| Thou ‘halt not damife 
Lind. wit 
AndifI dono 
| No Seruant of 
| There's aprohibiti of i 
| Thac crauens my weake hand : yeere’s MY 
| Something’s a fot: Soft, foft, wee no defence, 
chee thes Blesrriit Whatish ecre 
| The Scrip ture he Loyall Leonatus, 
| Alle Away ,away 
Sin; i you fhallno more 
Be Srort ay poore 
| Belecue 
| Do fecle 
Stands in worle cafe of 
That didd’t fet vp my difabedien 16 
My Farbetaane makes me put inte ¢ 
| Of Princely Fellowes, {lial heeres it 
Tt isno site of common pa flag ‘but 
A firaine of Rarenefle: andi greeue BY felfe, 
To thinke, when thou fhalt be difec do’d by her, 
That now thou tyreft on, how thy memory 
| Will chen be pang’d iby me. Pryti ce difpatch, 
The Lambe entreats the Butcher. .Whier’s thy Knife? 
Thou art ¢ £00 a wt thy Mafters bidd! 
When tdefire i 
Pir. < Oh Vc 
Since Ireceiwd cot 
Thaiet not of flepto sie Walt Ke. 
; Bed 


or 


ws ( 


tg 
J 
Ct 


lit 


iC-11abS Ler, 


¢ 


:Comiesh heatt 3 


2 


thote that are 


e’9 aia A t he 


© 


Hci pe ttne 


er Bae 


apreceric 


a thine or We ¢ 


“ 


where 


(TEP Pes a ere pt ST TT 


The Tragedte of Cimbeline. 


Ce aeRO 


OE A SESE SE TE LOT 


merce 


sci naan sama st AO IOC OEE ABODE OGLE 
wv ¥ 


ee 


AAO NE Te AE TIRE SOR OO 


ee 


You mul 


383 
Thelected Deere Beate thee > pee 
Pif, But to win tim 
To loofe fo bad uibploy helt in the which’ 
i haue confider’d of a courfe: good Ladie 
Heare me with patience. 
Imo, Taike thy tongue weary, fpeake : 
Tr haue heard J am a Strumpet, and mine care 
“herein falfe frooke, can cake no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to botrome that, But {pea ake. 
Pif. Then Madam, 
thoughr you 


Biko notba 
Imo. Motth 


inging me hea ere te 
Pif. Norf fo neithe 
Bucifl were as wife, as “Raber then 
My purpofe would proue well : it cannot be, 
y Mafier is abus’d. Soime Villaine, 
{ Gi ue ae in bis Art, hath done you both 
nis curied mmiur 
mo, Some Roman Curtezan ? 
No,on my life: 
le giue but notice you aredead, and fend him 
Sor ne blood ly igne of 1 t. For ‘tis commanded 
i thould do fo: you fhall be mift at Court, 
And that will well confirme it. 
Imo. Why good Fellow, 
What fhall ] dothe while? Where bide ? How liue ? 
Orin my life, what comfort, when I'am 
Dead to my Esa > 
Pif. tfyoul backe to ch’ Court. 
lwo. 0 Father, lor no more adoe 
Wich thath arth, noble, imple p 
That Ciotter, Ww hofe Loue fine) 
As fcarefullas a Siege. 
Pif, Afnor at Court, 
Theo not in Britaine muft you bi 
lzo. Wherechen? 
Hath! Britaine all che Sunne that fhines? Day ? Night? 
nor butin Britaine? Vcivworlds Volume 
caine feemes as Of it, butnotin’c: 
eat Pose aS s wannes-neft;p rythee thinke 
here’s livers out of Britaine. 
Pi f lam moft glad 
You thioke of other place: Th’Ambaflador, 
Lucius the Romane comes to. Milford-Hawen 
Tomorrow. Now, ifyou could weare a minde 
Darke, as yout Fortune ts, and bur difguife 
That which t’appeare it fe ra muft not yet be, 
But by felfe-danger, you fhould send a come 
Pretty, and full of vigwe: yea, happi ly,neere | 
The refidence of Pofthumus ; fo nie (at leaft) 
That though his ccc enot vifible, yet 
eport fhould render him houre ly to your eare, 
ruciy as hea imooues. 
Imo, Oh tor fuch meanes, 
[to my.modeftie, not death on’e 
uld adventure. 
Pif. Well then, heere’ s the point: : 
forget to be a Woman: change 
‘ommand, into obedience, Feare,and Niceneffe’ 
(The Handpaaides of all Women or more truely 
Woman it pretty felfe} into a waggith courage, 
Ready in gybes, quickeean{wer d,  faweie, and 
As quarre clious as the Weazell: Nay, you mutt 
Forget that rare eft Treafare of your Cheeke, 
Expoling it (but oht fis harder heart, 


cke againe. 
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304 
Alacke no remedy) tothe greedy touch 
Of common-kiffing Titan: and forget a 
Your labourfome and dainzy Trimmes, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo, Nay be breefe ? 
I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
Aman already. 

Pif. Firft, make your felfe but like one, 
Fore-thinking this. I haue already fic 
(‘Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doublet,Hat,Hofe, all 
That anfwer to them ; Would you in their feruing, 
(And with what imitation you car borrow 
From youth of fuch a feafon) ‘fore Noble Lucius 
Prefent your felfe, defire his feruice: tell him 
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know, 
If that his head haue eare in Muficke, doubtleffe 
With ioy he will imbrace you: for kee’s Honourable, 
And doubling that, moftholy. Your meanes abroad : 
You haue me rich, and I will neuer faile 
Beginning, nor fupplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with, Prythee away, 
There’s more'to be confider’d: but wee'll cuen 
All thet good time will giuevs. This.attempr, 
Tam Souldier tco, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, i prythee. 

Pif. Well Madam, we mutt cake a fhore farewell, 
Leaft being mift, I be fufpected of 
Your carriage from thé Court. My Noble Miftris, 
Heere is a boxe, [had it from the Queene, 
What’s in’t is precious : Ifyou are ficke at Sea, 
Or Stomacke-qualm’d at Land, a Dramme of this 
Will driue away diftemper. To fome fhade, 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods | 
Dire& y outo the beft.. 

Imo, Amen: Ithanke thee. 


~ 


—_— 


Exeuut. 


————_- 





Scena Quinta. 





Enter Cymbcline, Qeseene, Cloten, Lusius, 
and Lords, 

Cym. Thus farre,and fo farewell. 

Lye, Thankes, Royall Sir: 
My Emperor hath wrote, ! mutt from hence, 
And am right forry, that I muft report ye 
My Mafters Enemy. 

Cym. Our Subiects (Sir) 
Willnot endure his yoake ; and for our felfe 
To thew leffe Soueraignty then they, muft needs 
_} Appeare vn-Kinglike, 

Luc. SoSir:{[defreofyou 
A Conduét over Land, to Milford-Hauen. 
Madam, all ioy befall your Grace,and you, 

Cym. My Lords; you are appointed for that Office : 
The due of Honor, in no point omit : 
So farewell Noble Lucizs, 

Luc. Yout hand, my Lord. , 

Clot. Receiue it friendly ; but from this time forth 
I weare it as your Enemy, 

Luc.’ Sir, the Event 
Isyetto name the winner. Fare you well. 

Cym. Leaue not the worthy Lucivs,good my Lords 
Till he haue croft che Seuera. Happines. Exit Lucins ore 
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Qs. He goes hence frowning : but ichonours vs 
That we haue giten him caufe. 


Clot. *Tis all the better, 

Your valiant Britaines hawe their wi thes init, 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already tothe Emperor 
How it goes heere, Irtits vs therefore ripely ' 
Our Chariots,and our Horfemen be in readineffe: 
The Powres that he already hath in Gallia 
Will foone be drawne to head, from whence he moues 

- His warre for Britaine. 

Lu. ’Tisnot fleepy bufineffe, 

But muft be look’d too {peedily,and ftrongly. 

Cym, Our expedation that it would be thus 
Hath made vs forward, But my gentle Queene, » 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd 
Beforethe Roman, norco vs hath tender’d 
The duty of theday. Shelooke vs like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 

We bauenoted it. Call her before vs, for 
We haue beene too flight in fufferance. 
Qu. Royall Sirs 
Since the exile of Poffhamus,moft retyr’d 
Hath her fife bin : the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
‘Tistime muft do, Befeech your Maiefty, 
Forbeare fharpe fpeeches to her. Shee’sa Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ftroke;, 
And ftrokes deathtoher. — 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Cyw. Whereis fhe Sir? How 
Can her contempt be anfwer'd ? 
Mef. Pleafe you Six, 
Fer Chambers are all lock’d, and there’s no anfwer 
That will be given to’th’lowd of noife, we make. 
Qu, My Lord, when laft I went to vifit her, 
She pray‘d me to excufe her keeping clofe, 
Whereto conftrain’d by her infirmitie, 
She fhould that duticleaue ynpaide to you 
Which dayly fhe was bound to proffer s this 
She with’d me to make knowne : but our great Court 
Made me too blame in memory. 
Cym.-Her dooreslock’d? 
Not feene of late? Grant Heauens, that which 
Feare, proue falfe. 

Qu. Sonne,I fay, follow the King. 

Clot. That man of hers, Pifanie, her old Seruant: 
I haue not feene thefe two dayes. Exit, 

, 24. Go, looke after : 
Pifanio, thou that ftand’ft fo for Poffhuwans, 
Hehath a Drugge of mine: I pray, his abfence 
Proceed by {wallowing that. For he belceues 
Icis aching moft precious, But for her, 
Where is fhe gone? Haply difpaire hath feiz’d hers 
Or wing"d with feruour of her loue, the’s flowne 
To ber defit'd: Pofthuneus : gone fhe is, 
To death, orto difhonor, and my end 
Can make good vfe of either. Shee being downe, 
I haue the placing of the Brittifh Crowne. 
Enter Cloten, 

How now, my Sonne f 

Clot. ’Tis cestaine the is fled: 
Go in and cheere the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him, 

2x. All che betters may 
This night fore-ftall him ofthe comming day. Exit Q+. 

Clo. Loue, and hate her : for fhe’s Faire and Royall, 
And that the hath all courtly parts more exquifite aa, 


Exit, 


ee a ae 
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Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from cuery one 
The beft the hath, and fhe of all compounded 

| Out-felles chem all. [loue her therefore, but 

| Difdaining meyand throwing Pauours on 
The low Pofhumus, flariders fo her iudgement;, 
That what's elfe rare, is cloak’ di: and in chat point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeede, 
Tobe reueng’d vporher. For, when Fooles fhall— 

Enter Pifanto. 

| Who is heere? What, are you packing firrah? 

| Come hither: Abyeu precious Pandar, Villgine, 
Where isthy Lady e Ina word, or élfe 

| Thou act ftraightway withthe Fiends, 

Pif, Ob, good my Lord. 

| Clo, Where isthy Lady? Or,by Lupiter, 

LI willtiot askeagaine, Clofe Villaine, 

| He haue this Secret from thy heart, or tip 

| Thy hearttéfindeit. Is the with Pofthumas? 
From whofe fo many waights of bafeneffe, cannot 

| A dram of worth be drawne. 

Pif. Alas,my Lord, 

How can the be with him ?-When was the mifs’d? 
| He is in Rome: 
Clot, Whereis the Sir ? Come neerer: 
No farther halting ; fatisfie me home, 
What is become of her ? 

Pif. Oh, my all-worthy Lord: 

Clo. All-worthy Vallaine, 
Difcouer where thy Miftris is, at once, 
Atthe next word: no more of worthy Lord: 
Speake, or thy filence on the inftant, is 
Thy condemnation, and thy death. 

| Pif. Then Sir: 
| This Paper isthe hiftorie of my knowledge 

Touching her flight. 

Clo. Let’s fee’t: I will purfue her 
| Evento Asguftis Throne. — 

Pif- Orthis, or perifhs 
| She’s farre enough, and what helearnes by thisy 
| May prouc his trauell, not her danger. 

(fo. Humh. 
| Pif. Ie write to my Lord fhe’s dead : Oh Imogen, 
| Safe may ft thou wander, fafe returne agen. 

Clot. Sirra, is this Letter true ? 

Pif. Sirjas Tthinke. 

Clot. \tis Pofthurseshand,1 know’t. Sitrah, if thou 
| would’ftnot bea Villain, but do me true feruice: viider- 
| go thofe Imployments wherin I fhould hatte caufe to vie 

thee witha {erious induftry, thatis, what villainy foere I 
| bid thee do to performeit, directly and truely, I would 
thinke thee an honeft man : thou fhould’ft neither wane 
my meanes forthyreleefe, normy voyce for thy prefer- 
ment. 
Pif. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot. Wilethou ferue mee? For fince patiently and 
| cotiftantly chou haft Rucke to the bare Fortune of that 
| Begger Pofthumus, thou cant notin the courfe of grati- 
| tude, but bea diligent follower of mine, Wilt thou ferue 
| mee? 
| Pif. Sir, Twill. 
| Clo. Give mee thy hand, heere’smy purfe. Haft any 
| of thy late Mafters Garments in thy poffeffion ? 
| Pifan, Lhaue(my Lord) at my Lodging, the fame 
| Suite he wore, when he tooke leaue-of my Ladie & Mi- 
| ftreffe, ir are 

Cle. The firft feruice thoudoft mee, fetch that Suite 


) 
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hither, let it be thy firft feruice, go. 
Pif, 1fhall my Lord. Exit, 
Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Hauen: (1 forgot to aske 
him one thing, lle remember’t anon: ) euenthere, thou | 
villaine Pofthumws will Ikill thee. I would thefe Gar- | 
ments were come, She faide vpon atime (the bitternefte 
of it, [now belch from my heart) that fhee beldthe very 
Garment of Poffhumus, in more refpe&t, then my Noble 
and naturall perfon; together with the adornement of | 
my Qualities, With that Suice vpon my backe wil I ra— 
uith her: firft kill him,and in her eyes; there {hall the fee 
my valour, which wil then bea torment to hir contempt. 
de on the ground, my fpeech of infulment ended on his 
dead bodie, and when my Luft hath dined (which, asi 
fay, to vex her, I will execuce inthe Cloathes that the fo 
prais’d:)co the Court Ile knock her backe,foor her home 
againe, She hath defpis'd mee reioycingly, and Ile bee 
merry in my Reuenge. 
Enter Pifanto. 
Bethofe the Garments? 
Pif: I,my Nobie Lord. 
(1s. Howlong is’t fince fhe went to Milford-Hauen? 
Pif. She can {carfe be there yer. 
Cle. Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber, that is 
the fecond thing rhat I haue commanded thee. The third 


_is, that chou wilt be a voluntarie Mate to my defigne. Be}. 


buc dutions, and true preferment fhall tender it felfe to 

thee. My Revenge isnow at Milford, would I had wings. 

to follow it. Come,and be true, Exgt 
Pif. Thou bid’ me to my loffe : for true to thee, | 

Were to prone falfe, which ] will neuer bee 

Tohim that is mofttrue. To Milford go, 

And finde not her,whom thou purfueft. Flow,flow 

You Heauenly bleffings on her: This Fooles fpeede 

Be croft with flowneffe; Labour be his mecde. Exit 


Scena Sexta. 


_ Enter Insogen alone. 

Imo. \feea mans life is a tedious one, 
J haue cyr'd my felfe sand for two nights cogether 
Haue made the ground my bed. I fhould be ficke, 
But that my refolution helpes me : Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top, Pifanio fhew’d thee, 
Thou was’ within a kenne. OhIoue, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wrecched: fuch I meane, 
Where they fhould bereleeu’d. Two Beggers told me, 
T could not miffe my way. Will poore Folkes lye 
That have Affictions on them, knowing ‘tis 
A punifhment, or Triall ? Yes; no wonder, 
When Rich-ones {carfe tell crue. To lapfein Fulneffe 
Is forer, then to lye for Neede: and Falfhood 
Is worfe in Kings, then Beggess. My deere Lord, 
Thou art one o’th’falfe Ones : Now I thinke on thee, 
My hunger’s gone; buteuen before, I was 
At point to finke, for Food. But whatis this?. 
Heere isapath-coo't; ‘tis fome fauage hold: _ 
I were bef not call; I dare not call: yet Famine 
Ere cleaneit o're-throw Nature, makes ic valiant, 
Plentie, and Peace breeds Cowards ¢ Hardneffe cues 
Of Hardineffe is Mother. Hoa? who’s heere? 
If any thing that’s ciuill, fpeake:iffauage, = 


Take, 
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Take, orlend, Hoa? No anfwer? Then Ile enter, 
Bet draw my Sword ; and ifmipe Enemy 

But feare the Sword like me, hee'l {carfely looke on’. 
‘Such a Foe,good Heauens, 


Scena Septima. 





Enter Belarius,Guiderins, and Aruiragus. 
Bel, You Polidore haue proud beft Woodman, and 
Are Mafter of che Fea(t ; Cadwall, and J 
Will play the Cooke, and Seruant, ’tis our match: 
The iweat of induftry would dry, and dye 
} But forthe end it workes too. Come,our ftomackes 
Will make what's homely, fauoury : Wearinefle 
Can fnore vpon the Flint, when reftie Sloth 
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, 
Poore houfe, that keep’ft thy felfe, 
Gai. Lam throughly weary. 
Arui.. Lam weake with toyle, yet ftrong in appetite, 
Gui. Thereis cold meat i’ch’°Caue, we'l brouz on that 
Whilft what we haue kill’d, be Cook’d, 
Bel, Stay, come notin: 
But that ic eates our victualles, I fhould thinke 
Heere were a Faiery. 
Gui. What's the matter, Sir ? 
Bel. By lupicer an Angell : orifnor 
An earthly Paragon, Behold Diuineneffe 
| No elder thena Boy. 
“ Exter Imogen. 
Imo. Good mafters harme me not : 
Before [ encer’d heere, I call’d,aud thought 
Tohaue bego’d,or bought,what i hauetook:good troth 
Thaue ftolne nought,nor wou!d not,though I had found 
Gold ftsew'di'th’Floore, Heere’s money tor my Meate, 
I would haue left it on the Boord, fo foone 
As I had made my Meale ; and parted 
With Pray’rs for the Prouider, 
Gui. Money? Youth, 
e4rz. All Gold and Siluer rather turne to durt, 
As’tisno better reckon’d, but of thofe 
\ Who worfhip durty Gods, 
Imo, [fee you're angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, [ fhould 
Hause dyed, had Inor madeit, 
Bel, Whether bound ? 
_. Imo. To Milford-Hauen. 
Bel. What's your name? 
Imo, Fidele Sit : Vhaue a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark’d at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoft {pent with hunger, 
Tam falne in this offence, a 
Bel. Prythee (faire youth) 
Thinke vs no Churles : nor meafure our good mindes 
By this rude place we liue in.. Well encounter’d, 
Tis almoft night, you fhall haue better cheere 
Ere you depart; and thankes to ftay,and eate it: , 
Boyes, bid him welcome. / 
Gus. Were you a woman, youth, 
I fhould woo hard, but be your Groome in honefty: 
[bid for you, as I do buy. 
Arai. Me make’t my Comfort" 
He is aman, Ile love him as my Brother: 
And fucha welcome as I'ld giue to him 


- 







. 


“s 


~The Tragedy of Gmbeline. 


Exit. \ 









(After long abfence) fuch is yours. Moft welcome. 
Be fprightly , for you fall ‘mong ft Friends, 
_ Tmo. “Monght Friends? 
If Brothers : would it hag bin fo, tha 
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then h 
Bin leffe, and fo more equall balla 
To thee Pofhumus, 
Bel. He wrings at fome diftreffe. 
Gui. Would I could free’r, 
Arui, Or l,whatere itbe, 
What paine it coft, what danger : Gods! 
Bel. Hearke Boyes, 
Imo. Great men 
That had a Court no bigger then this Caue, 
That did attend themfelues, and had the vertue 
Which their owne Confcience feal’d rhem :!aying by 
That nothing-guift of differing Multitudes 
Could not out-peeretheferwaine, Pardon me Gods, 
I’ld change my fexe to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonatus falfe. 
Bel. Irthallbe%: 
Boyes wee'l go dreffe our Hunt, Faire youth comein;. 
Ditcourfe is heauy, fafting : when we haue fupp’d 
Wee'l mannerly demand chee of thy Story, 
So farre as thou wilt fpeake it, 
Gai, Pray draw neere. 
4rwi, The Night to’th’Owle, 
And Morne to th’Larke leffe welcome. 
Imo, Thankes Sir, 
4rwi, I pray draw neere, 


rthey 
ad my prize 
Ring 


. Exeuni, 








Scena Otlaua. 





Enter two Roman Senators,and Tribunes. 
1.Sea. Thisis thetenor of the Emperors Writ; 

Thar fince the common men are now in AGion 
’Gaiaft the Pannonians, ard Dalmatians, 
And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weake co vndertake our Wartres again 
The falne-off Bricaines, that we do incite 
The Gentry to this bufineffe. ‘He creates 
Lucins Pro-Confull : and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Leuy, he commands 
His abfolute Commiffion. Long liue Ce/ar. 

Tri. \s Lucius Generall of the Forces 2 

2-Sen. 1, 

Tri, Remaining nowin Gallia? 

1.5en. Withthofe Legions j 
Which I haue {poke of, whereunto your leuie 
Muft be fupplianr : the words of your Commiffion 
Will tye you to the numbers, and the time 
Of theirs difpatch, 

Tri. We will difcharge our daty. Exceunt, 

{aie 'as. 


eA tus Quartus, Scena Prima. 








Exter Clatten alone. 
Clot Yam neere to’th’place where they fhould meet, | 
if Pifanio haue mapp dittrucly. How fit his Garments | 


ferue me? Why fhould his Miftris whe was made by ss 
that 





























that mae the Taylor, not be fir too? The rather (fauing 
reverence of the Word ) for’tis faide'a Womans fitnefle 
comes by fits: therein I mut play the Workman, 1 dare 
{peakeit to my felfe, for itis not Vainglorie for'a man, 
and his Glaffe, to confer in his owne Chamber;1 meane, 
the Lines of my body areas well drawne as his ;no leffe 
young, moreftrong, not beneach him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him inthe aduantage of the time, abone himib 
Birth, alikeconuerfant in generall feruices,and more r¢- 


markeable in fingle oppofitions; yet this irnperfeuerante | 


Thing loues himit my defpight, What Mortalitic is? 
Pofthunus, thy head (which now is growing vppon thy 
fhoulders) fhallwictiin thishoure be off, thy Miiftris in- 
forced, thy Garments cut'to’peeces before thy face: and 
all thisdone, fparne her home toher Father, whomay 
(happily) be alittle angry for my forough vfage: but ny. | 
Mother hauing power of histeftineffe, fhall rurne alfin- 
toray commendations. My Horfeis tyed vp fafe, out | 
Sword, and toa fore purpofe : Fortune pur them into my 
hand: This is the very defeription of their meeting place 
and the Fellow dares not deceiue me. Exit. 


a ee eenneetiemnntiemnn | camemmmmaeaiinmmamnened 


Scena Secunda.“ 


es cit 


Enter Belavius ,Guiderins, Arniragus,and 
Imogen from the Cane. 
Bel. You are not well: Remaine heere in the Caue, 
Wee'l come to you after Hunting. 
Arui, Brother, ftay heere’: 
Are we not Brothers? 
Imo, Soman and man fhould be, 
But Clay and Clay, differs it dignitie, 
Whofe duftis both alike. Tam very ficke, 
Gui: Go you to Hunting, Ile abide with him, 
Imo, So ficke 1 am not, yetI am not well : 
But not fo Citizen a wanton, as 
To feemetodye, ere ficke? So pleafe you, !eaue me, 
Sticke royour Lourttall courfe :the breach of Cuftome, 
Is breach of all. Tamill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Sdciety, is no comfort 
To one not fociable : Iam not very ficke, 
Since I can reafon of it: pray youtruft me heere, 
Ile rob none bur my felfe, and let me dye 
Stealing fo poorely. 
Gui. Vlouethee : I haue fpoke it,’ 
How much the quantity, thewaightas much, | 
As I do lout my Father. 
Bel, What? How? how? 
Arui, If it befinne to fay fo (Sir) Iyoake mee 
In my good Brothers fault: I know not why 
} Lloue this youth, and I have heard you fay, 
Loue’s reafon’s, without reafon. The Beere at doore, 
Andademand‘who is't fhall dye, Pid fay? 
My Father, not this youth, 
Bel. Ohnoble ftraine 
O worthinefle of Nature, breed of Greatieffe! 
“Cowards father Cowards ,& Bafe things Syre Bact; © 
“Nature hath Meale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace. 
V’me not their Father, yer who this fhould bee, 
Deth myracle it felfe, lou’d before mee, 
"Tis the ninth houre o’ch’ Morne. 
Arui. Brother, farewell. 


\ 
| 


Lhe Tragedie of Qimbelme. 


ay 


Imo. Iwithyefport. re , 
Arnuti. Youhealth, —— So pleafe you Sire. 
Imo, ThefearekindeCreatures. Cs: 

Gods, what lyes Ihaue heard ; = 

Our Courtiets fay, all’s fauage, but at Cours; 

Experience, oh thou difproou'tt Report, amy | 

Th’emperious Seas breeds Monfters ; for the Dilhs:- x4 | 

Poore Tributary Riuers, as fweet Fifh ; Ge 

Tam ficke fill, heart-ficke; P#fanio, 

lle now tafte of thy Drugge. 

Gui. I couldnot firrehim ; ie 
He faid he was gentle, but vnfortunate; 
Difhoneftly affliced, but yet honeft. . 

Arui, Thus did he aufwer me z yer faid heereafter, 
i might knowmore. . ,. <. arenes 

Bel. To’th’Field, to’th Field: Sadia 
Wee'l leaue you for this time, goin,andreft, 

Arui, Wee'l not be long away... , 

Bel. Pray be not ficke;  ~ 
For you maftbe our Hufwife. 

Imo. Well,or ill, 

Tam boundto you, 

Bel. And thal’t be ever. 
This youth, how ere diftreft,appeares he hath had 
ood Anceftors. ee 

Arni. How Angell-likehe fings ? 

Gui. But his neate Cookerie ? 

Arni. He cut our Rootes in Charracters, — 
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Exit. 


| And fawe’it our Brothes, as /uwo had bia ficke, — 
| And he her Dieter. 


Arui. Nobly he yoakes 
A fmiling, with a figh; as ifthe fighe 
Was thatit was, for not being fuch a Smile: 


| The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would flye 
| From fo diuine a Temple, to commix 


With windes, that Saylors raile at. 
Gui. Tdonote, 
Thar greefe and patience rooted in them both, 


| Mingle their {purres together, 


Arai, Grow patient, ; 
And let the ftinking- Elder (Greefe) vntwine 


| His perifhing roote, with the encreafing Vine.. 


Bel, Ivis greatmorning. Come aways Who's there? 
Enter Cloten. 
Clo. 1 cannot finde thofe Runnagates, that Villaine 
Fath mock’d me, Jam faint. 
Bel. Thofe Rannagtes ? 
Meanes he not vs ? I partly know him, tis 
Cloten, the Sonne o’th’ Queene, I feare fome Ambufh:. 
I faw him not thefe many yeares, and yet 
I know *tishe: We are held as Out-Lawes: Hence, 
Gui. Heis bat ove: you, and my Brother fearch” ” 
What Companies are neere : pray you away, ’ 
Let me alone with him, 
Clot. Soft, what are you 
That flye me thus? Some villaine-Mountainers? . 
I haue heard offuch. What Slaue art thou? 
Gui. Aching, 
More flauith did I ne’re, then anfwering 
A Slaue without a knocke. | 
Clot. ThouartaRobber, : 
A Law-breaker, a Villaine s yeeldthee Theefe, 
Gai, Towho? to thee ? What art thou ? Haue noe Ii 
An arme’as biggeas thine ? A heart,as bigge ; 
Thy words I grant are bigger : for | weare not 
My Dagger inmy mouth, Say what thow arts 
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Clot, Thou Villaine bafe, 
Know’ft me not by my Cloathes ? 
Gui. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall : 
Whois thy Grandfather ? He made thofe cloathes, 
Which (as it feemes) make thee. 
Clo. Thou precious Varlet, 
| My Taylor made them not. — 
Gui. Hencethen, and thanke 
The man that gave them thee. Thou art fome Foole, 
-}1am loath tobeatethee. 
| Clot. Thouiniurious Theefe, 
Heare but my name, and tremble, 
Gui. What's thy name? 
Clo. Cloten, thou Villaine. 
| Gui. (leten, thou double Villaine be thy name, 
| L cannot tremble at it, were it Toad,or Adder, Spider, . 
|’ T would moue me fooner. _ 
| Clot. Tothy further feare, 
‘| Nay, to thy meere Confufion, thou fhalt know 
| Tam Sonne to’th’Queene. : 
} Gai. Lam forry for’t : not feeming 
| So worthy as thy Birth, 
1 (lot. Axtnotafeard? 
\ Gwi. Thofe that I ieuerence, thofe I feare: the Wife: 
| At Fooles I laugh :not feare them. 
1 Clot, Dyethe death; 
| When T haue flaine thee with my proper hand, 
{Tle follow thofe that euen now fled hence: 
4 And on the Gates of Luds-7 owne fet your heads: 
| Yeeld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt, 
Py Enter Belarius and Arniragus, 
‘Bel. No Companie’s abroad ? 
Ars#i, None inthe world: you did miftake him fure. 
Bel, {cannot tell : Long is it fince 1 faw hin, 
But Time hath nothing blurr’dthofe lines of Fauour 
| Which then he wore: the {natches in his voice, 


| And burft of {peaking were as his : 1am abfolure 


*Twas very Cloten. , 

Arwi. In this place we left them ; 
| Twith my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is fo fell. 

Bel. Being fearfe made vp, 
Imeane to man; he had not apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors : For defeét of iudgement 
Is oft the caufe of Feare, 

Enter Guiderius. 


_ | Bur fee thy Brother. 


Gui. This Clotes was a Foole,.anempty purfe, 
There was no money in’t: Not Hercules 
Could haue knock 'd out his Braines, for he had none: 
Yet! not doing this, the Foole had borne 
| My head, as I do his, a 
Bel. What haft chou done? 
4 Gui. Lam perfea what: cut off one Clotews head, 
{Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) 
Who call’d me frairor, Mountaineer, and {wore 
Wich bis owne fingle hand heel’d take vs in, 
Difplace our heads, where (thanks the Gods) they grow 
And ter them on Luds.Towne, : 
Bel. We areall vndone, 
Gai. Why,worthy Father what haue we to loofe, 
| Bucthat he {woreto take, our Lives ? the Law 
Proteéts i tvs, then why fhould we be tender, 
To let an airogant peece of flefh threat vs? 
Play Iudge, and Executioner, all himfelfe ? 


\ eed 


388 The Tragedy of Gmbeline. 


For we do feare the Law. What company 
Difcouer you abroad ? 
__ Bel. No fingle foule 
Sg * i. ie on: but in all fafereafon 

¢mutt hauc fome Attendants. Though hi 
Was nothing but mutation, J, and tg ‘acer 
From one bad thing to worfe: Not Frenzie 
Not abfolute madneffe could fo farre haue rau'd 
To bring him heere alone; although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that {uch as wee 
Caue heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in time 
May make fome ftronger head, the which he hearin 
(Asit is ike him) might breake out, and {weare . 
Heel’d fetch vs in, yetis’t not probable 
To rag Ae either he fo vndertaking, 
Or they fo fuffering : then on good eroun 
If we do feare this Body hath : ialle” on: 
More perillous then the head, 

Arwi, Let Ordnance 
Come as the Geds fore-fay it : howfoere, 
My Brether hath done well, 

Bel. Thadnominde 
To hunt this day : The Boy Fideles fickeneffe 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gui, With hisowne Sword, 
Which he did wane againft my throat, I haue tane 
His head from him: Ile throw’ into the Creeke 
Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fifhes, hee’s the Queenes Sonne, Cloten 
Tas all Ireake. Exit. : 
_ Bel. TV feare’twill be reueng’d : 
Would (Polidere) thou had’ft not done’t: though valour 
Becomes thee well enough, : 
Arai. Would Thad done’t: 

So the Revenge alone purfu'de me : Polidore 
Iloue thee brotherly, but enuy much 
Thou haft robb’d me of this deed: I would Reuenges 
That poffible Arength might meet,wold feck ys through 
And put vs to our anfwer, 

Bel. Well,’tis done: 
Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor feeke for danger | 
Where there’sno profit, Iprythee co our Rocke, 
You and Fidele play the Cookes : Ile ftay 
Till hafty Polidore returne, and bring him 
To dinner prefently, 

Arui, Poore ficke Fidele, 
Ile willingly to him, to gaine his colour, 
Il'd lec a parith of fuch Clotens blood, 
And praife my felfe for charity. Exit. 

Bel. Oh thou Goddeffe, 
Thou diuine Nature ; thou thy felfe thou blazon’t 
In thefe two Princely Boyes: they areas gentle (’ 
As Zephires blowing below che Violet, a 
Not wagging his fweethead;andyet,asrough 
(Their Royall blood enchaf'd) as the rud’ft “on A 
That by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine, ) 





And make him ftoopetoth’Vale. *Tis wonder 
That an invifible inftin& fhould frame them 
To Royalty vnlearn’c, Honor vntaughte, ; 
Ciuility not feene from other : yalour \ 
That wildely growes in them, but yeelds a crop 
As ifithad beene fow'd : yet ftill it’s ftrange 
What Clotens being heere to vs portends, 
Or what his death will bring vs, 

_ Enter Guideresws, 

Gwi, Where's my Brother ? 





“Pha Tnaeiag Gmbeline. 


Thaye {ent Clotens Clot-pole downethe freame, 
In Enbaffiz tohis Mother; his Bodie’s hoftage 
For his returne. Solemn Mufick, 
Bel, My ingenuous Infrument, 
(Hearke Polidore)it founds : but.what occafion 
Hath Cadwa/ now. to gine itmotion ? Hearke, 
Gui. Isheat home? 
Bel. He went hence even now, 
Gui. Whatdoeshemeane? .. 
Since death of my deer'ft Mother 
Itdid not {peake before. Ali folemne things 
Should anfwer folemne Accidents. The matter ? 
Triusmphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 
Isiollity for Apes, and. greefe for Boyes. 
Is Cadwall mad ? 
Enter Arnivagus, with Imegen dead, bearing 
her ts bis Armes, . 
Bel. Looke, heere he comes, 
And brings the dire occafionin his Armes, 
Of what we blame him for. 
Arn, The Bird is dead \ 
That wehaue madefomuchon. I hadrather — \ 
Haue skipt from fixteene yeares of Ag-,to fixty: ) 
Tohauerurn’d my leaping timeintoaCrutch, / 
Then haue feene this. 
Gut. Oh{weereft, fayreft Lilly : 
My Brother weares thee not the one halfe fo well, ) 
As when thou grew ’ft thy felfe, 
Bel, On Melancholly, 
Who euet yet could found thy bottome? Finde 
The Ooze, to fhew what Coaft thy fluggith care 
Might’ft eafileft harbour in. Thou blefled thing, 
Joue’knowes what man thou might’{t haue made: but J, 
Thou dyed fa moft rare Boy, of Melangholly. 
How found you him? Pe 
Arui. Starke,as you fee: 
Thus fmiling, as fome Fly had tickled umber, 


~ 


Not as deaths dart, being laugh’d ats hisright aN 
* } 


Repofing ona Cufhion. : 
| Gai. Where? ( 
Arui, O'ch’floore: \ 


His armes thusleagu’d, I thought he flept,and pur x 


My clowted Brogues from off my feete, whofe rudeneffe | 
Anfwer’d my fteps too lowd. J 
Gai, Why,he but fleepes : fr¥ 
Ifhe be gone, hee’l make his Graue, a Bed : 6 
With female Fayries will his Tombe be haunted, 
And Wormes willnot cometothee, _ 
Arwi, With fayreft Flowers 
Whil’t Sommer lafts, and J line heere, Fidele, 
Ile {weeten thy fad graue : thou fhalenor lacke 
The Flower that’s like thy face, Pale-Primrofe, nor 
The azur’d Hare-bell, like thy Veines : no, nor 
The leafe of Eglantine, whom ner to flander, 
Out-{weetned notthy breath: the Raddocke would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore fhaming: 
Thofe rich-left-heyres, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furs’d Moffe befides. When Flowres are none 
To winter-eround thy Coarf¢-——. 
Gui, Prythee haué done; \, . 
And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Which is fo ferious. Let vs bury him, 
And not protra&t with admiration,what 
Is now due debt. To’ch’graue. 
<4rui, Say where fhall’s lay him? | 


Gui. By good Exriphile, our Mother. 
Arni. Bee't fo: 
And let vs (Polidore) though now our Moyces. 
Haue got the mannith cracke, fing him to'th’ground 
As once to our Mother : vfe like note, and words, 
Saue that Ewriphile, mult be Fidele ’ 
Gui. Cadwah,' 
T cannot fing : lle weepe,and word it with thee $ 
For Notes of forrow, out of tune,are worfe 
Then Priefts, and Phanes that lye. 
Arni, Weel {peake it then, a 
Bel, Great gteefes I fee med’cine the leffe : For Clotess 
Is quite forgor, He was a Qiteenes Sonne,Boyes, 
And though he came our Encmy,remember 


He was paid forthat: chough meane,and mighty rotcing 
Together haue one duft, yet Reuerence 


° 


| (That Angell of the world) doth make diftin@ion 


Of place ’tweene high,and low. Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his life, as being out Foe, ~~ 
Yet bury bim,asa Prince, : 
Gai, Pray you fetch him hither, 
7 ber fites body is as good as Ajax, 
When neyther are alive. 
Arui, \fyou'l go fetch him, 
Wee'l fay our Song the whil’ft: Brother begin, 
Gui. Nay Cadwall, we mutt lay his head to th’Eaft, 
My Father hath areafon for't. 
Arai, ’Tistrue. 
Gai, Come on then,and remoue him, 
Avni. So, begin. 
SONG. 
Guid. Fearenomore the beate o’th’ Sin, 
Nor the furious Winters rages, 
Thou thy worldly taskhaf? aon, 
Home art gon and tane thy wages, 
Goldew Lads,and Girles all muff, 
Als Chimsney-Sweepers come to duft, 
Arui. Feareno more the frowne o'th Great, 
Thon art paft the Tirants froake, Pe 
Care no morete cloath and cate, 
To thee the Reede is as the Oake : 
The Scepter, Learning,Phy ficke muft, 
All follow this and come to duft. 
Guid, Feare xe more the Lightning flafh, 
Arui. Nor th’all_dreaded T bunderftone. 
Gui, Feare not Slander, Cenfurerafh, 
Arvi, Thewhaft finilh'd Toy and mene. 
Both, 4!) Loner s young all Louers wut, 
(onfigne to thee and come to duf. 
Guid. No Exorcifor barme thee; 
Arui. Nor nowitch-craft charme thees 
Guid. Ghoft valaid forbeare thee, 
Arui. Nothing il come neere thee. 
Both. Quiet confumation bane, 
And renowned be thy grane. 
Enter Belavius with the body of Cloten, 
Gui, We haue done our obfequies 
Come lay him downe, 
Bel.Heere’s a few Flowres,but ‘bout midnight more; 
The hearbes that haue on them cold dew o’th’night 
Are ftrewings fit’ for Graves: vpon their Faces. 
You were as Flowres, now wither’d: cuen fo 
Thefe Herbelets fhall,which we vpon you ftrew. 
Come on,away,apart vpon our knees : 
The ground that gaue them firft, ha’s them againe s 
Their pleafures here are patt,fo are their paine, Exenne. 
bbb Teogens 
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: Imogen awakess.* "sy 


Yes Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is thé way? 


. | Ithanke you : by yond buth? pray how farre thether ? 











































:Ods pittikins ; Gan it be fixe mile yet? . 
Thaue goue.all night : Faith, lle lye downe,and fleep 
But foft ; no Bedfcllow¢ Ob Gods,and Goddefles !:: / 
Thefe Flowres are like the pleafures of the World ; ( 
This bloody. man the:care on’. Lhopel dreame: \ 
For fo Pthought J was a Caue-keeper, 
And Cooke to honeft Creatures. Bat’ tis not fo: 
’T was but a bolt of nothing, fhot at nothing, 
Which the Braine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, 
4 Are fometimes like our Iudgements,blinde. Good faith 
} Itremble full with feare; buciftherebe — — ey, 
1 YetlefcinHeauen, as {mall a drop of pittie yi 
Asa Wrenseye ; fear'd Gods, a part of it. 
The Dyeame’s heere ftill :,cuen when I wake it is ) 
| Withour.me,as within me: notimagin’d;fele. 7 ° 
A headleffe man? The.Garments of Posthumus? 
} I know the fhape of’s Legge: this is his Hand: 
| His Foote Mercurial! : his martiall Thigh» » 
The brawnes of Hercules. but his Louiall face————~+,. 
Murther in heauen ? How ? tis gone... Pifanso, 
} All Curfes madded Hecuba gaue the Greekes, 
‘And mine to boot; be darted on thees thou 
Confpir'd with that Irregulous diuell Cloten, 
Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, andiead, 
Be henceforth treacherous. Damn’d Pifanio, 
Hath with his forged Letters (damn’d Pifanio) 
From this moft braueft veffell of the world 
Strooke the maine top ! Oly Peffhmmus, alas, 
Where.isthy head?where’s that? Aye me! where’s that ? 
| Pifanio might haue kill’d thee ac che heart, 
And left this head on. How fhould this be, Pifanio? 
1°Tis he, and Clotes : Malice, and Lucre inthem 
| Haue laid this Woe heere, Oh’cis pregnant, pregaant ! 
The Drugge he gaue me, which hee {aid was precious 
And Cordiall tome, haue I not found it 
| Murd’rous to’th’Senfes ? That confirmes it home: 
This is Pifanio’s deede, and Cleten: Oh: 
\ Giue colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, 
That wethe hortider may feeme tothote 
Which chance to finde vs.. Ob, my Lord! my Lord! 
Enter LuciwsyCaptaines and a Seoth{ayer. 
‘| Cap. Tothem,theLegions garrifon’d in Gallia 
+} After your will, hate croft the Sea, atrending ; 
| You heere at Milford-Hauen, with your Shippes: 
4 They are heere in readineffe. 
Luc, But what from Rome? 
Cap, The Senate hath ftirr’d vp the Confiners, : : 
And Gentlemen of Italy, moft willing Spirits, 
| That promife Nobiec Sexuice : and they come 
Voder the Condu& of bold sachimo, . 
4 Syensa’s Brother, ook 
1 Lac. When expedt-youthem? 
Cap, Witte next benefit o’th’winde,’ 
Luc. This forwardneffe 
j Makes our hopes faire, Command our prefentnumbers 
| Be mufter'd + bid che Captaines looke too't. Now Sir, 
| What hga¢ you dream’d of lare ofthis warres purpofe. 
| Sooths,Laft night,the very Gods fhew’d mea vifion 
(I faft,and pray’d for their Intelligence) thus : 
1 faw Foues Bird, the Roman Eagle wing’d 
From the {pungy South, to this pare of the Weft, 


~ | There vaaith'd io the Sun-beames,which portends 


| (Valefie my fionesabufemy Diuination) — 


jee ke 





Succefleto th’Roman‘hoaft. 
Luc, Dreame often fo, 


| Andneuerfalfe, Soft hoa, what truncke is here> 


Without his top ? Theruine fpeakes, that fometime 
It was a wort hy building: How? a Page? . 
Or dead, orfleeping on him ? But dead rather: 

For Nature doth abhorre to make his bed 

With the defund, or fleepe vpon the dead. 

Let’s fee the Boyes face. ~ ' 

Cap. Hee's aliuemy Lord. * a 

Luc, Hee'l then inftru vs of this body : Young one 
Informe vs of thy Fortuties, for it feemes ; 
They craue to be demanded : who is this 
Thou mak’ft thy blosdy Pillow ?Or who washe' | 
That (otherwife thennoble Nature did) fo 
Hath alter’d that good PiGure? What's thy intereft 
In this fad wracke? How came’t? Who is’t? 

What art thon? nse ie 
Imo, lamnothing: orifnot, ‘y Ge 

Nothing to be were better: This Was my Mafter, .” 

A very valiant Britaine, and a good, Big 

That heere by Mountaineers lyes flaine: Alas, ‘ 

There is no more fuch Mafters : 1 may Wander gi 

From Eaft ro Occident, cry out for Seruice, 

Try many, all good: ferue truly : never’ 

Finde fuch another Mafter. 

Luc. *Lacke,good youth: 

Thou mou’ft no leffe with thy complaining, then 
Thy Maifter in bleeding : fay his name,good Friend, 

Imo, Richard du Champ : \f1 do lye,and do 
No harme by it, though the Gods heare, Ihope 
They’l pardon it. Say you Sir? 

Luc, Thy name? 

Timo, FideleS¥. . 

Luc. Thou doo’ft approue thy felfe the very fame: 
Thy Name well fics thy Faith; thy Faich,chy Names 
Wilt take thy chance with me? twillnotfay 
Thou fhalt be'fo well mafter’d, but be fure 
No leffe belou’d. The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Confull to me, fhould not fooner _- 

Then thine owne werth preferre thee: Go with me. — 

Ime. lle follow Sir. But firft,and’t pleafe the Gods, 
Ile hide my Matter ftom the Flies,as deepe 
As thefe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when 
With wild wood-leaves & weeds, 1 ha’ ftrew’d his graue 
Andon it faida Century of prayers 
(Such as I can)twice ore, Ile weepe,and fighe, 

And leauing fo his feruice,follow you, 
So pleafe you entertaine mee. 

Las. 1 good youth, sa 
And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee: My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught vs manly duties: Let vs 
Finde out the prettieft Dazied-Plot we can, 

And make hira with out Pikes and Partizans 

A Graue: Come, Arme him: Boy hee’s prefert’d 
By thee, to vs, and he fhall be interr’d 

As Souldiers can. Be cheerefull ; wipe thine eyes, 


Titel ii, 








Some Falles are meanes the happier to arife, Exeant 
Scena T ertia. 


Enter Cynsbeline, Lords,and Pifanio. ee 
Cym. Againe: and bring me word how tis with her, 
A Feauour with the abfence of her Sonne; ; ; 
























The Tragedie of Gymbeline. 


ea 4 
A madneffe, of which her life’s in danger : Heauens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone; My Queene 
Vpona defperare bed, andin atime 
When fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, 
So needfull for this prefent PIt ftrikes me,patt 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Who needs muft know of her departure, and 
Doft feeme fo ignorance, wee'l enforce it from thee 
Bya fharpe Torture. 
Pif. Sir, my life is yours, 
Thumbly ferit at your will: But for my Mifris, 
[nothing know where fhe remaines : why gone, 
Nor when fhe purpofes returne. Beicech your Highnes, 
Hold me your loyall Servant, 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
The day that the was milling, he was heere; 
t dare be bound hee’s true, and fhall performe 
All parts of bis fubiection loyally. For C/oten, 
There wants no diligence in fecking him, 
And will no doubt be found, 
Cym. Thetimeistroublefome: 
Wee'l flip you for a feafon, but our i¢aloutie 
Do’s yet depend. 
Lord. So pleafe your Maiefty, 
The Romaine Legions,all from Gallia drawne, 
Are landed on your Coat, with a lupply 
OfRomaine Gentlemen, by the Senate fenr. 
Cym, Now forthe Counfaile of my Son and Queen, 
I am amaz d with matter. 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can affront no leffe (ready: 
Then what you heare of, Come more, for mere you're 
The wancis,but to put thofe Powres in motion, 
That long to moue, 
Cym. Tthanke you : let’s withdraw 
And meetethe Time, asit feekes vs, We feare not 
What can from Italy annoy vs, but 
We greeve at chancesheere. Away. Exeunt 
Pifa. Theard no Letter from my Mafter,fince 
I wrote hin Jmsoges was flaine. “Tis ftrange: 
Not heare I from my Miftris, who did promife 
To yeeld me oftentydings. Neither know I 
Whatis betide to Cloten, but remaine 
Perplextinall, The Heavens ftill muft worke : 
Wherein Lam falfe, Jam honeft : not true, to be true. 
Thefe prefent warres fhal! finde lloue my Country, 
Euen to the note o’th’Kiag, or Ile fallin thems 
All other doubts, by time let them be cleer’d, 
Fortune brings in fome Boats,that are not fteer’d. Exit, 


Scena Ouarta. 
a) 


Enter Belavius ,Guiderius co Avuiraga. 

Gui. The noyfe1s rotnid about vs. 

Bel. Let vs fromic. 

Arui. Whatpleafure Sir,we finde in life, to locke it 
From Action,and Aduenture, 

Gai. Nay,what hope 
Haue we in hiding vs? This way the Romaines 
Muft, ot for Britaines flay vs or recciuc vs 
For barbarous and viinaturall Reuolts 
During their vfe,and flay vs after. 


ee ee 


Bel, Sonnes, = 

Wee'l higher to the Mountaines, there fecure v.. 
To the Kings party there’s no going: newnefle _ 
Of Clotens death (we being not knowne, not mufter’d 
Among the Bands) may driue vs to a render 
W here we have liu’d: and fo extort from’s that 
Which we haue done, whofe anfwer would be death 
Drawne on with Torture, 

Gui, This is (Sir)a doube 
In {uch a time, riothing becomming you, 
Nor fatisfying vs. 

Arui. Trisnot likely, 
That when they heare their Roman horfes neigh, 
Behold their quarter’d Pires ; haue both their eyes 
Aud eares fo cloyd importantly a3 now, 
That they will wafte cheir time vpon ournore, 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. Oh,I am knowne 
Of many in the Army : Many yeertes 
(Though Cloten then bat young) you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrance, And befides, the King 
Hath not deferu’d my Setuice, nor your Loues, 
Who finde in my Exile, the want of Breeding ; 


_ The certainty of this heard life, aye hopeleffe 


To haue the courtefie your Cradle promis d, 
But to be ftill hot Summers T anlings,and 
The fhrinking Slaues of Winter. 
Gui. Thenbefo, 
Better to ceaferobe. Pray Sir, to’th’ Army: 
I, and my Brother are not knowne ; your felfe 
So out of thought, and thereto fo ore-growne, 
Cannot be queftion’d. 
Arni. By this Sunne that fhines 
{le thither: Whar thing is’t, chac I never 
Did fee man dye, fearte ever look’d on blood, 
Buc that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Venifon? 
Neuer beftrid a Horfe faue one, that had 
A Rider like my felfe, whone’re wore Rowell, 
Nor fron on his heele ? 1am afham’d 
To looke vponthe holy Sunne, to have. 
The benefit of his bleft Beames,remaining 
Sv long a poore vnknowne, 
Gui. By heauens Ile go, 
If you will bleffe me Sir, and giue meleaue, 
Tetake the better care’: but if you will not, 
The hazerd therefore due fall on me,by 
The hands of Romaines. 
Arui. So fay 1, Amen, 
Bel. Noreafon I (fince of your liues you fet" 
Soflight a valewation) fhould referue 
My crack’d one to more care. Haue with you Boyes: 
If in your Country warres you chance to dye, 
That is my Bed roo (Lads jana there Ile lye. 
Lead, lead; the time feemslong, their blood thinks fcorn 
Till ir Aye out,and fhewchem Princes borne. © Exenat. 


Actus Quintus. ScenaPrima,. 


Enter Poftbumus alone. 


Pot. Yea bloody cloth ,}e keep thee ¢ for 1 am witht, 


Thoh fhould’ft be colour’d thus. You married ones, 

Ifeach of you fhould take this courfe, how many 

Muft murcther Wiues much berter then themfelues’ © 
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For wrying but alittle? Oh Prfanio, 

Euety good Seruant.do’s not all Commands: 

No Bond, but to do iuft ones. Gods, if you 

Should haue ‘tane vengeance on my faults, Incuer 

Had liu’d to pat on this: fo had youfaued 

The noble /mogen, to repent, and ftrooke 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacke, 
You {natch fome hence for litle faules; rhar’s loue 

To haue them fal! no more : you fome permit 

To fecond illes with illes, each elder worfe, 

And make then dread it, to the dooers thrift, 

But /mogen is your owne, do your beft willes, 

And makeme bleftro obey. Iam brought hither 
Among th’Italian Gentry, and to fight 

Againft my Ladies Kingdome :’Tis enough 

That (Britaine) I haue kill’d thy Mifltis: Peace, 
Ile giueno wound tothee: therefore good Heauens, 
Heare patiently my purpofe. Tle difrobe me 

‘| Of thefe Italian weedes, and fuice my felfe 
Asdo’s a Britaine Pezant : fo lle fight 

Againft the part I come with :fo le dye 

For thee (O Jmogen) even for whom my life 

Is euery breath,a death : and thus, vaknowne, 
Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill- 
My felfe Tle dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, then my habits fhow. 

Gods, put the Rrength o’th’ Leonati in me : 

To fhamethe guize o’th’world, I will begin, 
The fafhion leffe without, and more within. Exit. 
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Scena Secunda. 





meee 


Enter Lucius, Tachimo,and the Romane Army atone doore: 
and the Britaine Army at another : Leonat ws Pofthumus 
following like a poore Souldier. They march ouer, and goe 
out. Then enter agasme in Skirmifh Lachimoand Posthu- 
mus: hevanquifneth and difarmeth Iachimo, and then 
leaues him, . 


fac, The heauineffe and guilt within my bofome, 
Takes off my manhood : I haue belyed a Lady, 
{ The Princefle ofthis Country ; and the ayre on’t 
Reuengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Natures, haue {ubdu'de me 
In my profeffion ? Knighthoods,and Honors borne 
| As I weare mine)are titles but of {corne. 
| Ifthat thy Gentry (Britaine) go before 
| This Lowe, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
Is,that we fcarfe are men, and youare Geddes. Exit. 
} 0). The Battaile continues, the Britaines fly,Cymbeline is 
taken +] hen enter to his re(cue, Bellarius, Guiderius, 
and Arnirag us. 
| > Bet Stand; ftand;we haue th’advantage of the ground, 
| The Lancis guardéd : Nothing rowts vs, but 
| The wiliany of our feares, 
| . Gai. Aru. Stand,ftand,tand fight. 


” Enter Pofthumiw ,andfeconds the Britaines, They Refcue 
0. Cymbeline, and Exeunt. 
os Thea enter Lucius, Lachimo, and Imogen. 
Luc,, Away boy from the Troopes,and {auc thy felfe: 
For frignds kil friends,and the diforder’s {uch ~ 


oy ert 
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As warre were hood- wink’d. 

Tac. "Tis their frefh fupplies. 

Lve. Itisa day turn’d ftrangely ; or betimes 
Let’s re-inforce, or fly. 





Exeunt | 
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Scena Tertia, 
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; ate pathomns, and a Britaine Lord, 

or. Cam’ft thou from where they made th 

eran 'y e ftand? 
Though you it feemes come from the Fliers? 

Lo, I did, 

Poft. No blame be to you Sir, for all was loft, 

Bat that the Heauens fought : the King himfelfe 
Ofhis wings defticute, the Army broken, 
And but the backes of Britaines feene yall flying 
Through a ftrait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, we U 
Lolling the Tongue with flaught’ring : hauing worke \ 
More plentifull, then Tooles to doo’t : ftrooke downe 

| Some mortally, fome flightly touch’d, fome falling ) 
Meerely through feare,that the Arait paffe was damm’d 
With deadmen, hurt behinde,and Cowards lining 
To dye with length’ned fhame. é 

Lo. Where was this Lane? 

Poff Clofsby the battell,ditch’d, 8 wall’d with turph 
Which gaue aduantage roan ancient Soldiour 
(An honeft one I warrant) who deferu’d 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for’s Country, Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two ftriplings (Lads more like corun 
The Country bafe, then to commit fuch flaughter, 
With faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer 
Then thole for preferuation cas’d, or fhame) 
Made good the paffage, cryed to thofe that fled. 
Our Britaines hearts dye fying,.notour men,  ~ 
To darknefle fleete foules that flye backwards; ftand, 
Or we are Romanes, and will giue youthat : 
Like beafts,which you fhun beafily, and may faue 2 
But to looke backe in frowne :Stand,ftand. Thefe 4 


r] 


Three thoufand confident, in aéte as many : 
Fos three performers are the File, when all 
The reft do nothing. With this word fland, ftand, 
Accomodated by the Places more Charmin 
With their owne Nobleneffe, which could haue turn’d 
A Diftaffe, to a’Lance, guilded pale lookes; 
Part fhame, parc fpirit renew’d, that fome turn’d coward 
But by example (Oha finne in Warre, 
Damn’d in the firft beginness) gan to looke 
The way that they did, and to erin like Lyons 
Vponthe Pikes o'th’Huntérs, Then beganne 
A ftop i’th’Chafer ; a Retyre: Anon 
A Rowt, confufion thicke : forthwith they flye 
Chickens,the way which they ftopt Eagles: Slaves 
| The ftrides the Victors made: and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o’th’need: hauing found the backe doore open 
Of the vnguarded hearts : heauens,how they wound,, 
Some flaine before fome dying ; fome their Friends 
Ore-borne i’th’former waue,tenchac’d by one, 
Are now each one the flaughrer-man of twenty : 
Thofe that would dye, or ere refit, are growne 
The mortall bugs o’th’Field. 





The Lhe Tragedte of Gmbeline. 


~~ Lord. This was is was ftrange c ice oe 
i A narrow Lane at old man,and two Boyes, 
Poff. Nay, do not wonder at it: you are made 
Rather co wonder at the things you heare, 
(Then to workeany. Will you Rime vpon'r, 
And yencit for a Mock’ric ? Heere is one: 
Tivo Boyes,an Oldman (twice a Boy)a Lane, 
‘Dreferu'd the Britaines, was the Romaues Pave. 
Lord, Nay,be not angry Sir. 
Poff. Lacke,to what end ? 
Who dares not and his Foe, tle be his Friend : 
For if hee’l do, as he is made to dao, 
I knowhee’l quickly flye my friendfhip too. 
You haae put me into Rime. 
Lord. Farewell, you're angry, Exit. 
Pof. Still going 2 This is a Lord : Oh Noble mifery 
Tobe i’th’Fieldjand aske wharnewes of me: 
To day, how many would haue giuen their Honours 
To ane {au’d their Carkaffes? Yooke hcele to doo’r, 
Andyet dyed too. fe sae owne woe charm’d 
Could not finde death, where I did heare him groane, 
Nor feele him where he frooke. Being an vgly Monfter, 
"Tis Arange he hides him in frefh Cups, foft Beds, 
Sweet words; or hath moe minifters thes we 
That draw his kniues ?ch’War, Well I will finde him: 
For being now 2 Fauourer to the Britaine, 
No more a Britaine, | baue refum'd againe 
The part Icamein. Fight ! willno more, 
But yeeld me to the verieft Hinde, that (hia! l 
Once touch my fhoulder, Great the flauehrer is 
Heere madeby’th Romane; great the Anfwer be 
Britaines muft take. For me, my Ranfome’s death, 
On eycher fide I come to {pend my breath ; 
Which neyther heere Iie keepe, nor beare agen, 
But end it by fome meanes for Zasogen, 
Enter two C aptaines and Soldiers. 
t Great Jupiter be prais’d, Lucius is taken, 
’Tis thought the old man,and bis fonnes, were Angels. 
2 There wasafourth man,ina filly habit, 
That gaue th’ Affront with them, 
t So’tisreported : 
But none of ‘em can be found. ‘Stand,who’ s there ? 
Pofts A Roman, 
Who had not now beene drooping heere, if Seconds 
Had anfwer’d him. 
2 Lay hands on him: a Dogge 
A legge of Rome fhall not returne to tell 
What Crows haue peckt them here : he brags his fernice 
Asif he were of nore: bring him to ‘th'King.. 
Enter Cymbeline,Belarius Cniderins, Aruiragus,Pifanio, and 
Romane Captiues.. The Captaines prefent Pofthumus to 
Cymbeline,who deliners himoncr to a Gaoler. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Pofthumws,and Gaoler. 

Gao. You thall not now be ftolne, 
You haue lockes vpon you : 
So graze, as you finde Pafture. 

2.Gao, I,oraftomacke. 

Poff, Moft welcome bondage; for thou art a way 
(Ithinke) to liberty: yet am |: better 
Then one that’s. ae o th’Gowt, fince he had rather 


Groanefoin perpetuity, then becur'd 
By’th’fuce Phyfician, Death; whois the key 
T vnbarre thefe Lockes,My Confcience, thou are fetter’d 
More then my fhanks,& wrifts:you good Gods giue me 
The penitent Inftrument to picke that Bole, 

Then free for euer. Is’cenough I am forry ? 

So Children temporal] Fathers do appeafes 

Gods are more full ofmercy. Mufti repent, 

I cannot do ixbetter then in Gyues, 

Defir’d, more then conftrain’d, to fatisfie 
Ifof my Freedome’tis the maine part, take 
No ftriéter render of me, then my All, 
I know you are more clement then vilde men, 

Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 
A fixt,a tenth, letting them thriue againé 
On their abatement ; that’s not my defire. 
For Imagens deere life, take mine, and though 
"Tis nor fo deere yet tisalife; you coyn’d it, 

"T weene man, and man, they waigh not eucry flampe: 
Though light, take Peeces for the figures fake, 
(You rather) mine being yours: anafo great Powres,: 
Ifyou will take this Audir, take this life, 
And cancell thefe cold Bonds, Oh Imogen, 
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i peak thee i in filence. 


5 olemne Muficke. Enter (as in an Apparation)Sicitliws Leo- 
nats, Father te Pofthumus an old inan,attpred like a war- 
riour, leading in bis band an ancient Matron (bis wife, & 
Mather to Posthumus ) with Maficke before them, Then} 
after other Mujicke. follewes the two young Leonati (Broe 
thers to P oSthumus) with wounds as they died inthe warrs. 
They circle Pofthunsus ronnd as be lies fleeping. 


Sicil. No more thou Thunder-Ma@er 
fhew thy {pight,on Mortall Flies; 
With Mars fall out with J#no chide,thac thy Adulteries 
Rates,and Reuenges, 
Hath my poore Boy done ought but well, 
whofe face I neuer faw : 


| Idy’de whil’ftin the Wombe he flaide, 


attending Natures Law, 
Whofe Father then (as men repore, 
thou Orphanes Father arr) 
Thon fhould’tt haue bin, and theelded him, 
from this earth-vexing fmart. 
(Moth, Lucina lent not me her ayde, 
but tooke me in my Thrawes, 
That from me was Poffhumusript, 
came crying *mong’tt his Foes, 
A thing of pitry. 
Sicil. Great Nature like his Anceftrie, 
moulded the ftuffe fo faire: 
That he d:fert’d the praife o’th'World, ' 
as great Sicslins heyre, 
1.Bro, Whien once he was mature for man, 
in Bricaine where was hee 
That could ftand vp his paralell, ? 
Or fruitfull obie& bee? 
In eye of Jmogen, that beft could deeme 
ie dignitie. 
. With Marriage wherefore was he mptke 
to be exil'd,and throwne : 
From Leonati Stace, aid caft from her, 
his deereft one ¢ 
Sweete Tnsogen ? 
Sic. = did you fuffer ee flight thing of = 
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To taint his Nobler hare & braine,;with necdleffeicloufy, | 
And to become the geeke and {corne o’th’others vilany? | 
2 Bro, For this, from ftiller Seats we caine 
our Parents,and vsiwaine, 
That ftriking in ont Countries caufe, 
. fell brauely and were flaine, 
Out Fealty 8 Tenantius tight, with Honorto maintaine. 
1 Bro. Like bardiment Poffhamus hath 
to Cymbeline perfora’d: ' 
Then lupiter,) King of Gods, why haf } thus adiourn'd 
The Graces for his Merits due, being allo dolorscurn’d? | 
Sicil. Thy Chriftall window opes looke, 
looke out, is longer exercife : 
Vpon a valiant Race, thy harfh,and potent iniuries : 
Moth, Since(lupicer)our Son is.good, 
take off his miferics. 
Sicil, Peepe through thy Marble Manfion, helpe, 
or we poore Gholts will cry = 
Toth fhining Synod of the reft,againfftby Deity. - 
Brothers. Helpe (lupiter) oc we appeale,: 
and from thy iuftice flye. ns iad 
Lupiter defeends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting uppon an 
Eagle : hee throwes a Thupder-bolt.. TheGhoftes fall on 
» their knees. 
Iupiter, No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Offend our hearing : hufh, How dare youGhoftes 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you knoy) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts: 
Poore fhadowes of Elizium, hence, andre} 
Vpon your neuer-withering bankes of Flowrss, 
Be not with mortall accidents oppreft, 
No care of yours it isy you know ’tis ours... 
‘Whom beft I loue, I croffe; co make my guift 
The more delay’d, delighted., Becontent,, 
Your low-laide Sonne, oar Godhead willwplif: 
His Comforts thrive, his Trials well are {pent :_. 
Our [ouiall Starre reign’d at his, Birthyandin, . 
‘Our Temple was he married :Rifejand fade, 
tHe fhall be Lord of Lady imagen, she 
jAnd happier much by his Affliction made; - 
!This Tablec lay vpon his Breft;wherein .... 
* Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine,. 
And fo away: no farther with your dinng.-, .,., 
| Expreffe Impatience, leaft you ftirre vp. mine 
|Mount Eagle; to my Palace Ciriftalline.,;.., Afcends 
| Sicil. He came in Thunder, his'Celeftiall breath 
F Was fulphurous to {mell sche holy Eagle... .... 
iStoop'd, as to foore vs: his Afcenfionis _... 
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More fweet then our bieff Fields ; his Royal! Bird 
Prunes the itnmortall wing, and cloyés his Beake, : ; 

AswhenhisGodispleas’dye yt. ta jemi Dd iw? 
+ All. Thankes Tupiter., ¢ - .- 


Sic. The Marble Pave 
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| As good, as promife, 


' feene him fo pigtur’d : youmutt. ciches bee directed by’ . 
' fome chat take.vpon themto know,or to.takevpon your! | 


_ after-enquiry omyour.owne peril! : and:how,you: fhall |, 
_ {peed in your iournies end, I thinke you'l newer returne 


- to tell one. 


| dire& them the way I am going, but fuch as winke, and | 


, the King. 


: madefrees +; 


Be not, as is our fangled world, aGarment 
Nobler then thatit covers. Let thy effects 
So follow, to be moft vnlike our Coursiers, 





Reades. 

NJ Hen as 4 Lyons whelpe, fall to bimfelfe unknown, with. 

ont fecking finde, and bee embrac’d by apeece of teuder 
Ayre: And when from a ftately Cedar lhalibe lopt branches 
which being dead many yeares, {hall after reuiue, bee ioynted i 
the old Stocke , and frefbly grom, then [ball Poftbumus end hi 
miferies, Britaine be fortunate, and flourif in Peace and Plen- 
tie, 5 ; We 
Tis ftilla Dreame.: or elfe fuch ftuffe as Madmen 
Tongue, and braine not : either both,or nothing, 
Or fenieleffe fpeaking, or a {peaking fuch 
As fenfe cannotyntye: Be whatiris, 
The A&ion of my life is like it, which Ile keepe 
If but for fimpathy. sa 

Enter Gaoler, 

Gao. Come Sit, are you ready for death? 

Poft. Ouer-roafted rather : ready long ago. 

Gao, . Hanging is the word, Sir, if you bee readie for 
that, you are well Cook’d., .,.. isk : 

Poft. So ifI prouc a good repaft to the SpeGtarors,the 
difh payes the fhor. 

Gao. A heany reckoning for you Sir: But the comfort 
ig you fhall be called to no more payments, fear no. more 
Tauerne Bils, which are often the fadneffe of parting,. as 
the procuring of mirth:.you comein faint for want, of 
meate, departreeling with too much drinke :forrie shat} 
you haue payedtoo much, and forry that yoware payed 
too much; Purfe.and Braine. both empty-:the Brain the 
heauier, for being too light; the Purferoo-light, | being 
drawne ofheauineffe. Oh,ofthis contradiion you fhall 
now be quit: Oh the charicy of apenny,Cord,itfummesi} 
vp thoufands inatrice: youhaueno true Debitor, and 
Creditor butis.:.of what's paft, is, andtocome, the dif-} 
charge: yournecke(Sis }is Pen, Booke,and Gounters 5 {0 
the Acquittancs followes, anw sit 

Poft. Lam merrier-to dye,thes thouart to-lives 

Gao. Indeed Sir, he thar {leepes,feeles nos the Tooth: } 
Aches but aanan that were to, fleepe yourfleepes:and ai} 
Hangman tohelpe himro bed, I think:heaydbld change 
places, with his Officer: for,dook-you Siz, you know.n0t" 
which way you fhall go. bron iat 

Poft. Yes indeeddo.t, fellow. net 

Gao. Your death has eyesin's head then.: 





T have not 


felfe that which am {ure you.do not know; toriumpthe 


Poff. tell thee, Fellow, there are none want éyes,to |, 


will not yfe them. <: oss 
Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, thar a man fhold|_ 
have the belt vfe of eyes, to fee the way of blindneffe: I 
am fure hanging’sthe way.of winking. .. 
Eater a Meffengens 6 00 80 YO 
Mef. Knocke off his Manacles,bring your Prifonerto | 
Poff. Thoubring’ft good newes; Famicall’d:to bee 
Gao. Ilebehang’dshen, gy. is7 -eradil es (ste ay) . 
Poft. ‘Thou fhals be then freer the@a Géoler;nobolts eo 


at OE 
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| for the dead. 

Gao. Voleffe aman-would marry aGallowes, & be- 
get yong Gibbets, Ineuet faw one fo prone yet on my 
Confcience, there are vericr Knaues defitetoliue, for all 
he be a Roman ; and there be fome of themtoo that dye 
againft their wilkesst ofhould J, if] wereone. I would 
we were all of oné mage ind ‘oneminde good: O there 
were defolation of Gaolérs atid Galowles : I ipeake a- 
gointt my prerene profit, burmy wifh hath @ preferment 
in’t, Exeunt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius | Guiderias, Arui- 
ragus, Pi pois on Lords, 
| Cym.Scand by my tide y dt, whom the Gods haue 
| Preferuers ofmy Throne’: woe is my hearer, 
| That'the poore Souldier that fo tichly foughe, 
Whoferagees, fham’d gilded Armes, whole naked breft 
Steptt before” Targes of ptoofe, cannot be found: 
| He fhall be happy. thatican finde him,if 
| Onr Grace can make him {fo 
Bel. ‘Lnever faw 
Such Noble fity in fo péore 4 Thing ; 
| Such precious deeds, i inonethat promis nouehe 
But beggery,and poore lookes, 
Cyw. Notydings of him? 
Pia. He hath bin fearch’d amongthe dead 8 
) But no trace of him.? 


made 


. 
; 


o 
“ Tiuio ings; 


Cym. TomiyetecféTant’ *: ii bad 


The heyré of his Reward which T will adde 
| To you (the-Liver, Heart, and Braine of Britaine) 
| By sel (I grant) (he lives. "Tis now the time 

Fo aske of whence you ates Reportit, | * : * 

Bel, Sitz'd as 

‘In Cambria are we borbejatid Gentlemen: ” * 

Further to boaft, were neyther true, nor moder, 
PVinileffe I addegwe! aré hone(t, 

Cym, Bow yourkneess 

“Arifemy Knights o’th’Battell, Tcreate you” 

Companionsto'our petfon, and will fi you 

With Dignities beco: imine your eftates, 

Enter Cornelias and Ladies. 
{There's bufirieffe ia thete-fates : why fo fadly 
| Greet you our Victory Pyou looke Tike Rowmaines, 
| And not o’th’Court of Brieaine:’ 
\' Corn. Hayle great King, je 
|'To fowre your happinefi¢; ‘Peis report 

The Queeneisidéade © 0874 rt 
(  Cym. Who worfe theta Ph yGtian 

{W ould this report ¥ecome? Bart confider; 

‘By Med’cine fife inay be piotong’d, yet debit’ 
| Will feize che DSc tbo: "How ended fhe? 

Cor, With hotror, ardly ating, like her fife, 
Which (being d nel othe world) ‘Gonrdluded 
| Moft cruellto her’ fete.’ What fhe'coifeR, ” 

Iwillrepore, fo pieafe' you? Thetéher Women ce 

Can trip me,if I erre, who witls Wet chéek¢s Apes 
| Were prefent when the finith’ d.: sistegeanihe 

| Cyms. Prythee fay??? ° Sebati 

Cor, Firft,fheconfelt the: newer 13a pi ronély 
| Affected Greatnetfe gor by yousnot yous 
| Married yottRoyalty.’ was Wifeto your place: 


te 


| 


watobshl! 
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Abhorr'd your ‘your perfon. 

Cym. She alone knew this; 

And but the {poke it dying, i would not 
Beleeue her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cora. Your daughter, whom the bore in hand to loue 

With fuch integrity, fhe did confeffe 
Was as a Scorpion to her fight, whofe life 
(But that her fight preuented it) fhe had 
Tane off by poylon, 

Cys, O moft delicate Fiend! 

Who is’t cah reade 3 Woman? Is thére more? 

Cora, MoreSir,and worfe, She did confeffe fhe had 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke,’ 
Should by the minute feede onlife,and ling’ring, 

By inches watte you. In which ime, fhe purpos *d 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kiffing ,to 
Orecome you with ner fhew; andin me 
(When fhe had ficted you with her craft, to worke 
RerSorne into th’adoption of the Crowne: 

But fayling of her end by his firange ablence, 
Grew fh areictls defperare open ‘a. (in defpighe 
Of Heauen and Men) her put; potes: repented, 
The eurls fhe hatch’ é were rot effected : fo 
Difpayricg, dyed, ing 

Cym. Heard youall chis,her Women? 

La. Wedis,fo pleafe your HiBhaSH: 

Cym, Mine eyes 
Were nor in fault, for fie was beautifull; 

Mine eares that heare her flattery, not my heart, 
That thought her like her feeming. Te had re Vicious 
To haue miftrufted her: yet (Oh my Daughter) 
That it was folly i in me, thou may ft fay, 
And preueicin thy feeling,  Heauen mend all. 
tet Lucius lachimo,and other Remax prifoners, 
ja atis be bind, and lmoagen. 
Thou comnay ft not Caim now fer Tribute, that 
The Britaines haue rac’d out, though with the loffe 
Ofmanya bold one : whofe Kinfmen haue made fuite 
That their good foules may be appeas’d, with flaughter 
Of you their’ Captives, \ which our felfe have granced, 
So thinke« of your eftate. 

Luc. Confider Sir, the chance of Warre, the day. 
Was yours by aerident : had it gone with vs, 

We fhould not when the Biogd’ was cool antic threatend 
Our Prifoners.with the Sword. Buc Ante the Gods 
Will have ic thas, chat nothing but our lives 

May becall’d ranfome, let it come : Sufficeth, 

A Roman, with a Romans heart can fuffer: 

7 uguftus liues to thinks on’t: and fo much’ 

For my peculiar care.. This one thing onely 

I will encreate, my Bay (a Britaine borne) 

Let him be ranfom’d : Neuer Matter had 

A Page fekinde,{o dureous, diligents 

So tender ouer his occafions, true, 

0 feate, fo Nurfe-like ; lec his vertue ioyne ; 
With my requeft, which, Tle make bold -your Highneffe 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Britaine harme, 
Thoughhehaue feru’d aRoman. Saute him (Sir) 
And ipare no blood befhde, 

“"Cyws. Thaue furely feene him: 

His favour is familiar to me : Boy, 

Thou hatt look’d thy felfe into my grace, 


’ 


) Andart mine owne. I know not why, wherefore, 


To fay, liue boy: ne’re thanke thy Mafter, liue ; 
And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wile, 


Fitting my bounty, and thy Mate, Ie giue it: 
Yea 
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Yea, though thou do demand a Prifoner { had rather thou fhould’ft liue, while Nature will 
? 


The Nobleft cane. 
| Ima, Lhumbly thanke your Hizhneffe.. 
Luc. | donot bid thee beggc my life, good Lad, 
And yet I know thou wilt, ex 
Imo. No,no,alacke, 
There’s other worke in hand: Ifeea thing . 
Bitter tome, as death ; your life,oood Mafter, 
Muft fhuffle for it felfe. 
Luc. The Boy difdaings me, 
Heleaues me,fcornes me ; briefely dye their ioygs, 
That place them on the cruth of Gyrles,and Boyes. ; 
Why ftands he fo perplex: ? 
Cym. What would’ thou Boy ? 
J loue thee more,and more : thinke more and more 
What's belt toaske. Know ft him thou look’ft on?f{peak 
Wilt haue him live? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend? 
Ime. Heisa Romane, no more kin to me, 
Then I co your Highneffle, who being born your vaflaile 
| Am fomething neerer. 
Cym, Woereforcey’fthim fo? | 
Imo, Ne tell you (Sir)in private,if you pleafe 
To give me hearing. 
Cym. 1,with all my heart, : 
And lend my bef attention, What’s thy name? 
| Imo, Fidele Sir. 
Cym. Thou'rt my good youth : my Page 
Ile be thy Mafter: walke with me: {peake freely, 
Bel. Isnot this Boy reuiu’d from death ? 
Arui. One $and another 
‘| Not more refembles that {weet Rofie Lad : 
Who dyed, and was Fidele: whatthinke you ¢ 
Gut. The fame dead thing aliae. 
Bel.Peace,peace, fee further : he eyes vs not, 
Creatures may be altke : were’t he,] ana fure 
He woult@haue {poke to vs. * 
Gui. But we fee him dead. 
Bel. Be filent : let’s fee further. 
Pifas Itis my Miftris : 
Since fhe is liuing, let the time rufi on, 
‘To good,or bad. ; 
Cym.. Come, ftand thou by our fide, 
Make thy demand alowd. Sir, flep you forth, 
Giue aniwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 
Or by our Greatneffe, and the grace of it 
(Which is our Honor) bitter torture fhall 
Winnow the truth from falfhood. One fpeake to him. 
Imo, My boone is, thacthis Gentleman moy render 
Of whom he had this Ring, 
Poff. What's thacto him? 
_ Cym, That Diamond vpon your Finger, fay 
| How came it yours ? 
fach, Thou’it torture me to leaue vnfpoken, that 
Which to be fpoke, wou'd torture thee, 
(ym. How? me? 
Tach, 1 am glad to be conftrain’d to vtter that 
Which torments meto conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring ; twas Leonatus lewell, 
Whom thou did’ft banith : and which more may greeue 
Asitdoth me : a Nobler Sir,ne’reliu’d (thee, 
*Twixt sky and ground, Wilt thou heare more my Lord? 
Cym. All that belongs to this. : 
ach, That Paragon, thy daughter, ~ 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe {pirits 
Quailetoremember. Giue me leaue; I fainc. 
Cym. My Daughter?what of his?Renew thy @rength 
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Then dye ere I heare more : ftriue man, and fj 
Tach. Vponatime, vnhappy was the wi ae 
That ftrooke the houte : it was in Rome, accurft 
The Manfion where : ‘twas ata Feaft, oh would 
Our Viands had bin poyfon'd(or at Jeaft 
Thofe which I heau’d to head:) the good Po/fhsmmns 
(What thould I fay? he was too good to be : 
Where ill men were,and was the beft of all 
Among'ft the rar'ft of good ones) fitting fadly, 
Hearing vs praife our Loues of Italy 
For Beauty, that made barren the fwell’d boaft 
Of him that beft could {peake : for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Venss, or ftraight-pight Adinerna 
Poftures, beyond breefe Nature. For Condition 
A fhop of all the qualities,that man : 
Loues woman for, befides that hooke of Wiuing, 
Paireneffe, which ftrikes the eye. 
, Cym, iftand on fire. Come tothe matter. 
s oe All too foone I thall, ; 
nlefle chou would’ft greene quickly, This Pofthu | aha 
Moftlikea Noble Bh in a pa mise aa 
That had a Royall Louer, tooke bis hint, 
And (not difpraifing whom we prais’d, therein 
He was as calme as vercue) he began 
His Miftris picture, which, by his tongue, being made, 
And then a minde put in’t, either our bragges 
Were crak’d of Kitchin-Trulles,or his defcription 
Prou'd vs vn{peaking fortes. 
Cym, Nay, nay,to’th’purpofe, 
Jach. Your daughters Chaftity, (chereit beginnes) 
He fpake ofher, as Daz had hot dreames, 


| And fhe alone, were cold: Whereat, I] wretch 


Made fcruple of his praife,and wager'd with him 
Peeces of Gold, ’gainft this,which then he wore 
Vpon his honour’d finger) to attaines 
In fuite the place of’s bed, and winne this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery : he (trueKnight) 
No leffer of her Honour confident. -. - 
Then I did truly finde her, ftakes this Ring, | . 
And would fo,had it beene a Carbuncle 
Of Pheebus Wheele; and might fo fafely, had is 
Bin all the worth of’s Carre. Away to Britaine 
Pofte I in this defigne : Well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court, where I-was taught 
Ofyour chafte Daughter,the wide difference 
"Twixt Amorous,and Villanous. Being thus quench’d 
Of hope,not longing; mine Italianbraine, 
Gan in your duller Britaine operare 
Moft vildely : formy vantage excellent. 
And tobe breefe, my practife fo preuayl'd 
That I return’d with fimular proofe enough, 
To make the Noble Leoxatus mad, 
By wounding his beleefe in her Renowne, 
With Tokens thus,and thus 3 auerring notes 
Of Chamber-hanging Pictures, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got) nay fome markes 
Of fecret.on her perfon,thathe couldnot 
But thinke her bond of Chaftity quite crack’d, 
Thauing ‘tane the forfeyr. Whereupon, 
Methinkes I fee him now... 

Pof, \fothoudo’t, « 
Italian Fiend. Ayeme, moft credulous Foole, 
Egregious murtherer, Theefe,any thing 
That’s due to all the Villaines paft,in being 
Tocome. Oh giue me Cord,or knife,or poyfon, 
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Some vpright Iufticer. Thou King,fend out 
For Torturorsingenious : it is | 
That all th’abhorred things o’th’earth amend 
By being worfethea they, I am Pofhumus, 
That kill’ thy Daughter: Villain-like, I lye, 
That caus’d a leffer villaine then my felfe, 
A facrilegious Theefe to doo't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was fhe ; yea,and fhe her felfe. 
Spit, and throw ftones, caft myre vpon me, fet 
The dogges o’th’ftreet to bay me: every villaine 
Be call 'd Po/thumus Leonarus, and 
Be villany leffe chen’twas. Oh Imogen! 
My Queene, my life, ny wife: oh Jmogen, 
Imogen Jmogen. 
Imo, Peace my Lord,heare,heare. 

* Poff. Shall’s haue a play of this ? 
Thou fcorntull Page, there lyethy part, 

Pi f. Oh Gentlemen,helpe, 

Mine aid your:Miftris: Oh my Lord Pofthumus, 
You ne’re kill'd Jaages till now: helpe,helpe, 
Mine honour’ d Lady. 

Cyne, Does the world go round ? 

Pofth, How comes thele ftaggers on mee ? 

Pifa. Wakemy Miftris. 

Cym. lfthis be fo, the Gods do meane to ftrike me 
To death, with mortall iey. 

Fifa, How fares my Miftris? 

Imo. Oh get thee from my fight, 
Thou gau’ft me poyfon : dangerous Fellow hence, » 
Breath not where Princes are. 

Cyws. The tune of Imogen. 

Pife.Lady the Gods throw ftones of fulpher on me,if 
That box I gaue you, was not thought by mee 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 

Cym. New matter fill. 
Imo. Itpoyfon'd me, 
Core. Oh Gods! 
Ileft ou one thing which the Queene confeft, 
Which muft approue thee honeft. If Pafanio 
Haue (faid fhe) giuen his Miftris that Confection 
Which I gaue him for Cordiall, the is feru’d, 
As I would feruea Rat. 

Cym. What's this, Cornelius? 

Corn. The Queene (Sir)very oft impoztun’d me 
To temper poyfons for her, ftill pretending 
The farisfaction of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vilde,as Cats and Dogges 
Of no efteeme,  I-dreading, thather purpofe 

Was of more danger, did compound for her 

A certaine ftuffe, which being tane, would ceafe 
The prefent powre of life, burinfhort time, 
All Offices of Nature, fhould againe 

Do their dueFunGtions, Haue you tane of it? 

Imo. Moftlikel did,for 1 was dead, 

Bel, My Boyes,there was our error. 

Gui, Thisis fure Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you ? 
Thinke that yowaré vpona Recke, and now 
Throw meagaine. 

Poff. Hang there like fruite, my foule, 
Tillthe Tree dye. 
Cym. How new, my Flefh? my Childe? 
What, mak’@thou me a dullard inthis AG ? 
Wilt thou not fpeake to me? 
Imo. Your bleffing, Sir. 
Bel. Though you did loue this youth, I blame yenot, 


- 


You had a motiue for’t, 

Cyms. My teares that fall 
Proue holy-water on thee ; Zmogen, 
Thy Mothers dead. 

Imo. Lam forry for’t,my Lord. 

(ym. Ob, fhe was naught ;and long ofher it was 
That we meet heere fo ftrangely : but her Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where, 

.Pifa. My Lord, 
Now feare is from me, Ile fpeake troth. Lord Clotés 
Vpon my Ladies miffing, came to me 
With his Sword drawne,foam’d at the mouth, and {wore 
If I difcouer’d noc which way the was gone, 
It was my inftaar death. By accident, 
I had a feigned Letter of my Matters 
Then in my pocket, which dire€ted him 
To fecke her on the Mountraines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzie, in my Mafters Garments 
( Which he infore’d from me) away he poftes 
With vnchafte purpofe, and with oath co violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 
] furcher know not, 

Gui, Let meend the Scory : I flew him there. « 

Cym, Marry, the Gods forefend. 

I would not thy good deeds, fhould from my lips 
Plucke a hard fentence :Prythee valiant youth 
Deny’ againe. 

Gui. ‘I haue {poke it,and I did it, 

Cym. Hewas aPrince, 

Gui, A moft inciuill one. The wrongs he didmee 
Were nothing Prince-like 5 for he did prouoke me! 
With Language that would make me fpurne the Sea, 
If ic could {oroaretome. I cat off’s head, 


| Andam right glad he isnot ftanding heere 


Tortell this tale of mine, 
Cym, 1am forrow for thee: 


By thine owne tongue thou art condemn’d, and muft 


Endure our Law: Thou’rt dead, 
Imo. That headlefle man I thought had bin my Lord 
Cym. Binde the Offender, 

And take him from our prefence. 
Bel. Stay,Sir King. 

This man is better then the man he flew, 

As well defcended as thy felfe, and hath 


| More of thee merited,then a Band of Clotens 


Had euer [carre for, Let his Armes alone, 


( They werenot borne for bondage. 


Cym. Whyold Soldier : 


| Wilt houvndeo the worth thoaart vnpayd for 
| By rafting of our wrath? How of defcent 


As good as we? 
Arui. Inthat he fpake too farre. 
C€ym. And thou halt dye for’t. 
Bel. We will dye all three, 
Bur I will proue that two one’s areas good. 
As I haue giuen out him. My Sonnes, I muft 
For mine owne part, ynfold a dangerous fpeech, 


Though haply well for you. 


Ari. Your danger’s ours. 
Guid. And our good his, 
Bel. Haueat itthen, by leaue 


| Thou hadd’ft (great King)a Subie&,who 


\ 


Was call’d Belarius. 


Cym. What of him? He is a banith’d Traitor. 
Bel. He itis, that hath 
Affum’d this age: indeed a banifh’d man, ! 


; I 
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1 know not how,a Traitor. Be 
(ym. Takehim hence, | 
The whole world thal] nor fanchim. 

Bel, Nottoo hot; 
Firft pay me for the Nurfing of thy Sonnes, 
1 Andlet it be confifcate all fo foone 
Asihauereceyu'dit. 

Cyn. Narko g of my Sonnes ? 


Ere J arife,{ will preferre my Soones, 
{ Then {pare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Thefetwo young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
And thinke they are my Sonne’ are none of mine, 
‘| They are the yflue of your Loynes, my Liege, 
And blood of your begecting. 
Cym. How? my liue. , 

_ Bel. So fureas you, your Fathers : 1 (old AZergan) 
Amthat Belariws, whom you fometime banifh’d: 
Your pleafure was my neere offence, my punifhment 
{Ic felfe, and all ty Treafon thar [ fuffer’d, 
Wasall the harmeI did. Thefe gentle Princes 
(For fuch,and fo they are) thefe twenty yeares 
; Haue I train’d vp ; thofe Ares they hauc,as I 
Could put into them. My breeding was (Sir) 
Asyour Highneffe knowes : Their Nurfe Euriphile 
(Whom for the Theft t wedded) (tole theie Children 
Vpon my Banifhment : | moow'd her too’t, 
Hauing receyu’d the punifhment before 
For chat which I did then. Beaten for Loyaltie, 
Excited meto Treafon, Their deere lofi, 
The more of you twas felt, the more it fhap’d 
Vatomy end of ftealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe,and I muft loofe 
Two of the fweet’ft Conipanions in the World, 
The benediction of thefe couering Heavens 
Fall on their heads liks dew, for they are worthie 
Toin-lay Heaven with Scarres. ~ 

Cym.. Thou weep’ft,and {peak'ft : 
The Seruice that you three haue done, is more 
Volike, thenthis thou tell’. I loft my Children, 
Ifthefebethey, I know not iow to with 
A payre of worthicr Sonnes. 

Bel. Be pleag’d awhiie ; 
\ This Genrleman, whom: | call Polidore, 
Moft worthy Prince,as yours, is true Guiderins : 
{ This Gentleman, my Cadwal, Aruiragus. 
{ Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir,waslapt 
In amoft curious Mantle, wrought by th'hand 
Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eafe produce, 

Cyms. Guiderius had / 
Vpon his neckea Mole,afanguine Starre, 
I, was a marke of wonder, 

Bel. This ishe, 
Who hath von hins @illehae natural! ampe: 
It was wife Natures end, in the donation 
To be hisseuidencenow. 
| Cym. Oh what am! 
| A Mother co the byrzh of three ? Nere Mother 
| Reioye'd deliuerance moze: Bleft,pray you be, 
That after chis Rrange Rarting from your Orbes, 
You may reiggeinithem now : Oh Lmogen, 
Thou haft loft by this a Kingdome. ig 

Imo. Moasny Lord: 


‘| Haue we thus met? Obneuer fay heereafter 
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Continew’d fo, vntill we thought he dyed; 


Bel. Lamtoo blunt,andfawcy :heere's my knees 


’ Pardon’s the word toll. 


| Ihave gortwo Worlds by’t. Oh my gentle Brothers, 


But I am trueft fpeaker. Youwcall’d me Brother 
When I was but your Sifter : I you Brothers, ‘ 
When we were fo indeed, 

Cym. Did you ere meete? 

Arui. Imy good Lord. 

Gui, And at firft meeting lou'd, 


Corw. By the Queenes Dramme fhe fwallow’d, 
Cym. O rare infting! 
When fhall I heare all through? This fierce abridgment 
Hath co it Circumftantiall branches, which f 
Diftinction fhould berichin. Where? how lin’d you? 
And when came youto ferue our Romane Captine ? 
How parted with your Brother ? How firft met them? 
Why fled you fromthe Court? And whether thefe ? 
And your three motiues to the Battaile ?- with 
I know not how much more fhould bedemanded, 
And all the other by-dependances 
From chance to chance ? But nor the Time,nor Place 
Will ferue our long Interrogatories, See, 
Pefthumus Anchors vpon Imogen ; 
And fhe (like harmleffe Lightning?) throwes her eye 
On him : her Brothers, Me: her Mafter hitting 
Each obiect witha loy : the Counter-change 
Is feuerally in all, Let's quit this ground, 
And {moake the Temple with our Sacrifices, 
Thou art my Brother, fo wee'l hold thee ever. 
Imo. You ave my Father too, and did releeue me: 
To fee this gracious feafon, 
Cym. All ore-ioy’d 
Saue thefe in bonds, let them beioyfull too, 
For they fhall tafte our Comfort. 
Imo. My good Mafter,1 will yet do you fernice. 
Luc. Happy be you. » 
Cym. The forlorne Souldier,that no Nobly fought 
He would haue well becom’d this place,and grac’d 
The thankings ofa King. 
Poff. 1am Sir 
The Souldier that did‘company thefe three 
In poore befceming :’twas a fitment for 
The purpofe I then follow’d. Thar I washe, 
Speake Lachimo, I had you downe, and might 
Haue made you finifh. 
lach. Yamdowneagaine: 
But now my heauie Confcience finkes my knee, 
Asthen your force did. Take that life, befeech you 
Which Ifo often owe: but your Ring firft, 
And heere the Bracelet of the trueft Princefle 
That ever {wore her Faith. 
Poff. Kneelenotto me: 
The powre that I haueon you,is to {pare you: 
The malice towards you, to forgiue you. Live 
And deale with others better, 
| Cym. Nobly doom’d : 
Wee'l learne our Freeneffe of a Sonne-in-Law : 


Arni. Youholpevys Sir, 
As youdid meane indeed to be our Brother, 
Toy'd are we,that you are, 

Poft. Your Servant Princes.Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-fayer: As J flept, methought 
Great Iupiter vpon his Eagle back’d 
Appear’dto me, with other [prightly fhewes 
Of mine owne Kindred. When I wak'’d,} found 
This Labe!l on my bofome ; whofe containing 
Is fo from fenfe in hardneffe, that I caa 





Stet cae Sage gets 
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| ce a ets of Gmbeline. 


Make no Colleétion of it. Let him fhew 
His skill in the conftruction. 

Lus. Philarmonus, — 

Socth. Heere,my good Lord. 

Luc. Read,and declare the meaning. 


Reades. 
Hen as a Lyons whelpe,/hall to himfelfe unknown,with- 
out fecking finde, and bee embrac'd by apeece of tender 
Ayres And when from a ftately Cedar (ball be lopt branches, 
which being dead many yeares, fall after reine, bee ioystedto 
the old Stocke , and frefbly grow, then [hall Pofthumus end his 
miferies, Britaine be fortunate, and flourify in Peace and Plen- 
tite ‘ 
Thou Leswatus art the Lyons Whelpe, 
The fit and apt Conftru ion of thy name 
Being Leonatus, doth import fo much: 
The peece of tender Ayre,thy vertuous Daughter, 
Which we cal} 44o//% Aer, and Mollis Aer 
Weterme it JZulier; which Aduleer I diuine 
Is this moft conftant Wife, who enen now 
An{wering the Letter of the Oracle, 
Voknowne to you vnfough:, were clipt about 
With this moft tender Aire. 
Cyn. This hath fome feeming. 
Sooth, The lofty Cedar,Royall Cymbeline 
Perforates thee : And thy lope Branches,poine 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Belarias folne 
For many yeares thought dead,are now reviu'd 
To the Maiefticke Cedar ioyn’d; whofe I flue 





} 





Promifes Britainc, Peace and Plenty, 

Cym. Well, 
My Peace we will begin: And Caius Lucius: 
Although the Victor, we fubmit to Cefary - : 


} . . 
, And tothe Romanc Empire ; promifing 


To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diffwaded by our wicked Queene, 
Whom heauens in luftice both on her,and hers, 
Haue laid moft heauy hand. 
Sooth, The fingers of the Powres aboue, dotune 
The harmony of this Peace ; the Vition 
Which I made knowne to Lacing ere the Rroke 
j Of yee this fcarfe-cold-Bactaile, at this inftant 
Is full accomplifh’d. For the Romaine Eagle 
From South ro Weft,on wing foanng aloft 
Leffen’d her {elfe, and inthe Beames.o’th’Sun 
So vanith’d ; which fore-fhew’d our Princely Eagle 
Th’Imperiall Cefar, fhould againe vnite ; 
His Fauour,with the Radiant Cyabeline, 
Which fhinesheere in the Welt. 
(ym. Laud we the Gods, 
And let our crooked Smoakes climbe to their Noftrils 
From our bleft Altars, Publith we this Peace 
To all our Subie&ts. Set we forward: Let 
A Roman, and a Brittiih Enfigne wave 
Friendly together : fo threugh Lads-Towne march, 
And inthe Temple of great lupiter 
Our Peace wee'l ratifie: Seale it with Feafts. 


4 


| Seron there: Newer was a Warre did ceafe 


(Ere bloodie hands were wafh’d) with fuch a Peace. 
Exeunt, 


‘Printed at the Charges of W. Faggard, Ed. Blount, L Smithweeke, 
and W.cAfpley, 1623. 
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